



PULL UP A CHAIR

An Invitation to Men to Heal, Rise, and Lead


Table of Contents

Title Page

Pull Up A Chair

PART I: | THE HIDDEN WOUNDS

Chapter 2: | When a Boy Breaks

Chapter 3: | The Man Behind the Mask

Chapter 3: | The Man Behind the Mask

Chapter 4: | The Addicted Soul

Chapter 5: | Shame and Silence

Chapter 6: | Rage, Crime, and Regret

The Education the Streets Provide

Chapter 7: | The "Othered" Man

Chapter 9: | The Father, the Failure, the Fraud

Part III: | The Turning Point

Chapter 11: | The Rebuild

Chapter 12: | Brotherhood That Heals

Chapter 13: | At The Table | Pull Up a Chair

Chapter 14: | The War Inside

Part IV | The Rise

Chapter 15: | The Father I Never Had

Chapter 16: | The Comeback Season

PART V: THE LEGACY | Chapter 17:

God,

APPENDIX AND BONUS MATERIALS

By David T. Harris

COPYRIGHT AND PUBLISHING INFORMATION

PULL UP A CHAIR: An Invitation to Men to Heal, Rise, and Lead

Copyright © 2025 by David T. Harris

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

First Edition: Published by Legacy Table Press, an imprint of Harris Publishing Company

Available in eBook, paperback, and hardcover editions.

Audiobook edition distributed through ACX/Audible.

Scripture quotations are from: KJV

For permissions requests, write to the publisher at: david@thelegacytableusa.com

Visit the author online:
Website: TheLegacyTableUSA.com 
Email: david@thelegacytableusa.com 

"Your chair at The Legacy Table is waiting. The question isn't whether you're ready. The question is whether you're willing."

David T. Harris

Dedication

To every man who ever sat in silence with a scream stuck in his throat. To the one who made it through prison, pain, divorce, relapse, or rejection. To the one still stuck, still numb, still unsure if God sees him. This table was set for you. This book was written with you in mind.

You are not too far gone. You are not beyond healing. You are not invisible. You are still chosen. You are still a son. And you still have time.

To the one who shows up for everyone but rarely for himself. This book is for you. May these pages be a mirror, a healing balm, and a seat at a table where you are finally safe to just be. You don't have to be perfect to be worthy of healing. You don't have to be whole to be welcomed here. You don't have to speak loudly to be heard. You just have to come.

Sit down. Exhale. Let go.

There's a seat with your name on it.
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The broken boy does not belong to one culture or one color. Every man reading this page grew up somewhere that shaped him in ways he did not choose. Whether the wound was poverty or privilege, abuse or neglect, an absent father or a harsh one, the breaking of a boy is a universal story. What differs is the specific pain. What is the same is the silence that followed. This chapter is for every man who grew up too fast and never got to grieve it.

A Prayer for the Healed Boy


Father, I receive Your nearness right now. Heal the places in me that have never been touched by Your love. Let the wound that started in childhood end with me. My children will not inherit this silence. In Jesus’ name, Amen.



Chapter 3:  The Man Behind the Mask 36

Every man reading this has worn a version of this mask. The details of what built it differ. A white man in a high-pressure corporate culture. An Asian man navigating the weight of family expectation. A Latino man carrying the code of machismo. A Black man managing the burden of hypervisibility. The mask looks different. The cost is the same. This table was built for all of you.

A Prayer for the Unmasked Man


God, I choose today to remove one layer. Help me trust that the man underneath the mask is enough. Help me believe that my realness is not a liability but a gift. In Jesus’ name, Amen.



Chapter 4:  The Addicted Soul 57

Addiction does not discriminate by race, income, or education. It finds the wound regardless of your address. A man in a corner office can be just as addicted as a man on a corner. The substances and behaviors may differ. The underlying pain and the silence around it are universal. Every man at this table has reached for something. You are not alone in that.

A Prayer for the Addicted Soul


God who sets the captive free, I receive Your freedom today. Not when I have been sober long enough. Not when I have earned it. Now. I declare that this addiction is not my identity. I am Your son, and You are making me free. In Jesus’ name, Amen.



Chapter 5:  Shame and Silence 67

Part II: The Elephants in the Room 74

Shame is not a cultural experience. It is a human one. Every man reading this page carries something he has never said out loud to another living person. Whether your shame comes from abuse, failure, addiction, sexuality, crime, or simply the feeling of never being enough, this chapter holds space for you. Shame does not check your background before it moves in. And healing does not require one either.

A Prayer for the Silent Sufferer


God, I bring you the silence I have kept and the shame that enforced it. I declare today that I am no longer defined by what was done to me or what I have done. I am defined by You. I receive Your verdict: no condemnation. In Jesus’ name, Amen.



Chapter 6:  Rage, Crime, and Regret  75

Chapter 7:  The Othered Man.  89

The rage described in this chapter wears different clothes depending on who you are and where you came from. But the root is the same for every man who has ever felt powerless, invisible, or trapped by a system that refused to see him as fully human. If you have felt that rage, this chapter is for you. Whatever your background. Whatever your zip code.

A Prayer for the Man Rewriting His Story


God, I give you the worst of what I have done and the worst of what was done to me. Take the ruins of my worst chapters and build something that helps someone else avoid that same destruction. In Jesus’ name, Amen.



Chapter 8:  The Man Nobody Believes 101

Every man has been in a room where the decision about him was made before he opened his mouth. The specifics differ. But the experience of being prejudged, of carrying a reputation you did not choose or one you are desperately trying to move past, is not limited to one group. If you have ever felt the weight of a label that will not let you go, this chapter is for you.

A Prayer for the Man Rebuilding His Name


God, I release the verdict of every room that has already decided who I am. I choose Your verdict instead. You say I am new. You say I am redeemed. Your mercies are new every morning. Help me build a track record that reflects Your verdict, not theirs. In Jesus’ name, Amen.



Chapter 9:  The Father, the Failure, the Fraud 129

The father wound is the most universal wound in this book. It crosses every culture, every income bracket, every race and religion. A father who was present but cold creates the same wound as one who was absent entirely. The specific shape differs. The impact on a boy's sense of worth does not. Every man at this table carries something from his father. This chapter is for every one of you.

A Prayer for the Healing Father


God, turn my heart toward my children today. Not when I have it together. Now. Let me be a father who shows up imperfectly but consistently. Who says I am sorry and means it. Let the cycle of absence and silence end here. In Jesus’ name, Amen.



Chapter 10:  The Broken Mirror 152

Part III: The Turning Point 167 

Depression and self-hatred do not have a demographic. They walk into boardrooms and prison cells with equal ease. The internal voice that says you are not enough does not check your resume before it speaks. Every man at this table has heard that voice. This chapter is for anyone whose mirror has been lying to them regardless of what the world sees from the outside.

A Prayer for the Man Rebuilding His Mirror


God, I give you the broken mirror. I give you every lie I have believed about my worth. Replace the reflection with Yours. Let me see what You see when You look at me: a son worth dying for. Correct my vision. Restore my mind. In Jesus’ name, Amen.



Chapter 11:  The Rebuild 168

Every man rebuilds something in his life. A marriage. A business. A relationship with a child. A reputation. A sense of self. The ruins look different for each man, but the courage required to stand in them and choose to begin again is the same regardless of your background. If you are in a season of rebuilding, this chapter is your permission to start.

A Prayer for the Man in Rebuild


God, I am picking up the pieces today. Not because I have it figured out. But because I believe You can build something better than what was there before. Build something in me that will last. In Jesus’ name, Amen.



Chapter 12:  Brotherhood That Heals 186

Male loneliness is epidemic across every culture and every income level. Research consistently shows that men across all racial and social backgrounds report having fewer close friendships than they need. The hunger for real brotherhood is the same in every man regardless of his background. This table is being built for all of you.

A Prayer for Brotherhood


God, I open myself to the brotherhood You designed. Not the performance of it. The reality of it. Send me men who are brave enough to be real and make me brave enough to receive them. In Jesus’ name, Amen.



Chapter 13:  At the Table 196

"And the lord said unto the servant, Go out into the highways and hedges, and compel them to come in, that my house may be filled."

Luke 14:23

The Legacy Table USA was built for all men. Black, white, brown, and every shade in between. Rich and rebuilding. Educated and street-taught. Men of faith and men still working out what they believe. The table has no dress code, no prerequisite, and no VIP section. Love is colorblind. And so is this table.
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A Prayer at the Table


God, I am here. At the table. Not fully healed. Not completely whole. But present and willing. Let what happens at this table change everything that happens outside of it. In Jesus’ name, Amen.
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Part IV: The Rise 211

The war inside the mind does not have a color or a culture. Anxiety, depression, intrusive thoughts, and the relentless internal critic are universal experiences among men. The experience of being at war with your own mind is something men across every background share in silence. This chapter is for every man fighting that battle alone.

A Prayer for the War Inside


God, I take every thought captive to the obedience of Christ. My mind is a battlefield You have already won. Help me live from that victory. Dismantle the strongholds. Replace them with truth that sets me free. In Jesus’ name, Amen.
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A Prayer for the Fatherless Son


Father God, I receive Your fatherhood today. Not as a concept. As a reality. Speak into the places my earthly father could not reach. And as You father me, help me father others better. Let this wound be the last place it travels. In Jesus’ name, Amen.
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Every man has a comeback story in progress. The setbacks look different. A business failure. A divorce. A prison sentence. A health crisis. A public fall. A private collapse. But the experience of having to rise from something that knocked you flat is one of the most universal experiences in a man's life. Your comeback is not a cultural story. It is a human one. And God is in every version of it.

A Prayer for the Comeback Season


God who renews strength, I receive my comeback today. Not when the circumstances change. Now. I mount up on wings as eagles. My comeback is not about proving them wrong. It is about fulfilling what You placed in me before the setback ever came. In Jesus’ name, Amen.



Chapter 17:  The Financial Legacy 227

Financial stress and financial illiteracy do not belong to one group. Men of every background carry financial wounds and habits they inherited rather than chose. The impact of financial chaos on a man's peace, his marriage, and his legacy is universal. This chapter is for every man who wants his financial life to match the healed life he is building.

A Prayer for Financial Wholeness


God, I align my finances with my faith today. My children will not start from zero. My children's children will have a foundation I helped lay. Let me be a steward who honors You with what You have given me. In Jesus’ name, Amen.
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The Foundation of This Table

"Charity suffereth long, and is kind; charity envieth not; charity vaunteth not itself, is not puffed up, doth not behave itself unseemly, seeketh not her own, is not easily provoked, thinketh no evil; Rejoiceth not in iniquity, but rejoiceth in the truth; Beareth all things, believeth all things, hopeth all things, endureth all things."

1 Corinthians 13:4-7

Before you read a single chapter of this book, there is something you need to know about the table you are being invited to. This table was not built on psychology, though psychology has its place. It was not built on sociology, though understanding our world matters deeply. It was not built on cultural analysis, political critique, or even the brilliance of men who have walked hard roads and survived. All of those things live in these pages, and they are here because they are true and they are necessary.

But underneath all of it, beneath every word, beneath every story, beneath every chapter and every challenge and every prayer, there is a foundation. And that foundation is love. Not the word we use carelessly. Not the feeling that comes and goes with circumstances. Not the performance we put on when we want something from someone. Biblical love. God love. The kind that 1 Corinthians 13 describes and that 1 John 4 defines by naming its source: God Himself. 

God is love. Not God has love. Not God gives love when you deserve it. God is love. Which means every time you encounter real love in any form, you are encountering Him. That changes how you read everything that follows. This matters because many of the men this book was written for have a complicated relationship with God. Some were hurt in His name. Some were told He did not want them. Some were shown a version of Him that looked more like an angry judge than a loving Father. Some have simply been too tired, too broken, too far gone in their own estimation to believe He would bother with them. This table is a correction of all of that.

Jesus said in Matthew 22:37 through 40 that the greatest commandment is to love God with everything you have, and the second is to love your neighbor as yourself. He did not say the greatest commandment is to perform strength, produce results, or prove your worth. He said love. And He called it the foundation on which everything else hangs.

In John 13:34 through 35, He told His disciples to love one another as He had loved them, and He said this is how the world would know who they were. Not by their theology. Not by their morality. By their love. That is what this table is. A community of men choosing to love one another in the way Jesus modeled. Honestly. Sacrificially. Without conditions attached. Without performance required. Without shame as the entrance fee.

The world has taught men that love is soft. That love is weakness. That love is what happens when you have already proven yourself strong enough to afford it. So men have built lives around everything but love and called it strength. But look at what 1 Corinthians 13 actually describes. Patient. Kind. Not easily provoked. Bears all things. Hopes all things. Endures all things. That is not a description of a weak man. That is a description of the strongest kind of man alive. A man who has been through the fire and came out choosing love anyway. A man who has been betrayed and still chooses to believe. A man who has been broken and still chooses to show up. That is power. That is the kind of man this book is building toward.

Every chapter in this book is built on that foundation. When we talk about silence and shame, we are talking about what happens when a man has never been loved the way God intended. When we talk about addiction and rage, we are talking about what a man reaches for when biblical love was absent in his formation. When we talk about fatherhood and legacy, we are talking about what becomes possible when a man finally receives and begins to give the love God designed him for.

The healing this book invites you into is not self-help. It is not therapeutic technique. It is not cultural restoration alone, though all of those things have value. The healing this book invites you into is a return to the love God placed at the center of everything He made. You were made in the image of a God who is love. Which means love is not foreign to you. It is your original language. Returning to it is not weakness. It is homecoming.

So as you read, understand this: every story in these pages is a love story. Not the romantic kind. The resurrection kind. The kind where something dead comes back to life. The kind where a man who had given up on himself discovers that God never gave up on him. The kind where a table set in the middle of pain becomes the place where healing begins.

Pull up a chair, brother. Not just to a book. To a table built on the bedrock of God's love. And let everything that follows be received through that lens.

A Note from the Author

There comes a moment in every man's life when silence is no longer strength and isolation is no longer survival. There comes a moment when you realize the armor you've worn has not protected you, it has imprisoned you. This book, Pull Up a Chair, is born from that moment. I have not written another feel-good motivational book. I have created a mirror, a space where men can finally see themselves, acknowledge their wounds, and be reminded that healing is holy. This work isn't for the man who wants to hide. It's for the man who is ready to come out of hiding.

As you turn these pages, you won't be met with judgment. You'll be met with truth. You won't find gimmicks or perfection. You'll find grit, grace, and the permission to be real. You will hear the voice of a brother, a father, a mentor calling you out of the corner and back to the table. But I want to tell you something I did not fully understand when I started writing. I thought I was writing a book about men. About pain. About healing. And I was. But what I discovered as I wrote is that I was really writing about love. God's love. The kind that does not flinch at what you have done or what has been done to you. The kind that was there before you knew you needed it and will be there long after you think you have exhausted it.

Everything in these pages flows from that source. The brotherhood. The accountability. The healing. The legacy. None of it holds together without the love of God as its foundation. I want God to be pleased with what you hold in your hands. That is the standard I wrote to. Not perfection. Not performance. But the question: Does this honor Him? Does this reflect the love He is? I have not walked a perfect road. I have made mistakes that cost people I love. I have been the man in some of these chapters before I had language for what I was going through. And I have sat in that invisible chair more times than I can count, wondering if anyone would notice I was not okay. What I know now that I did not know then is that God noticed every time. He was near to the brokenhearted even when I could not feel Him. And when I finally stopped performing and started being honest, everything began to change.

That is my prayer for you as you read. Not that you finish the book. But that somewhere in these pages, you let something land. You let one truth in. You make one honest move toward healing. Because that is how it starts. Not with a dramatic moment. With one honest step. This book was built on the conviction that when men heal, everything heals. Families heal. Communities heal. Children grow up differently. And the God who created you gets the glory that your healed life was always meant to give Him.

David T. Harris
Founder, The Legacy Table USA

Preface

I didn't write Pull Up a Chair for men who have it all figured out. I wrote it for the ones who don't. For the man who looks strong on the outside but feels unseen. For the father who provides for everyone else but silently wonders if he matters. For the man of faith who prays bold prayers but carries hidden pain.

This book was born out of moments when I couldn't fake it anymore. I've been in rooms filled with people and still felt alone. I've worn the smile, led the team, delivered the message then gone home empty. I've known the ache of trying to be everything for everyone while losing myself in the process.

I created Pull Up a Chair not as a manual, but as an invitation. A place for you to sit, reflect, heal, and be real. Here, we tell the truth not just about life but about ourselves. Here, strength looks like honesty. And healing starts when the mask comes off.

The "Table" represents something powerful. It's a space of safety, restoration, and brotherhood. It's where warriors eat, where sons learn, where fathers are honored, and where broken men begin to rebuild. You are welcome at this table. No prerequisites. No perfection. Just bring your real self. This journey may stretch you. It may confront you. But I believe it will change you.

This book is written for all men. Every man who has ever worn a mask to survive, every man who has performed strength long past the point where he had any left, every man who is carrying something he has never put into words. But I would be dishonest if I did not tell you that this book gives particular attention to the wounds that Black and Brown men carry, wounds that rarely appear in healing literature and rarely get named in the rooms where healing is supposed to happen. That is not because other men do not hurt. It is because those specific wounds have gone unspoken the longest, and silence is where men die. If you are a man of another background, what is said about your brothers of color will illuminate something true about the universality of male silence. The details may differ. The underneath is the same.

So, pull up a chair. Let's talk.

David T. Harris

Introduction: Welcome to the Table

"A new commandment I give unto you, that ye love one another; as I have loved you, that ye also love one another. By this shall all men know that ye are my disciples, if ye have love one to another."

John 13:34-35

You didn't stumble on this book. You were led here. Whether by pain, by prayer, or by desperation, something brought you to this moment. Maybe it was the silence that's been screaming inside you. Maybe it was the guilt you've carried for years and didn't know how to name. Maybe it's the fear of being found out, or the ache of never being seen at all. Whatever brought you here... you made it. And I want you to know from the very first page:

This is not a church. This is not a program. This is your seat at the table. No mask required. You don't have to perform here. You don't have to be strong here. You don't have to pretend here. You just have to be present. This book isn't for the man who has it all figured out. It's for the man who's still bleeding under his suit. It's for the man who's smiling in public but dying in private. It's for the one who feels like the mistakes he made disqualified him from being whole.

This is for the broken, the silent, the ashamed, the angry, the addicted, the abandoned, and the misunderstood. It's for the man who's been to prison and the one who's been imprisoned in his own mind. It's for the man who's been rejected by the world... and the man who's rejected himself. This is for the man who has spent his whole life being twice as good and still coming up half as valued. This is for the man navigating two worlds and fully belonging to neither. This book holds space for the specific weight men of color carry without asking any other man to leave the room.

It's for the man who thought his story was over. Because it's not. Your life is not done. Your soul is not too far gone. And your table, your place of healing, brotherhood, truth, and grace is still set. This book is written in your language. No fluff. No fancy Christianese. No watered-down slogans or self-help tricks. Just real stories, hard truth, deep wounds, and the possibility of healing. But here is what makes this table different from every other room you have sat in. This table has a theological center. The love described in 1 Corinthians 13 is not just a poetic ideal here. It is the operating system. Patient. Kind. Not easily provoked. Bearing all things. Hoping all things. That is the love that built this table. That is the love that says you can come as you are, but you will not stay as you are, because love always moves toward wholeness.

God is not absent from this conversation. He is at the head of this table. And He has been waiting, not for you to clean yourself up, but for you to simply come. Not with all the answers. Not with your life in order. Not with your past resolved. Just you. Honest. Present. Willing. The men who have sat at this table before you came from every background imaginable. Corporate executives and men fresh out of prison. Pastors and men who had not stepped inside a church in twenty years. Fathers fighting for their families and fathers who had not seen their children in years. What they had in common was this: they were tired of the performance. They were ready for something real. And they were willing to pull up a chair. That is all this table asks of you. Pull up a chair. Come as you are. Stay long enough to let something real happen.

So, take a breath. Let your guard down. And turn the page. Welcome to the table, my brother. You're finally home.


The greatest commandment is love. Not performance. Not production. Not perfection. Love. And this table was built to demonstrate what that looks like when men choose it together. Welcome home, brother.



Letter to the Reader

Dear Reader,

Before anything else, thank you. Thank you for picking up this book, for taking a chance on these pages, and most of all for choosing to sit down and face what many run from. You didn't have to. But something in you knew it was time.

Time to stop pretending. Time to stop performing. Time to heal, build, and lead starting from the inside out. This letter is personal, because this journey is personal. This is not a lecture. It's not a sermon. It's not a how-to guide written from a mountaintop. It's a journey we're taking together through pain, pressure, purpose, and power.

I wrote Pull Up a Chair through tears, through prayer, through memories that still make me pause. I wrote it with men in mind who never had a place to fall apart. Who were handed pressure but not peace. Who were trained to win but never taught how to heal.

I want you to know something: there is nothing wrong with you because you're tired. You're not less of a man because you've been broken. And you're not alone in that secret space where you wonder if you're enough.

This book was designed to interrupt the performance, to disrupt the silence, and to give you language for the things you couldn't explain. You may cry. You may wrestle. You may even get angry. But you will not leave these pages the same.

You don't have to walk this road alone. I've walked it. I'm still walking it. And now, so are you. So, take your time. Read slow. Reflect deep. But most of all don't leave the table. We need what's in you.

With honor and humility,

David T. Harris
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PART I: 

THE HIDDEN WOUNDS
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Chapter 1:

The Chair No One Sees

"And be not conformed to this world: but be ye transformed by the renewing of your mind, that ye may prove what is that good, and acceptable, and perfect, will of God."

Romans 12:2

"Transformation is not an event. It is a direction you choose every day."


The renewing of the mind described in Romans 12 is not a one-time event. It is an ongoing process of alignment. Choosing to think according to what God says is true rather than according to what the world, your wounds, or your past have told you. The SHIFT Framework is a practical structure for doing that work every day. Biblical love is not just the destination. It is the fuel for the journey.



A Prayer Before This Chapter


God, 



I am ready to shift. Not just to think differently but to live differently. I surrender what I have been holding. I choose honesty. I commit to investing in the healing You have started in me. I build on the foundation of Your love. And I trust You to complete the transformation You began.



In Jesus’ name, 



Amen.



––––––––
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Biblical love does not require you to sit in that chair alone. Charity beareth all things does not mean charity bears all things in silence. It means love carries the weight together. The first act of love is letting someone else in. You were not designed to carry this alone. God looked at a man in isolation and said it was not good. That verdict has never changed.



A Prayer for This Chapter

Father, 

I come to You from the chair no one else sees. The one I have been sitting in alone for longer than I can count. I am tired of carrying what was never meant for one man to bear. I ask You now to transform my mind, to renew what silence and pain have distorted, and to give me the courage to let someone into this chair beside me. 

In Jesus’ name, 

Amen.

Chapter 1:

The Chair No One Sees

The invisible struggles men carry in silence

"You can’t heal what you won’t name. Truth is the first seat at the table."

There is a chair in every man’s life that no one ever notices. It sits in the corner of his heart, unseen and unspoken, worn from the weight of everything he has had to carry but never dared to voice. It is the chair where his real self-collapses. Not the version in the boardroom, the pulpit, or behind the polished Instagram profile. The version of him who is exhausted, questioning everything, secretly hoping someone, anyone, might ask if he is really okay.

I know this chair intimately. At sixty-three, I have spent decades sitting in it, especially in the moments when the performance of being “fine” became more exhausting than admitting I wasn’t. Most men don’t sit in that chair by choice. Life pushes them there.

The T.A.B.L.E. Framework in Action (Truth)

	T = Truth. Naming what we’ve hidden. Admitting what we’ve carried.

	Brotherhood starts here, but it cannot exist without honesty.

	At this table, silence dies because truth is spoken aloud.


The Chair of Truth (T = Truth)

Before this book was written, everything changed when a close friend of mine, fifty-three years old, married for thirty years, finally spoke the words he’d been choking on for forty-seven years. His courage to break his silence about childhood sexual abuse didn’t just free him; it birthed what you’re reading now: The MANSHIFT Movement. The Legacy Table USA. The revelation that when men heal, everything heals. That moment taught me: truth is the first step to healing. Without it, we’ll sit in silent chairs until they bury us.

The L.E.G.A.C.Y. of Silent Suffering

Most of us inherited this chair from our fathers, who inherited it from theirs:

	L - Listen to the silence your ancestors carried

	E - Examine the patterns passed down through pain

	G - Gather courage to break destructive cycles

	A - Acknowledge the true cost of isolation

	C - Create new patterns for healing

	Y - Yield fruit that heals instead of hurts


I remember being one of seven kids in a house where survival was the only agenda. The lights stayed on, but nobody was home emotionally. My father never called me by name. Not once. Just “boy.” I’ll never forget watching Tarzan as a kid. When I heard the jungle child leap into the river at the sound of his name, “Boy!”, I thought to myself, He’s just like me. That’s my name too. Until my mother gently corrected me: “Your name is David.” 

But even that felt like a name I hadn’t earned. What was a name to a boy who never got to be a child? I carried that question for decades. Not as something I consciously thought about but as something I felt in every room I walked into. The way I worked twice as hard to prove something I could never quite name. The way praise never fully landed. The way I could receive a standing ovation and walk offstage still wondering if they were clapping for me or for the version of me I had assembled for public consumption.

My father was not a villain. He was a wounded man doing what wounded men do. He passed on what he had been given, which was not much. Someone had probably looked at him the same way during his lifetime and called him the same thing. Made him feel like an inconvenience before he knew enough to question it. And when he became a father, he did not know how to give what he had never received. The day I understood that was the day something in me softened.

Not because what he did was right. But because I finally understood that the wound traveled before he did, I decided in that moment. The children who carry my name would know their names. They would hear them spoken the way a name is supposed to be spoken. With intention. With pride. With love that does not have to be earned. That decision did not undo what was done. But it changed what came next.

The Science and the Scripture of the Chair

Dr. William Pollack’s research at Harvard revealed what I’d lived in silence: men are dying from what he called normative male alexithymia, the inability to identify and express emotions. Science says trauma rewires the brain. Scripture says, “Be transformed by the renewing of your mind” (Romans 12:2). Together, they tell the same story: 

what broke us can be rewired, renewed, restored. The statistics are staggering:

	Men die by suicide 3.5 times more than women

	77% of men report having no close male friends

	Men are 50% less likely to seek help for depression

	Black men specifically have the lowest therapy utilization rates despite the highest trauma exposure


But numbers can’t capture what it feels like to sit in that chair the suffocating isolation of carrying everything alone, the exhaustion of performing strength when you feel weak, the terror that if you stopped holding everything together, it would all fall apart.

The Pressure to Perform

Here is the dangerous part: men like us learned to succeed while bleeding. We found ways to climb ladders, close deals, build families, preach sermons, and wear titles, all while hiding gaping wounds beneath our suits and smiles. We became masters of emotional makeup. No one ever noticed the limp, because we never let them see us walk without our polished shoes. But when the night comes, when the lights go out, and there is no one left to impress, that is when the real battle starts. That is when you sit in the chair no one sees. 

For my Black brothers, you know this chair holds the specific weight of being “twice as good to get half as much.”  The exhaustion of representing your entire race with every move. The crushing pressure of the “strong Black man” myth that kills us slowly. 

For my Brown brothers, this chair carries the impossible math of machismo culture. Be strong but not threatening. Be successful but not arrogant. Provide for everyone while asking nothing for yourself.

For every man of color, this chair holds whatever weight you have been carrying alone. Systemic racism. Generational trauma. The exhaustion of fighting battles your fathers fought while raising sons you hope won’t have to.

The Invisible Weight

Every man carries a weight no one else sees. For me, it started early the pressure to be strong, to be steady, to never let anyone see me cry. You probably know it too. Maybe your chair is piled high with financial pressure, the bills that don’t stop, the goals you can’t quite reach. Maybe it’s haunted by childhood memories, or the wounds of a father who wasn’t there. The truth is, society trained us to keep this chair hidden. We’re told:

	“Man up.”

	“Don’t be soft.”

	“Handle your business.”


So, we learn to sit in silence. But silence isn’t the absence of noise it’s the presence of pain. And the longer you sit in it, the heavier it gets. Dr. Bessel van der Kolk reminds us in The Body Keeps the Score that trauma never just disappears. It lodges itself in the nervous system, the muscles, the way we breathe at night.  That’s why so many men can function in the boardroom, on the field, in the pulpit but fall apart in the chair no one sees

We have raised generations of boys to be invincible when what they really needed was to be seen. We made vulnerability feel like weakness. Now we wonder why men are imploding in silence. We were taught to hide pain with productivity, to bury heartbreak under hustle. But the soul can only carry so much before it buckles.

The Breaking Point

I remember mine. It wasn’t loud or dramatic. It happened in a bathroom mirror. I was brushing my teeth when I paused to really look at myself. For the first time in years, I didn’t recognize the man staring back. I wasn’t angry. I wasn’t suicidal. I was just... gone. Numb. Disconnected. Functional, but fractured. I wiped the fog and whispered, “I don’t want to be this man anymore.” That was the first honest prayer I’d prayed in months. And it didn’t begin with “Father God.” It began with one word: Help.

I stood there longer than made sense for a man who had things to do and places to be. I stood there because for once I did not run from the man in the mirror. I let him look at me. I let him be tired. I let him be thirty-three years old and still figuring out who he was underneath everything he had built. Then I picked up the phone. Not because I had the right words. Because I had finally run out of the wrong ones. I called a man I trusted. A real one. The kind you do not call often enough. And I told him I was not okay. Just that. Nothing polished, nothing prepared. Just the truth, out loud, to another man, for the first time in longer than I could honestly remember. He said: me too.

Two words. And something shifted. Not fixed. Not resolved. Shifted. Like a window opening in a room that had been sealed for years. Like the first real breath after you realize you have been holding yours. That phone call did not dramatically save my life. But it started the conversation that changed the direction of it. And I have been chasing that kind of honesty ever since. Pursuing it in every room I build for men now. Because I know what it costs a man to walk up to a mirror and finally tell the truth. I know what it takes to say help when every instinct trained into you says hold it together. And I know what it unlocks when you say it anyway.

There was a season in my life when I wore the mask better than anyone. I had the words. I had the walk. I had the work ethic. But I was empty. I had built an image people clapped for, but deep down, I wondered: What would happen if I stopped trying? Would they still love me? Would they still respect me if they knew how broken I really was? 

The answer never came because I never let anyone close enough to ask. That is the tragedy. The stronger you appear, the more isolated you become. And the more isolated you become, the harder it is to admit you are not okay. It is a cycle that eats men alive.

The Battle of Never Being Enough

Somewhere deep inside, every man wrestles with the question: 

Will I ever be enough? Enough to be chosen. Enough to be loved without conditions. Enough to stop striving and just be human. But humanity is hard to embrace when you have only ever been praised for performance. I learned early that people celebrated my strength but ignored my pain. So, I made a silent vow not to need anyone. To toughen up. To push through. To provide, protect, perform, and perish quietly if I had to. That vow became a prison.

I locked away the parts of myself that longed to be seen the tenderness, the softness, the innocence that once believed the world could be good. I buried it beneath layers of strength and sarcasm, workaholism and wit, hustle and hollowness. I became a ghost in my own life. Going through the motions. Showing up for the people who would never know what it cost me. Smiling through suffering. Serving while starving. Protecting others while leaving myself unguarded. The applause grew louder. But the loneliness grew too.

I want to tell you about a Tuesday night not long ago. There were eleven men in the room. A contractor. A pastor. A man freshly out of a ten-year bid. A father of four who had not cried since his mother died twelve years before. A college professor. Men who would never have occupied the same room under any other circumstance.

We were about forty minutes in when one of them said: I have never told anyone this. The room went quiet in the specific way rooms go quiet when something real is about to happen. Not uncomfortable quiet. Sacred quiet. The quiet of men who have agreed, without saying so, that what happens here stays here. He talked for eleven minutes. When he finished, nobody gave him a solution. Nobody quoted a verse. Nobody told him what he should have done differently.

One man across the room said: I needed you to say that out loud. Because I have been carrying the same thing, and I did not know another man alive had felt it too. That is what healing in community looks like. It is not loud. It is not dramatic. It is eleven men in a room and one voice finally finding the words, and another man realizing he is not alone in the thing he thought made him irredeemably broken.

The T.A.B.L.E. That Changes Everything

After my friend’s courageous confession, I realized something profound. We had both been sitting in chairs no one could see, carrying weight no one acknowledged, suffering in silence because we thought that was what men do. That conversation birthed the T.A.B.L.E. methodology:

T: Truth-telling without judgment or shame.
A: Accountability with love instead of condemnation.
B: Brotherhood that goes deeper than surface friendships.
L: Legacy consciousness healing for generations.
E: Empowerment to become who you were created to be.
The Chair Becomes Familiar

Some were molested as boys and told to “get over it.” Others watched their fathers leave and assumed it was their fault. Some saw violence, lived in poverty, or were raised by women who had to be both mother and father. Others had fathers who were present but emotionally absent. Providers but not protectors of the heart.

So, we grew up learning how to survive but never how to heal. How to build but not how to be vulnerable. How to hustle but not how to rest. We adopted roles instead of identity. We became what others needed us to be but forgot how to be ourselves.

My Chair

I remember nights where my chair felt like a coffin. Smiling for everyone else in the daylight, then breaking down in the dark where nobody could see. I’d preach strength but live exhaustion. I’d tell others about faith while secretly asking God why He stayed silent when I needed Him most. I learned that success doesn’t erase the chair. Marriage doesn’t make it disappear. Money doesn’t lighten it. The chair waits for you because it doesn’t just hold your body, it holds your soul.

The Invitation to Rise

But this is not the end of the story. Because healing isn’t about returning to who you used to be. It is about discovering the man you were always meant to become. You didn’t ask to carry it all. You weren’t born to bleed silently in the name of survival. You were meant to live. To be whole. Not just functioning, but flourishing. Somewhere along the way, the mission got twisted. Being a man became more about suppression than expression. You were told real men don’t cry. Real men don’t need help. Real men don’t show weakness.

So, you learned to nod instead of speaking. To clench instead of weep. To sacrifice your soul for someone else’s expectations. You were groomed for performance, not connection. A product of demand, not design. But here is where we reclaim what was stolen. The right to be fully human. The right to feel and still be masculine. The right to ask for help without losing your manhood. The right to be loved without having to earn it every day. The right to confront your trauma without being defined by it.

You are not too far gone. You are not beyond restoration. You are not invisible. You are not a machine. You are a man. A son. A soul. And God does not just see your victories. He sees your valleys. He does not just honor your grit; He heals your grief. He is not asking you to keep it together. He is asking you to let Him hold what is falling apart.

The Cost of Carrying Alone

Here’s the dangerous truth: what we refuse to name will eventually name us. The shame we hide becomes the identity we wear. The silence we maintain becomes the prison we live in.

	That’s why men with six-figure jobs still collapse under panic attacks.

	That’s why men with families still feel like orphans inside.

	That’s why men who lead movements still wrestle with private addictions.


We think our masks protect us. But they only deepen the fracture between who we are and who we pretend to be. Men are dying from this silence. Not because they are weaker, but because they have been trained to sit in that chair alone, in isolation, until it kills them.

Coming to the Table

So, let it fall. Let the silence shatter. Let the mask slip. Let the numbness thaw. Let the boy in you grieve what the man in you was forced to forget. You don’t have to be superhuman here. You just have to be real. This chair, the one no one saw before, becomes the chair everyone understands at this table. Here, silence gets replaced with real conversation. Pain gets acknowledged. Accountability replaces image management. And healing becomes possible, not in isolation, but in community. You can’t heal what you keep performing. You can’t build legacy while avoiding the rubble. You can’t be whole while pretending you are not broken. But you can start here. Right here.

One Healing Step

Chapter Challenge

Write your personal SHIFT declaration. One sentence for each letter. 

S: I surrender. 

H: I am honest about. 

I: I am investing in. 

F: I am building on. 

T: I am being transformed in. 

Keep it somewhere you will see it every day.

Do not do all of this at once. Do one thing. This week, find one person you trust even a little, and say five words to them: I am not okay today. Not as an opening to a long conversation. Not as a crisis. Just five words, said out loud, to another human being. Let them land. That is it. That is the first step. Not therapy, not a men's group, not a breakthrough. Five words to one person. Because the chair only starts to lose its power the moment it stops being a secret.

The SHIFT Framework Applied


•  S: Surrender what you have been carrying that was never yours to carry alone

•  H: Honesty about where you are, not where you perform like you are

•  I: Investment of time, energy, and resources into your healing and growth

•  F: Foundation of biblical love as the operating center of your life

•  T: Transformation that is visible in your relationships, your choices, and your legacy
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Reflection Questions

	When do you find yourself sitting in “the chair no one sees”? What triggers these moments?

	What masks have you worn to protect yourself? What would it look like to remove one of them?

	Complete this sentence: “I would feel more whole if I could finally admit that I...”

	Who in your life has permission to see you without the performance? If no one, what would it take to change that?


The Daily Practice of Presence

Transformation from the invisible chair to the healing table requires daily choices:

Morning Declaration:

“Today I choose connection over isolation, truth over performance, healing over hiding.”

Midday Check-in: 

“What am I carrying that isn’t mine to bear? What do I need to release?”

Evening Reflection: 

“Who did I show up as today?

What mask did I wear? 

What truth did I speak?” 

The chair no one sees becomes visible when you are brave enough to describe it to someone else. The pain no one acknowledges becomes manageable when you are courageous enough to share it.

The Weight of Being Invisible

Some men call it depression. Others call it “just being tired.” Some drown it in bourbon, others in pornography. Some run to silence, others to overworking. But it’s all the same chair. The place where a man sits and wonders, Do I even matter if I stop performing?

Your Seat Awaits

Take a seat. There is room for you. Not the perfect version of you the real one. The tired one. The questioning one. The broken one. The healing one. The becoming one. Your chair at the Legacy Table has been waiting, not for sixty-three years like mine, not for forty-seven years like my friend’s, but for however long you have been sitting alone in that invisible chair, carrying weight that was never meant for one man to bear.

A Seat at the Legacy Table

Here’s the good news: that chair doesn’t have to be your prison. At The Legacy Table, we pull that invisible chair into the light. We acknowledge it. We name it. We refuse to let men sit alone anymore. Because healing doesn’t happen in hiding. It happens in community. 

The L.E.G.A.C.Y. framework begins here:

	Listen to your pain without judgment.

	Examine where it began.

	Gather a healing community.

	Accountability with love and truth.

	Create new patterns of living.

	Yield fruit that feeds the next generation.


That first word is the most important: Listen. Not fix, not perform, not deny. Just listen. 

A Letter to the Man in the Chair

Brother, I know your chair. I’ve sat in mine. I’ve felt the weight. I’ve worn the mask. And I know what it costs. But I also know this: you don’t have to sit there alone. You are not weak because you’re tired. You are not broken because you feel broken. You are not disqualified because you doubt. You are a man with history, but also a man with hope. So, here’s my invitation: pull that chair into the circle. Don’t hide it in the corner anymore. Bring it to the Table. Because at this Table, your silence becomes story, your story becomes strength, and your strength becomes legacy.

A Prayer for the Man in the Chair






Father, 






I come to You from the chair no one else sees. I am tired of carrying what was never meant for one man to bear. I ask You now to transform my mind, to renew what silence and pain have distorted, and to give me the courage to let someone in. 






In Jesus’ name, 






Amen.

Closing

Pull-Line Callouts

	“Masks don’t break in mirrors. They break in community.”

	“Strength without vulnerability is performance, not power.”

	“You can’t heal what you won’t name.”


Truth Exercise

Write down one invisible weight you’ve been carrying in your “chair.” Give it a name grief, shame, exhaustion, betrayal. Speak it aloud, even if only to yourself or to God.

Chapter Challenge

This week, identify your invisible chair. Write about it in a journal. Describe what you carry there, how long you have been sitting in it, and what it would feel like to finally stand up and walk toward community. 

Find a safe brother, therapist, or journal and complete this sentence:

“The weight I’ve been carrying alone is...”

Truth is the first chair at the table. And brother, your seat is waiting.

Emergency Resources

If sitting with this truth feels overwhelming:

	National Suicide Prevention Lifeline: 988

	Crisis Text Line: Text HOME to 741741

	Psychology Today therapist finder: psychologytoday.com


The table is set. The conversation has begun. In the next chapter, we will explore how the wounds of boyhood shape the silence of manhood. Your story is not over. It is just getting started.

Citations:

	Van der Kolk, Bessel. The Body Keeps the Score: Brain, Mind, and Body in the Healing of Trauma. Penguin, 2015.

	Centers for Disease Control and Prevention (CDC). Suicide Data and Statistics.

	National Institute of Mental Health (NIMH). Suicide Trends Among Black Males.


Chapter 2: 

When a Boy Breaks

"The LORD is nigh unto them that are of a broken heart; and saveth such as be of a contrite spirit."

Psalm 34:18

"What they did still lives inside the man I became."


God says He is near to the brokenhearted. Not near to the put-together. Near to the broken. Which means the moment a boy broke was not the moment God left. It was the moment He moved closer. You just could not feel Him through the pain. He was there. He is still here. And He is near to you right now as you read these words.



A Prayer Before This Chapter

Lord, 

I bring you the boy I was before the world broke him. Heal what was broken at the root. Restore what was taken before I knew it was gone. Let me finally grieve what the boy deserved that the man never received. 

In Jesus’ name, 

Amen.

A Prayer for This Chapter


Lord, 

I bring you the boy I was before the world broke him. I bring you the wounds that were inflicted before I had words for them. I bring you the silence I have carried in his place ever since. Heal what was broken at the root. Restore what was taken before I knew it was gone. And let me finally grieve what the boy deserved that the man never received. 

In Jesus’ name, 

Amen.
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