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To my father, Francis E. Harris, who on Saturday, August 24, 2024, urged me to rise to this challenge and see it through. My dad is special—not because he is perfect, but because he, like all of us, carries the fine print of human challenges and growth. When I was a kid, he often shared this poem by Sam Walter Foss:

Let me live in a house by the side of the road,
Where the race of men go by;
The men who are good and the men who are bad,
As good and as bad as I.
I would not sit in the scorner’s seat,
Or hurl the cynic’s ban;
Let me live in a house by the side of the road
And be a friend to man.
I see from my house by the side of the road,
By the side of the highway of life,
The men who press with the ardor of hope,
The men who are faint with the strife.
But I turn not away from their smiles nor their tears
Both parts of an infinite plan;
Let me live in my house by the side of the road
And be a friend to man.
Let me live in my house by the side of the road
Where the race of men go by;
They are good, they are bad, they are weak,
They are strong,
Wise, foolish— so am I.
Then why should I sit in the scorner’s seat
Or hurl the cynic’s ban? —
Let me live in my house by the side of the road
And be a friend to man.

I appreciate my dad’s unwavering support. I also dedicate this work to the many librarians and library staff who tirelessly protect and preserve the written word. Locally, they have been my anchor. In recent years, many of these unsung heroes have faced immense challenges, made sacrifices, and provided me with a sanctuary to create these pages. To them, I offer my deepest gratitude. Blessings to all who champion the sacred spaces of learning.
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Introduction to 
“2 Cents of Reason”

Here’s my take: I’ve been around. I’ve worn out my share of expensive shoes, walking paths that taught me life’s lessons, some easy and others hard-earned. These lessons, gathered over more than 60 years, are what I’m sharing with you now.

First, let me say this: I hope you purchased this book. Not because I’m counting pennies, but because I want you to invest in its ideas. Better yet, buy another copy or two and share them with your friends. Sit down together. Discuss the concepts within these pages. Let’s start conversations that will spark growth, challenge assumptions, and inspire change.

This book is not a lecture; it’s an invitation. We live in a world that is both fragile and resilient, flawed yet full of potential. Picture humanity as a fabric. Some parts are stained, some worn thin, and others scorched by the fires of history. Yet this is the only fabric we have, and it is ours to mend, preserve, and strengthen. We, the billions of people on this planet, are the fibers that weave its stories, carry its histories, and lay the foundation for the generations yet to come.

Through this book, I’m sharing ideas born from my experiences and shaped by moments of joy, pain, triumph, and failure. These ideas include The Labyrinth, my personal lens on navigating life’s complexities, and The Bubble Effect, an exploration of the barriers we create around ourselves and how they confine us. I’ll discuss Cultural Incarceration and Cultural Confinement, shedding light on the ways culture can both define and limit us, and why reducing a person’s identity to the color of their skin or other superficial markers does more harm than good.

Then, I’ll introduce you to someone extraordinary: a little boy who taught me a lesson I call Perspective Thinking. Through him, I learned the humbling truth that the balance in my “intellectual bank account” was insufficiently funded. From there, I’ll take you on a journey to The Bubble Theory and The Rubber-Band Effect, concepts that challenge us to stretch beyond our limits and explore the kinetic potential we unleash when we break free of societal constraints.

Throughout this exploration, my goal is simple: to show you the exponential strength we gain when we stand together—not in uniformity, but in unity. Humanity thrives when our collective will is directed toward building a future that uplifts everyone, a trajectory that is eternally upward bound.

Finally, let me leave you with a story about “keeping up with the Joneses.” I’ve met the Joneses. I’ve eaten their food, sipped their wine, sat on their fine furniture, and even slept in their beds. But as a poor kid from Parole, I reached a startling conclusion—one I’ll share with you in these pages.

When you finish this book, ask yourself, “Did I get it?” If the answer is no, don’t worry. The book is in your hands. Read it again. Find a friend, start a reading circle, and explore these ideas together. Every discussion tightens the fabric of our shared humanity, making it stronger and more enduring.

The ideas in this book shouldn’t stop with me. They’re meant to be shared, adapted, and carried forward. Because together, we can mend what’s torn, strengthen what’s weak, and weave a world that’s better for all.

Let’s begin.

My Letter to You

Dear Reader,

Again, I want to express my deepest gratitude for your picking up this book and spending your valuable time with me and the words that follow. I know I can sometimes come across as complex—okay, I own it. But I’ve also been told that I’ve been inspirational, that I give people hope. The truth is, I have never, and will never, give people hope. Hope is a positive force that we all cultivate within ourselves, at our own pace and in our own way. My role, at best, is to assist you in discovering the hope that is already a part of you—a gift you give to yourself as you maneuver the challenges of life.

From time to time, we all find ourselves under dark clouds of doubt, resentment, and second thoughts. Yet, for most of us, there are also moments when the sun breaks through, casting beams of positivity and light into our lives. Here’s what I want you to know: we are alive. If you are reading this, you know that. I’m referring to the energy that you and I have on whatever level. And because we are alive, it is our time to truly live. It is time to be our better selves. We have the power to collectively push back against the cloud of malaise that too often shrouds our nation and much of our world.

I have stood on my often-lonely soapbox since my youth, speaking truths that many did not want to hear. But now, my time has come to break free from the confines of doubt and hesitation. This is my moment to step into the light, to let my voice resonate with the clarity and power that has been building inside me all these years.

No longer will I be constrained by fear or uncertainty. Instead, I embrace the strength that comes from knowing my own worth and the potential within me. It’s time to turn my words into actions, to transform dreams into reality, and to inspire others to find their own voices. I invite you to stand.

Consider my intent as you read. My goal is not to make you think like me but to urge you to breathe deeply—then exhale. Take a moment to reason—not just react.

Reason with the full depth of your breath, with the weight of awareness, and with an appreciation for the shared challenges of life. We are all bound together, a global body, a family—not by choice, but by existence itself.

No one selects the labyrinth they must navigate. No one chooses the circumstances into which they are born. Some are stamped “FORTUNATE,” others “UNFORTUNATE.” Yet, we are all here—alive in this moment.

We must confront the Bubble—the unseen walls that shape our perceptions. We must grasp Perspective—the lens molded by experience, environment, and inherited thought. These forces either imprison us or set us free.

My solemn intent is to awaken a deeper level of reasoning—one that doesn’t just serve the self but uplifts humanity as a whole. Because the highest freedom is not in what we possess, but in how we think.

Let us rise together, fueled by the passion and conviction that we can change the world for the better. Together, we can embrace the light and create a future filled with possibility and hope.

With warmth and appreciation,

Donnell

The Shortest Reason

A reason for our commonality

Unless some groundbreaking life science has been unleashed while I wasn’t looking, every single one of us—every grand thinker, every humble laborer, every saint, and every sinner—owes their existence to one undeniable fact: we are the product of a sperm and egg merger.

That’s right, folks. No matter how high we climb or how lofty our ambitions, every one of us started as a microscopic collaboration project. An egg and a sperm walked into a cellular bar, and the rest, as they say, is history.

Think about that the next time someone gets too big for their britches. We all share this hilariously humbling origin story. From the most celebrated minds in science to the person who argues about pineapple on pizza, we’re all here because two cells decided to get together and make magic—or at least a very elaborate and interesting science experiment.

So, the next time someone questions your worth, remind them that without a little wiggle and a lot of luck, they wouldn’t be here either.

And there you have it—the shortest reason, and perhaps the most sobering reminder of our undeniable connection.

My Back Story

Allow me to introduce myself to some and reintroduce myself to others who may be learning about me for the first time. As the developer of “The 10 Commandments of Peace,” I’ve embarked on an incredible journey filled with profound discoveries and life lessons. I invite you to join me as I share the story of where I’ve been, what I’ve learned, and where I am now. Let’s dive into a remarkable journey that bridges culture, faith, and the transformative power of self-discovery.

Picture this: it’s a chilly Friday evening, and we’re nestled into a cozy, dimly lit living room. The aroma of hot cocoa swirls in the air as we sip and settle in. I want to take you back to my childhood—a time rooted in the doctrines of the Seventh-day Adventist faith. Growing up within this faith wasn’t a simple inheritance; it was a culture of deep, intentional indoctrination. My upbringing wasn’t about fostering independent thought but about instilling obedience and the rhythms of tradition, much like the comforting but predictable cadence of those Friday evenings.

As we sit together, wrapped in warmth, I’ll share something important: I’m not here to persuade you religiously or spiritually. This book isn’t about conversion but understanding—a pathway to share how I arrived at my own conclusions.

Within the Adventist community, many of the older members around me were childless couples who, despite their lack of firsthand experience, often shared guidance on parenting and personal character. Their reference? The writings of a woman who passed away in 1915—a figure renowned for her visions and devotion. Her teachings, immortalized in Child Guidance, emphasized purity, honesty, self-control, and reverence. It was a framework for living and child-rearing that shaped my upbringing in ways I am still unraveling today.

The goal was straightforward: followers were encouraged to adopt these teachings, likely as a means to instill values seen as “winning” qualities. Yet, there was a twist. Many of the individuals who championed these values had only limited literacy. Some could read at an elementary level; others relied on the rhythms of spoken words without fully understanding the complex ideas embedded within them. The difference between sounding out words and comprehending them runs deep. But there they stood, guiding others with conviction.

How, then, did they share such rich information if they could barely read it themselves? The answer lies in a centuries-old tool of human connection—oral tradition.

Oral tradition holds a significant place in the history of human culture. It’s the vessel through which knowledge, values, and cultural identity flow, passed down verbally from generation to generation. Oral traditions transcend literacy, conveying wisdom and values through folktales, songs, chants, and stories. In communities across the world, where literacy wasn’t the norm, oral tradition carried the essence of knowledge, preserving beliefs, literature, laws, and other understandings.

In my community, this tradition wasn’t just a means of sharing religious beliefs; it became a foundation upon which our entire worldview rested.

As a child, I couldn’t fully grasp the impact of oral tradition or the unfiltered, sometimes unfounded knowledge it conveyed. The adults in my life weren’t bad people; they were simply sharing what they had learned, passing on wisdom that, while sacred to them, was often unverified, unscientific, and occasionally misleading. As a child, I assumed they knew what they were talking about—after all, they were the adults in the room, the keepers of tradition and knowledge. Like my friends who grew up in similar communities, I trusted these teachings as solid and true.

Each Friday evening, we followed a weekly ritual to welcome the Sabbath—from sunset Friday to sunset Saturday, what we called ‘God’s holy day.’ I’m grateful we didn’t live in Northern Alaska, or our “holy day” would have stretched on far too long! To welcome the Sabbath, we sang hymns, recited memorized Bible verses, and closed with a prayer, gathering warmth from the ritual and each other. I vividly remember one particular Friday evening in our small four-room house. The space was snug, filled with the distinct, familiar smells of well-scrubbed floors, thanks to an overused bottle of Breath-O-Pine, mingling with the aromas of our Sabbath meals and the pungent scent of kerosene from the old Duotherm space heater we simply called “the stove.” The stove stood as our defense against the cold that crept through cracks in the doors and windows, offering us a comforting shield from the outside chill.

After the Sabbath welcome, we’d settle down for a simple evening meal, one that still evokes memories of that era. One of my favorites was Great Northern beans with sliced hotdogs. Momma would make cornbread too—not the homemade kind but from the light blue Jiffy Corn Muffin mix. She’d blend it with milk and an egg, then bake it in a sheet pan. When it was done, she’d peel back the paper on a stick of oleo-margarine and rub it over the top until the cornbread gleamed under the dim kitchen light. I still remember that warm glow cast over our modest home as if it were a rare treasure, that cornbread shining golden, a simple pleasure in a humble home.

Sitting there, soaking in the warmth and aroma, I had my first inklings of what it meant to live within the framework of a capitalist society. We didn’t have much, but those Friday nights felt abundant. It was during those times, however, that I began noticing our place on the margins—aware of what others had and what we did not, realizing how society often defined people by material means. Our house was small, and our resources limited. Daddy worked two jobs, and Momma cleaned other people’s houses—never for “colored” families, she’d say, though her reasons eluded me then. With time, I started to understand her sentiments, realizing the intricate cultural dynamics that shaped the way we viewed ourselves and our place in the world.

One Friday night stands out so vividly, cursed with the kind of bitter cold that bit at your skin, tickled your nose, and chilled a young boy’s bones. Yet, in our little house, we were safe and warm. After dinner, Momma would gather me and my two younger brothers, and we’d settle on the floor at her feet while she took her place on the bench in front of the piano. Yes, a full-size, black upright piano sat in our small house—a strange luxury amid our modest belongings. My brothers and I might tinker with it now and then, but it was Momma and my oldest sister who could truly make it sing.

These moments—this blend of music, ritual, warmth, and scarcity—were more than routine. They were shaping me, planting seeds of understanding that would grow in unexpected ways. They taught me that even in the smallest spaces, we can nurture something grand, something that transcends circumstances and the limitations imposed by society. These evenings and memories became the backbone of my journey to comprehend, question, and finally reconcile the layers of my heritage with the values I would ultimately choose to carry forward.

Music was woven into the fabric of our home. My dad would strum away on a Sears Signature guitar that I used to think was called the “Alan Francis Guitar.” It wasn’t until later that I realized the name was a nod to my cousin Alan Francis—my dad’s brother’s son—from whom the guitar was borrowed. My next-to-oldest sister played the violin, and I was handed a clarinet, though I’m not sure anyone would say I actually played it. My two younger brothers took up the cellos, adding their deep, rich notes to our family’s symphony.

It was in those moments, surrounded by music and the warmth of our small house, that I felt a sense of connection—something more profound than just family, something that spoke to the rhythms of life itself. Those were the moments that made everything else fade away, leaving only the sound of our shared melodies and the feeling of being part of something larger than ourselves.

Just a note, as you journey through this book, I want you to be right here with me. My hope is that, as we move forward together, you’re finding a sense of comfort—getting to know the me that makes me, me.

Two doors down from our house lived my school’s music teacher, Mrs. Irene Richardson. Back then, we studied real subjects in school, and she had an eye for potential. She noticed something in me, even when I was just five years old. I remember being on stage at a PTA meeting one night, playing my little xylophone. I’d learned to play it well enough to perform, and it felt like a big deal at the time.

One day, while I was playing outside, Mrs. Richardson called me over to her house. She only lived a couple of doors down from the Harrises on either side of the road. “Donny,” she asked, “would you like to play the piano?” My heart leaped with excitement, but even at that young age, I knew everything came with a cost. Before I could say anything, she assured me that she wouldn’t charge me a thing—she wanted to teach me for free. She just needed me to ask my daddy if he’d mind. I rushed home, bubbling with excitement, and presented the idea to Daddy.

“Daddy, Mrs. Richardson wants to teach me how to play the piano. She said she would do it for free,” I said, full of hope and excitement. But before I could finish, my father’s face darkened with anger. He erupted, his voice booming in a way that sent shockwaves through me. “I’m not going to have my son playing the piano. That’s for girls, and you are not a girl!”

I stood there, stunned and confused, trying to understand how my innocent request had triggered such an intense reaction. “But she said it would be free,” I stammered, still clinging to the idea that maybe the cost-free offer would change his mind.

In that moment, I didn’t realize it, but something deeper was unfolding. Looking back now, I see it clearly—a conservative python was raising its head, often slithering through our home. It was a cultural snake, coiled in the shadows, ready to strike whenever I dared to step outside the rigid boundaries it imposed. That strange shadow, I now recognize, was the dark art of stereotyping—a force that would follow me, whispering limitations and feeding fears throughout the experiences of my life.

This strange episode went on, “I don’t care! And don’t ask me that again.” As a child, I did not understand what was going on. I don’t think the word stereotyping had even reached my vocabulary.

As a child, I just felt bad. I did not know the words then but I was learning the feel of being humiliated and rejected. I’ve got to go back and tell the music teacher no. Dady said, “NO”. I had no idea how to produce reasonable argument. I was a child. Daddy would talk about old piano players like Cab Calloway, Ray Charles, Nat King Cole (whom I confused with Old King Cole. They both had soul. One just had a merry old one), and many others. He liked their music even though the Cult was teaching that their music came from the devil. But daddy had another reason for his one of many outbursts. My eyes had reached the dawn of opening. The house of cards was beginning to get taller but a breeze was in the distance.

The child in me retreated, silenced by my father’s anger and left with a sense of lingering confusion. His reaction hung over me like an unspoken rule—a reminder that in our home, there were invisible lines that I hadn’t even realized existed. The simplicity of my request to learn the piano had stirred something much larger than I could understand as a young boy. All I knew was that an invisible wall had come up, dividing what was acceptable from what was not, and the piano had landed squarely on the “not” side.

As time went on, I began to notice other walls—small, subtle barriers that shaped not only my actions but also the way I perceived myself. It wasn’t just the piano that I was forbidden to touch. It was any expression that seemed to step outside the narrow expectations laid out for me, any interest that didn’t fit into the mold of what was deemed “appropriate” for an SDA Christian boy. The world around me, though modest, seemed to be made of concrete rules that kept our feet planted on familiar ground, discouraging even the slightest curiosity about the unknown. We were the world. We were the small world.

That sense of cultural confinement was woven into many aspects of our lives, and I wasn’t the only one who felt it. Each member of my family had their own lines they couldn’t cross, their own silent battles with the expectations set by tradition, society, and, most powerfully, by family. Even my sister, whose nimble fingers danced over violin strings, wasn’t immune to these invisible boundaries. Her talent was acknowledged, encouraged even, but only within certain contexts, certain confines. Beyond that, anything too expressive, too bold, seemed to step into territory that was best left unexplored.

As I grew, I started to understand this invisible force for what it was—stereotyping. It was an unspoken language, a silent teacher, teaching us to stay within the boundaries set long before we were born. This was more than mere tradition; it was a force that told me who I could be and, just as importantly, who I could not be. I learned quickly that stereotypes weren’t just labels but anchors, keeping us tethered to a version of ourselves that often didn’t feel complete or true.

Reflecting now, I can see how the rigid structure of my upbringing left its mark, but it also sparked something equally powerful: a quiet rebellion, a desire to see beyond the walls that had been set up for me. I began questioning those boundaries, asking myself why certain paths were closed off, why certain dreams were considered wrong, even if they didn’t harm anyone. These questions simmered inside me, slowly cooking up a need for understanding that would follow me throughout my life.

That moment with Mrs. Richardson, my father, and the forbidden piano became a cornerstone in my journey toward self-awareness. It marked the beginning of a quest—not just for skill or education but for the freedom to define myself on my terms, to break free from the expectations that had tried to keep me within their grasp.

Let’s pause for a moment. Picture Momma reading us a Sabbath School lesson from the “Our Little Friend” weekly magazine. It was our SDA version of the Sunday School lesson for kids. On that one special night, something was about to ignite my personal fuse of change. Momma was reading to my two younger brothers and me. As I recall, I heard a story about a guy named Solomon. The way I remember it, the story was rewritten for young children, not truly accurate to the Bible.

As I get older and more studied, I realize many of the stories and images we were shown lacked Biblical accuracy. For example, we were told the story of Moses and the burning bush, but the Bible says the bush wasn’t actually burning. Over time, I learned these lessons were designed to keep us under control and feed the economically hungry mouths of those at the denominational top teaching them. This story was no different.

So, let’s get back to Momma on the bench at the piano. She’s diligently following the pattern she was given, reading to us the story of Solomon. In the story, Solomon had a conversation with God, who gave him the honor of asking for anything he desired. This moment marked one of the many turning points in my life. In short God says, “Hey guy. I’ve been paying attention to you”. Now this is my short version. I’m telling the story as I understood probably a citizen of the first or second grade. “Guy, ‘What would you like to have?” Wow wouldn’t I like to have that question given to me from the master of the universe and beyond. “What would you like?” In other words, “What do you want?”

Solomon’s response was simple. With all the things that he could ask for, Ol’ Solo said, he wanted WISDOM AND KNOWLEDGE. So, God responded by approving his request. However, because he asked and received this approval, God gave him so many other things as well. The focus in this story was that God gave this dude riches and power. This guy was a King like his daddy. King David, we called him.

The young child in me, the curtains were beginning to open on a growing stage. I realized we (our family) had many challenges. I was a kid learning the art of comparison. The neighborhood had families that had more. We were more than often coming up short. Sure, we had the typical responses I learned later to the question, “Daddy, can we get some McDonald’s?” Daddy would respond, “No! When we get home your mother will make you some McDonald’s.” I was just beginning to learn how poor we were. I was observing living in the broke house. We had a pump that was not properly pumping well water. The toilet didn’t flush well. The bathroom became no more than an indoor outhouse with a bathtub. The car often needed repairs. The water heater didn’t keep up with heating. I had to share a bed with other family members who often had issues with nocturnal incontinence. From time to time that great big Duotherm space heater that took up way too much space in the living room would give up on heating when the ground outside was freezy-cold and white.

We had challenges, but this was the night to change my life. I listened to that story as well as I could. The sentence of my cultural incarceration had been read off in the courtroom of circumstances. I had learned what was right and what was wrong. I found out years later that it was the court order of the empirical spiritual judiciary that was shackling me; binding me in leg irons. As the bailiff of cultural belief was taking me away. “We are right” those who do not see or believe things that we are sentenced to believe and follow are evil. They are “Heathens” and “Philistines” they are spawns of the DEVIL. We had a private way of understanding the broken outside world. We were God’s people; and God kept us broke and on the margins of failure to help us to develop and become His righteous minions to carry out His last days work. His last days work is to make others believe as we do. We were called to be Missionaries to the weak. We were distrustful of those who had materialistically more.

We were taught that it was a sin to become successful and selfish. Our money belonged to God. And ... God makes limited attempts to share his wealth. By the time I hit elementary school, my head was already being filled with what I see now as nonsense goo. It was the sentence I was to be imprisoned with; seemingly for life. We used the old slave personas that identified the prominent white-man as “Sir” and the colored neighbor as his last name. The community was filled with people of little or no value unless they were friends of my dad.

We were to be suspicious of everyone. Everybody had ill intent. They could not be trusted. We would hand out a little tract that was titled, “Your Friends the Adventists”. We were taught to be bait. Be nice to others so that we can at least get them on the hook. We can hold the catch until “Revival” or the “Evangelism” season would come. At that time, it was the pastor’s job to convince others that they were destined for hell if they did not think as we did.

Those other people. Those other people. Those shameful, wicked, vile, deranged, dirty other people. Don’t play with them. They may corrupt you. Being with any of them is a direct ticket to hell. The ground is about to open and swallow us all if we had any conversation about sex or any other taboo subject. Don’t ask questions. Just be obedient. Do God’s will and never, never ask for pay. God needs our money to hasten the rapid return of Jesus. Basically, I learned God has cattle on a thousand hills, but his wealth doesn’t transfer well against the American dollar.

Now my mother was a little different. She was more patient and accepting. While my dad was an over-the-top SDA guy and the first one in his family, momma was a third generation Seventh Day Adventist. She was a little more laid back. Her heart was an open door to most excluding that witch and that little old man across the street. That was the other plague we had to live through in our home. We couldn’t celebrate any holiday but the old man’s birthday. That would be my granddaddy because his birthday was the fourth of July. America celebrated Grandaddy’s birthday. But momma had ongoing Issues with her In-laws. They would argue fuss and fight often through my father. Daddy would not only lay down the law in our house, he would also fight energetically to lay down his parent’s law in our house. His parents knew how we were to live. So, between the parents, the grandparents, and the church, I was worn out before taking on my new, and always continuing to grow, venture – school. There was an odd and growing legalism that was rapidly becoming the wallpaper of my life.

Life was packed with a lot of well wrapped boxes. Oh my God, the gifts the promises. The dreams pushed away in boxes stored with IOU cards and announcements. When the selective box of promise was opened, it was usually found to be empty. If a note would be written it would remind us of Jesus promise of golden streets and a land flowing with milk and honey. Interestingly, a good and powerful natural enema is produced with milk and honey. Maybe, that’s why I now find many of those early entrapments full of – well I’ll let you the reader figure that out. (Thanks for taking the time to read)

Life was something else. Joy was a sin. Anything that cost money was a sin. And no, momma could not make McDonald’s at home (parents – Please don’t tell your children that). Vegan meat made from pecans, oatmeal, cottage cheese, or home-made gluten, won’t replace the smell of McDonald’s fries and grilled onion aromas concentrated in the air of the fast-food giant that has served billions of sandwiches. We were taught to believe our gifts; our rewards are coming to us only when Jesus comes back. That’s why the church needed both my savings and my hustling for endless offerings. 

So here we are, back from the tangential train. I promise you, with the many stories that developed my viewpoints that I cherish today this reading train may run off the track a few times, but ride with me as long as you can. I promise I won’t bite.

Where was I? Oh yeah. Momma on the bench at the piano. As she read, I was captivated by the simplicity of Solomon’s request. He asked for wisdom and knowledge. Because he asked for these two items, God blessed him with an abundance of the many things that people refer to as wealth. This dude had everything followers of the world would want. By Biblical standards, He had it all. He had money in the bank. People brought him money – lots and lots of money. He built a great temple. They donated to him special items and exotic woods for construction. He had the sports car; camel fur and horsepower galore. I believe he had the golf course. He had tickets to the game. Whoa! Wait! He was the game. The dude had wives – hundreds of wives. He had girlfriends – Muchos Muchos buku buckets ~ storage units of girlfriends. A polygamist was to be our example, but that would not be shared in the storyline my mother shared.

That Friday night story at the piano bench was a sanitized version of the gameshow “Ask God”. Ask him the right way and you will win the lottery. This is the careless teaching that has imprisoned so-many in a culture that should flow with freedom and curiosity, innovation and invention, new ideas that drive a more positive evolution of humanity. No, I was not taught as a child the realities of life. I was forced to drink the poison that has stifled and became a finishing line for so many. I was in a fix. Something was wrong. I needed a way out. I needed some security. I needed stability. I needed to pray. I decided that night as momma read that one story, life was going to change. She didn’t know it, but I was fixated on a plan. I don’t know for sure; I believe I was 5, 6, maybe 7 years old – and I had a secret plan.

Bedtime couldn’t come fast enough. You see we had a ritual. As sinful as rituals are as Seventh Day Adventists, we damn sure had a lot of rituals. They started out as innocent rituals. Our ritual was to wash our face and hands and put on pajamas. Then when we were ready to go to bed, we had to kneel and say the same prayer each and every night.

“Now I lay me down to sleep, I pray oh Lord my soul to keep. God bless everybody. Make me a nice little boy. Thank you, God, for everything. God forgive me for what I did wrong today.”

Then, in our prayers, we would pile on the accessories. You can imagine – the “Bless daddy” the “Bless mammas”. Bless the church and the things that they told us were important. You get it – “Thanks for the food” and stuff like that. However, at my young age, that night, I made a decision. It was my secret. When the lights were out, I decided to have my own prayer. It was going to be by myself. I was going to design my own words and challenges to God. I knew that night from the piano bench to the bed what I needed to pray for. I was lacking something. That kid in me found out what it was. I couldn’t get it from Wonder bread – that at that time “helped build a body 12 ways”. I wasn’t going to get it from One-A-Day vitamins. Popeye’s spinach was no match for what I decided to do that night.

We were dressed in our pajamas and sent to bed. We were inspected by my mother. Did I wash behind my ears? That was one of the big nightly interview questions. When we met up with the list of measurements, we were signed off on the approval to go to bed. There was one thing left to do, we had to go through the nightly ritual of prayer. We said our prayer and slid under the covers. She turned off the lights. It was usually quiet on Friday nights at that point. Unlike the other nights during the week, God didn’t allow much during the hours of Sabbath observance. God didn’t allow TV or any other form of entertainment.

I pretended to drift off. As soon as I believed everybody had gone to sleep, I got off my bottom bunk and hit the floor on bended knees. I spiritually headed off to God in prayer. “God” I thought, “we ain’t got much. Please give me wisdom and knowledge. Thanks.” That was good enough.

I’ve been praying that prayer for a long time—more than five decades, in fact. I’ve been asking for that same special request, but King Solomon’s receipts must have gotten lost in the mail. Instead, I’ve received more challenge, confusion, pain, and disappointment than I ever imagined. I’ve seen the fog of humanity and the tornadic dance of trouble spiraling out of control. I’ve been discredited and mocked by many, including my own family, but despite it all, I had and continue to have a goal. 

In my quest for wisdom, I discovered that the challenges I faced held unique stories and life lessons that resonate universally. I identified consistencies—a thread of reality weaving the fabric of the human family together. Despite our differences, often shaped by the billions of bubbles defining our cultural observances and actions, we share common experiences. We all breathe, our hearts beat, and some rely on artificial means, but we all move consistently through the life cycle, the time code, and life experience.

While I am not comparing myself to King Solomon, I often look back at his story and see a richness that goes beyond his reported wealth. His story is filled with errors in judgment that landed him in tight spots, forcing him to think quickly and come up with common solutions to uncommon challenges. We call Solomon wise, but let’s not forget this man-whore and ladies’ man had some residual issues from his adulterous dad, King David. We could say he had a hard time keeping it zipped up, but the zipper wasn’t invented until the early 1890s. I guess he had some serious costume, robing, and disrobing issues.

Like Solomon’s life, many things, odd things, occurred in the times of his life and the many centuries of life since those moments. I got up from my knees. I got in bed and went to sleep. I woke up the next day waiting for my wisdom. I waited for my knowledge. I wanted understanding. I wanted the things that the rich people have. I wanted a home that eight people could fit in comfortably. I wanted the dining room that some of my friends had. I wanted to see our China closet even though I had no clue as to what China was. I wanted to drink from something other than an old jelly or mayonnaise jar. I wanted the things that a child imagined Solomon to have because he pleased God when he asked for wisdom and knowledge.

For years, it has been like searching under a Christmas tree that didn’t exist. There were no wrapped gifts to be ripped open with excitement. I would go to school and get beat up. I would go out on the playground and, as children would choose other kids to be on their kickball teams, I would have to wait for the teacher to encourage the other students to pick me. When they would not choose me to be on their side or teams, the teachers would often assign me to a team. This many times upset some students that showed their rage of having me on their teams. I was always losing value in myself that I never requested in the first place.

In grade six, daddy took the denominational bait. He sent my two younger brothers and me off to church school. The only thing I guess he knew or believed was that we were going to receive a good Christian education. Really? He sent three of his youngest sons off to a Christian Nationalist, YT assimilating reformatory school long before the title Christian Nationalist was coined. This was a group of many white kids that came from traditionally conservative backgrounds. Often, they were nasty. Now please don’t get me wrong. Spencerville Jr. Academy had some wonderful loving kids as well. A couple of kids actually looked out for me more than often.

Most of the time I spent worried about how my younger brothers were being treated. Sure, I would here the things like the traditional, “You need to go back to where you people come from.” When I hear that today, it sounds no different being said to someone else, someone’s child, someone’s brother or sister, a grandparent, a grandchild, as it did to that young six grader.

We would commute daily on a bus with other kids who attended that so-called church school. To get there from Annapolis, Maryland, we had to travel through Bowie and Crofton. We picked up some students there. We would cut through Ft. Mead and pick up some students there. We would travel through Laurel and Beltsville on our way to Spencerville. One day, we were returning from school. Traffic was at a standstill. I believe we were almost at the Red Barn near the intersection where we would cross over Beltsville Road. Traffic was not moving. There was a huge crowd at the Laurel Shopping Center. There were police and all sorts of flashing lights. Something happened that we could not see from the school bus windows.

Seeds were being planted. Many years we stood by and watch the slow growing reach of a strange plant. I was getting a front row seat and did not realize it. Life would go on and we would return to public school. That was because my grandfather, who would at times cross the fence of leadership and power that was governing our home, he got involved. I personally sought granddaddy’s influence. I knew we had to get away from that school. It may have been good for some black kids that grew up there and was used to things being the way they were but, it was not good for us. It was a poor slow elixir of social bile that had a potential influence. Seeds were being planted.

I’ve had many experiences in my life between that time and the moment that I’m writing these words. The experiences, almost in totality, delivered an obvious impact on my life. Slowly the curtain would sway in the breezes of circumstances. Something was happening. Seeds were being planted.

I completed middle school, or as some would say in some school districts Jr. High School. I went to the same old Annapolis high school that my oldest brother and sister graduated from. The second year of high school, I attended South River high school. I then returned to the new Annapolis high school that I graduated from. I then ran off to college. I was back with the Seventh Day Adventist again. I was mentored by a great leader in that denomination, Edward Earl Cleveland.

Cleveland was an author that I had the honor of meeting before I arrived at what was then Oakwood College. In my freshman year, Dr. Cleveland had taken notice of a rare ability I had developed in talking with people. Even though he was a professor at the school, he was also the head of Student Missions. He and I would talk from time to time. He recruited me to be a Student Missionary. Under his leadership, I was sent to Japan where I served until my time was completed in the following year. Trust me, seeds were being planted.

Oh boy! Don’t I have stories. I don’t want to run the risk of boring you or losing you at this time. My life was splattered with experiences. But, isn’t that every life that exist? The case that I am making is that many of my experiences were super extraordinary. I spent some time at the Capital Newspaper where I served as a District Manager and contributing editor from time to time. I had very good mentors like Fran Jacques, Tom Marquardt, and Sarah Neely. The most influential one was a former history teacher of mine George Rossiter. They each taught me very special things that changed my perspective in a moment. Their influencing was developing for me different perspectives. Seeds were being planted.

I worked for the Anne Arundel County Board of Education as a Teaching Assistant under Aretha Stubbs, Putt Willet, and Ron Alberico. I spent years there beginning as soon as I returned from Japan. I had the honor of working with students and teachers representing an array of backgrounds. Each one had a sticky note or story attached to them. I often took the time to listen. I remember the students introducing themselves on an occasion when one young man told me, his family was Palestinian and his family had no homeland. Seeds were being planted.

I recall meeting a number of prominent politicians and enjoying the honor of talking with them one on one as just with simple citizens like myself. I recall being invited to sit and talk with Ohio’s Congressman Jim Traficant. I remember driving around to give California’s Congressman Ron Dellums a tour of Annapolis and listen to his sharing his views on the U.S. and the world. I was extremely interested in his thoughts on South Africa and his Comprehensive Anti-Apartheid Act of 1986 that called for the divestments of American corporations. I will never forget talking with people like Rosa Parks who started our conversation by asking, “Baby, can you help me? I would like something to drink.” I think she called me baby because she could not remember my name. The Joy was the care she used to engage me and the honor of having some moments with her.

I remember the people from Georgia like Dr. Bernice King who stopped me at the doors of Mount Olive AME church by saying, “Hold on a minute. I want to talk with you.” I had the honor of meeting Congressman Hank Johnson when he served on the DeKalb County Board of Commissioners where I served as a Special Assistant to the Presiding Officer of the Commission Burl Ellis. The realest Georgian I saw standing on the mall by himself. He had participated in a couple of events we had invited him to when I served the community in Annapolis. I said to myself this would be an opportunity to speak with him again.

However, with his fame and recognition he wouldn’t remember me. He’s a politician. He has been around and knows many influential people. He surely won’t remember me. I walked over and said, “Hello Mr. Lewis, I know you may not remember me but,” and before I could say anything else social activist, and humanitarian giant Representative John Lewis looked me in the eyes and said, “Of course I remember you Brother Harris.” These people were as real as real could be. Some of them shared their flaws as human but only to encourage me for the distance ahead in my life. Seeds were being planted.

When I authored my first book ‘One Last Call,” I remember the help and support I received with letters from people like New York’s Governor Mario Cuomo and Pennsylvania’s U.S. Senator Arlen Specter. These guys were able to understand me but more than that, I was able to understand their messages of support and guidance. These guys were not perfect people they were people. For so long, we have been growing more and more to miss that important fact. The celebrity is human. I could have said the political celebrity is human but it goes much further than that. Often, in our quest and sometimes struggle for that personal mount of better, we forget the commonality of human existence.

Yes, there are leaders in politics, sports, the arts, religion, commerce, and so many other venues that erect monumental attractions developing the mask of celebrity that we forget the celebrity was born too. They develop all around our world. They gain much attention. They are often known for their mistakes and failures. So often we build them and look at what we’ve helped to construct and trash and burn them in the flames of our disappointments, dissatisfactions, and volcanic torrent of oozing vitriol. I was paying attention and I learned some things. Seeds were being planted.

I recall meeting the daughter of Senator Bobby Kennedy. She taught me grace and true humility. I never met her dad, but her dad inspired me with a very simple phrase printed on a paper fan left in that small church I partially developed my spiritual roots in. That statement read, “Some men see things as they are and ask why. I dream things that are not and ask, why not?” That one statement has been attached to my story in life for so long. I had seen the Lieutenant Governor on a number of occasions. During those times, I served with the local Central Committee. I met many people. I met people like Josh Cohen that later served as mayor of Annapolis. I met Councilman Carl Snowden who often mentored me not so much politically as he did so much more in helping me to understand my community socially and those intricate things that matter in an evolving world. Through him I had the opportunity to often converse with Baltimore’s Congressmen Elijah Cummings, Kweisi Mfume, and so many other real people who did their seemingly best to serve those they represented and those who lived far beyond their voting districts.

Everybody was not a Democrat. I remember a walk I had with Lt. Governor Michael Steele who later became Chairman of the Republican National Committee. As we walked, I recall him saying he needed to talk with me. I listened as he made his pitch to recruit me to the party that he served. I told him I was not interested and why. I saw the party going in a direction that seemed nobody could stop. It reminded me of some of the dark and menacing characters that were part of the community of that special SDA school I once attended. Even then, seeds were being planted. I have great admiration for Mr. Steele. He has shown me grace and strength. He like so many did so by putting his nation above politics. He already stood tall but he stands even taller today. 

Standing above the spectacular of so many others was the daughter of Bobby Kennedy, the brother of President John Kennedy. We had an event at the Anne Arundel Community College. American historian icon Taylor Branch and so many others were present at the event. One of the speakers, to my surprise got up and shared some damning thoughts on Kathleen Kennedy Townsend’s dad. I was getting frustrated. I wanted so bad to stop the event or to stop the speaker at best. He was raining on the history I had understood. He was very negative and unyielding with a mercy laced with cyanide. Just then, Lt. Governor Kathleen stood to interrupt the speaker. In his response to her, he ordered her with no humane respect to “sit down.” He told her she had her time and now he’s speaking. I saw all sorts of social grace and consideration flee that auditorium. However, she returned to her seat.

When the event concluded, everybody left for the reception preplanned to follow the event. I remember walking up onto the stage to put the chairs and other equipment away. A lady stayed by to my right when I heard her voice, “I’ll help you.”

It was the Lt. Governor. She not only offered to help me, she just kicked in and went to work. At one point I stopped her. I asked, “How did that make you feel when that lawyer said those things about your dad?” I went on to tell her I was about to stop him. The guy snapped at her in a very disrespectful way. She said to me, “Donnell, he was right. I had my turn and he was using his time to speak.” She explained to me more in her face and attitude a compassion that I had only noticed in very rare moments in the lives of the so many celebrated people. She helped me to understand we all don’t hold the same picture of history. People have a right to share their views and understanding of history. The one thing we both believe is that history, no matter how you window dress it, paint it, or anything else done to rewrite the stories, dramas, and theater that history ignites, history – TRUE HISTORY, will always tell the truth. Once the moment passes, history is sealed.

On January 17, 2000, I welcomed my sons Jack and Brandon into the world. I remember it snowing. I also remembered I was invited to an event to introduce the Lt. Governor. I missed the event because of those things associated with dad’s welcoming the arrival of his first children. Many of my political colleagues shared their wrath with me for not attending the event. They were then getting used to the energy I was becoming known for to whip up the energy in the room. I’m a much-forgotten man these days sitting on the sidelines; sometimes confused in the shade of life. I stepped off; wandering through the shades and shadows of America. I’ve had the opportunity to meet and converse with so many wonderful people. 

I’ve sat with leaders and grifters, preachers and poor, I’ve sat with the dignified and with those who rummage through garbage cans of waste looking for the remains of uneaten cuisine. Thank you, Ms. Kathleen Kennedy-Townsend. So many wonderful people I had the opportunity to meet but none of them told me what you told me when I decided to call you to apologize for my no show. It was a conversation that told me who you really were at heart.

“Lt. Governor,” I called her. I didn’t understand if she was correcting me or not when she said, “this is Kathleen.” I told her why I was a no show for her event and apologized to her. She told me, she knew what had happened. She congratulated me and said she had wanted to call me. She told me that they missed me at the event. Then she changed the weight on my history when she told me not to worry about what others say. She reminded me that I did the right thing by choosing to stay with my wife and the boys. She told me, if I had done anything different, she would have lost respect for me. Please understand, seeds were being planted.

I’ve been a lot of places in my life and times. I love that song from Brother Ray Charles. As I write, I have entered my Simply Red moment. I’m holding back the years; holding back the tears. I have been so blessed by so many wonderful people of so many backgrounds and challenges. Some stories I will share. Some I will gently put them to sleep.

I remember that one Friday night. When that little boy got off that bottom bunk. I got out of that black steel and black and white complemented bunkbed to pray. That little boy, that chubby little kid, got out of bed to ask for a favor that has yet to materialize. As I wait, I consider the patchwork of fabrics that has been sewn into the tapestries and quilts of my life. I have nothing spectacular to share. My life looks on the surface as an abject failure. I’ve witnessed more pain than pleasure. But now I understand more why members of the generations before me wanted me to understand a little about agriculture.

Often, I shoveled the shit by myself. I know what the elders meant in the passing cloud of gaseous metabolic waste that filled the air of grifters and snake-oil sellers. When the clouds of con were swept up and moved on by the breeze of time the elders would often use that same word my dad threatened his children not to use; BULL SHIT! I participated in the large hot fields and smaller but large gardens. I’ve participated in every facet from seed to filling my gut. As I look back, I realize seeds were being planted.  

I’m shamed by divorce. I’m shamed within when well-meaning people remind me of where I’ve been and who I’ve been. The merry-go-round of life and our misguided understanding of success spun fast. I just wanted off. I wanted to see what others were seeing. I stopped playing music because I had no understanding of what other people were seeing. I just couldn’t understand. I stopped a local TV show and radio spots. I was not an entertainer. I was serious and hoped to move things to the





















There exists a well














Lost But Found:


























Life: The Great Professor




























The Labyrinth of Life













The Construction Zone








A License to Drive





Lessons I’ve Learned (So Far) from the Labyrinth















The Bubble Effect

The Invisible Framework that I call “The Bubble Theory”





The Universal Constant of Human Experience
























Let’s Break This Down






Understanding the Bubble







The Aspects of the Bubble: Does It Burst?















Life in the Bubble: A Universe of Our Own Making



The Building Blocks of the Bubble




Bubble Life and the Illusion of Transparency



The Comfort and the Challenge




Bursting or Growing: The Choice is Ours



A Universe of Bubbles







The Clash of the Bubbles

























The World of Phobias
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What Triggers the Bubbles?









Can We Refurbish the Bubble?
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The Resurgence of the Old Man: A Philosophical Reflection
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The Bubble Theory: An Observatory View









Hate: The Hidden Element of the Bubble



A Modern Pandora’s Box



The Box as a False Anchor



The Denial of Hate


Confronting the Box Within



The Subtle Masks of Hate: A Closer Look



The Church as an Arena of Intolerance




Broader Religious Intolerance



Micro and Macro Comparisons


A False Sense of Innocence


The Path Forward



Breaking Down Hate with a Dash of Humor


Rings and Riddles


The Ethereal Box: Pandora 2.0



The Animal Kingdom Parallel


Embracing Acceptance Over Instinct


	Playfully Question Assumptions Next time you catch yourself saying, “I don’t hate them, I just have a problem with...,” pause and ask why. Is it truly a problem, or is it a hidden prejudice trying to disguise itself? Think of it as a Guess Who? game—unmask the assumptions behind your statements.

	Laugh at the Absurdity Humor can be a powerful tool in breaking down barriers. Recognize the absurdity in holding onto outdated prejudices. Share a laugh with someone who has a different perspective, and watch as the walls begin to crumble.

	Celebrate Diversity with Music Just as we enjoy a diverse playlist, let’s celebrate the diversity of human experiences and cultures. Embrace the idea that every person brings a unique melody to the symphony of life. “We Are the World” (USA for Africa) is a reminder that our collective harmony is richer when every voice is heard.

	Engage in Playful Dialogue Approach conversations with curiosity rather than judgment. Ask questions like, “What’s your story?” instead of making assumptions based on superficial differences. It’s like having an improv session where every idea is welcome and explored.


Closing the Loop with Harmony





















Here’s two pennies more on the bubble?

Understanding Narcissism: A Reflection on Self-Worth and the Bubble


What Narcissism Really Is


	Grandiosity – An exaggerated sense of self-importance, often tied to fantasies of success, power, beauty, or idealization.

	Need for Admiration – A craving for excessive admiration and the expectation of being recognized as superior without necessarily earning it.

	Lack of Empathy – Difficulty understanding or valuing others’ feelings, often seeing them as weakness.



The Danger of Careless Labeling


	Am I reacting out of feelings of inferiority?

	Have I mistaken their success for arrogance, when in reality, they have simply walked a different path?



Bubbles and Perception




A Call for Kindness and Perspective


	Am I projecting my insecurities onto this person?

	Could I benefit from understanding their perspective instead of judging it?




Let’s Talk About Culture





Let’s Talk About a Man Named Job























What Is Culture?





Let’s Get Real About Stereotypes





The Danger of Misunderstanding Culture






A Painful Narrative



A Culture that Chases its Tail








The Dreaded C-Word






When a Culture Lacks Diversity




The “Post-Racial” Illusion




The Hidden Roots of Bias


	The President of the United States must be white.

	The President must be male.



When Bubbles Collide



Embracing the Reality of Diversity
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Taste is the Issue Here









The Bottom Line on Taste




The Cultural Blueprint of Taste




The Transformative Power of Exploration



Eureka: Taste Relates to culture




Breakdown from the Armchair Sociologist, me





Here’s What I’m Thinking


Here’s What I am Saying




Cultural Impact



Personal and Collective Growth


The Perils of Homogeneity and the Value of Diversity




	Cognitive Dissonance: Encountering diverse perspectives can create discomfort, as it challenges deeply held beliefs. However, this discomfort is essential for growth and adaptability. Without diversity, people become stuck in a psychological bubble, resistant to change, and prone to seeing the “other” as a threat.

	Empathy and Understanding: Diversity forces us to see the world through the eyes of others, fostering empathy. Without it, humans are more likely to dehumanize and even demonize those outside their immediate group, laying the groundwork for discrimination and conflict.




	Homogeneity Breeds Hierarchy: In monocultural societies, hierarchies form that place one group above others. This creates systemic inequalities in areas such as race, religion, gender, or class. For instance, autocracies often suppress dissenting voices and favor a narrow elite, leading to widespread dissatisfaction among marginalized populations.

	Cycles of Oppression and Retaliation: Marginalized groups, when systematically devalued and excluded, may reach a “tipping point” where they push back, often with great force. Sociologist Charles Tilly’s theory of collective action explains how grievances—when coupled with shared identity and resources—lead to uprisings, revolutions, and rebellions.




	Colonialism: The imposition of a single worldview by colonial powers often led to the suppression of local cultures and traditions. These dynamics bred resentment, resulting in uprisings, independence movements, and enduring global inequalities.

	Genocide and Ethnic Cleansing: In extreme cases, attempts to homogenize societies—whether through cultural assimilation or extermination—have led to catastrophic consequences, such as the displacement of the Native American, the Holocaust, the Rwandan Genocide, or the current and ongoing extermination of Palestinians.

	Economic Inequality in Autocracies: Nations led by autocrats often see wealth concentrated among a small ruling elite, with widespread poverty among the masses. This imbalance inevitably leads to unrest, such as the Arab Spring uprisings.


The Essential Role of Diversity


	Resilience: Diverse societies are more adaptable to change. Different perspectives offer varied solutions to challenges, ensuring survival in a rapidly changing world.

	Innovation: Studies show that diverse teams are more creative and perform better than homogeneous ones. This applies to nations and communities as well, where cultural diversity fosters breakthroughs in the sciences, arts, and governance.

	Social Cohesion: While diversity can initially create friction, over time it fosters mutual understanding and unity. When societies embrace inclusivity, they become stronger and more equitable.


The Ignition Point of Inequality


The Constructive Path Forward


	Foster Inclusion: Create systems that value and incorporate diverse voices, ensuring that all groups feel represented and heard.

	Promote Education: Teach the value of diversity from a young age, helping individuals appreciate differences rather than fear them. Teaching cultural literacy and perspective thinking early can create a foundation for mutual respect and understanding. This includes not only learning about other cultures but also reflecting critically on our own.

	Encourage Empathy: Bridge divides through storytelling, cultural exchange, and open dialogue. Stories shape how we see the world. Diverse and authentic narratives can act as bridges, helping people see themselves in others and others in themselves.

	Address Inequality: Proactively work to dismantle systemic barriers that marginalize certain groups, ensuring equitable access to opportunities. This take true and not placating leadership.

	Leadership: Leaders in every field must model the courage and humility it takes to build bridges. This means listening, learning, and facilitating connections across divides.

	Community Building: Local efforts to bring different groups together—whether through shared meals, collaborative art projects, or dialogue sessions—can foster understanding on a micro level, with ripple effects that extend outward.


A Vision for the Future


Conclusion: Humanity’s Strength in Diversity


Cultural Incarceration and Cultural Confinement

Cultural Affinity: An Invitation to Understand the Expanding Bubble of Human Experience
























Who Controls the Prison?




















The Wardens and Guards of Control





Cultural Incarceration and the Wardens of the Mind









Cultural Confinement







Recognizing the Signs of Cultural Incarceration and Confinement




	Loss of Critical Thinking: Individuals begin to echo the group’s beliefs without scrutiny, leading to a decline in independent thought and reinforcing an “us vs. them” mentality that tribalizes communities. Under the wardens’ influence, the system discourages unionization and promotes division to suppress collective power. By following these divisive narratives, we lose critical thinking skills and personal responsibility, leaving ourselves vulnerable and trapped in conformity, effectively putting our minds on autopilot and allowing the group to dictate our thoughts. It is in this phase that the individual automatically conforms to societal, religious, or cultural norms without ever examining their validity or relevance to their own values or beliefs. The absence of critical thinking is a key sign.

	Defensive Conformity: Many within the imprisoned population turn themselves into echo chambers, fiercely defending the group’s stance even when faced with contrary evidence. The desire to belong and be accepted by the metaphorical prison community outweighs the pursuit of objective truth. As a result, they become promoters of unchecked falsehoods, viewing any reality-based challenge as a deliberate affront. It is in this incarceration phase that actions and choices are driven primarily by fear—fear of punishment, social ostracism, divine retribution, or failure. The constant anxiety about “stepping out of line” or “offending” is a hallmark of being culturally incarcerated.

	Historical Revisionism: Adoption of revised narratives that align with the group’s ideology often involves rejecting established facts or interpretations. This revisionism strengthens the group’s identity and sense of righteousness. For example, many still reference the “Burning Bush” incident with Moses, even though the text in Exodus 3:1-4 suggests the bush was not actually burning. Despite the inaccuracy, this phrase persists across generations because it has been accepted within the community, illustrating how agreed-upon revisions serve to protect the tribe’s shared beliefs.

	Limited and Limiting Exposure to Different Viewpoints: A deliberate aversion to engaging with those outside the group, who might challenge its norms, is a critical sign of cultural incarceration. For instance, within certain faith communities, new converts are often advised to distance themselves from family or friends and avoid non-sanctioned literature. The message is clear: “Stay within the fold; outside influences will lead you astray.” This kind of guidance fosters isolation from diverse perspectives, reinforcing the group’s ideology.

	Dependency on Group Affirmation and Approval: A deepening reliance on group affirming and approval creates a fear of dissent or independent thought. Disagreement is viewed as a serious threat, and there is palpable pressure to conform—deviation is treated as a sin, an unforgivable act of betrayal. New ideas are only entertained if sanctioned by the Warden. This fosters a fear-driven belief and often false security: If I defend the tribe, the tribe will always protect me. This phase produces an Overreliance on External Validation (OEV). Here a deep dependence on approval or recognition from authority figures (religious leaders, political figures, celebrities) or social groups develops. This need for validation often trumps personal intuition, desires, or moral reasoning.

	The ‘Us vs. Them’ Mentality: A tribal or binary mindset where there is a constant division between “us” (those who conform) and “them” (those who don’t). The idea that “we are right, and they are wrong” becomes a tool to reinforce loyalty and obedience.

	Language of Submission Emerges: Phrases, expressions, or teachings that emphasize submission, surrender, or sacrifice to a greater power, leader, or ideology. Language that glorifies suffering, obedience, or martyrdom can be signs that cultural incarceration is at play.

	Suppression of Individuality: This develops as a lack of encouragement or even outright discouragement of individuality, creativity, or unique perspectives. People are expected to fit a mold, to act and think in ways that are predetermined by the group or culture.

	Compulsory Rituals or Practices: Participation in rituals, traditions, or ceremonies becomes less about personal belief and more about maintaining status within the community or avoiding punishment. There is little room for opting out without facing consequences.

	Suppression of Curiosity: Natural inquisitiveness is stifled and replaced by a sense of compliance. Questions challenging the status quo are discouraged—either subtly or through overt threats—in the name of group harmony. Punitive warnings like, “You better keep quiet,” or paranoid whispers of, “They are listening to you,” enforce a culture where looking deeper, investigating, or seeking answers is forbidden.



Signals and Signs of Cultural Confinement

	Feeling Trapped but Comfortable: An underlying feeling of being stuck in a certain life pattern, belief system, or cultural norm, but with just enough comfort or familiarity to deter one from breaking free. The confined person may feel there’s “no better option.”

	Narrowed Horizons: An inability or unwillingness to see beyond one’s immediate environment or cultural beliefs. New ideas, alternative perspectives, or different ways of living are seen as threats rather than opportunities for growth.

	Self-Policing Behavior: Individuals begin to internalize the norms and rules of the culture so thoroughly that they enforce them on themselves and others, even when no external authority is present. This might include shaming, judgment, or gossiping about those who step out of line.

	Resistance to Change: A strong resistance to change or an inability to adapt to new circumstances. Changes are viewed as dangers that threaten the stability of one’s world, rather than opportunities for growth.

	Dependency on Familiar Structures: A deep dependency on cultural, social, or familial structures for identity, security, or decision-making. The thought of stepping outside of these structures often leads to panic or fear.

	Echo Chambers and Homogeneity: Social circles become echo chambers where the same ideas are reinforced repeatedly. Divergent thoughts are rarely expressed, and when they are, they are quickly shut down or dismissed.

	The Illusion of Choice: Individuals believe they are making choices freely, but in reality, all available options are controlled by the same cultural framework. For example, one may feel free to choose their beliefs, yet only within the confines of what the culture deems acceptable.

	A Heightened Sense of Unearned Grandiosity: An inflated sense of authority emerges, where one feels entitled to dictate rules not only within their own culture but to impose them on others. This sense of arrival bestows an illusion of honor and status, fostering the belief that they alone have the right to construct the social order and set the standards for all to follow.

	The Need for Unregulated Authority: The need for unregulated authority often arises, fueled by a vivid imagination of punitive measures and clandestine retributions against those who defy compliance. This behavior is frequently observed in both religious and political arenas, where dissenters are labeled as ‘wicked’ or ‘sickos.’ This extreme stance, a byproduct of prolonged confinement, can even irritate the system’s own enforcers. Such individuals may assert, ‘I’ve been here longer than you,’ as a trigger for conflict, demanding a return to an earlier state of authority, using their experience and age to assert dominance over others’ lives.

	The Future is Diminished: The call for the future turns into nostalgic window shopping of past memories, where unmerited authority is imagined rather than earned. This illusion of power creates a stormfront of vindictiveness toward those who fail to recognize their supposed strength. The quest for growth and development is abandoned, and creativity falters, with innovative ideas incinerated in the crematorium of once-shared hope.



Questions to Explore Further

	What are the dangers of the initial stage of Cultural Incarceration?

	What are the psychological and emotional consequences of being culturally confined?

	How do these signs manifest differently across various cultures or belief systems?



​Let’s Rethink Poverty:






	For those who feel trapped in poverty, this conversation is about opening doors to new possibilities—breaking through inherited limits and rewriting the script for future generations.

	For politicians and policymakers, it’s about designing solutions that go beyond surface-level aid and work to dismantle the systemic traps that keep poverty alive.

	For educators, it’s about recognizing that what we teach (and don’t teach) can either confine or liberate minds.

	For churches and civic groups, it’s about shifting from charity that only sustains survival to empowerment that creates transformation.











How Media Reinforces Cultural Confinement in Poverty



Politics and the Maintenance of Cultural Confinement



	Welfare policies sometimes include work requirements or restrictions that keep recipients in low-wage jobs with no opportunity to advance.

	Educational policies in poor communities often receive less funding, leading to poor schooling, which then limits job prospects, continuing the cycle of confinement.

	Redlining and housing policies have historically prevented economic mobility for entire communities, creating generational poverty.



How Charity Can Sometimes Reinforce Cultural Confinement



Escaping the Cultural Confinement of Poverty


	Education beyond the basics, including financial literacy, critical thinking, and career planning.

	Policy reform that focuses on true upward mobility rather than maintaining a dependent underclass.

	Narrative change, where stories about poverty emphasize systemic barriers and real solutions, rather than blame or pity.

	Community-driven empowerment programs that help people take ownership of their future rather than waiting for outside help.



Perspective Thinking


































































Perspective Thinking Defined






CONSTITUTION OF THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA—1787














































Big question?




A Real Talk About Perspective and Imagination












The Intentionality of Perspective Thinking



















The Difference Between a Lie and Perspective







Making It Work:








The Applied Art of Perspective Thinking





Let’s ignite some Discussion


	What assumptions am I making about this person’s perspective that might not be true?

	How would I feel if I were in their position, facing the same challenges?

	What experiences or values might be shaping their beliefs and reactions?

	Have I taken the time to listen without judgment or the intent to correct?

	What biases or stereotypes could be clouding my ability to see their perspective clearly?

	How would this conversation change if I approached it with curiosity instead of certainty?

	What cultural or societal influences might have shaped this person’s worldview differently from my own?

	What common ground can I find, even if we disagree on important points?

	How can I show empathy without necessarily agreeing with their perspective?

	In what ways could their perspective offer me new insights or ways of thinking?


Introspective Questions:

	How often do I challenge my own perspectives and invite alternative viewpoints?

	Am I more focused on being right than on understanding the other person?

	What personal biases might be preventing me from seeing the situation clearly?

	Why does this person’s perspective make me uncomfortable or defensive?

	What do I stand to learn from considering another person’s viewpoint, even if I don’t agree?

	When was the last time I changed my opinion after genuinely considering someone else’s perspective?

	How willing am I to acknowledge when my perspective might be limited or flawed?

	What have I learned about myself in situations where I disagreed with someone’s perspective?

	Am I creating space in my life for perspectives that challenge my own, or am I surrounding myself with people who only reinforce my views?

	What is one belief or viewpoint I hold that could benefit from the insight of another perspective?


​Man In Population






































The Powers of Imagination




















Positive Aspects of Imagination:

	Creative Force Behind Innovation: Imagination is the engine of human progress. Every invention, every piece of technology, and every artistic creation started as an idea, imagined in the mind. From the wheel to space exploration, it’s our ability to picture what doesn’t yet exist that leads us to innovation.

	Vision of Potential: Imagination allows us to envision not only what is, but what could be. It helps us think outside the box, solve problems, and push boundaries beyond the constraints of our current reality. Whether it’s through art, science, or social progress, imagination shows us the paths we can take toward a better future.

	Empathy and Understanding: Imagination isn’t just for creativity; it also fuels empathy. It allows us to place ourselves imaginatively in someone else’s shoes, to understand perspectives and experiences beyond our own. This mental flexibility can break down barriers between people, leading to stronger connections and more inclusive societies.

	Personal Empowerment: Imagination gives individuals the ability to rewrite their own narratives, to break free from limiting beliefs, and to envision a different version of themselves. Whether it’s imagining a life of success, overcoming personal challenges, or picturing a more fulfilled version of oneself, imagination is the foundation of personal transformation.


Negative Aspects of Imagination:

	Distorting Reality: When unchecked, imagination can lead to distorted views of reality. As comedian D.L. Hughley said, “The most dangerous place for black people to live, is in white people’s imaginations.” This observation underscores how harmful stereotypes, born from biased imagination, can lead to prejudice, fear, and systemic injustice.

	Filling in the Blanks with Bias: People often take incomplete information and use imagination to “fill in the gaps.” This is where imagination becomes dangerous. Rather than seeking truth, the mind crafts false realities based on fears, biases, or misinformation. These imagined narratives can lead to unfair judgments, actions, or policies that negatively affect entire communities.

	Imagination as a Tool for Manipulation: When wielded with malicious intent, imagination becomes a tool for manipulation. History is filled with examples of powerful groups using imaginary threats, false narratives, or conspiracies to control populations. In modern times, we see this in politics, where misinformation is used to incite fear, manipulate votes, or reinforce harmful ideologies.

	Isolation and Insanity: When individuals become too trapped in their own imagination, they can lose touch with reality altogether. This detachment can lead to isolation, paranoia, and in extreme cases, mental instability. People who live more in their imagined world than in reality may struggle to engage with others or face the truth about their surroundings.


Bridging the Gap Between Imagination and Reality: 



Before I Leave This Section






































The Reactive Mind
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​Myth Conceptions












	“Myth: Absolutely.”






	Myth: “Time Will Be No More.”












	Myth: “People who love the Lord are full of hate.”








	Myth: “All politicians are crooked. All politicians are for sale.”






	Myth: “I know what happens when we die.”







	Myth: “They left our church. That means they left the Lord.”






	Myth: “I’m praying that they will accept God.”








	Myth: “His perception is wrong.”



	Myth: “He doesn’t know what he’s talking about.”







	Myth: “She comes from a bad family.”













	Myth: “Nothing good can happen here.”










	Myth: “She lacks the ability to reason.”








	Myth: “He has very little potential.”















	Myth: “I can’t believe he said that.”






	Myth: “You need money to succeed.”




	Myth: “Those who don’t share my Christian views are pagan.”





	Myth: “If I do the things my church teaches to honor God, I will be protected from every evil and harm.”






	Myth: “Things are only going to get worse.”








	Myth: “You cannot cure diabetes.”





	Myth: “They have an Alternative Truth.”









Energies in Motion


























Understanding the Impact of Control on Human Potential





Reflecting on My Father’s Influence



The Broader Religious and Political Context







Summary:


Questions for Further Understanding:

	How can we create educational environments that encourage the transformation of human potential into actionable, innovative solutions that benefit society on a global scale?

	What are some examples of global collaborations that have successfully harnessed human potential to solve major challenges, and what lessons can we learn from them to apply to future issues?
















Paying It Forward


These are my lessons from the road. I call this: Paying It Forward





	Perspective Is Power: Our ability to see beyond our own experiences—to consider the perspectives of others—enriches our understanding of the world. It’s easy to remain confined to our bubbles, but real growth happens when we step outside of them, engaging with the diversity of thought and experience around us. This shift in perspective isn’t just enlightening, it’s necessary for building bridges across divisions.

	Imagination Shapes Reality: Everything we see in the world today—the good and the bad—was once imagined. From groundbreaking innovations to destructive ideologies, it all began as a thought. What we imagine, we create. The lesson here is to use our imagination wisely, consciously directing it toward a vision of progress, inclusion, and kindness. What you choose to focus your imagination on today will manifest in the world tomorrow.

	Action Is the Catalyst for Change: Thought without action is simply a dream. We all have the ability to imagine better futures, but it’s our actions that bring those futures into being. I’ve learned that it’s not enough to hold a vision of a more just and equitable world. We must act in ways that reflect that vision, even if those actions are small steps taken in our daily lives. Change starts with the smallest gesture, and it grows from there.

	We Are All Part of Something Bigger: There’s a profound connection between us all. Our lives are intertwined, and what we do, or fail to do, affects not just ourselves but everyone around us. This is why it’s so important to pay it forward. The kindness, wisdom, and generosity we offer to others today will ripple outward, influencing the course of events far beyond what we can see.

	Hope Is a Revolutionary Act: In times of uncertainty, maintaining hope is itself an act of courage. I’ve realized that hope is not passive; it is active. It propels us forward, inspiring us to take the steps necessary to create the world we want to live in. It’s not about ignoring the difficulties we face, but about believing that through our collective efforts, we can overcome them.


What Does This Mean for You?




The Importance of Sharing Wisdom and Experiences


Why Share at All?



The Power of Choice


Imagination: A Double-Edged Sword



Paying It Forward with Humanity



An Invitation to You



​A Modern Understanding / Opening New Doors
















Breaking Free from the Joneses




































































A Reason to Live Out Loud























I’ve Seen a Lot


















Keep Up the Fight








	Possibility forms the foundation of hope and imagination. It’s what can happen, however improbable it may seem. When we sit at a table to resolve conflict, entertaining the possibility of peace is essential. Without it, any hope for reconciliation fades before it even starts. This is the idea that something different could happen, that we’re not stuck.

	Probability looks at what’s likely based on current realities. It’s shaped by today’s data, often showing slim chances for peace when pain and history produce a typhoon of opposing forces. Probability can hold us back when we see it as fate rather than a snapshot of the present.

	Potential, however, is where real transformation lies. It’s the capacity we have within us to bring about change, not passively, but actively choosing to bridge divides and build something new. Potential requires effort and intention; it lives in us but only activates when we choose to embrace it.




2 More Cents

















The Power of Persistence and the Gift of Presence














Back to the Wednesday Evening Children
































The Bubbles Are Lining Up
















A Critical Warning: The Polarization of Our Time




The Roots of Polarization




The Dangers of Extremes




A Call to Critical Engagement




As I close, let’s slow drive back to the prophets.




















































































































​A Bonus 2 Cents of Reasoning









January 21, 2025








Willful Blindness and the Weight of Supremacy










The Colorblind Declaration






















The Supremacy of Ignorance






The Face of Supremacy




The Many Masks of Supremacy



Supremacy in Everyday Exchanges



	“Don’t eat with those people.”

	“They worship idols.”

	“I don’t need to learn your language.”



The Poison of Supremacy



Supremacy as a Revealing Mirror


	It reveals a mind shackled by stereotypes, unable to engage with nuance or complexity.

	It reveals a heart closed to connection, clinging to imagined superiority to shield itself from vulnerability.

	It reveals a perspective so self-centered that it cannot fathom a world where others’ experiences hold equal value.



Moving Beyond Supremacy


	Why do I believe this?

	Where did this assumption come from?

	What would happen if I engaged rather than avoided?




A Final Thought



The Deep Dive





The Supremacist’s War on Reason





The Commandments of Supremacy


	What to eat and what not to eat.

	How to dress and how not to dress.

	Where to sleep and where not to sleep.

	Who to like and who to dislike.



The Power of Reasoning




The Duality of Reason



The Responsibility of Reason



The Danger of Lazy Thinking



The Call to Reason




The Evolution of Humanity



The Question for You






One Last Call

My Final 2 Cents: A Call to Courage







































​​Cultural Illiteracy:
The Controlled Supremacy of Taste

When Preference Becomes Power and Division Masquerades as Identity


	Cultural Security

	Cultural Insecurity

	Cultural Sensitivity

	Cultural Insensitivity

	Cultural Warfare

	Cultural Neglect

	Cultural Isolation

	Cultural Terrorism

	The Chemistry of Culture

	Cultural Denialism

	Cultural Maturity

	Cultural Immaturity

	Cultural Infiltration

	Cultural Assassination

	Cultural Appropriation

	Cultural Exploitation

	Cultural Welfare

	Cultural Intimacy















The Walls We Build Without Knowing







The Fine Print of Familiarity








When the Unseen Becomes the Unspoken









The Unreciprocated Table









When Taste Becomes Territory









The Quiet Architecture of Exclusion



	“They don’t want to integrate.”

	“They should learn our way.”

	“They’re too sensitive.”

	“This is just how we’ve always done it.”





Defining Cultural Illiteracy




The Cost of Cultural Illiteracy





A Walk Through the Fizz: The Neighborhood of Bubbles





Cultural Literacy: A Third Pillar of Human Intelligence






The Three Core Dimensions of Cultural Literacy (CQ)













Why Cultural Literacy Is Urgent in the 21st Century




Perspective Thinking: The Multiplier of Cultural Literacy





The Bubble Theory: Understanding Resistance







The “Fizz” of Cultural Conflict






Cultural Incarceration & Confinement: The Invisible Cell









The Reactive Mind: Reflex Before Reflection






Myth-Conceptions: The Stories That Keep Us Stuck


	“They don’t want to work; they just want handouts.”

	“Our way is the best way — they’re just backwards.”

	“If they would just act right, they’d be treated right.”

	“We’re all the same — I don’t see color.”

	“Their culture is just too different.”



Cultural Literacy:
The Power to See, Feel, and Navigate Difference







	Assumption to Awareness

	Fear to Flexibility

	Pity to Partnership

	Curiosity to Connection








The Final 50 Feet
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