

    
        
          Brick by Brick: A Father's Redemption

        

        
        
          Gregory Rodgers

        

        
          Published by Gregory Rodgers, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      BRICK BY BRICK: A FATHER'S REDEMPTION

    

    
      First edition. July 31, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Gregory Rodgers.

    

    
    
      Written by Gregory Rodgers.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Chapter 1 – The Ghost Chair

Chapter 2 – Before the Bruises

Chapter 3 – The System’s Mirror

Chapter 4 – Stitched in Steel

Chapter 5 – The Men I Met Inside

Chapter 6 – Fatherhood from a Cage

Chapter 7– Courtroom Smoke

Chapter 8 – Brick by Brick

Chapter 9 – After the Gates Open

Chapter 10 – The Chair Is Still Empty

Chapter 11 – For My Son

Further Reading: The Anarchist Revolution

Also By Gregory Rodgers

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To my son, Jaden Anthony Rodgers-Beatty
This book is for you.
Every page, every word, every truth I laid bare was written with you in mind. You may not have seen the battles I fought or the nights I broke in silence, but you were always there, living in the center of my spirit, giving me strength when I had none left.
They tried to take me from you, and you from me, but they could never touch the bond we share. That love was never built on what the system decided. It was built on soul, on blood, on fire that never went out.
I wrote this to leave something real behind. Not an excuse. Not a version of me created by someone else. But a foundation you can stand on, knowing your father never stopped building, never stopped growing, never stopped loving you.
If one day you hold this book in your hands, know this—I never left you. I was building my way back. Brick by brick.


    



  	
        
            
            "They tried to bury me beneath my past, but I learned to build with the rubble.
Not to return to who I was, but to rise into who I was meant to be."
— Gregory Rodgers
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Chapter 1 – The Ghost Chair
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There’s an empty chair in my soul where my son should be sitting.

I see it sometimes when the world gets quiet. When the noise dies down and the distractions stop distracting. It's just there. Still. Unmoved. Unfilled. Like a reminder that something is missing, and no matter how many bricks I stack, that seat stays untouched.

I remember the first time I felt it. It wasn't dramatic. Wasn't cinematic. It was a regular ass Tuesday. I was out, free, breathing air that didn’t belong to any institution, yet my chest felt like it was still cuffed to a bench. I walked into a room and for a split second, just a flicker in the corner of my mind, I looked around like my son might be there. And 

he wasn’t. He never is.

And that’s the ghost I live with.

People love to talk about “moving on.” As if grief is some suitcase you unpack and leave behind. Nah. I don’t move on. I move with it. I carry it. Every step I take, I hear the chains of what I lost dragging behind me. That’s real fatherhood when you’ve been stripped of the title. It’s not birthdays or school pickups. It’s writing letters you can’t send. It's praying to a God you’re not even sure is still listening. It's screaming in silence when your son’s face flashes through your mind like a lightning bolt you didn’t ask for.

They didn’t just take my son. They took me. The version of me I was still building. And they didn’t ask for context. They 

didn’t want the full story. They never do. They saw a file, a record, a label. They read a paragraph and thought they knew the whole damn book.

But I’m still here. Still breathing. Still writing. Still fighting.

This book isn’t about proving I’m innocent. I’m not. I’ve made mistakes real ones, ugly ones, the kind that echo. But I’m not the sum of them. I’m the man who stood back up after each one. I’m the man who built himself brick by brick in the dark, hoping one day my son would see the light I was trying to build.

That chair still haunts me. But it also drives me. Every page I write, every truth I spit, every wall I knock down. It’s all for him. Not to earn back something I 

lost. But to leave behind something he can find. Something real. Something honest. Something that says:

“Your father never stopped fighting.”
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Chapter 2 – Before the Bruises
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Before I knew what manhood was, I knew what fear tasted like. It tasted like Waco. Hot concrete. Thick air. The sound of a screen door slamming shut behind a man who reeked of beer and bitterness.

From the ages of eight to eleven, I lived in Waco, Texas. Those were the years I learned silence. Not peace, silence. The kind you’re forced into when your godfather walks through the door and 

your stomach drops because you know what’s coming. Not because you did anything wrong, but because he was angry at life and I was the closest punching bag.

He had a job. He worked hard. And he hated every second of it. He'd come home, rip off his boots, grab a drink, and stare off into nothing like the world owed him something. Then he’d shift that anger. He'd aim it at whoever was closest. Sometimes his wife. Most times me. I was small, quiet, and easy to hurt.

The first time he hit me, I didn’t cry. Not out of toughness, but out of shock. I remember thinking, so this is what it feels like. After that, it just became normal. It was like a routine. Wake up. Go to school. Come home. Take a beating. Try to sleep. Wake up again.

He used his fists, his belt, sometimes a closed door. But his real weapon was the way he made me feel invisible. Like I was less than human. Like I was a problem he couldn’t fix, so he tried to break me instead.

But here’s the part that might sound crazy. I never folded. Never begged. Never ran. I didn’t know it at the time, but those beatings weren’t breaking me they were making me. Not in a heroic way. Not in some "what doesn’t kill you makes you stronger" cliché. But in the realest way. Fear started to die in Waco. Every time I stood back up, a piece of it left my body. Every time he swung and I didn't flinch, something cold settled into me.

You don’t come out of that kind of environment soft. You either become 

the hunted forever or you learn how to stand in front of pain without blinking. I think that’s why I can face any man now. Why I don’t back down. Because once you've survived being the target of someone who’s supposed to protect you, what else is there to fear?

Texas didn’t teach me love. It didn’t teach me family. It taught me survival. It taught me how to clench my fists under the table and scream without making a sound. It taught me how to study people’s movements like I was analyzing a storm, knowing that at any moment it could turn violent.

People love to talk about childhood like it's all bike rides and cartoons. For me, it was fists and footsteps in the hallway. I didn't grow up. I held on. I endured.

Now, when I look back, I don’t feel sorry for that boy in Waco. I salute him. He didn’t know it, but he was building the foundation. He was laying the first bricks.

Bricks made of pain. Bricks made of silence. Bricks made of everything I had to swallow just to make it to the next day.

I carry Waco with me. Not with pride. Not with shame. Just with truth. It’s part of the story. And like every other part of me, it’s unerasable.
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