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Preface

The Purpose of this book is to give a 
brief synopsis of the events in my life 
starting from my encounter with the Living 
God, Yahweh, and His Son Jesus Christ. This 
book picks up where “The Book of Keax – The 
Death Story of Nicolas Joachim” left off. In 
it, I share some of the experiences which 
contain lessons that will prove beneficial to 
anyone wanting to succeed in their walk 
through this fallen world. I’ve made many 
mistakes along the way, and my hope is that 
by sharing them with you, it will help you to 
avoid making the same mistakes in your life. 
A wise man once said, “It is better to learn 
from another man’s mistakes and avoid 
them, then to learn from making them 
yourself.” In all, “Let the wise hear and 
increase in learning, and the one who 
understands obtain guidance…The fear of 
Yahweh is the beginning of knowledge; but 
t h e f o o l i s h d e s p i s e w i s d o m a n d 
instruction.” (Proverbs 1:5, 7)

-The Good For Nothing Slave
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Chapter 1: Baby Christian

It was the summer of 2001, and I had 
just graduated from high school. I was 18 
years old at the time in terms of my time 
here on earth, but in my mind I was one. You 
see, I had just been born again and had 
begun the start of my walk with the Living 
God. I had just begun to truly believe in 
the existence of God, and I was now more 
mindful of His presence in my everyday life. 
Prior to that, I knew about Him but I really 
didn’t know Him personally. It wasn’t until He 
introduced Himself to me in the process of 
reading the gospels that I started to 
really feel His presence in my life, and in my 
mind. I came to see how utterly wicked of a 
man that I was, and how desperately I 
needed His forgiveness. I saw how He 
sacrificed Himself for me, in the act of 
allowing His Son Jesus to be executed as an 
innocent man here on earth. I pictured how 
He was in agony on that tree, with nails 
through His hands and feet, for me: Taking 
the spot that I so rightly deserved. I had 
no other choice but to follow Him. I became a 
slave to the Most High God, and I was 
bought with at an unrepayable price. A 
rapper said it best this way, “He sacrificed 
so much for us, so that when I came into an 
encounter with His love, I had to change.”1

 Starting out my life as a Christian was 
not an easy transition. Coming from a 
background that was the absolute 
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contradiction of a godly life, I had to 
relearn everything. My values had come 
from the rappers I looked up to in my youth; 
thus, I was very ill prepared to say the 
least. The sad thing is that becoming a 
Christian left me vulnerable to being 
taken advantage by those same street 
ethics that I once practiced. Prior to this, 
I used to steal from those who were so 
kind as to grant me the privilege of 
their trust and I felt no remorse when I 
did such things. The first situation that 
left me on the other s ide of th is 
predicament came when I was walking 
through a shopping center in Kendall with 
my homie, Craig. There was this man selling 
a thick gold chain with a Jesus emblem on it. 
At the time, I had a big Silver chain with a 
cross on it that I used to rock, claiming it 
was white gold. I told the dude, “I ain’t got 
much money on me, but I can give you this 
silver chain to make up for the difference 
in price.” My homie Craig, said, “I don’t trust 
him.” I responded by placing my hand on the 
shoulders of the dude selling the “gold” 
chain, and asked, “You wouldn’t lie to us would 
you?” He responded, “Nah, man!” He even tried 
to prove that it was real gold by filing a 
piece of it down so that we could see the 
inner core, a test that is neither 
practical nor reliable but I didn’t know 
this at the time. So I took off my authentic 
Silver chain in exchange for the other, 
which later that day became apparent 
that it was fake due to its rapid 
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discoloration once worn. I even went back to 
the place with my boys in order to look for 
the dude that hustled me, but he was long 
gone by that time. I was mad at myself for 
being hustled so easily, but later I came to 
terms with it saying to myself, “God was 
just trying to teach me a lesson.” I almost 
threw it away because its presence just 
angered me even more; but instead, I gave 
the fake gold chain to my homie Paul. 

Jesus once spoke about the people of 
this world and how they differ with the 
people of the kingdom, saying, “It is true 
that the children of this world are 
shrewder in dealing with the world around 
them than are the children of the light.” 2 
Once I became a Christian, it’s like I all of a 
sudden lost my “street smarts.” My homie 
Craig, who wasn’t a Christian at the time, 
or so I thought, saw my folly before it even 
happened but I somehow disregarded his 
advice and chose to hope for the best in 
people. As a result of my change of heart, I 
started to think maybe everyone was deep 
down an honest person. Boy was I wrong. In 
the future, I would be taken advantage of 
too many times to count but each time I 
would not allow the wicked actions of a few 
individuals to change my attitude of hoping 
for the best in people. Even my own boys 
started taking advantage of my kindness. 
They would ask me for anything, and I would 
give it to them like it was nothing. One 
homie, got me for my entire bandanna 
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collection, and believe me, I had a lot of 
colors back then. I coped one for each 
outfit down at the US1 Flea-market. Even 
my brother would make fun of me, slapping 
me in the face, then say, “Turn the other 
cheek.”(Matthew 5:39) I would do it too, and I 
just laugh at myself as I look back now. I 
strove to follow Jesus’ command, “Love your 
enemies and pray for those who persecute 
you, that you may be sons of your Father in 
heaven. He causes his sun to rise on the evil 
and the good, and sends rain on the 
righteous and the unrighteous. If you love 
those who love you, what reward will you 
get? Are not even the tax collectors 
doing that? And if you greet only your 
brothers, what are you doing more than 
others? Do not even pagans do that? Be 
perfect, therefore, as your heavenly 
Father is perfect.” 3 

Although, I had somewhat of a good 
ability to comprehend literature, I often 
didn’t fully understand the meaning of 
certain scriptures; thus, I misapplied what I 
was reading on numerous occasions. On one 
occasion, I read the words of Jesus, saying, 
“He who has an ear, let him hear what the 
Spirit says to the churches. To him who 
overcomes, I will give some of the hidden 
manna. I will also give him a white stone with 
a new name written on it, known only to him 
who receives it.” 4Unwillingly to wait for the 
future fulfillment of this verse, I decided 
to try to decipher what my name would 
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eventually be. By pressing random numbers 
on my phone, I came up with the name, ‘Moonno.’ 
I even went to the point of telling some 
friends not to call me ‘Nicolas’ anymore, for 
my new name was ‘Moonno.’ Later I realized 
the numbers that I had pressed on my phone 
to obtain this name was only one digit, 
namely: ‘666666’. Upon that discovery, I 
realized that this name was not from God; 
further emphasized by the fact that the 
name said backwards sounded like ‘No Moon’ 
aka ‘No Light.’ Most of the time, these 
misapplications arose particularly when 
dealing with members of my immediate 
family. For instance, I read another one of 
Jesus’ words, saying, “Your enemies will be 
right in your own household! If you love your 
father or mother more than you love me, 
you are not worthy of being mine; or if you 
love your son or daughter more than me, 
you are not worthy of being mine. If you 
refuse to take up your cross and follow me, 
you are not worthy of being mine. If you cling 
to your life, you will lose it; but if you give 
up your life for me, you will find it.” 5  You can 
see how this could easily be misconstrued, as 
saying, “Your families members are your 
enemies, so runaway from them!” But this was 
not what Jesus meant, but I took it that 
way and felt that I had to run away from 
home. I repeatedly tried over and over 
again to run away, but each time my efforts 
were thwarted. Every time I failed, I 
became more and more hostile towards 
them. It came to the point that the only 
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way I could find solace from their constant 
worrying over me was by reading my bible in 
solitude. It was hard to find a quiet spot 
though, so I would lock myself in the 
bathroom and pretend to be showering by 
running the water. I figured: I only needed 
to wash my feet, because Jesus said, “A 
person who has bathed all over does not 
need to wash, except for the feet.” 6 They 
eventually caught on to me though, as my 
body odor became more pungent. I had 
forgotten to apply Jesus’ other counsel on 
how to hide body odor, not to mention the 
fact that he was speaking about spiritual 
bathing; thus, I was not using balanced 
reasoning. (Matthew 6:16-18) I soon started 
concluding that anyone who attempted to 
thwart my efforts was either possessed 
or deceived. I would hold my bible up at my 
opposers as if it were some kind of magic 
amulet  but they would just laugh at me, 
which only made me further suspect some 
demonic influence. One morning, I attempted 
my escape by jumping out of the second story 
window, and I would have been successful if my 
sister hadn’t spotted me on her way to 
school. I was seen walking down the street 
in my sweat pants and a white tee, armed 
with nothing but my bible. I had even 
planted my clothes and shoes in my room in 
such a way so that it would seem as if I had 
been raptured, as many End Time movies 
portrayed this event with only the clothes 
of the saints being left behind. I figured: 
if they thought that I was raptured and 
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they were thus left behind, then they would 
repent of their sins in hopes of joining me 
eventually in the heavens. I was a silly dude.

Strolling down the street in the 
early morning, I came across a young man at 
the bus stop. I asked him if he happened to 
have sixty cents, as that was the going 
fare for students in those days. He said, 
“Sure!” From there, we started to discuss 
the Bible and, in the process, I discovered 
that he was a Mormon. I wasn’t too familiar 
with their beliefs, despite the fact that 
my grandma and sister were baptized in 
that church (but that’s an entirely other 
story), so I asked him to explain them to me. 
I don’t know how knowledgeable he was 
about his own beliefs, but he proceeded to 
say that Jesus had already returned to 
the earth and he was presently walking 
amongst us.  (Matthew 24:26-27) He said 
other things that I knew were incorrect 
through the little I knew about the Bible. 
He even had an alternate account of the 
beginning of creation, so I chose to address 
that subject as I had my Bible on hand. At 
that particular time, the bus arrived so 
we got on and continued our conversation. I 
handed him my Bible and he proceeded to 
read the Genesis account of creation, as I 
sat next to him on the bus. As we made our 
way down the street, low and behold, I see 
my mom running up to the bus several bus 
stops later. She climbed unto the bus, and 
demanded that I follow her. I said nothing, 

10



but the young man gently said, “You should go 
with her.” So I took my bible back, and got 
off the bus with my mom. I was surprised for 
her to find me so easily, but she said that 
my sister had called her while on the school 
bus and notified her of my escape. She 
straight snitched on me, but whatever. She 
asked me, “Where were you going?” Earlier 
that morning, I had asked her if she could 
lend me her car to go to school but she 
had told me to take the day off as I had 
been up all night the evening before. It 
was now the spring of 2002, and I was taking 
classes at FIU, so I told her, “I’m on my way to 
school.” To tell the truth, I really didn’t 
know where I was going. Instead, I should 
have said, “The wind blows wherever it 
wants. Just as you can hear the wind but 
can't tell where it comes from or where it 
is going, so it is with everyone who is born 
of the Spirit.” 7 

My mom finally decided to take me to a 
psychiatric office to get evaluated. Up to 
that point in my life, I never had any issues 
of emotional or mental illness, or at least 
none that I was aware of; yet, my behavior 
after becom ing a Christian became 
weirder and weirder in the eyes of my 
family. For someone who rarely spoke 
before, in fact you would have probably 
thought I was mute, I became very vocal all 
of sudden. I was always quoting bible verses, 
especially the words of Jesus, so they would 
say, “Do you think your Jesus now?” Things 
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really got heated when I started 
speaking in tongues, or at least thought I 
could, and attempted to speak to my mom in 
a heavenly language. That was not wise. In 
fact, the Apostle Paul wrote to Christians 
in the Corinthian church regarding that 
very subject, saying, “Even so, if unbelievers 
or people who don't understand these 
things come into your church meeting and 
hear everyone speaking in an unknown 
language, they will think you are crazy.” 8  
And boy, did she think I was crazy. Now 
sitting in the lobby of the Psychiatric 
office, I saw a man with a horrible case of 
shakes. I had never seen such a thing 
before. Placing my right hand on the man’s 
knee, I said, “Do not be in fear but wait on 
the Lord,” Or something to that effect. I 
don’t remember his exact response, but I 
remember that he stopped shaking. I’m not 
saying that he was healed, but he was 
momentarily better. We conversed a little 
bit regarding the bible, to which I 
remember him saying, “I like the Psalms.” 

Then finally, it was our turn to enter 
the psychiatrist’s office. I can’t quite 
remember his appearance, except for his 
very serious expression. My mom was the 
first one to speak, saying, “My son is hardly 
sleeping and he thinks that he hears God.” 
The doctor looked at me, and calmly asked, 
“Do you hear God?” I said, “Yes! Often I hear 
Him on the Christian radio station, 89.7 
Spirit FM, and at other times in my head as 
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my own voice.” He quietly looked down at his 
desk, and jogged something down in his 
notebook. That is all I remember from 
that encounter, but that would not be the 
last time that I was taken to someone 
aga i nst m y w i l l for a ps y c ho log i ca l 
evaluation. Nevertheless, I chose to use each 
incident as an opportunity to give a witness. 
I gained comfort from Jesus words, “You will 
stand trial before governors and kings 
because you are my followers. But this will 
be your opportunity to tell the rulers and 
other unbelievers about me. When you are 
arrested, don't worry about how to 
respond or what to say. God will give you 
the right words at the right time. For 
it is not you who will be speaking--it will be 
the Spirit of your Father speaking 
through you.” 9
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Chapter 2: Baptism

 Another interesting story involves my 
decision to get baptized. Reading up on 
the story of Jesus’ baptism, it became 
apparent to me that He was baptized by 
His cousin John. The story goes: 

Then Jesus went from Galilee to the 
Jordan River to be baptized by John. 
But John tried to talk him out of it. “I 
am the one who needs to be baptized 
by you,” he said, “so why are you coming to 
me?”

But Jesus said, “It should be done, for 
we must carry out all that God 
requires.” So John agreed to baptize 
him. 10

Not many know this, but John the Baptist was 
related to Jesus through their mothers, 
Elizabeth and Mary. In fact, John the 
Baptist was Jesus’ cousin. (Luke 1:36) Trying 
to imitate his example, I asked my cousin Jean 
to baptize me. He said, “Nah homie, I don’t 
think I can do that.” I tried to convince him, 
but it didn’t work. I even tried to trick 
him by asking him if he wanted to go hang 
out at the neighborhood pool. Eventually, I 
gave up my efforts to be baptized by my 
cousin but you have to admit though, Jean and 
John sound very similar. In the story of Jesus 
baptism, he was a little more persuasive, 
but then again: I’m not Jesus!
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 I eventually got baptized by the 
pastor of the Haitian congregation at 
Wayside Baptist Church, Alix Duval. It was the 
Fall of 2001 when I finally got baptized, but I 
can remember it as if it was yesterday. 
Afterward, my little sister Vanessa said, “I 
wish I had waited like you did.” That 
statement was kind of upsetting to hear 
at the time though. I mistakenly felt she 
was saying that I waited on purpose, as if I 
tried to do as much bad stuff as I could 
before becoming a Christian. It’s true, one 
should wait till they feel the conviction in 
their heart to get baptized instead of 
being forced by someone else; but at the 
same time, trying to get away with as much 
sin as one can before coming to the lord is 
not a course that I would recommend. Would 
you wait till you were as sick as possible 
before going to see a doctor? You may die 
before you make it to the doctor’s office, 
and then what? So the same principle goes 
for baptism:  the earlier one is aware of 
their need for salvation the better. You 
save yourself from so much of the negative 
consequences that this life has to offer in 
recompense for our wicked ways. For the 
word of God says: 

“Yahweh! The LORD! The God of compassion 
and mercy! I am slow to anger and 
f i l l e d w i t h u n f a i l i n g l o v e a n d 
faithfulness. I lavish unfailing love to a 
thousand generations . I forgive 
iniquity, rebellion, and sin. But I do not 
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excuse the guilty. I lay the sins of the 
parents upon their children and 
grandchildren; the entire family is 
affected—even children in the third 
and fourth generations.” 11

God like a loving father longs to forgive 
us of ours sins, but he will not shield us from 
all of the consequences of choosing a life 
contrary to His standards. I still suffer 
for some of the stupid things I did during 
my youth, and I would have been better off 
if I had come to the Lord a lot sooner than 
I did. Nevertheless, that was my path, and 
hopefully others will learn from my 
mistakes.

 I don ’t want to give the false 
impression that my life became perfect 
after I was baptized, and I no longer 
sinned. Far from it! In fact, I was on 152nd 
Avenue with my crew smoking cigarettes 
the very same night of my baptism. I had 
somehow expected my life to be magically 
changed the instant I came out of the 
water, but unfortunately, I was faced with 
the same pressures and feelings of 
loneliness I had prior to going in. As my crew 
got ready to leave, I just stood there in 
the dark. I had no ride home, and I really 
didn’t make any plans of returning to my 
mother's house. As many are aware, baptism 
is a symbol of repentance and an appeal for 
a clean conscience, but it meant more to me. 
It meant the start of a new life and with 
that, I hoped, an escape from everything 
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that was attached to the old. That 
included: my family , my house, and the 
monotonous routine that most people 
consider 'living.' Unfortunately, it didn’t 
happen. As I stared out into the darkness 
covering the streets of 152nd Avenue, 
intermittently exposed by street lights, I 
preferred the unknown perils that lay 
outside versus going back to the safety of 
my mother's house. My friend’s had to 
literally force me to get into the car, as 
they offered me a ride back home. I was 
even at the point of fist fighting, so 
adamant about my refusal to return. Yet, I 
gave in and allowed them to drop me off. 
Driving through Kendall, staring out of 
the windows of the back seat, I felt like a 
prisoner being taken back to my place of 
incarceration. I couldn’t help but think that 
this is how Jesus must have felt when his 
parent’s picked him up from the temple 
when he got left behind as a little boy. 
The story goes: 

When Jesus was twelve years old, they 
attended the festival as usual. After 
the celebration was over, they 
started home to Nazareth, but Jesus 
stayed behind in Jerusalem. When they 
couldn’t find him, they went back to 
Jerusalem to search for him there. 
Three da y s l ater the y f i n a l l y 
discovered him in the Temple; His 
parents didn’t know what to think. 
“Son,” his mother said to him, “why have 
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you done this to us? Your father and I 
have been frantic, searching for you 
everywhere.” “But why did you need to 
search?” he asked. “Didn’t you know that 
I must be in my Father’s house?” But 
they didn’t understand what he meant. 
Then he returned to Nazareth with 
them and was obedient to them.12  

In all, I was better off for returning home 
to my family versus choosing the street 
life, as others have to their detriment. 
Over the years, I’ve come across many 
individuals who were at the same fork in 
the road and instead chose the other 
path. Some were subjected to this life 
unintentionally, as they lacked the same 
priv ileges of famil y support that I 
treated so ungratefully.  They lived the 
life of a beggar, sleeping under bridges, 
and falling victim to the many vices common 
to poverty, such as: drugs and alcohol. In 
fact, so popular was this tendency to early 
Christians that the Apostle Paul had to 
write to the church, saying: 

In the name of the Lord Jesus Christ, 
we command you, brothers, to keep away 
from every brother who is idle and 
does not l i ve according to the 
teaching you received from us.  For you 
yourselves know how you ought to follow 
our example. We were not idle when we 
were with you,  nor did we eat anyone’s 
food without paying for it. On the 
contrary, we worked night and day, 
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laboring and toiling so that we would 
not be a burden to any of you.  We did 
this, not because we do not have the 
right to such help, but in order to 
make ourselves a model for you to 
follow. For even when we were with you, 
we gave you this rule: “If a man will not 
work, he shall not eat.” 13 

Like Jesus, I benefited greatly from the 
support of my family and “grew in wisdom and 
in stature and in favor with God and all 
the people.” 14  

I remember an illustration Pastor Alix 
Duval, told me around this time regarding 
my new life as a Christian. He said, “Now that 
you are baptized, it is like you’ve been 
given a new bright white suit. Not everyone 
has this suit, so you may see your old friends 
asking you to go swimming with them. Your 
response should be, ‘I can’t because I don’t 
want to get my suit wet.’” I responded, “But 
what if I want to help my friends get new 
suits too. Is it okay to go to the pool with 
them but not jump in?” He said, “When you see 
them jumping in the pool around you, you 
might be tempted to take off your suit so 
you can jump in the pool too.” The pool in this 
illustration represents living in sin, and he 
was warning me about the dangers of bad 
association. Even the word of God says, “Do 
not be deceived: ‘Bad company ruins good 
morals.’” 15 Yet, I was so blinded by my desire 
to be with them, that I didn’t heed his 
warnings to my detriment.
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I was soon swimming in sin again. I was 
hooking up with an ex-girlfriend from High 
school and smoking weed with the same old 
homies again. I eventually bought my own pair 
of gold teeth also known as “grills” using 
my tuition money, as many of my friends had 
done before me. All the while, I was still 
trying to draw closer to God and preach 
to them. I was such a hypocrite. At times, I 
even tried to not inhale the weed smoke so 
as to seem as if I was one of them still in 
order to talk to them about the bible. I 
reasoned this way, based on what the 
Apostle Paul said once, namely: 

“Even though I am a free man with no 
master, I have become a slave to all 
people to bring many to Christ. When I 
was with the Jews, I lived like a Jew to 
bring the Jews to Christ. When I was 
with those who follow the Jewish law, I 
too lived under that law. Even though I 
am not subject to the law, I did this so 
I could bring to Christ those who are 
under the law.  When I am with the 
Gentiles who do not follow the Jewish 
law, I too live apart from that law so I 
can bring them to Christ. But I do not 
ignore the law of God; I obey the law 
of Christ. When I am with those who are 
weak, I share their weakness, for I 
want to bring the weak to Christ. Yes, 
I try to find common ground with 
everyone, doing everything I can to 
save some.  I do everything to spread 
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the Good News and share in its 
blessings. 16

To think, I actually deceived myself into 
thinking that by smoking weed with my 
friends, I would help them come to Jesus. I am 
sure now that this is not at all what the 
Apostle Paul was trying to say, but I 
arrived to this conclusion at the time due 
to my young immature reasoning abilities. 
Just like, Adam eating from the tree of 
knowledge of good and evil didn't help his 
wife, Eve, one bit; similarly, I can positively 
assure you, almost ten years later that my 
smoking weed with them did not at all 
bring them one step closer to Jesus Christ. 
In fact, I probably drew them farther away 
by my actions due to somehow giving them 
conf idence that such practices are 
acceptable to God, which they are clearly 
not. Interestingly, marijuana is often 
called “trees”, and one rapper once said, 
“Weed is knowledge, cause it makes me 
think.” 17 Often times, I wondered if the 
tree in the middle of the garden was not 
in fact a cannabis plant. Some may say, as I 
believed once too, that The Bible does not 
condemn drugs. But through my bible 
studies years later, I came to differ. Just 
check out this verse for instance:

“Now the works of the flesh are 
manifest, and they are… practice of 
spiritism,…revelries, and things like 
these…Those who practice such things 
will not inherit God’s kingdom.” 18
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The literal meaning of the Greek word 
phar·ma·ki´a, here rendered “practice of 
spiritism” is “druggery.”19  Eventually, my 
conscience got to me and I decided to quit 
smoking weed, but I still had about half an 
ounce of crip weed on me that I had 
intended to sell at the time. So I got 
together with a homie of mines, who will 
remain nameless, and stuffed it into a 
cigar that had been hollowed out. They call 
those kind of blunts 'godfathers.' We 
smoked it up, and I went home to read my 
bible. To my surprise, something had 
changed as I read the gospels. All of the 
red letters, signifying Jesus words 
disappeared. All that I could see was the 
words of the Pharisees saying you must obey 
this and that. It reminded me of the 
experience that scared me straight when 
I first starting reading the bible. The 
color of the bible cover had changed also, 
and in my perception it was now green. All of 
these halluc inations could have been 
attributed to the effect that the 
marijuana had on my eyesight. One source 
says, “Marijuana users who have taken 
large doses of the drug may experience an 
acute psychosis, which includes hallucinations, 
delusions, and a loss of the sense of 
personal identity.” It could have also been a 
demonic attack, because I’ve read that 
many who use drugs are involved i n 
spiritistic practices or associate with 
those who are, because a blank mind or one 
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that experiences hallucinations is easy prey 
to demons. (Compare Luke 11:24-26)

 In response to these delusions, I 
started calling on the name of Jesus and 
slowly but surely the red letters and the 
black cover returned. I looked also at my 
gold grills and I realized how difficult it 
had made it for me to talk to strangers 
about Jesus, particularly older white 
individuals. My grandma liked my gold teeth 
though, and she would crack up every time I 
smiled at her. But I started to realize 
the true essence of the Apostle Paul’s 
words about becoming all things to all 
people, so that by all possible means I might 
save some. So I decided to sell them. I went 
from pawn shop to pawn shop, but the 
highest amount I could get anywhere for 
them was $30. I reluctantly accepted that 
price; although, I had bought them for 
around $300, and used the money to buy a KFC 
meal for my family. My grandma was slightly 
saddened by my sudden loss of bling, but the 
fried chicken wing sure helped to return a 
smile to her face.

Through the help of my mom, I was 
eventually able to obtain employment at  
Wendy’s restaurant. The manager was a 
friend of the family, and she gave me a 
position working on the sandwich line. For 
those who have never worked in fast food, I 
can’t begin to tell you how hectic it can 
get during those up times. I was always 
being urged to go faster and faster, and 
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I didn’t mind much. I endeavored to “do 
everything without complaining” (Philippians 
2:14) Still, I was unable to avoid conflict in my 
work place, especially in the realm of 
conversation. Although, my co-workers were 
very vocal regarding their weekend 
escapades and other sexually explicit 
conversation, I was forbidden to speak to my 
co-workers about the bible. The manager 
would tell me that I am violating freedom 
of religion laws in the work place, and I 
couldn’t work there any longer if I 
continued doing so. As a result, I tried to 
be slicker with my preaching endeavors 
coming up with clever ways to do so. At one 
point, I even started putting the bacon on 
the burgers in the shape of a cross, as if 
somehow, I would remind the patrons of 
Jesus’ sacrifice by doing so. I was so silly. I 
eventually got caught, so I was forced to 
only put the bacon slices in parallel per our 
corporations’ standards. Finally, it came to 
the point where I didn’t care any longer 
and resumed my preaching endeavors 
blatantly in the face of my managers. 
Therefore, I was called to the back office 
and given an ultimatum, “Either you no 
longer speak about the bible any longer 
or you can no longer work here. What’s it 
going to be?” Needless to say, that was my 
last day as a Wendy’s employee. I bumped 
heads with several of my future employers 
on this same matter of faith, but my motto 
was always, “We must obey God as ruler, 
rather than men.”20
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Chapter 3: Band of Prophets

Around this time, I ran into an old 
school mate of mine, we will call Rebecca.21 
We went to elementary school together, 
but we lost touch over the years. While 
driving down Hammocks Blvd one day, I saw 
her walking by so I pulled over and offered 
her a ride. We reminisced about back in the 
days, for instance: the time my cousin Jean 
farted in class and the whole class 
laughed. He didn’t even apologize, but 
instead just said, “What? It’s Nature!” 
Rebecca was a Christian most of her life, 
and she attended a church in Richmond 
Heights by the name of Faith Christian 
Center. She became like a spiritual big 
sister to me; although, I was technically 
older than her physically. In her eyes, I was 
her l ittle brother and s he e ven 
eventually helped me pick out my first 
personal study bible. Reading out of the 
New Living Translation, made the word of 
God come alive to me like it never had 
before. Hearing the bible in my own common 
language, and reading the different 
commentaries on verses helped me to gain 
a more in depth understanding. We would 
walk together in my neighborhood singing 
Psalms, and even considered starting a 
group called, ‘The Band of Prophets.’ 22  We 
would go out together, and preach to 
people as they passed by saying, “Jesus Loves 
You!” We got different responses from time 
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to time. The saddest of them would have to 
be a female classmate who responded, “I 
don’t want Him too.” Despite my pleadings 
with her, she was unable to accept this 
message and only became more upset as I 
continued. As time went on, I started to 
gain a romantic interest in Rebecca so I 
asked her if she would like to start a 
courtship. For the first time in my life, I 
actually treated a member of the 
opposite sex with respect and tried my 
utmost to maintain a chaste relationship in 
order to protect her virginity. 

I had many interesting experiences 
around that time; particularly, in connection 
with members of her church and immediate 
family. Her mother, Sister Jackson, believed 
quite strongly in the gifts of the Spirit 
and would often times prophesy to me. One 
day at her home, Sister Jackson, asked, “So 
what do you plan to major in?” When I 
responded that I was undecided, she 
proceeded to attempt to discern God’s 
will for my future. She said, “The Lord wants 
you to stop being so stubborn! He says to go 
into the field of Hospitality Management, 
and I see you managing a large Hotel. The 
Lord has also revealed to me that you have 
the spirit of Daniel and Joseph upon you. You 
will excel academically and intellectually 
just as they did with the help of God’s 
spirit.” I was shocked to say the least. I sat 
there silent for a long while reflecting 
on her words. Rebecca was there also, 
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obviously concerned about my demeanor. Her 
mom said to her, “It’s a lot for him to take 
in at this time. Just give him a little while 
to absorb it all.” (Or something to that 
effect). On other occasions, she gave us 
council and encouragement on how to preach 
the gospel. She said, “It’s not enough to go 
around telling people ‘Jesus Loves You!’, but 
you also have to warn them about the coming 
judgment as John the Baptist proclaimed, 
saying ‘The Kingdom of Heavens is at hand. 
Repent of your sins!” 23 I appreciated her 
efforts in my behalf, but at other times 
her prophetic messages did fail to come 
true. For instance, she advised me to warn 
my mother to prepare for the death of my 
grandmother for the Lord had shown her 
that she would be dying within that year. 
Nevertheless, my grandma is still alive to 
this day almost 10 years later. However, 
this in itself is not evidence of her being a 
false prophet for there were times in 
the bible when God had decreed that a 
certain person would soon die, but then 
eventually changed His mind. Examples of this 
are found in the case of King Hezekiah, (2 
Kings 20:1–11) Jonah and Nineveh, (Jonah 3:4 – 4:11) 
as well as the account of Moses and his son. 
(Exodus 4:24-26) For even the word of God, 
says, “Now our knowledge is partial and 
incomplete, and even the gift of prophecy 
reveals only part of the whole picture!” 24

I admired Sister Jackson, and she 
became a spiritual mother to me. She often 
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ministered to me and showed great 
concern in my physical and spiritual well-
being. On another occasion, she noticed how I 
often breathed through my mouth versus 
my nose. I explained that ever since my youth, 
I had always had problems with allergies 
and my nasal passages are constantly 
swollen making it difficult to breathe 
through my nose. She proceeded to rub oil 
on my nose and forehead, while praying over 
me. Prior to that, I had taken nasal 
medicine, such as Nasonex, to cope with my 
allergies. Yet, from that point forward, I 
can honestly say that I have not had any 
further problems with allergies.

Although my sinuses where healed, I 
still had many other thorns in my flesh to 
deal with, (2 Corinthians 12:7) particularly: 
emotionally. From time to time, episodes of 
anxiety would come upon me causing me to be 
unable to sleep. At those times, I’ve 
behaved rather erratically as seen in the 
previous chapters, and this season in my life 
was no different. For some reason, it often 
starts following a verbal altercation with 
my mom when she starts noticing my change in 
sleep patterns. Following one of these 
altercations, I decided to spend the 
evening at Rebecca’s home with her and 
another friend of hers by the name of DP. 
DP was a very loving brother, and we 
became friends very quickly. Rebecca and DP 
tried to give me advice as a new Christian, 
but sometimes I was a bit stubborn. For 
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instance, One day I was telling them how I 
wanted to buy a motorcycle. DP said, “Those 
are dangerous, and what about Rebecca? 
How will you give her rides?” I responded, 
“She’ll probably be getting her own car 
soon.” To which she responded, “I don’t think 
God wants you to get a motorcycle. The 
fact that DP and I both agree that it’s a 
bad decision is proof that it isn’t God’s 
will.” I was partly angry at them because I 
felt as if they were ganging up on me, but 
I eventually realized that they just had my 
best welfare in mind. That evening we 
joked around, sang Psalms, and prayed 
together. In the middle of one particular 
prayer, DP farted. Rebecca yelled, “Ill! 
That was nasty.” He said, “Excuse me, but I 
couldn’t hold it in any longer.” Trying to 
ease the awkwardness, I decided to force 
one out myself. “Pfffftttt!” Everyone just 
started laughing. Finally, Rebecca said, 
“Sorry,  I tried but I just couldn’t come up 
with one myself.” 

For the most part, the evening was 
very pleasant. But eventually, everyone fell 
asleep and I was left alone to cope with my 
i n somn ia . A l l of s udden , feel i ngs of 
unworthiness and paranoia came upon me and I 
w a s t orme nted w i t h t h o ug ht s o f 
condemnation regarding my past sins. 
Earlier that evening, Rebecca and DP had 
been rebuking demons out of the house and 
at o ne p o i nt I tho ught the y were 
referring to me so I attempted to leave 
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the house. Ever since coming to the Lord, I 
have been dealing with these mental 
anxieties that attack me every once in a 
while. Making it worst, scars from my hand 
from earlier days of my youth often times 
resemble the mark of the beast in my eyes, 
making me feel that I had passed the point 
of redemption. (Revelations 13:17, 18) DP 
restrained me from leaving, and Rebecca 
pleaded with me not to resist. Morning soon 
came and we made our way to an early 
Morning Prayer service at FCC. 

When we got to the church, the entire 
congregation was praying in tongues and we 
proceeded to take our seats. While on my 
knees praying at my seat, I glanced over 
to Sister Jackson and it seemed as if she 
was motioning for me to go up to the pulpit 
and say something. I can’t say for sure if 
this was her intention, but hesitantly I 
made my way to the stage with my bible in 
hand. Upon reaching the pulpit, I opened to 
the book of Psalms ( I can’t exactly 
remember which chapter) and proceeded to 
sing one of them to the congregation. 
Everyone continued praying, but the pastor 
of the congregation, Winston C. Williams, 
motioned for me to come over to him. He 
said gently, “This is not the time for that 
now.” (1 Corinthians 14:26). I responded “Ok,” 
and made my way back to my seat. I don’t 
quite remember anything afterwards in 
that prayer service, but time went by 
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pretty quickly. DP drove me back home 
afterwards.

I was not the only one that drew 
attention in the middle of a prayer 
service. I eventually took my grandma to FCC 
as well, and she proceeded to pour out her 
burdens and cry out to Yahweh. While 
everyone was speaking in tongues, she 
proceeded to cry out in Creole about all 
the things that were plaguing her. I don’t 
believe anyone else in the congregation 
spoke Creole, so I believe I was the only one 
that understood. (1 Corinthians 14:27-33) To 
all the other members of the church, she 
must have seemed as if she was just 
another one of them speaking in an 
unintelligible language. She fell down 
e ve nt ua l l y , a nd the c o ngregat i o n 
proceeded to pray over her. Afterward, 
she confessed to me that she was unable to 
c r y o u t l i k e t h i s i n t h e H a i t i a n 
congregation and had felt burdened with 
all these anxieties for a long time. It was 
a cathartic experience for her to be able 
to confess all her miseries in the middle of 
the congregation and not be judged as 
peculiar because of it. She also confessed 
that she had been so depressed by her 
miseries that she had contemplated suicide 
by walking into the middle of traffic. Going 
to that prayer service, she said saved her 
life and she regretted waiting so long to 
go with me before. Maybe, that was the 
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reason why she didn’t die within a year. I 
don’t know... 
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Chapter 4: Missions

Another memorable event around this 
time happened when I had a sudden urge to 
take a walk. I thought it was God’s Holy 
Spirit leading me somewhere but I didn’t 
know where. So I headed out of my house with 
my old tattered bible in hand, and 
embarked on my little mission. I ended up by 
a canal by my house that went under a 
bridge. I ran down the slightly steep and 
rocky hill that led to the water and sat 
there for a little bit. This spot was very 
familiar to me because I used to go here 
at times to smoke weed back in the days 
before coming to God. I sat there looking 
at the water, and remember how a few 
months earlier I had tossed my book of 
rhymes in that same spot. Before becoming 
a Christian, I used to write a lot of lyrics 
but when I realized how offensive to God 
they were, I couldn’t bear the sight of my 
book any longer. By now, it probably had 
deteriorated beyond the po i nt of 
recognition which was my main purpose. I 
didn’t want anyone being stumbled by my 
lyrics any longer. As I sat there starring 
at the water, I remembered the story of 
Je s u s wa lk i ng o n water . ( Matthew 
22:22-33) I thought to myself, maybe if I 
have enough faith it will work. So, I walked 
up to the side of the canal and put one foot 
in but I couldn’t muster up enough faith to 
put the other. I guess Peter had more 
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faith than me, because the apostle actually 
got to take a couple steps before he 
started sinking.

I decided to continue on my journey, 
because I was clearly getting nowhere 
standing by that canal, except possibly 
drowning myself. I walked along the canal 
until I got to this quiet shady spot under a 
tree. I sat down and decided to open my 
bible and read to see if I can get some 
direction as to where I should be heading. 
As I looked through its pages, I saw the 
many highlighted verses that I had read in 
the past and the water damaged pages. 
For some reason, I decided to leave my bible 
at that very spot and continue my journey 
without it. I guess it reminded me of all 
the delusions I had, as it was this same bible 
that had often changed colors on me in the 
past. I walked through someone’s backyard 
praying, “Father, forgive our trespasses 
as we have forgiven those trespassing 
against us,” 25 and ended up in the middle of 
a neighborhood. In the front of one of the 
houses, there was a gardener doing some 
landscaping. I don’t know if it was all the 
walking that got to me, but for some 
reason or another I ended up climbing into 
this landscaper’s truck and sitting at the 
steering wheel. He ran up to me asking, 
“What are you doing in my truck?!” I 
responded calmly, “The Lord needs it.” (Luke 
19:33-34). The man replied very humbly, as if 
he understood where I got those words, 
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saying, “But this is my work truck.” I replied, 
“okay,” and continued on my journey. A few 
minutes later, I saw him driving by, waiving 
at me, and smiling as I walked down the 
road. 

I eventually came to a shopping center. 
It was the middle of the afternoon so it 
was not really busy, as most people were at 
work. I walked into what seemed like a deli 
or coffee shop, and yelled, “The Kingdom of 
Heavens is at hand! Repent of your sins and 
seek The Lord Jesus Christ!” (Matthew 4:17) 
Everyone inside was stunned and nobody said 
anything. I walked out, and continued on the 
remainder of my journey. As I walked by, I 
saw a little baby in a stroller and it felt 
like the baby was almost talking to me. I 
remembered the verse, “Blessed are the 
pure in heart, for they will see God.” 26  It 
made me wonder whether Jesus was 
speaking literally because I’ve always felt 
children were closer to God than adults. 
Due to their lack of ability to communicate, 
it would be very difficult to prove whether 
or not they actually see spiritual things 
clearer than us adults. As they are 
affected more and more with the culture 
around them, they may like all of us become 
desensitized to the spirit.  For a moment 
there though, I thought I could understand 
the babies babbling clearly. I looked back 
at the stroller moving away and I was 
filled with a unexplainable joy. It felt like I 
was given more energy to continue on my 
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journey, so I kept walking and I eventually 
reached a major intersection. It was to me, 
a fork in the road, and I had to figure out 
which one of the two directions I was going 
to take. I prayed to God, “Which direction 
should I go?” And suddenly, Rebecca’s home 
popped into my mind. Prior to that point, I 
had no intention of going to her house. I 
don’t know if it was my own inward desire to 
see her, or God’s Spirit, but I started 
heading in that direction.

The sun was getting hotter and 
hotter at that point. Walking down the 
street, it seemed like the road went on 
forever. I took a break by the side of 
road, squatting down so as to catch some 
shade by some shrubs but to no avail. The 
sun was directly overhead, so I just kept 
walking. I passed a couple bus stops on the 
way, but I didn’t even think to catch a bus. 
Maybe I didn’t have change on me, or maybe I 
was more focused on the journey instead of 
the destination. To make a long story 
short, I eventually got sidetracked as I 
passed by a local public airport by the name 
of Kendall-Tamiami Executive Airport. I saw 
visions of catching a helicopter, or small 
plane, and going over to Jerusalem. I ended 
up going into the airport and once there, 
the visions of the white, red, and black 
horses from the book of Revelations kept 
coming to mind. (Revelations 6:1-7) As a 
result, my mind kept picking out this color 
pattern in the scenery around me. I didn’t 
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see actual horses, but I remember a Sunday 
school teacher from my youth saying, “John, 
the writer of Revelations, may have been 
trying his best to describe something 
that he couldn’t understand in the future 
using common things of his time.” I would look 
and see a white car, next to a red car, 
next to a black garbage dump. My mind 
kept gravitating around those color 
patters. I walked up to the white car, and 
thought maybe this is a sign. So I tried to 
open the door, but it was locked. So I 
walked up to the red car, and tried to 
open the door but it too was locked. Finally, 
I climbed up the ladder on the black 
garbage dump and looked inside, thinking, “I 
would have to be really crazy to catch a 
ride in this thing.”

After what could have been considered 
my 2nd attempted felony for the day, I took 
a rest under some palm trees on the 
property. Under those palm trees, I 
decided to pray for more direction because 
this journey was not making any sense to me. 
Suddenly, the story of Moses and the 
b u r n i n g b u s h c a m e t o m i n d , a n d I 
remembered Yahweh God telling Moses, 
“Take off your shoes, for you are standing 
on holy ground.”27 So I took off my shoes, and 
continued walking on the grass bare foot. I 
then all of a sudden got a feeling of 
discouragement and confusion, and I sat down 
on the grass unable to go on any longer. I 
sat there feeling miserable, then red 
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ants started to bite my feet. I jumped up, 
and kept walking along the fence. At that 
point, a man who seemed like a pilot or 
security guard came out of one of the 
airplane hangars, and asked, “What are you 
doing here?” I replied, “The kingdom of 
heavens is at hand! Repent of your sins and 
seek the Lord Jesus Christ!” Needless to 
say, he too was surprised. From there, he 
proceeded to call the police. When they 
came, I repeated the same thing that I 
said before, “The Kingdom of Heavens is at 
hand! Repent of your sins and seek the Lord 
Jesus Christ!” One police officer, trying to 
egg me on, or something to that effect, 
said, “I know, but we have a couple months 
left.” I responded, with a bit of slight 
aggravation in my voice, “No one knows about 
that day or hour, not even the angels in 
h ea ve n , n or the S o n , b ut o n l y t he 
Father.” (Mark 13:32) The police officer 
stood there speechless. His partner 
walked over, and attempted to get my 
information. He asked me the number to my 
parents, and I thought of Jesus words when 
He said, “Who is my mother, and who are my 
brothers? ... Anyone who does the will of my 
Father in heaven is my brother and sister 
and mother!"28  So I gave them the number 
to Sister Jackson, and they called her. I 
don’t know what they spoke about, but 
apparently she gave them my actual 
information. When they found out where I 
actually lived, they decided the best thing 
to do was to drop me off at home. Cruising 
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down the street in the back of the patrol 
car, I heard the two officers talking to 
one another. One said, “This is a long way 
from his house. I wonder how he was able to 
walk so far without shoes?” I didn’t say 
anything. I just stared out the windows at 
the scenery as we drove by. We finally got 
back to my house, where they proceeded to 
ask my mom if I had been taking any drugs. 
She replied, “No,” and they then handed me 
over into her custody. 
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Chapter 5: Intervention

 Soon after that episode, I decided to 
invite my mom and aunt, visiting from out of 
town, to an evening prayer service at FCC. 
Before the service, we decided to go pick 
up Rebecca at her home. On the way there, 
we stopped and picked up my shoes that 
were still at the airport. When we finally 
got to Rebecca’s home, to my surprise, they 
had organized an intervention of some kind 
in my behalf. All the while, I was thinking 
that the main purpose of us going to the 
evening service was to save my mom and aunt 
when in actuality the focus was on saving me. 
Brother and Sister Jackson, Rebecca, and 
DP were there and they began playing some 
gospel music. I silently kneeled down at my 
seat, and bowed my head on the cushion 
singing along with the worship music. I had 
never heard those songs before, but 
somehow the lyrics came to me as I sang and 
to this day I still haven’t been able to 
explain why. As the music continued to play, 
Sister Jackson, Rebecca, and DP proceeded 
to pray over me. At one point, I was laying 
down on the floor and I remember reaching 
up into heaven for God to call me up right 
there and then. I really didn’t want to 
stay on earth any longer, and often times I 
would plead for God to take me already. 
They proceeded to pull my arms back down, 
and make motions as if they were nailing 
them down to the floor. It reminded me of 
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Jesus being nailed down to the cross, 
because my arms were stretched out in 
the same fashion. (John 19:8) When they finally 
let me up, I stood facing them and realized 
that they were dressed in the same color 
patterns that had kept coming to mind 
earlier. Rebecca was dressed in white on 
the left, DP was dressed in red on the 
right, and Sister Jackson was dressed in 
all black in the middle. For some reason, my 
focus was particularly on Sister Jackson and 
the darkness of her outfit completely 
overshadowed everything else in the room. 
For some reason, I proceeded to walk 
towards her remembering the words of 
Jesus:

“You are the light of the world—like a 
city on a hilltop that cannot be 
hidden.  No one lights a lamp and then 
puts it under a basket. Instead, a lamp 
is placed on a stand, where it gives 
light to everyone in the house.  In the 
same way, let your good deeds shine out 
for all to see, so that everyone will 
praise your heavenly Father.” 29

I realized my mission on this earth was to 
go to the dark places where others may 
not want to go out of fear and shine my 
light. At that point, Sister Jackson said to 
me, “You must really love God!” I didn't know 
why she said that, but I responded, “It is not 
that I loved God, but that He loved Me and 
sent His Son as a sacrifice to take away my 
sins.”(1 John 4:10) My mother and aunt were 
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onlookers throughout the entirety of this 
episode, and Sister Jackson asked if there 
was anything I wanted to say to her. I said, 
“I was mad at you because of you know what, 
and I’m just worried about you.”  I don’t 
remember quite clearly the conversation 
after that, but it was something like I 
could no longer carry her burdens and I 
should let her make her own decisions, or 
something to that effect. They also asked 
me when was the last time I smoked weed, 
to which I responded truthfully. My family 
was a bit shocked, because they thought 
that I had quit the previous summer. Sister 
Jackson then proceeded to ask me if there 
was something that I have been asking God 
for. I thought to myself, and figured since 
I’m stuck here on this earth for a while, 
what is the one thing I need to complete my 
mission? What do I need in order to live a 
holy life? I then responded, “Yes! I want to 
be married.” (1 Corinthians 7:9, 36) Rebecca 
responded in shock, “Married!? I am way too 
young.” I believe I was 19, and she was about 18 
at the time. It must have been a real 
embarrassing ordeal for her being that 
all our family were there. Everybody just 
laughed. We hugged, and I kissed Brother 
Jackson, Rebecca's step father, on the 
cheek remembering the words of the 
Apostle Peter, namely: “Salute one another 
with a holy kiss.” 30  He responded, “Yuck!” I’m 
as homophobic as the next guy, so I could 
understand his disgust and we all just 
laughed some more. I proceeded to walk 
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out of the home with my family and Rebecca 
seemed a bit reluctant to walk us out. 
Sister Jackson said, “You should walk him out.” 
She walked me out halfway into the night, 
and then ran back inside the house obviously 
frightened of the dark.

 I can’t quite remember the order of 
events clearly, as this was many years ago 
but ultimately our courtship did not last 
long. I saw signs of the impending break up, 
but I wasn’t really ready for it when it 
happened. I would often take offense at 
her taking the lead when we were 
ministering to our friends, and not allowing 
me to get a word in. In her eyes, I was still 
a baby Christian and incapable of accurately 
handling the word of truth aright, (2 
Timothy 2:15) and she was right in many 
respects. Furthermore, there might have 
been a slight insecurity arising from some 
drama with an ex-girlfriend and she may 
have not fully trusted in my faithfulness. 
After all, despite the fact that we had 
been dating for a while, I had yet to kiss 
her once. Honestly, I was just trying not to 
mess things up because I did not trust 
myself. I had been living life as a Christian 
for less than a year, but my sinful nature 
had developed into a full grown adult. 

 I remember the day we broke up like 
it was yesterday. The night prior I had 
visited a church by the name of Christian 
Family Worship Center in Naranja. An older 
lady at the hospital where my mom worked 
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had recommended the church to me during a 
radiology exam. All throughout the exam, 
she was saying, “I see the Spirit of God 
within you.” She made it seem as if her 
machines were capable of detecting the 
Spirit of God. I found her very interesting. 
After the exam, she recommended that I 
visit the church and I responded, “If the 
Lord is willing…” She replied, “He is willing…” I 
finally decided to drive down to Naranja and 
visit the congregation. I arrived at the 
church around 7pm, and walked into the 
middle of a bible study. At that moment, 
the bible study conductor stopped and said, 
“This is a paid class.” From there, he 
proceeded to direct me to the youth 
group department. A little discouraged, I 
made my way to the youth group section of 
the building despite my reservations and it 
so happened that they were having a lock in 
31 that evening and invited me to join them. 
At first, I hesitated but I decided to 
accept their invitation when I was faced 
with another evening of insomnia. 

 That evening, I got to know the young 
people at the church and I even got to 
know a little more about myself. For one, I 
started writing rhymes again. I had always 
written rhymes growing up (mostly about 
drugs, guns, and criminal activity), but I had 
stopped since becoming a Christian. Now I 
realized that I didn’t have to bury this 
talent, but I could instead put it to good 
use, namely: for the glory of God. I showed 
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my rhymes to a young girl over there, and 
she was rather impressed. I asked if she 
was able to sing it for me, but she was too 
shy so I let her keep it. While there, I also 
got into a dispute with a little boy 
wearing a silver chain with a snake or 
dragon emblem. When I asked him if he knew 
what that meant, he proceeded to get 
very defensive. He said, “Well, my father says 
it’s okay and my father has a tattoo.” (Or 
something to that effect). Before I could 
respond, the youth group teacher managed 
to intercede and he dissuaded us from 
cont inu i ng the conversation . I then 
requested that we have a bible study, for 
that was my main reason for visiting the 
church that evening, but he said that this 
isn’t really the night for that. 

Morning came, and I decided to head to 
Rebecca’s home to take a shower before 
going to work. She was not at all 
expecting my arrival, but she reluctantly 
agreed to my request after she had 
tidied up the restroom. After I had 
finished showering and dressing, I went 
back downstairs to join her in the living 
room.  In the course of our conversation, I 
told her of the previous evenings events 
which she was not too pleased with. We spoke 
some more, and our conversation eventually 
arrived on the topic of my major. I indicated 
to her that I was not really comfortable 
with the Hospitality major that her mom 
had prophesied to me. She responded, “I 
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won’t let you hurt the Holy Spirit!” 32 I don’t 
quite remember our conversation, but all I 
know is that we were no longer courting 
afterwards. 

When I got home, I found a picture of us 
that we had taken together at my house. 
My mom had just developed it, and she left 
it for me on the living room table. When I 
saw the picture, I remembered Rebecca's 
word as I attempted to take the picture 
with her. She had said, “I don’t really like 
giving pictures of myself to friends because 
the y a lwa y s e nd u p leav i ng m y l i fe 
afterwards.” I came to the sudden 
realization that her words had come true; 
and out of desperation to prevent the 
fulfillment of that utterance, I ripped up 
the photo. But it was too late. Rebecca 
often confessed to me that she had the 
gift of prophecy, and I tend to take people 
at their word. In fact, Jesus said, “Anyone 
who receives a prophet because he is a 
prophet will receive a prophet's reward, 
and anyone who receives a righteous man 
because he is a righteous man will receive a 
righteous man's reward.” 33 
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Chapter 6: Dying

 It was now the summer of 2002 and, in 
the wake of the break up, I fell into a 
deep depression. Sitting on the kitchen 
stool, I started to replay all the events 
in my head. While in this state, my mom came 
downstairs noticing that I was in a sad mood. 
She asked, “What’s wrong?” I replied, “Me and 
Rebecca broke up.” She then, said something 
that caught me off guard. Expecting her 
to console me, instead she replied, “Mete 
gason sou ou!” (The Haitian equivalent of 
saying 'Man Up'). It’s funny now looking back, 
but at the time it only depressed me even 
more. I walked around with a grayish cloud 
over my head for days, but eventually I 
choose to find comfort by drawing closer to 
God. I still kept going to Faith Christian 
Center, and it was a little awkward at 
times running into her there, but I had 
developed some friendships there that I 
valued. One brother, the sound engineer, 
gave me some valuable advice regarding 
woman, saying, “Women are like the Ying Yang 
symbol. Although, their capacity to love is a 
defining characteristic of their gender, 
they are able to hate you with an equal 
capacity. So it’s wise to make allowances for 
these emotional extremes.”  I wasn’t too 
comfortable with the advice due to the 
fact that its symbolism came from another 
religion; nevertheless, it did make sense. 
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So I resolved to just give her some time, 
and space.

 I started my summer semester at FIU, 
and I continued trying to use every 
opportunity to share the gospel with my 
childhood friends. For instance, I was once 
playing chess with a friend by the name of 
Pat, and I tried to use the opportunity to 
teach him a little bit about what Jesus did 
for us. Their came a point when I had to 
make a decision to either lose my queen in 
order to save my king; or sacrifice my king 
in order to save the queen. Anyone who plays 
chess would be able to figure out the 
logical decision, namely: sacrifice the queen 
in order to save the king. If the king was 
taken, then the game would be over 
because the object of the game is to sack 
the king. Nevertheless, I chose the other 
move and sacrificed the king for the sake 
of the queen and the game was over. 
Afterward, I asked Pat, “Do you realize 
what I just did?” He seemed puzzled. I said, “I 
sacrificed the king to save the queen. 
Similarly, Jesus didn’t have to die but 
instead he chose to sacrifice himself to 
save his queen, the church.” Jesus said, “God 
loved the world so much that he gave his 
one and only Son, so that everyone who 
believes in him will not perish but have 
eternal life.” 34  At the time, Pat didn’t 
believe in God; but as time went on, he 
started to recognize his existence. One 
day, he came to me and said, “Keax, I’m 
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starting to believe in God. I was praying 
the other day for God to help me with a 
class, and he did.” I can’t remember the 
exact details of the miracle, but I know 
that it was obvious that divine intervention 
was involved. Although, Pat believes in God, 
he still hasn’t been able to accept that 
the Bible is God’s inspired word. All the 
hypocrisy he sees in the history of the 
church has been a major barrier to him 
becoming a Christian. (2 Peter 2:2) However, 
it is wrong to blame Jesus for the many 
wicked acts that people do in His name. I 
heard it explained this way: Imagine a 
doctor who gave a patient a prescription 
for his sickness, and tells him to follow it 
exactly. The patient chooses not follow the 
prescription, and dies as a result. Would you 
blame the doctor, or the prescription, for 
the patient’s death? Of course not! 
Similarly, we shouldn’t blame God, His Son, or 
His word for the wicked acts that people 
do in His name when he clearly instructed us 
otherwise . Sometimes , we reap the 
consequences for our actions, but it’s sad 
that often times God gets the blame.

 In the middle of the summer semester, 
we got a phone call from my family in Boston. 
They said that my dad was dying, and we 
should come up to say 'goodbye. It’s sad, but I 
didn’t feel anyway about it when I heard the 
news. I hadn’t seen my dad since I was a 
little kid, so I grew up thinking that I 
really didn’t have a dad. (Psalms 68:5) 
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Nevertheless, we decided to pay our last 
respects and go visit him on his deathbed. 
It was my mom, sister, brother, and me. We 
took a flight to Connecticut, and stayed 
with my mom’s half-sister for a little bit. 
My aunt and uncle then picked us up from 
there, and we drove up to Boston in their 
Toyota 4Runner. The truck was packed and I 
had to sit in the back in order for all of 
us to fit. It was a long drive, but when we 
finally got there, we were reunited with 
all my cousins from Haiti. I hadn’t seen them 
for such a so long, that I couldn’t even 
recognize most of them. On one occasion, my 
uncle-in-law started to make fun of me 
because I used to carry my Bible wherever I 
went. He would mock me and call me, “Priest 
Kiki,” being that he was from a catholic 
background. He was big and tall, so he also 
bragged about how much more muscular he 
was than me. Finally, I had to remind him of 
the story of David and Goliath, (1 Samuel 
17:1-51) and that seemed to calm him down a 
bit. 

 The time came for us to visit my 
father at the hospital, but the family came 
together for a small meeting before we 
left the house. They started off by 
telling us that my dad was dying of AIDS. I 
had heard rumors of him contracting HIV 
when I was a little kid, but this was the 
first time that those rumors were 
confirmed. Despite his condition, he had 
managed to make a life for himself here in 
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the US. He had a girlfriend, which he met in 
at an AIDS program and even had a place of 
his own. When we got to the hospital, his 
girlfriend’s daughter was there. She told 
us about how my dad and her mother had 
met, and how he always used to talk about 
us. I was shocked, and saddened at the same 
time, that she knew more about my father 
than I did. She was very kind, and I pitied 
her more than anything else. After all, 
her mother was dying of the same disease 
that was killing my father but I still had a 
healthy mother. It was by divine providence 
that my mother was spared the same fate, 
because he would have gladly given her the 
virus if he had the chance, if only to 
alleviate his own shame by shifting the 
blame to her. Nevertheless, it was not so, 
and his many years of cheating on my mother 
finally caught up to him. As I looked down at 
him on the hospital bed, all I wished is that 
we had a second chance to get to know each 
other better. It was too late now, at 
least in this life. He was in deep agony, 
despite the pain medicine given to him, and 
he wasn’t able to communicate with us. We all 
just sat around his bed quietly. Before we 
left, I came around to his side and kissed 
him on the cheek. That ended the first day 
of our visit.

 The next and final visit was a bit more 
eventful, as he seemed to be able to 
communicate better, although still under a 
great deal of pain. I remember the one 
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and only conversation we had involved his 
relationship with Jesus. I asked him in 
creole, as best as I could, “Do you know 
Jesus?” At that point, his eyes seemed to 
light up and he lifted his head up, ever so 
slightly due to the agony, and responded, 
“Jesus?” The tone of his response seemed as 
if he was hoping Jesus was here already in 
order to be healed by Him. (John 5:14) Then, 
he slowly brought his head back down to his 
pillow and that was the end of our 
conversation. We stayed there again, quiet 
as in the previous visit, and eventually it 
was time for us to leave. When we got out 
in the hallway, my brother and sister 
started weeping bitterly; yet, I wasn’t 
able to bring myself to tears at the 
time. I tried to console them, while they 
cried on my shoulders. At the same time, a 
catholic priest/ chaplain happened to be 
passing by and he endeavored to console us 
as well. He embraced us and occasionally 
kissed us on our foreheads, although we had 
never met before. He seemed genuinely 
concerned about the welfare of my family, 
and I was grateful for his help.  Finally, we 
made our way back to the 4Runner and I 
climbed into the back, sitting by myself as in 
previous trips. There in the privacy of the 
cargo compartment, I quietly shed a few 
tears. (1 Thessalonians 4:13–18) In all, I still 
do hope that I will see him again in paradise 
for God is merciful, and His judgments are 
always righteous and just. (Psalms 116:5)
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 We left Boston shortly after by bus, 
and we ended up at a friend of the family’s 
house in the suburbs of Queens, NY. As I was 
unloading the luggage, a big thugged out 
looking dude was walking by and yelled, 
“Little man, you want to borrow these 
muscles?” I responded, “Sure, you can help if 
you want.” My response caught him off guard, 
so he walked up to me and said, “You cool 
homie!” He gave me dap and continued on his 
way, chuckling at my apparent innocence. Our 
ride finally came, and we stayed in New York 
overnight. The next morning, we made way 
back to Connecticut and visited some family 
before we returned to our home in Miami, 
FL. 

 My father died shortly after, on July 
5th 2002. He was 50 years old. I was still 
enrolled in summer semester courses so I 
didn’t have the time, and truthfully the 
desire, to travel back to Boston for the 
funeral. My dad, to me, died a long time 
before that day. Out of all of us, Vanessa 
was the only one to go and I imagined that 
it helped greatly in her ability to cope 
with the tragedy. As for me, my spirituality 
started to suffer shortly after.  I 
started hanging out with my old homies 
again, and eventually joined them in their 
sinful activities. Getting drunk and high, I 
poured out some liquor on the ground in his 
memory. Performing this urban ritual 
though, which is also found in many cultures 
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and religions, did no good to my dead dad, 
or me. (Ecclesiastes 9:5, 6)
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Chapter 7: Lost Sheep

 Around this time, Curtis Jackson, a hip 
hop artist known as 50 Cent, became popular 
on the rap scene. My older brother, Vlad, 
put me on to him by means of some mix tapes 
that were circulating on the streets and 
I was soon hooked on his lyrics as well. I ate 
the bait, and I was sucked right back into 
that old way of life. My mom once asked me, 
“How come you can’t ever just be in the 
middle? Either you are trying to be 
perfect or you’re Satan.” (Ecclesiastes 
7:15-18) I responded, “Because there is no 
middle ground with God. Either you’re on His 
side or you are not.” (1 Kings 18:21) Don’t get 
me wrong. It wasn’t 50 Cents or my 
brother’s fault that I went back to that 
lifestyle. I was just being bad. Everyday, I 
have to ask Yahweh for forgiveness for my 
poor choices. I still make poor choices to this 
day. We all like sheep have gone astray at 
times, and Dad lovingly seeks us each time 
we choose to go our own way. (1 Peter 2:25, 
Matthew 18:12-14) My question to you is: 
Instead of going your own way, will you choose 
to follow Jesus Christ, the King of kings, 
today?
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“All of us, like sheep, have strayed 
away. We have left God's paths to 
follow our own. Yet Yahweh laid on 
Him [Jesus] the sins of us all.” – 

Isaiah 53:6

“In those days Israel had no king; all 
the people did whatever seemed 
right in their own eyes.” – Judges 

21:25
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