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JOSEPH IN JAMAICA

Part 1 - Badness

INTRODUCTION

Joseph is a created character born from the realities, struggles, history, and
possibilities of Black people. His story exists in a world where reality and
metaphysics meet, allowing real history and real people to stand alongside
imagined characters, technologies, events, and possibilities.

At the center of Joseph’s journey is the idea of Total Restoration of the
Black Nation—the rebuilding of Black power through knowledge, unity,
economic independence, science, technology, culture, education, ownership,
and innovation.

This project does not imagine restoration as simply returning to the past. It
looks toward the future. In a competitive wotld, Joseph believes Black people
must compete at the highest possible level: creating new technologies, building
powerful institutions, developing industries, producing scientific
breakthroughs, controlling resources, and turning Black creativity into lasting
economic and intellectual power.

Joseph represents the central question of the project:
What could the Black world become if its highest levels of intelligence,
creativity, discipline, resources, technology, and innovation were

organized toward a common future?

That question is the beginning of Joseph’s journey.
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CHAPTER 1

THE NIGHT OF TAKING

The night Kweku was taken, the moon hid behind the clouds as if ashamed.

The village drums had gone silent hours before, replaced by the uneasy
stillness that only spirits understand. Mothers slept lightly. Warriors slept with
hands on their spears. No one could name the danger they felt, but everyone
sensed it licking at the edge of the forest.

Kweku, son of the royal House of Adu, had left the palace to visit friends
in the village as he often did. But before dawn he woke suddenly, his eyes
stinging and his heart racing, to the smell of fire.

By the time he stumbled outside, shadows moved like ghosts between the
houses—men not of their tribe, armed with muskets and greed. Their faces
were black like his, yet their eyes gleamed with something foreign, something
already half-sold.

The betrayal had begun.

Kweku fought with the ferocity of a lion, but a heavy blow to the head
dropped him to the ground. Through blurry eyes, he saw his friends dragged
away, wrists bound, mouths gagged. A rival chief—Kwabena the Vulture—
oversaw it all, exchanging nods with pale-skinned Portuguese traders waiting at
the edge of the trees.

“Do not tight,” someone hissed, shoving a knee into his back. “They pay
well for you.”

Kweku’s heart cracked before the chains ever touched his wrists.

He was marched with dozens of others, forced through the forest and
onto cold sand stained with the footprints of a hundred taken souls. There, a
monstrous wooden beast waited—the slave ship Sano Perdao, its maw open
like a hungry god.

Inside the darkness of the belly of the ship, he heard weeping.

He felt hands trembling beside him and turned to see an elderly woman,
her skin thin like paper but her eyes bright with something ancient. She did
not weep. She did not cry.

She watched him.

“You are Adu’s son,” she whispered.

Kweku nodded weakly, fresh chains cutting into his ankles.

She leaned close and breathed a prophecy into his eat:

“Our sorrow will not be the end. From your bloodline will rise a son.

A son born in the land of chains but destined to break them.

He will nnite nations, restore onr dignity, and turn the oppressor’s world upside
down.”
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Kweku swallowed the words even as the ship descended into screams and the
stench of death.

The Atlantic swallowed their voices.

But the prophecy survived.

Grambling City

Four centuries later, in Lincoln Parish, Grambling, Louisiana, at Grambling
State University, Christopher Lynch met Lorna Williams, a small-town girl with
big dreams.

Christopher was a Jamaican immigrant with a scholar’s mind and a rebel’s
soul. He was a Rastafarian and he wore his locks with intention, not as a
fashion statement. He carried Jamaican pride in his heart and in his walk.

Grambling State University had offered him a full scholarship, and he
treated it as a sacred trust. He studied hard, spoke little in class, and listened
deeply. Professors saw promise in him; students saw mystery. He believed
education was a weapon that could cut chains without spilling blood.

In the university’s campus library Lorna Williams first noticed Christopher
Lynch. He was still, deeply focused, sitting alone at a long wooden table,
surrounded by books that didn’t belong to any syllabus. African history. Pan-
African theory. Marcus Garvey. Kwame Nkrumah. Frantz Fanon. His locks
were tied neatly behind his head, his posture upright, disciplined.

Lorna had just finished an overnight nanny shift for a wealthy white family
off campus. She still smelled faintly of baby powder and bleach. Exhaustion
clung to her bones, but tuition was due, and missing class meant falling
behind.

She dropped her bag, pulled out her notebook, and sighed.

Christopher looked up.

“You alright, sista?”” he asked softly, his accent warm and comforting,

Lorna laughed tiredly. “I’'m alive. While there’s life there’s hope”, he said.

From that moment began an extraordinary relationship, and with it, the
continuation of a prophecy.
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CHAPTER 2

The Bond

They started studying together out of convenience, then habit, then necessity.
Christopher helped her with political theory and world history. Lorna helped
him with philosophy and biology. Somewhere between highlighters and coffee
cups, the conversations drifted.

Lorna spoke of her family—of stories passed down without names, of
pain inherited without explanation. Christopher listened without interruption.

When he spoke, it was about Jamaica, about independence that came with
strings still attached, about Aftica, a place of stolen consciousness. He spoke
of Garvey and his prophetic visions. Of Nkrumah as an example to be
followed.

Lorna had never heard a man speak like that—without bitterness, without
apology.

She fell in love before she knew it.

Their relationship unfolded slowly. Walks across campus. Shared meals.
Late-night talks about faith, God, and justice. Christopher spoke of Jah as the
life force, truth, and righteousness.

Lorna had been raised Christian, but she had questions she’d never been
allowed to ask. With Christopher, questions weren’t threats—they were
invitations.

By the time they admitted their love, it felt inevitable.

Pressure Enters the Room

Lorna worked harder than most students just to stay enrolled. She cleaned
houses, babysat children who would never know her struggle, and smiled
politely in rooms where she was largely unseen. Her intelligence was sharp, her
spirit steady, and her love for Christopher grew stronger every day.

Christopher had a full scholarship and worked campus maintenance to
cover what the scholarship did not. He was disciplined and careful, convinced
that persistence would be enough.

Lorna pushed through with all seriousness and drive and over time, she
began to feel sick—nauseated, drained, and unwell more often than usual. At
first, she thought it was exhaustion. When she told Christopher, he insisted on
taking her to the doctor. The diagnosis was not illness or fatigue. She was
pregnant.

Fear came immediately. Lorna felt her plans and dreams pause, then begin
to blur. Christopher felt two things at once—panic and joy—colliding in his
chest. They left the clinic without speaking much and walked to a nearby park,
sitting quietly as they tried to understand what their lives were becoming,
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Lorna’s family had very little, and Christopher’s family in Jamaica had even
less. There was no one to lean on financially. What they had was each other.
Their love deepened and quickly expanded into responsibility. Christopher
asked Lorna to marry him. To him, marriage was honor, and fatherhood was
purpose. But he learned quickly that honor and purpose alone does not
protect a man from desperation.

They rented an apartment through Airbnb and planned to marry before
the baby arrived. Lorna said she would keep working and attending school for
as long as she could. Christopher took on extra work—odd jobs, tutoring,
maintenance shifts, late nights. He did whatever was available.

Still, it was not enough. Lona told him, “we will figure this out”.

The future was moving faster than his paychecks, and each day the
pressure grew heavier. Christopher felt it constantly, settling on his shoulders
and shaping his thoughts. Still, he carried himself with restraint.

“I will fix this,” he said, not as a promise made aloud to anyone else, but as
a quiet accountability he placed on himself.

In the second trimester of the pregnancy, they got married at Lorna’s
church with help from the congregation. It wasn’t easy, but they were steady.
Life became a matter of balance—classes, work, and regular doctor visits
folded into careful routines. By the beginning of the third trimester, Lorna had
to slow down, and without complaint, Christopher took on more, carrying the
weight as naturally as he could.

A Nightmare tn Grambling

One Friday, they planned a quiet evening to decompress and celebrate the life
they were bringing into the world.

Christopher left work early. He went to the flower shop first and bought
yellow roses and daisies—Lorna’s favorites.

“These are hers,” he told the florist with a small smile.

He stepped outside and called Lorna on his cell phone.

“Baby girl! I got your favorite flowers,” he said.

She blushed on the other end of the line. “I love you.”

“More love, royal empress,” he replied. “I’'m on my way.”

He thought to himself that he should get some wine and stopped at a
liquor store to pick up a bottle of red right quick.

Fall had settled in, and the sun disappeared early now. The parking lot was
already dim when he stepped back outside.

A group of men stood near the entrance.

One of them nodded toward the bag in Christophet’s hand.

“What you got there boyr”

Christopher smiled, easy, unthreatened. “Just some wine.”

The man laughed. “So you one of them soft n D
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Christopher didn’t stop. He just smiled again, this time shaking his head.
“Don’t walk away from me, n ,” the man said. The vibe changed, the
rebel soul activated.

“Who you calling n
thickening, “Man a Rastafari.”

“What you say, boy?” another man said.

“Boy?” Christopher replied. “Mi seh, man a Rastafari.”

One of them rushed him without warning,

Christopher reacted on instinct. He swung the wine bottle hard. Glass
shattered against the man’s head. Red wine and blood sprayed across the
pavement.

Two others lunged at him. Christopher dropped one with a left hook and
raked the other across the face with the broken bottle neck, opening his cheek.

Another came at him fast and low. Christopher locked him into a sleeper
hold, muscles tight, breath controlled.

Then something heavy slammed into the side of Christophet’s head.

A .45 Smith & Wesson.

Again.

And again.

He released his grip and collapsed.

They recognized him now—his Grambling hoodie, the parking sticker on
his car. Rage hardened into hate.

They dragged him to their truck—a lifted monster truck with a
Confederate flag stretched across the back and an oversized metal bull horns
hanging from the hitch.

They chained him to the truck.

The engine roared.

They drove off dragging him down the street.

By the time they cut him loose in front of Grambling State University,
Christopher Lynch was already knocking on death’s door.

But that was not enough for the hatred that drove them. One of the men
said, “Lynch him.”

They dragged him again—now lifeless—to a tree at the edge of the
university yard, tied a rope around his neck, hung him, and sped away shouting
racial slurs into the night.

?”” Christopher said, his Jamaican accent

Lorna’s Night (When Christopher Doesn’t Come Home)

Lorna noticed the silence first.

It wasn’t sudden. It slipped into the apartment the way evenings always did—
soft, unannounced, settling into corners.

Christopher should have been home by now.
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She stood at the stove, a wooden spoon resting in her hand, staring at the pot
as if it might answer her. The rice had finished cooking ten minutes earlier.
The steam was gone. She still hadn’t turned off the burner.

He was never late without calling,

She rested one hand on her stomach. The baby moved—small, steady, alive.
She smiled, then stopped herself.

“Your daddy just running behind,” she whispered.

She checked the clock.

7:43 p.m.

Christopher usually called by six.

She turned off the stove and sat at the table. The apartment smelled of
onions, thyme, and fried plantain. Christopher loved when she cooked like this
—it reminded him of home.

She pulled her cardigan tighter, though the room wasn’t cold.

Her mind reached for explanations.

Study group ran late. Campus job kept him. Lost track of time.

All reasonable. All thin because he already told her he was on the way home.
She picked up the phone and dialed his number, no answer. Then she call his
job, the manager said, “Christopher already left”. She dialed the number for
the payphone near his dorm.

It rang.

And rang.

No answer.

She hung up and waited.

Ten minutes later, she tried again.

Still nothing,

No busy signal. No voice. Just ringing until it stopped.

The First Fear

Lorna had known fear before—not the dramatic kind, but the quiet kind that
settles in the body. It starts in the chest and sinks into the stomach, heavy and
cold.

She stood and paced the apartment slowly, careful not to breathe too fast. Her
mothet’s voice came back to her: Don’t borrow trouble before it artives.

So she waited.

She folded baby clothes she had already folded earlier that afternoon.
Straightened books already lined up. Wiped a counter already clean.

The clock kept moving,

9:02 p.m.

She dialed again.

Nothing.

She sat on the couch and closed her eyes.
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Christopher’s laugh came to her first—deep and sudden. The way he said her

name. The way his hand rested on her lower back when they walked. The way
he spoke to her stomach at night, telling the baby stories about Jamaica, about
Africa, about a world that was supposed to be better than this one.

He wouldn’t leave me like this, she told herself.

Careless with my heart was not who he was.

The Knock That Never Comes

By ten, the apartment felt too large.

Every sound startled her—the refrigerator, a passing car, a neighbor’s door.
Each time, she lifted her head, expecting his key, his voice.

Nothing.

She pressed both hands to her belly.

“Something's wrong,” she whispered.

The baby moved again, stronger this time.

She pulled the curtain back and looked out at the parking lot. The same cars
sat where they had all evening;

Christopher’s wasn’t there.

She turned on the television and watched the late-night news. Nothing. No
local alerts. No interruptions. Just weather, commercials, and a smiling anchor
preparing to sign off.

She turned it off.

She called the police station. The desk officer told her no report had been
filed and that it was too eatly for any kind of search. People were late
sometimes, he said. She should try again in the morning if he doesn't show.

Lorna thanked him and hung up.

The silence returned
Just after midnight, the thought formed.

Something has happened.

Her knees gave slightly as she sat on the bed. The room felt unfamiliar, like
someone else’s life.

She remembered the last thing he said before leaving,

“I’ll be back before dark.”

“Don’t rush,” she’d said.
“Always you,” he replied, kissing her forehead and her stomach.

Prayer Without Words

Lorna didn’t pray the way she’d been taught.
She sat on the bed, hands loose, and spoke into the air—to whatever might
still be listening,
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“Please,” she said quietly. “Not him.”

Her voice broke.
Exhaustion eventually pulled her down onto the mattress, fully dressed, the
lights still on.

Morning

When sunlight crept into the room, Christopher still wasn’t there.

Lorna woke with the same dread she had fallen asleep with, now sharper
and fully awake. The apartment felt wrong—too quiet, too still.

There was a knock at the door.

Not loud. Not urgent. Firm.

She sat up slowly, one hand already on her stomach.

The knock came again.

She opened the door.

Two officers stood in the hallway. One older, one younger. Their hats were
in their hands.

“Mrs. Lynch?” the older one asked.

“Yes.”

“I’'m Officer Daniels with the county sheriff’s department.”

Her breath caught. “Where is my husband?”

The officer glanced briefly at his partner, then back at her.

“Ma’am,” he said, “I’m very sorry to inform you that Christopher Lynch
was found deceased early this morning.”

The words entered the room without sound.

“Found where?” Lorna asked.

“Near the Grambling State University campus.”

She leaned against the doorframe.

“How?” she asked.

“There appears to have been an altercation,” he said. “It’s under
investigation.”

She swallowed. “Was he alone?”

“I can’t discuss details here,” the officer replied. “We’ll need you to come
with us.”

She looked past them, back into the apartment. The untouched food on
the stove. The chair Christopher always used. The flowers he never got to
bring home.

“He was coming back,” she said quietly. “He had flowers.”

The officer said nothing.

The Drive

They drove her themselves.
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The car moved through familiar streets that now felt distant, unreal. Lorna

sat in the back seat, hands folded in her lap, body heavy and slow. The city
woke around them—buses running, stores opening, people starting their day.

No one noticed the car.

No one knew.

The sky stayed gray, undecided.
They didn’t go to the station.
They kept driving,

They stopped at a plain low building, set back from the road. No sign
announced its purpose. Just concrete and silence.

Inside, the air was cold. Sterile. Fluorescent lights buzzing overhead. A man in
a white coat met them and led them down a narrow hallway with no windows.

They stopped at a metal door.

“I need you to prepare yourself,” the attendant said.

Lorna lifted her head. “Open it.”

He did.

Christopher lay on a metal table, a thin white sheet pulled up to his chest.
His face was exposed.

Time stalled.

Lorna took one step forward, then another. She didn’t cry. She didn’t

scream. She stared, trying to reconcile what she knew with what she was
seeing.

Marks crossed his neck.

Skin was torn along his jaw and temple.

His mouth was slightly open, as if he had tried to speak.

“Christopher,” she said.

The wotd barely left her throat.

She reached for him. Her fingers brushed his arm. His skin was cold.

At that moment, the sky broke.

Thunder cracked directly overhead, sharp and violent. The lights flickered,

went out, then snapped back on. Rain slammed against the building as if it
had been released all at once.

Lorna gasped.

A deep, unmistakable pressure tore through her body.

She bent forward, gripping the edge of the table.

“No,” she whispered. “Not now.”

Warmth spread down her legs.

Water pooled on the floor.

“She’s in labor,” someone said behind het.

Another thunderclap shook the walls.

Rain hammered the roof. Wind howled against the building. The calm that

had held the sky all morning collapsed at once.

10
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Lorna breathed through the pain, one hand pressed to her stomach, the
other still resting on Christopher’s arm.

“She needs a hospital,” someone said.

An attendant stepped forward and braced her. Another reached for a
phone. A call was made.

Lorna leaned closer to Christopher.

“I’ll come back for you,” she said quietly. “I promise.”

Lightning flashed, flooding the room with white light.

Another contraction followed—stronger than the last.

They guided her onto a stretcher as rain blew in through the open doors.
Sirens wailed in the distance, rising and falling;

As she was being wheeled away, Lorna turned her head once.

Christopher Lynch remained on the table, unmoving, framed by light and
shadow.

Outside, the rain came down without mercy. She was taken into the storm.

By the time they reached the hospital, there was no time to waste. As they
rushed her toward the emergency room, a wail tore from the depths of her
lunges. The baby’s head was already pushing through, urgent, as if anxious to
enter the world.

They stopped in the hallway.

“It’s coming now;” a nurse said.

There was no delay. Equipment was gathered quickly.

“Push,” the nurse said. “Push.”

The baby was delivered then and there. No slap was needed.

Lightning split the Louisiana sky as the newborn cried out, his voice far
stronger than his small, premature body should have been able to produce.
The rain was still at it, beating the hospital windows with fury. The old
generator rattled as thunder rolled through the building,

Nurses exchanged uneasy glances. None of them had ever seen anything
like this.

The baby’s cry rose above the raging wind, sharp and determined. The
nurse who lifted him felt a surge race through her arms, as if the child carried
some form of electric current within him. His eyes were barely open, yet they
seemed to lock onto her with uncanny focus.

“Welcome, little one, welcome she said.”

His mother, Lorna lynch, reached out her arms. Exhaustion softened her
smile, but her eyes shone with fierce love. “Joseph,” she whispered, holding
him close to her chest. “My love. My son.” Smiling. Sobbing, Then she fainted,
arms still clutching him close to her heart.

There was no father waiting nearby. Christopher Lynch lay dead on a cold
metal table, serving a death sentence issued by cruelty designed to swallow
men who looked like him.

11
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Yet in that hospital, beneath the roar of thunder, something unseen was
taking place. The moment Joseph opened his eyes, the storm abruptly calmed.
The rain slowed. Thunder retreated into the distance. Nurses looked around,
uneasy, as if nature itself had bowed in acknowledgment.

Joseph Lynch entered a world built on his ancestors’ suffering. And
though no one yet understood it—not even his mother—weary and faint—

the prophecy had just taken its next breath.

12



JOSEPH IN JAMAICA * PART 1 - BADNESS

CHAPTER 3

RACE WAR

A local television station broke the news during the noon broadcast:
“An HBCU student was found hanging near the campus of Grambling State
University earlier this morning. Authorities say no suspects have been identified
at this time. The investigation remains ongoing as law enforcement searches for
answers.”

By evening, the story had broken beyond Louisiana.

Cable news carried it in short, repeating segments. Newspapers ran the
same photo of the oak tree behind police tape. The headline stayed vague,
careful with verbs. Found hanging. Investigation ongoing. No suspects identified.

But details began to surface.

Christopher Lynch was Jamaican. A husband. A student. A father-to-be. A
man who had been dragged, beaten, and left as a message. The public learned
that witnesses had reported racial slurs. That the rope had been tied after
death. That this was not an accident, not a mystery, not a misunderstanding;
This was something much deeper, said a news anchor.

And somewhere, in a hospital room far from the cameras, Lorna held her
newborn son watching it. She turned the TV off mid broadcast, she just
couldn’t bear to watch anymore. She adjusted Joseph’s blanket and thought of
Christopher walking home with flowers. Of the way he said roya/ empress. Of
the fact that none of this would bring him back.

Days later, more witnesses came forward. As the investigation progressed, it
was reported that the owners of the liquor store and the men responsible for
Christopher’s death were members of a group known as the Arian
Brotherhood.

The group adheres to Arianism, a historical Christian doctrine from the
4th century named after Arius—a name associated with the meaning “warlike”
and linked to the Greek god Ares. They also believe that Europeans are a
master race, supetior to all others.

The Protests

Lorna was invited to speak at a news conference where police gave updates on
the investigation.

As she stepped to the podium, cameras began flashing. Reporters shouted
over one another.

“Mrs. Lynch—Mrs. Lynch?”

Suddenly, something was triggered, Lorna went into a daze.

13
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The scene slowed, then tilted. Voices stretched and echoed, her name
repeating—Mrs. Lynch, Mrs. Lynch—untll it no longer sounded like language.

The image of Christopher hanging from the tree rose in her mind. Then
others followed: photographs she had seen before, Black bodies suspended
from branches, faces frozen in time. Generations collapsed into a single
moment.

The weight of her loss pressed down on her, along with the weight of the
name she cartied—I ynch—that word, that verb, broke her mind.

She stood there, unable to speak, unable to move.

Someone reached for her arm.

She had to be led away.

The public was outraged, and protests broke out immediately, spreading
rapidly.

Justice for Christopher.

Say his name.

No more silence.

In Grambling, then Baton Rouge, then New Otleans, crowds gathered.
Mothers came with children. Students walked out of class. Veterans of older
movements recognized the pattern immediately.

They had been here before.

What changed was who spoke next.

A group of young Black men—many of them Caribbean, some Jamaican
—stood apart from the march. They were not holding signs. They were not
chanting,

They were talking.

They spoke of colonial violence that never pretended to be polite. Of
rebellion that did not ask permission. Of the difference between protest and
resistance.

They spoke of Christopher as a kin.

“Christopher wasn’t messing with nobody,” one of them said to a reporter.
“He was just going home.”

That clip replayed all night.

No More Marching

On the third night of protest, the route was blocked by people who refused to
move.

They sat in the street and would not chant. Would not disperse. Would not
negotiate. They said they were done walking in circles for the same names, the
same outcomes, the same apologies.

“We’ve marched for decades,” someone shouted. “And we’re still burying
our dead.”

They pushed forward.

14
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Windows broke.

Police cars burned.

Once it began it didn’t stop cleanly.

White supremacist groups appeared on the outskirts of towns, armed and
visible. Rumors spread faster than facts. Someone fired a shot. The Jamaicans
responded, cleaning their guns in streets all across the U.S. Sirens filled the
night.

News anchors stopped saying protest and started saying unrest.

Then riot.

Then race violence.

People hurt.

Many died.

Black, W hite, Police officers.

By the end of the week, things really got out of control and the President
had to take decisive action. Curfews were announced.

National Guard units were deployed.

Roads were blocked. Neighborhoods were sealed. Helicopters hovered
overhead. The word order replaced the word justice in official statements.

Martial law was declared in Louisiana and other states.

The streets went quiet—the anger had been contained by force.

Christopher Lynch’s name gradually disappeared from the headlines.

The laws stayed.

The grief stayed.

The lesson spread quietly: that some deaths were allowed to ignite the
country, but they would not change anything—only remind everyone where
the limits were. That year, February 6, 2005, the prophecy was born, and
Christopher's death and what followed would go down in U.S. history as one
of America’s worst racial controversies.

What Remains

Lorna was never the same again.

Something in her broke that day and did not come back together. It was
rearranging her from the inside. Her parents took her and Joseph in, turning
their home into a place of refuge.

Most days, Lorna sat by the window or at the kitchen table, staring into
space as if time had stopped somewhere just beyond the walls. Other days, she
positioned herself near a doorway, eyes fixed on the frame, as though
someone might still walk through it if she watched closely enough. She rarely
spoke. When she did, her voice sounded distant, like it had traveled a long way
to reach the room. “Mrs. Lynch, Mrs. Lynch”—as though she were still

15
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standing at the podium, cameras flashing, Reporters calling her name—except,
in her mind, it was no longer a name, just a word, an action verb: “lynch.”

She never returned to school. She never graduated. She never worked
again. The future that once moved to fast for her and Christopher now no
longer moves at all.

Joseph grew in his grandparents arms, then on the floor at his mother’s
feet, then across the room. Lorna loved him—deeply, instinctively—but not
even love could fully pull her back. She couldn’t feed him, couldn’t bathe him,
couldn’t hold him when he cried. Her gaze slipped past him, fixed on
something only she could see.

Her parents learned not to ask questions that required answers. They
watched the calendar pages turn while Lorna remained suspended in the same
season, the same hour, the same unfinished day.

She was alive. She was present.

But part of her was still standing at that podium looking at the tree,
waiting, and waiting, for something that would never come.

Joseph learned, his mother ts stuck

Joseph began to notice patterns before he had words for them.

He noticed that his mother always sat in the same chair by the window in
the mornings, her hands folded in her lap, her eyes resting on the yard but
never really seeing it. He noticed that she paused at doorways, standing there
longer than necessary, as if waiting for something to happen before she could
move on.

Sometimes he would sit on the floor near her chair and look up at her face.

“Mama,” he would say.

She would blink, as if returning from far away, and look down at him, then
go back to staring at the door.

Joseph began to understand that his mother was not sad in the way other
people were sad. She didn’t cry. She didn’t talk about what happened. She
didn’t tell stories like other mothers did.

She lived inside a moment that never passed.

He noticed that certain things pulled her further away—the sound of
sirens, the slam of a car door, the evening news. When those sounds filled the
room, her body stiffened.

Joseph learned then not to ask about his father. The questions seemed to
cost her something every time it was spoken.

Instead, he asked his grandparents.

He listened carefully.

He pieced together a man from fragments: a laugh, a way of speaking. He
learned his father’s name like a prayer spoken quietly.

16
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One afternoon, when Joseph was old enough to understand stillness as
absence, he stood in the doorway and watched his mother watch the door.

“Mama,” he said, small but steady. “Who are you waiting for?”

Lorna did not turn right away. When she did, her eyes filled with
recognition then went right back to staring at the door.

And so it was and from then on, Joseph learned to move carefully around
her stillness. He learned to make space for it. He learned to grow without
asking her to follow.

And somewhere inside him, resolve hardened.

If his mother was stuck in time, he would learn how to move through it.

For both of them.
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CHAPTER 4

THE PRODIGY

Joseph was primarily raised by his grandparents.

It happened quietly. No meeting, No formal decision.

Lorna remained in the house—sometimes near, sometimes far. Joseph did
not mistake her distance for absence. His mother loved him. He sensed that.
But love did not always mean guidance, and guidance was what his
grandpatents provided.

They gave him rhythm.

Meals at the same time.

Church on Sundays.

Silence when silence was needed.

The First Stgns

Joseph spoke eatly.

Not just words—sentences. Complete thoughts. He asked questions that
stopped adults mid-motion.

As he grew in age and understanding, he would ask his grandparents questions
like:

“Why doesn’t God look like us?”

“Why does God have a son?”

“Why does God need money?”

By four, he could read fluently. Not sounding things out—reading. He
moved through the Bible the way other children moved through picture
books. When his grandmother noticed he was correcting her during evening
scripture, she laughed at first.

Then she stopped laughing,

He wasn’t reciting,

He was remembering.

Church was not optional.

His grandparents took him every Sunday, pressed and clean, Bible under
his arm. At first, he sat quietly, feet swinging beneath the pew. Then he began
following along—reading, anticipating.

By seven, he had memorized entire chapters.

By nine, whole books.

He didn’t memorize by repetition alone. He understood structure—how
passages echoed one another, how themes returned, how language folded back
on itself.

The pastor noticed.

“So what does Hosea 4:6 mean to you?” the pastor asked one Sunday.
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Joseph stood at the front of the sanctuary, he opened the bible to the
scripture. He looked at it then raised his head. He didn’t rush.

“My people are destroyed for lack of knowledge,” he said. “Because you
have rejected knowledge, I also reject you as my priests; because you have
ignored the law of your God, I will also ignore your children.”

He closed the Bible.

“To me,” Joseph said, “it means societies collapse when truth is rejected.
And that leaders are held accountable for what they teach—and what they
refuse to teach.”

The church went quiet.

He locked eyes with the pastor.

“I have a question,” he said.

The pastor nodded. “Go ahead.”

“If God’s people are destroyed for lack of knowledge,” Joseph said evenly,
“why did God tell Adam and Eve not to eat from the tree of knowledger”

No one spoke.

Joseph didn’t elaborate. He didn’t argue. He didn’t soften the question.

He just stood there, letting it remain exactly where it landed.

The pastor shifted his weight slightly.

The sanctuary stayed quiet.

And the question stayed open for what seemed like an eternity then the
pastor said, “God knows best”.

The Choir

Someone suggested the youth choir.

Joseph joined reluctantly. He was small, soft-spoken, easily overlooked—
until the day he sang.

When his voice rose, people said it sounded like angels, it was high, ornate
and carried no strain. His voice moved effortlessly, as if it knew where it was
going before the note was formed.

Elders closed their eyes.

Children stopped whispering.

His grandmother wept without understanding why.

The instruments came next.

First, the piano.

Then the drums.

Then the guitar.

He didn’t learn the way others did. He watched once. Tried once. Adjusted.
Then played.

Both hands.

Independent, coordinated, precise.
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On drums, his limbs moved in separate rhythms that somehow resolved
into one. On piano, his left hand carried depth while his right traced melody
without effort. On guitar, he tuned by ear, correcting pitches others didn’t
notice were off. He played it right side up with his right hand and upside down
with his left hand.

“Who taught you?” people asked.

Joseph would shrugged. “I hear it, I feel it.”

School

School confirmed what the church already knew.

Joseph finished work quickly, then sat still—not bored, just waiting, When
teachers asked him to explain, he didn’t rush. He chose words carefully, as if
accuracy mattered more than speed.

In the third grade, he was reading at a high-school level. By fifth, he was
doing algebra without being taught.

Testing followed. Meetings. Labels.

Gifted.

Exceptional.

Advanced.

None of it changed him.

At home, he still washed dishes. Still carried groceries. Still listened when
his grandparents spoke, even when the stories repeated.

What Set Him Apart

Joseph was not driven by praise.

He was driven by pattern.

He noticed how scripture and law overlapped. How music and
mathematics shared structure. How history was told differently depending on
who survived it.

Late at night, he sat at the kitchen table reading while the house slept.
Sometimes he heard his mother pacing. Sometimes he heard her whispering a
single word—/neh—as if it were still happening,

He did not interrupt her.

He learned instead.

Becoming Known

By adolescence, people spoke of him in careful tones.
“That boy is different.”
“He sees things early.”
“He remembers everything.”
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His grandparents watched him with awe. They did not push him. They did
not boast.

They protected his stillness.

Joseph understood something before most children ever did:

That genius was not a gift meant for admiration.

His father was gone and his mother was silenced, unfinished.

And Joseph—brilliant, disciplined, unflinching—was still here.

Learning,

Preparing,

The Question That Changed the Room

At school on a beautiful fall day, the classroom was slightly warm in the late
afternoon. Dust floated in the light coming through the tall windows. Mr.
Callahan stood at the front, Bible open, one hand resting on the lectern.

They were studying obedience.

“God values order,” Mr. Callahan said. “He establishes authority so the
world doesn’t fall into chaos.”

Joseph listened, chin resting lightly on his folded hands.

Mr. Callahan liked Joseph. Everyone did. He was polite, attentive, gifted in
ways that made adults feel generous around him. Calling on Joseph usually
made the lesson smoother.

“Joseph,” Mr. Callahan said, smiling, “Can you read 1 Samuel 15:22 for
us?”

Joseph did. “Behold, to obey is better than sacrifice, and to listen is better than the fat
of rams.”

Perfectly. Without looking down.

Mr. Callahan amazed but held his composure, pleased. “And what do you
think that verse meansr”

Joseph paused—not hesitating, but arranging his answer.

“It depends,” he said.

Mr. Callahan chuckled. “Depends on what?”

“On who benefits from the order,” Joseph replied.

Mr. Callahan’s smile lingered, uncertain now. “Explain.”

Joseph lifted his head.

“In the Bible,” he said calmly, “order is often called good when it protects
the church and government institutions. But when prophets disrupt order,
they’re called righteous. So obedience isn’t the virtue. Discernment is.”

A few students shifted in their seats.

Mr. Callahan closed his Bible slightly. “That’s... an interesting
interpretation.”

Joseph nodded. “It’s not an interpretation,” he said. “It's a pattern.”

Silence spread—the room became alert.
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Mr. Callahan felt it then. Joseph was exposing the shadows.

“But,” Mr. Callahan said carefully, “we have to be cautious about
questioning authority too much. That can lead to rebellion.”

Joseph looked at him—not defiant, not smug. Curious.

“Is Moses rebellion?”” he asked.

“No.”

“Elijah?”

“No.”

“Jesus overturning tables?”

Mr. Callahan didn’t answer right away.

Joseph continued,

“Every one of them disrupted order. If authority always equals God’s will,
then slavery was obedience.”

Mr. Callahan felt heat rise in the back of his neck.

“That’s enough for today,” he said quickly.

Joseph stopped speaking immediately.

But the damage was done.

The bell rang soon after. Students filed out quietly, glancing at Joseph as
they passed. He gathered his things carefully, unaware—or unconcerned—
with the change he had caused.

Mr. Callahan watched him go.

For the first time, Joseph did not look like a gifted child.

He looked like a problem.

The Adult Reaction

That evening, Mr. Callahan mentioned the incident to the principal.
“He’s very intelligent,” he said. “But... unfiltered.”
The principal nodded slowly. “Sometimes brilliance needs boundaries.”
Neither of them said what they were thinking;
That Joseph didn’t need instruction.
He needed containment.

The Lesson

Mrs. Harrow believed in discipline through exposure.

She had been teaching long enough to know the danger of exceptional
children. They disrupted balance. Made other students restless. Made teachers
look unprepared.

Joseph sat in the third row, eyes attentive.

To attentive.

That morning, Mrs. Harrow decided to correct what she called zmbalance.
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“Joseph,” she said, without looking at him, “why don’t you come to the
board and solve this problem for us.”

It wasn’t a question.

The equation covered half the chalkboard—material meant for students
several grades ahead. A test, not of knowledge, but of position.

Joseph stood, walked to the board, and picked up the chalk.

He paused.

He knew the answer—but he was deciding how much to show.

He worked carefully. Slowly. Step by step. He spoke only when asked.
When he finished, the solution was clean. Exact. No excess.

Mrs. Harrow crossed her arms.

“Interesting,” she said. “But do you understand why it works?”

Joseph turned.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Explain it,” she said. “In simple terms.”

Joseph nodded.

He explained it three ways—numerically, conceptually, and visually—
adjusting his language so the class could follow. He stopped before anyone
looked lost.

The room was silent.

Mrs. Harrow smiled thinly.

“Very good,” she said. “But intelligence isn’t everything. Sometimes
students rely to much on being smart. It can make them arrogant.”

Joseph waited.

“Why don’t you tell the class something you struggle with,” she continued.
“So they can see you’re not perfect.”

Joseph thought for a moment.

“I struggle,” he said, “with pretending not to understand things when I
do.”

A few students laughed. Mrs. Harrow did not.

“That’s not what I meant,” she said sharply.

Joseph nodded. “Then I misunderstood the question.”

He sat down.

Mrs. Harrow moved on with the lesson, but the mood in the class
switched.

Joseph had not boasted.

He had not challenged her authority.

He had not embarrassed her.

He had simply refused to show insecurity.

That frightened her more than arrogance ever could.

After Class she stopped him at the door.
“You don’t always need to be right,” she said quietly.
Joseph met her eyes.
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“I know,” he replied. “I just try not to be wrong on purpose.”
She opened her mouth to respond, then closed it.
Joseph walked out.

What He Learned

That afternoon, Joseph wrote in the margin of his notebook—a sentence he
would remember:

Some people don't want humility.

They want you to be dumb down.

From that day on, Joseph learned something important— about
knowledge, and power.

That brilliance unsettles those who rely on hierarchy.

That humility, when genuine, cannot be imposed.

And that sometimes the safest way to survive intelligence is to let others
believe they have reduced it.

He did not become smaller.

He became strategic.

Joseph Understands He Must Leave

Joseph did not wake up one day wanting to leave.
The thought came to him gradually, shaped by small, precise moments—
each one easy to dismiss on its own, impossible to ignore together.

The First Moment: Curriculum

Joseph skipped the 8th and 9th grade. In 10th grade, he noticed a paragraph
missing from a text.

The textbook moved cleanly from Reconstruction to industrial expansion,
as if something difficult had simply been edited out. He raised his hand.

“What happened between these two chapters?” he asked.

The teacher hesitated. “We don’t have time to cover everything.”

Joseph nodded, but later that night, he filled the gap himself—newspapers,
court records, sermons, letters. The missing years were not accidental. They
were inconvenient.

He understood then that education was not neutral.

It was curated.

The Second Moment: Church

One Sunday, the pastor preached obedience. Joseph thought, here we go
again.
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He sat in the choir loft, robe hanging loosely from his shoulders. When it
came time for his solo, the room leaned forward the way it always did.

He sang,

The sound filled the sanctuaty, it was pure, controlled and undeniable.
People closed their eyes. Some lifted their hands.

Afterward, the pastor took him aside.

“You have a gift,” he said. “But remember—jyour gifts are to serve the
church, not to question it.”

Joseph smiled politely. %A giff that cannot ask why is not from God but from
Satan. What is truly given to serve God must also serve humanity. And truth is not
threatened by questions—it is revealed by them.” “Have a good afternoon sir”.

He walked home that day thinking about why the church and school were
so concerned with obedience.. He replayed the scriptures in his mind.

He did not know that something was altered.

That some adult had felt fear.

And from that moment on, Joseph would be watched more closely.

That night, he reread the prophets.

They had all questioned it.

The Third Moment: Authority

A police car followed Joseph for three blocks on his way home from the
library.

No sirens. No lights. Just presence.

When it finally turned away, something inside him knew.

Brilliance did not protect him.

Respectability did not protect him.

Silence did not protect him.

Then he heard a voice, a female, strangely familiar. He froze, looked
around but no one was there.

“Don’t be afraid, Joseph, I'm with you always” she said. “The path before you will not
be easy, but it is true. The time has come. You must go where life requires you, not where
comfort permits you.”

Her words echoed slowly as they vanished. Without any fear, he continued
walking, pondering what just took place.”

The Fourth Moment: His Mother

That evening, Joseph found Lorna standing in the hallway, staring at the door
again.

“Lynch,” she whispered.

Joseph didn’t correct her. He never did.

Instead, he placed his hand gently over hers.
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“I’'m going to leave one day,” he said—not asking permission, not seeking
reassurance.

Lorna looked at him.

For the first time in years, her eyes focused fully.

He said, “but there’s one thing I must do before I go.”

The Fifth Moment: Himself

Later in the night, Joseph spread his notebooks across the kitchen table. Music
theory sat beside constitutional law. Biblical exegesis beside physics problems.
History annotated in margins that questioned every conclusion.

And the official version of his father’s death report.

The language was clean. Precise. Finished.

Cause of death: Asphyxiation.

Manner: Undetermined.

Notes: No suspects identified. Case closed.

Joseph read it twice.

Then a third time.

There was no mention of a rope.

No mention of witnesses.

No mention of hate.

The word hnched did not appear anywhere.

That absence told him everything.

The Echo

In the morning, he found his mother standing in the hallway again, fingers
resting lightly on the doorframe.

“Lynch,” she said.

Not his father’s name.

The word.

Joseph watched her lips form it slowly, as if the syllable carried weight on
its own.

“Lynch.”

He felt something align inside him—~not anger, not grief, but clarity.

His mother wasn’t trapped in memory.

She was trapped in language.

The state had turned a murder into a statistic.

History had turned a name into a verb.

And his mother had been forced to live inside both.
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The Name

The following night Joseph sat at the kitchen table again, looking at his school
1D.

“Lynch.” He said in his thoughts.

A surname given by ownership.

Preserved by law.

Reinforced by repetition.

He understood then that every time his mother whispered the word, she
was reliving his father’s death—and centuries of pain.

“Names have power,” he said aloud, though no one else was in the room.

The next morning, he told his grandparents what he intended to do.

“U'm changing my name,” he said. “And Mom’s and Dads too.”

They didn’t argne. They bad lived long enough to know when a decision was not

impulsive, but overdue.
Joseph began with archives. Records buried in basements. Microfilm reels that
smelled of dust and age. Census lists, shipping logs, handwritten ledgers. Each
thread he followed ended the same way—names erased, lines broken, histories
cut short by design.

Dead ends.

So he turned to science.

He submitted his DNA to an organization that specialized in tracing
lineage where documents could not. Days passed. Then months. Finally the
results came.

His ancestry traced back to the Akan people, specifically the Ashanti.
The name surfaced unbroken. Adu.

A real name.

An inherited name.

A name that existed before the rupture.

Joseph wasted no time.

He began again—researching the legal process for changing a name,
gathering every document required. Birth records. Marriage licenses. Death
certificates. Proof upon proof.

This time, the path opened up.

He went to the courthouse accompanied by his grandparents. The clerk slid
the forms across the counter.

“There’s a fee,” she said. “For each name.”

Joseph looked at the amount.

He thought of his mother.

He thought of the word she could not escape.

He said quietly. “That’s just ain’t right.”” However he already knew what it
would be. His grandparents took care of it.
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He chose his ancestral name Adu as their surname, and kept their first and
middle names to honor and preserve his fathers memory, he just knew his
mother would approve.

That day he vowed to make this process free and easy for anyone who
wished to do the same.

Weeks later, on an ordinary morning, It happened.

Joseph was sitting at the kitchen table looking out the window with his
mom. The mail carrier came to the door and handed Joseph a package marked
Certified Mail. Joseph signed for it and returned to the table.

He opened the envelope carefully.

Inside were some documents.

His birth certificate: Joseph Christopher Adu.

His mother’s birth certificate and marriage license: Lorna Amelia Adu.

His fathet’s death certificate: Christopher Norman Adu.

Joseph placed the papers on the table where his mother could see them.

Then he gently placed his hands on the sides of her head, steadying her as
he read the names aloud.

He spoke his name first, then hers, nothing registered but when he said
“Christopher Norman Adu,” Lorna’s head tilted back sharply, as if struck
by a strong breeze. The old woman from the slave ship—the one he had never
seen, yet somehow remembered. Mother Sewa stood between them, her hair
silver like moonlit water. Only Joseph could see her. Lorna repeated the name
—<clearly, fully.

“Christopher Norman Adu.” Her aura transformed, she began to glow
green. She was being healed. Mother Sewa turned to Joseph and said “son of
Adu,” then faded into light.

Lorna took a deep breath, then exhaled and smiled. She looked at Joseph.
He didn’t feel any different from the way he always had, but she saw him
illuminated like an angel.

She slowly pulled him close to her chest, the way she had when he was
born, and said, “Joseph, my love, my son.”

Then she picked up the death certificate, turned it over once, then again.
She sat down.

Slowly.

Her fingers traced the letters, not rushing, not afraid.

“This is real,” she said.

“Yes,” Joseph replied.

She closed her eyes.

For a long moment, she said nothing,

Then she inhaled again—deep, full, unbroken.

When she opened her eyes, they were focused. Not searching, Not waiting,

“I’ve been gone,” she said.

Joseph did not contradict her.
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“I didn’t know how to come back,” she continued. “Every door felt like it
was still happening,”

She touched the certificates again.

“You did this,” she said.

He hesitated. “ Grandma and grandpa helped.”

For the first time in years, she did not glance toward the doorway.

She stood up.

The movement was small.

She walked to the window and looked outside.

“I want to cook tonight,” she said. “Something real.”

“What do you want to make?” Joseph asked.

She smiled—the old smile.

“Something your father liked,” she said. “Something that takes time.”

Later that evening, as the house filled with familiar smells, Lorna moved
through the kitchen with grace. She hummed—softly at first, then stronger.

Joseph watched her from the doorway. That night, Lorna slept without the
light on.

And for the first time since the news conference, she was free.

Chapter S

Rising star

Lorna was cooking again, and she loved it. The kitchen had become her
refuge. The rhythm of chopping, stirring, seasoning brought back memories
—good ones. Sundays especially. The smells filled the house the way they once
had, steady and familiar.

That afternoon she prepared a full Sunday meal for the family. When
everything was ready, they gathered around the table—Joseph, his mother, and
his grandparents. For a moment, there was only food, quiet laughter, and the
clink of plates.

Then Joseph spoke.

“I have to get out of here.”

The words hung in the air.

Lorna and her parents froze, startled by the suddenness of it.

“What’s that, baby?” Lorna asked gently.

“I have to go,” Joseph said again.

“Go where?” his grandfather asked.

“I want to go to Jamaica.”

Silence followed.

“What about school?” Lorna asked, her voice careful.

“I’ll take the GED,” Joseph said. “I’'m confident I can pass it.”

Lorna studied him for a long moment. Then she nodded slowly.
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“You’re only twelve,” she said, “but you carry the wisdom of an elder.
You’ve always been an old soul.”

She reached across the table and took his hand.

“I love you and I trust you,” she said. “And more than that, I’'m ready to
leave too.”

Her parents looked at her.

“I don’t want to stay in Grambling,” Lorna continued. “Not anymore. To
much of me is tied to what happened here. I need space to breathe again.”

No one argued.

That evening, Lorna called Christophet’s family in Jamaica. His sisters
Janet and Juliet and his brother Bunny. They would take Joseph in—and
Lorna would come as well. It was decided with care.

With money from Christopher’s life insurance policy, funds placed in trust
from the state, and donations from Grambling, Lorna had enough to make the
transition smooth. Enough to begin again. Enough to be a blessing to the
family receiving them.

Preparations began immediately.

Joseph withdrew from school. He was still in the tenth grade. He took the
GED and passed it with ease.

Within weeks, they were packing—getting ready to leave.

Grambling had held their pain.

Jamaica would hold their healing.

And the journey forward had begun.

Jamaica

They landed at Norman Manley International Airport in Kingston. From
there, they took a taxi to the house on Fort Nugent Drive, Hartbour View.

They were received with great anticipation and deep affection. For Lorna
and Joseph, it was a relief almost immediately. Once they crossed over
Jamaican waters, something shifted. The air felt different—Ilighter, warmer.
There was a quiet radiance rising from the land itself, something steady and
familiar, as if the ground recognized them.

One afternoon, a neighbor passed by the gate.

“Mrs. Lynch!” she shouted casually.

Lorna froze.

The sound struck her without warning. Her body reacted before her mind
could catch up. Joseph moved instantly, stepping toward her, wrapping his
arms around her with calm assurance.

“It’s okay, Mama,” he said softly.

She allowed herself to sit, breathing slowly until the moment passed. After
a while, she looked up at him.

“I'm all right,”” she said.
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But Joseph understood. The promise he had made at the courthouse in
Grambling was no longer abstract. It was necessary.

Lorna wanted Joseph to continue his education. She insisted on it. He was
enrolled at the University of the West Indies, where he pursued studies in
psychology, theology, constitutional law and language—fields that
allowed him to examine the mind, faith, and systems of power together.

Joseph moved through his studies with ease and intensity. Word spread
quietly. Professors noticed. Students listened. His questions were precise. His
insights unsettling in their clarity.

The university regularly hosted public forums—gatherings where artists,
scholars, and figures of influence were invited to speak. Joseph was invited to
one of them.

When he stepped to the microphone, the room did not expect what
followed. But they leaned in anyway.

And they listened.

Joseph stood at the podium and did not raise his voice.

He spoke about the thing most pressing on his heart.

Rebranding.

“Jamaica is known everywhere,” he began. “Our culture travels further than
our borders. Our music, our language, our style—these things are global.”

He paused.

“But what people celebrate as popularity was born from resistance. From
rebellion. From defiance against systems that never intended for us to thrive.”

The room stayed quiet.

“For a small country, we have done big things,” Joseph said. “We have
shaped the world’s imagination. And yet, it is a shame that Jamaicans own so
little in Jamaica.”

He let that sit.

“Ownership is not just land,” he continued. “It” s education. It’s legacy. It’s
control over how we define ourselves.”

He shook his head slightly.

“We were taught obedience, not self-reliance. Compliance, not mastery. We
inherited systems designed to manage us, not to elevate us.”

A few heads nodded.

“It is time for a change,” Joseph said. “Not cosmetic change. Structural
change.”

He leaned forward slightly.

There is a simple mystery we often overlook: the power of branding,

Cassius Clay changed his name to Muhammad Ali and, in doing so,
claimed authorship over himself. He refused a name rooted in ownership and
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chose one that reflected purpose and conviction. From that moment, he was
no longer just a champion in the ring—he became the greatest of all time.

Names are more than labels. They are not just identity—they are
orientation. They link directly to consciousness. When we hear our name,
something in us responds immediately. A connection is formed without effort.

What our names are connected to matters.

Many of us in the diaspora still carry names tied to captivity, ownership,
and domination. Our identities remain anchored to the feet of our captors,
even as we attempt to move forward.

As long as that remains true, progress will always feel partial.

“We must erase from us the names of those who sought to own us because if
we do not own our very names," he said, “then no matter how much
popularity or wealth we accumulate, we will never be fully respected. A name
carries history. And many of our names still belong to a vile era that treated
human beings as property.”

The air felt heavy now.

“As long as our identities remain tethered to that past,” he said, “we
remain bound to it—no matter how far we believe we’ve come.”

Joseph stepped back from the podium.

“This is not about erasing history,” he said. “It’s about refusing to be
owned by it.”

He nodded once.

“Thank you.”

For a moment, no one moved.

Not because they were confused—but because his words anchored to
deeply to be brushed away with sound.

Joseph stood still at the podium, hands resting lightly at his sides. He did
not look for approval. He waited.

In the front row, a professor leaned back slowly, arms uncrossing without
realizing it. A student near the aisle stared at the floor, jaw tight, replaying his
own name in his head (Rodney Price) and wondered how much his fore-parents
were sold for. Someone further back whispered, not to anyone in particular,
“He’s right.”

A woman in the third row wiped her eyes, embarrassed by the gesture but
unable to stop. She hadn’t planned to feel anything today. She had come out
of curiosity. Now she felt exposed.

The silence stretched.

Then one clap.

Soft. Undramatic. Careful.

Another followed. Then two more. The applause grew unevenly,
spreading, swelling—people rising to their feet in pockets of acknowledgment.
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Some did not clap at all. They remained seated, still, faces tense—not
offended, but disturbed. As if something had been named that they could no
longer avoid.

Joseph stepped away from the microphone.

Behind him, the moderator forgot to speak.

Outside the hall, students were already talking—not about the delivery, not
about the theology, but about themselves.

“My name means—"

“I never thought about—"

“My grandmother used to say—"

That evening, the speech traveled faster than the evening news. Not
through headlines or announcements, but through conversations—quiet,
urgent, unfinished.

Joseph left the building unnoticed.

But the room did not return to what it had been.

A revolution had started.

And everyone felt it.

The star shine bright

Joseph and his mother went downtown to Coronation Market on a humid
afternoon, the city alive with movement. Vendors shouted over one another.
Radios buzzed with music. The smell of ripe mangoes, pepper, all manner of
fruit and vegetables hung in the air.

Leaving the market they paused near a busy intersection when Lorna
noticed a large billboard mounted above the street.

RISING STAR

A National Singing Competition

Auditions This Week

She stopped walking.

Joseph turned back. “What’s wrong?”

She pointed. “That.”

He looked up, squinting against the sun. Shrugged. “It’s a singing show.”

“I know;,” she said. “I think you should try.”

Joseph smiled faintly. “That’s not really my thing.”

Lorna stepped closer and tickled him lightly at the ribs. “You sing all the
time.”

He laughed despite himself. “Mom, stop.”

“I’'m serious,” she said, smiling. “It could be fun.”

“All right,” he said, still laughing. “Okay. I’ll do it.”
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Auditions

The audition line wrapped around the building.

Teenagers practiced scales under their breath. Parents clutched paperwork.
Some contestants wore elaborate outfits; others looked terrified. Joseph stood
quietly beside his mother, hands in his pockets.

When his number was called, he walked in alone.

Three judges sat behind a long table. A camera operator adjusted focus.

“What will you sing?”” one judge asked.

Joseph took a breath.

“Redemption Song,” by Bob Marley he said.

No music track. No band.

Just his voice.
From the first two lines, “Ole pirates yes they rob I, Sold I to the merchant

ships.” the room changed.. The judges stopped writing. The camera operator
forgot to pan. Joseph sang with restraint, not trying to impress, letting the
words do the work.

When he finished, no one spoke for a moment.

“Thank you,” one judge finally said, softly.

Joseph nodded and walked out.

Two hours later, his number appeared on the callback list.

Callbacks

Callbacks were harder.

Contestants sang under pressure now—different styles, different keys,
vocal tests designed to expose weakness. Joseph never raised his voice. He
adjusted instead. Listened. Responded.

For the final callback, he chose “This Is the Land of My Birth.” by Eric
Donaldson in honor of his father.

The song carried weight. History. Belonging.

One judge leaned forward. “Who taught you to sing like this?”

Joseph answered honestly. “No one.”

He advanced to the live rounds.

Live Competition

Each week, the stage grew bigger. Lights brighter. Expectations heavier.
Joseph didn’t change.
While others chased trends, he chose meaning. While some performed, he
communicated.
Viewers began talking.
“He doesn’t sing like a contestant.”
“He sings like he’s telling a story.”
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By the semi-finals, his name trended across the island. Clips circulated on
TV in homes. People watched in silence, then replayed them.
He made it to the finals.

The Final

The finale was broadcast live.

Joseph closed the night with “Chances Are.” another Bob Marley

The band faded behind him. His voice carried intimacy into millions of
living rooms. “Chances are, some might not hold out. Chances are, hang on right now.”
The performance was personal, as if he were singing to one person at a time.

When the last note fell, the audience rose to its feet.

The judges didn’t deliberate long,

It was a clean sweep.

They called it the most heartfelt performance the show had ever witnessed
—mnot because of technique alone, but because of sincerity.

After

By morning, international media had picked up the story. Interviews followed.
Invitations came in waves.

But that night, Joseph went home with his mother.

They sat together on the porch as the city settled.

Lorna took his hand.

“You sang him home,” she said quietly.

Joseph nodded.

And for the first time, the world knew his name,

Joseph Christopher Adu.
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CHAPTER 6

Breaking the Spell

His victory on Rising Star had become more than a television moment.

It had become an event.

His face was everywhere—on newspaper covers, television screens, radio
advertisements, and the phones of young people who had recorded his
performances and played them again and again.

But Joseph understood something the reporters did not.

The songs had opened a door.

And now the door could not be closed.

For the first few days, he and Lorna tried to live normally.

It became impossible.

The first morning, Joseph stepped outside and found a small crowd
gathered beyond the gate.

He stopped.

Lorna came to the doorway behind him.

“What is this?”

Joseph smiled.

“I think they came to see me.”

“See you?”

He nodded.

By noon, the crowd had grown.

By evening, there were hundreds.

They came from all over Kingston and from places far beyond the city.
Some had traveled for hours. Mothers carried babies. Elderly men came
leaning on canes. University students arrived with notebooks. Young men
stood quietly at the edges of the crowd, watching.

Some only wanted to look at him.

Some wanted to hear him sing,

Some wanted to touch him.

They believed something flowed through him.

A virtue.

A frequency.

A presence.

Joseph did not encourage their superstition, but neither did he insult their
faith.

Instead, he walked through the gate.

The crowd parted.

Joseph jumped onto the wall and sat among them.
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At first, he simply listened.

People called questions from every direction. More people kept artriving
until the street could no longer hold them.

Joseph looked over the growing crowd.

“This road too small for all of us.”

He jumped down from the wall and started walking toward the stadium.

The people followed.

As Joseph approached the stadium gate, he saw a man opening it.

The timing was strange.

Almost as though the man had already known they were coming;

Joseph looked at him.

The man said nothing,

He simply opened the gate wider.

The people entered.

There were no velvet ropes.

No security barricades.

No stage.

No separation between Joseph and the people.

They gathered on the field.

Joseph walked toward one of the goalposts and sat beneath it.

This time, the crowd remained at a distance.

Joseph looked around.

“Come.”

Nobody moved.

Joseph laughed.

“I am not a king.”

That broke the tension.

People began sitting.

First a few.

Then dozens.

Soon Joseph was surrounded.

An old woman was the first to speak.

“My son,” she said, “what is happening to usr”

Joseph looked at her.

“What do you mean?”

“I don't know. I just feel something,”

Joseph nodded.

“Maybe you are beginning to feel yourself.”

The woman said, “May I touch your”

He said, “of course.” He stretched forth his hand, she took it and pulled
him close for an embrace.

She took a deep breath then exhaled. In that moment she felt satisfaction,
she felt relief, she felt free.
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A young man called out.

“Are you the return of Marcus?”

Another voice came from behind him.

“He's the one we've been waiting for!”

Then someone shouted:

“Finally, Black people have a savior!”

Joseph became quiet.

He understood the longing behind those words.

For centuries, people had been taught to look outward for deliverance.

A king.

A messiah.

A politician.

A preacher.

A foreign benefactor.

Someone else.

Anyone else.

Joseph finally spoke.

“I am not your savior.”

The crowd became silent.

“I cannot save you.”

He pointed toward the people surrounding him.

“But perhaps I can help you remember that you were never powerless.”

The words moved through the gathering.

Some nodded.

Some frowned.

Others stared at him as if they were hearing something they had known all
their lives but had somehow forgotten.

Joseph stayed with them until sunset.

And when the people finally left, they did not leave shouting his name.

They left speaking to one another.

They left thinking,

They left hopeful.

And the next morning, they returned. Being in his presence gave them
hope.

The Bazit

The music industry came quickly.
Producers arrived with contracts.
Managers arrived with lawyers.

Record executives flew in from America.
Everyone wanted Joseph.

They told him he was special.
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The industry saw a phenomenon.

A voice.

A face.

A story.

A market.

They told him he could become one of the biggest artists in the world.

“Bigger than Bob and Michael,” One executive said then placed a contract
in front of him.

“You don't understand what you're sitting on,” the man said.

Joseph looked at the papers.

“I understand.”

“You could make millions.”

Joseph smiled.

“And then what?”

The executive leaned back.

“What do you mean?”

“What happens after I make the millions?”

The man shrugged.

“You become a star.”

Joseph shook his head.

“The world already has enough stars.”

“How bright you want the world to be, you trying to blind the people?”

The executive laughed.

“You're setious?”

“I am.””

Joseph pushed the contract back across the table.

The offers kept coming,

He declined every one.

Then came the churches

Some of the largest churches in Jamaica wanted him to attend their Bible
schools. They offered scholarships, accommodations, introductions to
powerful ministers, and opportunities to preach.

Joseph met with them respectfully.

One pastor placed a hand on his shoulder.

“Son, you have a gift from God.”

“I know.”

“You need proper teaching,”

Joseph smiled.

“Proper according to whom?”

The pastot's smile disappeated.

Joseph continued gently.
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“I have studied the questions men have asked about God. I am not afraid
of scripture. I am not afraid of faith. But I am afraid of institutions that
become more important than the truth they claim to represent.”

The pastor leaned forward.

“You think you know more than the church?”

“No.”

Joseph stood.

“I think the church knows less than it thinks it knows.”

He thanked them.

They left.

Through it all, his mother, Lorna, remained by his side.

One evening she sat across from him.

“You turned down the churches?”

“Yes.”

“You turned down the American executives?”

“Yes.”

“You turned down the Jamaican producers too?”

“Yes.”

She stared at him.

“You turned down everything,”

Joseph looked at her.

“No, Mama.”

He smiled.

I turned down what they wanted me to become.”

“I’'m not cocky or arrogant but I’ve seen this pattern. It starts off being
about something and quenches because of money and then it just becomes
substanceless entertainment.”

That answer stayed with her.

Because Lorna remembered another man who had once refused to
become what the world expected him to be.

Christopher.

She could see him in her son.

Not his face.

Something deepet.

His refusal.

His certainty.

His unwillingness to surrender himself simply because the world offered
him something shiny in return.

Some things, she realized, truly did travel through blood.

Joseph began to understand the size of the task before him.

He could feel something moving beneath the surface of Jamaica.

Something old.

A centuries-old spell.
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A spell that had survived ships and plantations.

Flags and constitutions.

Churches and schools.

Independence and political parties.

It had changed its clothing many times.

But it had never truly disappeared.

The chains had been removed from the wrists.

But too many remained inside the mind.

Joseph understood the magnitude of what stood before him.

To break something that had been built over generations was almost
impossible.

Almost.

But the future of the Black man in the diaspora—and the future of the
homeland itself—depended upon someone doing the impossible.

The prophecy had never promised him an easy road.

Connecting the Prophecy with the Mission

Sitting on the porch with his mom and some men, Joseph thought to himself.
I wanted to begin in the places everyone else avoided.

The streets. The revolution can only come from there.

He jumped up out of his chair, “I want to meet the gangs!” He said out
loud.

His mother turned toward him.

“What?”

One of the men sitting with them looked at Joseph as though he had lost
his mind.

“Which gangs?”

“Clans, One Otrdet, all of them.”

The man stared.

“That's not how this works.”

Joseph stepped forward.

“How does it work?”

“You don't just walk into those places.”

Joseph smiled.

“Then take me.”

“No.”

“Why?”

“Because they'll kill you.”

Joseph looked at him calmly.

“Then perhaps they need to hear from someone who isn't afraid to die.”

Lorna's eyes widened.

“What?”
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Joseph smiled at her.

“Mama—"

“No. Don't ‘Mama’ me. What you mean, you're not afraid to die?”
“I lost your dad, I’'m not losing you too!”

Joseph gave her a hug. “Calm down mama, you are not losing me.”
But the idea had already escaped.

Word began circulating;

One Order.

Clans.

Area leaders.

Dons.

Every neighborhood had its own rules.

Every community had its own borders.

Every young man carried an identity built around survival.
Joseph asked for meetings.

The requests were rejected.

Some laughed.

Some were offended.

Some believed it was a publicity stunt.

Joseph did not respond.

He simply waited.

“They'll come,” he told Lorna.

He looked toward Bayshore.

“Or I will go to them.”

He went inside.

His uncle Bunny Dread was in the kitchen cooking Ital food.
The smell filled the house.

Joseph stood in the doorway.

“Uncle.”

Bunny looked over his shoulder.

“What happen now?”

“I need you to link Fred Locks.”

Bunny stopped stirring.

“For what?”

“I need to reason with him.”

“About?”

“Rasta.”

Bunny studied his nephew for a moment.

Then Joseph added:

“And ask him to bring Empress Aisha.”

Bunny shook his head.

“Every time you come in this kitchen, you bring yu drama.”
Joseph smiled.

>

42



JOSEPH IN JAMAICA * PART 1 - BADNESS

“And every time I come in this kitchen, yu feed me.”

The argument ended with laughter.

Bunny called Fred.

Not long afterward, Fred Locks and his sister, Empress Aisha, arrived.
They sat together over Ital stew.

Joseph loved his uncle's cooking, but that evening the food was secondary.
He wanted to meet the wider Rastafarian community.

But first, he wanted to go to the Hill.

Bobo Hill. Sizzla Kalonji, one of his favorite artists, often spoke of it.
Fred Locks was Twelve Tribes.

His sister was Bobo Ashanti.

Empress Aisha agreed to take Joseph there.

The Ruggy Road

The journey onto the Hill felt like leaving one Jamaica and entering
another.

The air became cooler as they climbed.

Joseph walked quietly along the ruggey road.

When he arrived, he expected unity.

Instead, he found division.

The Hill was divided into three separate houses.

Three communities.

Three expressions of a people who had inherited the same wound but had
learned to carry it differently.

Joseph did not criticize them.

He stayed.

Seven days with one house.

Seven days with another.

Seven days with the third.

Twenty-one days.

He listened to priests.

He listened to prophets.

He listened to prophetesses.

He listened to elders who had spent decades searching for answers.

He did not arrive telling them what they should believe.

He asked questions.

He ate with them.

He prayed with them.

He listened to their disagreements.

And during those twenty-one days, Joseph spoke about his mission.

Slowly, something became clear.

What Joseph carried was not foreign to them.
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It aligned with something they had been searching for themselves.
They had different practices.

Different interpretations.

Different traditions.

But beneath them all was the same hunger:

The building of a successful black nation.

At the end of the twenty-one days, Joseph asked the three houses to come
together.

They agreed.

Not because they suddenly trusted one another completely.

They did not.

Old disagreements remained.

Old wounds remained.

But something about the young man had unsettled them.

And perhaps, beneath all their differences, each group had begun asking
the same question: What if he is right?

They gathered beneath the open sky.

Joseph sat in the middle of them.

For a while, he said nothing;

Then he began.

“We have been spellbound for centuries, and we cannot continue the same
way.”

The elders listened.

Joseph looked from one face to another.

“I know you overstand this very well. You have studied it. You have
reasoned about it. You have lived with the consequences of it.”

He paused.

“But knowing that you are imprisoned is not the same as being free.”

The gathering became still.

“The spell cannot be broken by rearranging the prison.”

No one moved.

“We must move beyond the teachings of the empire.”

His voice remained calm.

“We can no longer take the book they gave us and spend our lives bending
and twisting ourselves until we fit inside it.”

A murmur moved through the gathering,

“We can no longer sing from hymnals written to teach us how to save
ourselves through someone else's eyes.”

Joseph stood.
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“And we can no longer spend our lives looking for a king and a savior
outside ourselves.”

He looked from one house to another.

“The king is within you.”

He placed his hand against his chest.

“The savior is within you.”

Then he opened his arms.

“When we awaken to this truth, we discover that what separates us was
never as powerful as what unites us.”

The wind stopped.

The clouds became still.

In that moment, the entire Hill appeared to hold its breath.

Then Joseph's body began to change.

At first, no one understood what they were seeing.

Light gather around him.

His form became almost transparent, as though another presence were
moving through him.

The priests fell silent.

The prophets stared.

The prophetesses began to weep.

And then—

she appeared.

Mother Sewa.

Not as a dream.

Not as a vision seen by one man.

She stood before them all.

The ancient mother.

The witness who had followed the bloodline across centuties.

Her voice carried across the Hill.

“This is Joseph, the fulfillment of an age-old prophecy.”

Then came the words carried across generations:

“Our sorrow will not be the end.

From your bloodline will rise a son.

A son born in the land of chains but destined to break them.

He will unite nations, restore our dignity, and turn the oppressor's world upside down.”

The elders trembled.

No one spoke.

Mother Sewa looked upon them.

“What was divided shall become one.”

And then she was gone.

Joseph lowered his arms.

The wind returned.

But the Hill was no longer the same.
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For a long moment, nobody moved.

Then one elder stood.

Another followed.

Then another.

Men who had spent years defending their differences began looking across
the gathering at one another.

Not as enemies.

Not yet as brothers.

But perhaps as men who finally understood that something larger than all
of them had entered the room.

From that day forward, the three houses began the work of becoming one.

Joseph kissed the ground.

Then he left the Hill.

But his work with Rastafari had only begun.

Next, Fred Locks took him to the Orthodox.

Then to the Twelve Tribes.

Joseph brought the same message to them.

Not a new religion.

Not another institution. Awakening. Unity. Self-determination. The
breaking of mental chains that had survived long after the physical chains
were removed.

And each time, Mother Sewa appeared.

Each time, the elders saw her.

Each time, the confirmation became harder to deny.

Word traveled.

Something extraordinary was happening,

Old arguments began losing their power.

Men who had spent decades defending the boundaries between their
beliefs began asking whether those boundaries mattered more than the future
of their people.

Eventually, the communities came together.

They organized a meeting on the beach in St. Thomas, below Bobo Hill.

Word traveled across the island.

From the hills and the valleys, from Kingston and the countryside, they
came.

Bobo Ashanti.

Nyabinghi.

Twelve Tribes.

Orthodox.

Elders came.

Young people came.

Families came carrying food.

Some came because they believed in Joseph's mission.
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Others came because they wanted to see for themselves what was
happening.

And Jamaica witnessed something it had never seen before.

The different houses of Rastafari gathered in one place—not to debate
their differences, not to prove who possessed the greater truth, but to reason
together about the future of their people.

The sea stretched before them.

Bobo Hill rose behind them.

And between the mountain and the water, thousands gathered beneath the
open sky.

Then the drums began.

Nyabinghi drums thundered across the beach.

Voices rose with them.

Fire burned as darkness settled over the sea.

It was more than a gathering;

It was more than a celebration.

It was a declaration of unity.

Something ancient awakened beneath the ground.

The spirit of the Maroons moved through the gathering, entering one soul
after another.

Men who had not embraced in years embraced.

Women who had carried old grievances laid them down.

Young people danced beside elders.

And for those hours on the beach, Jamaica forgot the divisions it had
inherited.

Joseph stood among them.

He looked toward the mountain.

Then toward the sea.

Then across the thousands gathered between them.

Joseph raised his hand.

The drums slowly quieted.

He waited until the mountain and sea themselves seemed to be listening,

Then he spoke.

“If the ground is holy,” he said, “then there is no need for a prophet.”

The people watched him.

Joseph looked down at the earth beneath his feet.

“This is holy grounds.”

He looked toward the elders.

“It carried our ancestors.”

Toward the young people.

“It will carry our children.”

Then toward the entire gathering.

“So perhaps our purpose is not to argue about who owns the truth.”
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He paused.

“Perhaps our purpose is to build something worthy of the truth.”

The drums began again.

Slowly at first.

Then louder.

Joseph listened.

He knew what was happening was important.

But it was only the beginning.

The Rastafarian community had heard him.

The houses had begun coming together.

The prophecy had been witnessed.

Now Joseph had to go somewhere far more dangerous.

Somewhere the government feared.

Somewhere the churches rarely went unless they were preaching,

Somewhere politicians entered only when they wanted votes.

Once more Joseph took the ruggy road to the hill And looked toward
Kingston.

He closed his eyes and imagined zinc fences.

Crowded lanes.

The garrisons.

And Joseph knew exactly where he had to go next.
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CHAPTER 7

NATION-BUILDING BADNESS

Joseph knew the revolution would not come from the government, the
church, or the schools. Those institutions had become obedient instruments
of the empire.

It would come from people who understood mistrust, unloyalty, survival,
and the willingness to kill or die for what they believed was theirs. The world
was run by bad men, Joseph thought, and only badness could stand against
them.

But it had to be a different kind of badness.

Badness redirected.

The Hill and the wider Rastafarian community had been united.

Now Joseph had to reach the streets.

“It is time.”

Once more he took the ruggy road and walked down the hill back onto
the beach where the celebration was still going on.

Joseph walked towards the middle and looked upon people gathered
around him.

“It is time!” He said. “Time to link the warriors in the garrisons.”

A loud roar went out and a massive wave swelled up and crashed onto the
beach coming right up to the edge of the gathering , lingered for a while then
returned. The roar got bigger, hundreds of people stormed the sea and
jumped in. The presence of the ancestors were there in the water with them.
And they were baptist with power.

The Chosen 18

Eighteen of those that jumped in the water were selected—nine men and
nine women.

They were not military, but they were soldiers.

They wore no uniforms. Carried no ranks.

But they were smart.

Street-smart.

They knew the neighborhoods. They understood the language of the
lanes, the corners, the markets, and the yards. They knew how to walk into
places where outsiders could not.

They became Joseph’s traveling companions.

Together, they crossed Jamaica.
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Rock Fort.

Mountain View.

Tivoli.

Jungle.

Portmore.

Flankers.

They entered the toughest garrisons. They sat with area leaders, dons,
young soldiers, mothers, elders, and people who had spent their entire lives
surviving within border lines.

When Joseph entered the first garrison, they knew who he was. They
watched him carefully.

Some had guns visible.

Others kept them hidden beneath their clothes.

Joseph looked around the lane.

The area leader studied him for a moment.

“Wah gwaan, Small General?”

Joseph nodded.

“Manners and respect, Fada.”

The man motioned for him to speak.

Joseph looked around again.

“I’'m thinking about a new Jamaica.”

One of the dons stared at him.

“You think you going to change this?”

“No.”

Joseph kept looking around.

“You are.”

The don frowned.

“Only you can.”

The men laughed.

“So what you want us to do? Hug each other?”

A few men laughed harder.

Joseph smiled.

“That would be a great place to start.”

The laughter stopped.

Another man leaned forward.

“A weh you a deal wid, youthie?”

Joseph felt the power of the prophecy moving through him.

“You have been fighting each other for generations.” He said.

Nobody answered.

“You have killed your own brothers over scraps of food somebody else
produced.”

He let the words settle.

“That is a problem. So let us see if we can make badness meaningful.”

50



JOSEPH IN JAMAICA * PART 1 - BADNESS

He looked from one man to another.

“You were given the weapons of the empire and taught to use them
against yourselves.”

The lane grew quiet.

“They gave you territory and taught you to defend imaginary border lines
while they controlled the economy. They gave you violence without power.
Weapons without industry. Anger without purpose.”

Joseph straightened.

“That ends now.”

A few of the men shifted.

“I want you organized.”

That got their attention.

Joseph walked toward a table and placed both hands upon it.

The men became still.

“The streets will change the streets. And the streets will change the rest of
Jamaica.”

He pointed toward them.

“You cannot defeat an oppressive system while you destroy one another.”

Silence.

“You cannot build your own community while you sell poison to your own
community.”’

More silence.

“You cannot create Jamaica’s future while you destroy the Jamaicans who
are supposed to inherit it.”

Joseph stepped closer.

“This land has been chosen to raise a revolution that will change the
world.”

He paused.

“That revolution begins here.”

Then he gave them the first command.

“No more narcotics.”

The atmosphere shifted.

“No more trafficking poison through our communities.”

He looked toward the young men.

“No more pimping.”

Then toward the women.

“No more prostitution disguised as survival.”

He shook his head.

“They taught you that this was badness.”

Joseph smiled.

“You were taught the wrong definition.”

He raised his voice.

“It is time for real badness.”
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A few men grinned.

One of the older men spoke.

“And what exactly are you proposing?”
Joseph answered without hesitation.
“Nation-building badness.”

The phrase moved through the lane.

Nation-building badness.

Joseph continued.

“Badness that protects.”

“Protects us from who?”

Joseph looked at him.

“Whoever comes.”

The man frowned.

“You expecting somebody to come?”

Joseph’s expression changed.

“Yes.”

The lane went silent.

“History teaches us that whenever a people begin to rise, eventually
somebody comes to take what they have built.”

He paused.

“We have seen it before.”

Africa had seen it.

The Caribbean had seen it.

The Americas had seen it.

Kingdoms had been conquered because they were divided. Resources had
been taken because they could not be defended. Nations had been infiltrated
because their people had been taught to fight one another instead of building
institutions capable of protecting themselves.

They begun to understand the lesson.

The conqueror would come.

Perhaps not tomorrow.

Perhaps not in ten years.

But eventually someone would look at a prosperous, independent, united
Jamaica and ask:

Can we take tt?

Joseph looked around the lane.
“And when they come, they will not find us fighting each other.”
He pointed toward the guns.
“We will know what we are protecting,”
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The men looked at one another differently.

Joseph continued.

“But understand this clearly.”

He stepped away from the table.

“Our power does not come from the gun.”

He touched his chest.

“It comes from within us.”

He pointed toward the men.

“Our unity.”

Toward the lanes.

“Our discipline.”

Toward the surrounding land.

“Our ability to feed ourselves.”

Toward the buildings.

“Our ability to manufacture.”

Toward the young people.

“Our ability to educate.”

And finally, toward the sky.

“Our ability to imagine something that has never existed before.”

He smiled.

“A weapon can protect a nation.”

He paused.

“But only a people can build one.”

And then something happened that nobody expected.

The garrison loved Joseph.

One of the men shouted:

“Yes, Small General! Welcome to Jamrock!”

Others joined him.

And the message began to spread.

Communities started pooling resoutces.

Streets once known only for violence began producing,

Workshops appeared.

Gardens expanded.

Abandoned lots became places to grow food.

Men who once guarded corners began guarding equipment, crops, and
construction sites.

Women who had held families together through decades of violence
became organizers, teachers, accountants, planners, and community leaders.

Jamaica began changing from the ground upward.

And the transformation of the streets began with a new understanding of
one word:
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Badness.

Joseph did not ask the men to become harmless.

He asked them to become useful.

He insisted that agriculture become central to everything they were
building;

“We must feed ourselves.”

The people listened.

“Freedom that depends on somebody else feeding you is incomplete
freedom.”

So they organized.

They studied history.

They studied engineering.

They studied agriculture.

They studied medicine.

They studied communications.

They studied strategy.

Joseph insisted that every fighter learn something beyond fighting.

“If all you know is how to destroy,” he told them, “then you are still a
weapon in somebody else’s hand.”

The men began to understand.

A man who could fire a rifle could also learn to repair a generator.

A lookout could learn communications.

A smuggler who knew every road, harbor, and hidden passage on the
island could become a logistics expert.

A man who had commanded fifty gunmen could learn to manage fifty
workers.

A woman who had survived by navigating dangerous streets could become
an organizer capable of moving people, medicine, food, and information
through an entire district.

The knowledge of the streets would not be discarded.

It would be transformed.

The gangs became community protection forces.

The area leaders became community commanders.

Young men who had spent years learning how to move through dangerous
neighborhoods became scouts, guides, rescuers, builders, and defenders.

The guns remained.

But their purpose changed.

No longer were they instruments for settling petty disputes.

No more shooting over corners.

No more killing over colors.

No more killing over politics.

No more wasting ammunition on brothers.
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The old rivalries did not disappear overnight. There were arguments.
Suspicion remained. Some men refused to surrender old grudges. Some could
not imagine themselves without an enemy living three streets away.

But Joseph kept returning to the same question:

“What are you building?”

If a man could not answer, Joseph told him he was not yet free.
Because freedom was not simply the absence of a master.
Freedom was the ability to build something the master could no longer

control.

Across the garrisons, the idea spread.

The toughest men in Jamaica began competing again.
But now the competition was different.

Which community could grow the most food?
Which could build the best workshop?

Which could send the most children to university?
Which could produce the best engineers?

Which could keep its streets safest?

Which could build the strongest businesses?

Which could contribute the most to Jamaica?
Badness had found a new battlefield.

Together, the communities formed an organization.
They called it:

NATION-BUILDING BADNESS

And for the first time, the streets were not organizing to fight one another.
They were organizing to build Jamaica.

Dancehall and Reggae

Knowing the power that music possessed, Joseph asked Nation Building
Badness Crew (NBBC) to take him into the heart of Jamaica's dancehall and
reggae culture. He wanted to experience it firsthand—not from television, not
from recordings, but from inside the clubs, the arenas, and the massive
gatherings where the artists stood before thousands and moved an entire
crowd with their presence.

He was amazed.

The showmanship was extraordinary. The creativity was endless. The
artists commanded thousands of people with a gesture, a word, or a phrase.
They moved audiences into dimensions of ecstasy that politics, religion, and
ordinary speech could rarely reach.
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Joseph watched carefully.

He was not merely watching entertainment.

He was watching power at work.

During an Independence Day showcase at the National Stadium.

The stadium was packed.

The lights swept across the crowd as the MC stepped onto the stage. The
atmosphere was already electric. Thousands of people were singing, shouting,
waving flags, and anticipating the next performance.

The MC raised the microphone.

“Coming up next, the Gaza—"

Before he could finish, the Nation Building Badness Crew rushed onto the
stage.

The crowd exploded.

The NBBC was already well known throughout Jamaica and many Gaza
youth were affiliated with them. Their arrival alone sent a wave through the
stadium.

A Don grabbed the microphone from the MC.

“Who is here?”

The crowd roared.

“Nation Building Badness!”

“Yeah, man!” the Don shouted. “And along with us tonight—the Small
General, Joseph Adu!”

The stadium erupted.

“Step up, Small General!”

Joseph walked onto the stage.

For a moment, thousands of people stared in awe.

Then one voice shouted:

“Joseph!”

Another answered.

“Joseph!”

Soon the entire stadium was chanting,

“Joseph! Joseph! Joseph!”

The sound rolled through the National Stadium like thunder.

Joseph raised his hand.

“Mad respect to Kartel and the Gaza crew!”

The response was deafening.

Even the Kartel supporters erupted.

Joseph stepped toward the microphone stand and adjusted it carefully. He
placed the microphone in position.

The crowd continued roaring,

He raised both hands.

Then he tilted his head toward the night sky.

For several seconds, he stood completely still.
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Then he breathed out:

“Swallowfield ago be... the battlefield.”

The words had barely left his mouth when thunder clapped across the sky.
Lightning flashed.

The crowd went wild.

Then, suddenly—

Everything went black.

The stadium lost power.
For three seconds, there was nothing;
No lights.
No sound system.
Only darkness and thousands of people holding their breath.
Then the power returned.
The crowd exploded louder than before.
The drums rolled.
The riddim began.
Joseph stretched one hand forward.
His voice rose above the music.
“Marcus Garvey prophecy say—"
The crowd listened.
“Man ago find them backs against the wall, yeah!”
He lifted both hands.
“When the right time come—"
The entire stadium answered as one:

“When the right time come!”

Joseph paused.
Then said "level!”
The musicians stopped.
In a2 moment silence,
Joseph walked slowly toward the front of the stage.
Then he sat on the edge.
Thousands gathered before him in anticipation.
He said, “Big up the Mighty Diamonds.
And in a softer voice he said.
“If you love yourself...”
He looked across the stadium.
“And if you love Jamaica...”
He paused.
“The right time has come.”
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The crowd listened.

“The right time for a new you.”

He looked toward the Jamaican flag waving above the stadium.

“And a new Jamaica.”

A murmur moved through the crowd.

Joseph stood.

“I call upon the voice of Jamaica.”

He pointed toward the artists.

“The voices that reach far beyond these shores.”

He paused.

“Your voices travel farther than politicians. Farther than pastors. Farther
than governments.”

The crowd listened.

“And as the great prophet Marcus Garvey said, chatity begins at home. So
first, to thyself be true.”

He looked toward the musicians.

“Be true to yourselves.”

Then his voice grew stronger.

“And be true to the people who come under the command of your
voices.”

The stadium was silent.

“The majestic Sizzla Kalonji has said that today is the right day to lead the
people in the right way.”

Joseph raised his hand.

“Today is that day.”

The crowd began to stir.

“The right time has come for Jamaica to break the colonial spell that has
been cast upon our people by wicked men in high places.”

The words carried across the stadium.

“We do not need entertainers at this time.”

He shook his head.

“We need mediums.”

The crowd listened.

“Points of transformation through which a people can remember
themselves.”

Joseph stepped closer to the edge of the stage.

“Your voices can cross walls that a politician and a pastor could never
cross.”

He looked toward the artists.

“So I call upon you.”

His voice became almost ceremonial.

“Carry the cross of the Great Rebranding.”

He paused.
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“Carry it into the places where the old spell still lives and crucity it there.”

The crowd was beginning to understand that this was not a performance.

Joseph turned toward two men.

“I challenge Miguel Orlando Collins and Clifton George Bailey I1I—Sizzla
and Capleton—to lead the cause of the Great Rebranding.”

The stadium erupted.

Joseph raised his hand for silence.

“Change your colonial names.”

The crowd quieted again.

“Not because the names given to you made you less human.”

He shook his head.

“But because removing what was branded on us is a major part of
reclaiming ourselves.”

He looked across the stadium.

“That is the first layer of the spell.”

“NBBC means no disrespect to anyone!”

The crowd waited.

“This is real badness!”

He raised his fist.

“Nation Building Badness!”

The crowd erupted.

But this time, something was different.

The cheering sounded different.

The people were still shouting.

The music started pounding again.

The lights were still flashing.

But beneath the excitement, something changed.

The old spell had been spoken aloud.

And once a spell is named, it begins to lose its power.

Joseph stood beneath the stadium lights, surrounded by thousands of
voices.

The crowd thought they had witnessed another unforgettable
performance.

Joseph knew better.

Something had just begun.

The old spell was cracking,

And in its place, a new consciousness was being cast across Jamaica

Chapter 8

The Rude Awakening

The work at the National Stadium went viral.
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But something else went viral with it.

NBBC.

Nation-Building Badness had started as an idea in the streets—a way of
redirecting the energy of men and women who had been taught that power
meant fear, territory, violence, and survival.

Now it was becoming a culture.

And nowhere was the change more visible than in the artist fraternity.

The musicians had heard Joseph's message.

Gradually, performances began to change.

Artists still entertained.

People still danced.

Sound systems still shook the streets at night.

But increasingly, the music carried something else.

Communication.

Artists began asking themselves a different question.

Not simply:

Will this song become a hit?

But:

What will this song do to the people who bear it?

Lyrics began speaking about agriculture, family, engineering, African and
Caribbean history, ownership, discipline, manufacturing, education, love,
responsibility, and nation-building.

Even the meaning of rebellion began to change.

Rebellion was no longer simply destruction.

Building something the system said you could never build was rebellion.

Feeding your own community was rebellion.

Owning your own production was rebellion.

Educating your children beyond the limitations imposed upon them was
rebellion.

Keeping families together was rebellion.

And Jamaica began changing;

Not from Parliament downward.

From the streets upward.

Violence declined.

Drug dealing declined.

Drug abuse declined.

Communities began taking responsibility for their own homeless.

Families that had once gone hungry were being fed.

Children who had gone barefoot were being clothed.
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Something Joseph had said in the garrisons became one of the
movement's most repeated sayings:

“If we can organige destruction, we can organige
production.”

The words appeared on walls throughout Kingston.

Then throughout Jamaica.

NBBC had resources.

Some came from legitimate businesses established by its members. Some
came from the accumulated wealth of people who had once operated in the
underground economy and had now committed those resources to the
movement.

And increasingly, ordinary Jamaicans contributed.

Farmers donated food.

Business owners donated equipment.

Tradesmen donated labor.

Teachers volunteered classes.

Doctors gave time.

Engineers offered knowledge.

The country was beginning to believe.

Not everyone believed in NBBC.

Not everyone believed in Joseph.

But enough did.

And that was beginning to frighten people who had never imagined
Jamaica could organize itself without them.

Breaking The Spell

Joseph's next move was no surprise to anyone close to him.
He turned to the University of the West Indies.
There he met privately with one of his professors.
Joseph placed a folder on the desk.

The professor opened it.
Inside were plans.

“What is this?”

“A DNA laboratory.”
The professor looked up.
“In Jamaica?”

“Yes.”

“For what purposer”
Joseph leaned back.

“To know ourselves.”
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The professor frowned.

“You'll have to explain that.”

Joseph stood and walked toward the window.

“For hundreds of years, people were taken from our homeland and
scattered throughout the Caribbean. Names were changed. Languages
disappeared. Families were separated. Records were destroyed or never kept.”

He turned around.

“We were branded with names that have no connection to our ancestry.”

The professor listened.

“I want Jamaicans who choose to do so to have access to ancestry testing.”

“Genetic ancestry?”

“Yes.”

Joseph returned to the desk.

“But that is only the beginning.”

He placed another document before him.

“I want a petition.”

“For what?”

“Free legal name changes.”

The professor stared at him.

Joseph continued.

“For anyone who wants one.”

The professor leaned back.

“You want people to change their names?”

“No.”

Joseph shook his head.

“I want people to have the freedom to decide what they are called.”

He touched the folder.

“If someone discovers something about his ancestry and decides the name
he carries no longer represents who he knows himself to be, why should
poverty prevent him from choosing another?”

The professor studied Joseph carefully.

“And if they want to keep their names?”

“Then they keep them!” “Some folks will always be faithful servants of
buckra masa.”

Joseph smiled.

The professor looked again at the proposal.

Joseph said quietly:

“The first violence against a conquered people is often stripping them of
who they are.”

He paused.

“This act of freedom will allow them to see a new horizon.”
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Chapter 9 - Haiti

Beyond Jamaica not so far away lies the next step in Joseph’s journey.
One evening, he called the NBBC leadership together.
Maps of the Caribbean covered the table.

Joseph stood over them.

“We are going on tour.”

Someone laughed.

“A music tour?”

Joseph smiled.

“Something like that.”

“Where first?”

Joseph placed his finger on the map.

Hazta.

The room became quiet.

“Why Haiti?”

Joseph looked around the table.

“Because if we are talking about breaking spells, there is no better place to
begin.”

He looked down at the island of Hispaniola.

“The enslaved people of Saint-Domingue did something the world told
them was impossible.”

He raised his eyes.

“They were the first to defeat the system that enslaved us.”

Joseph tapped Haiti on the map.

“They fought Napoleon's forces and established an independent Black
republic.”

He paused.

“I want to stand on that soil.”

Someone across the table smiled.

“You looking for the rebel spirit?”

Joseph smiled back.

“No.”

He tapped the map again.

“I believe it is still there.”

The NBBC organized the journey.

Musicians came.

Teachers came.

Farmers came.

Engineers came.

Rastafarian elders came.
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Representatives from the communities came.

Joseph insisted that it would not simply be a concert tour.
Every destination would include reasoning.

Cultural exchange.

Meetings with farmers.

Meetings with students.

Meetings with tradespeople.

Meetings with community leaders.

Music would open the door.

But the mission would walk through it.

The Eyes Watching Jamaica

Far beyond the streets where NBBC had been born, reports were being
written.

The Jamaican establishment had noticed the decline of its influence.

Political rallies were attracting fewer young people.

Some churches were discovering that young Jamaicans were asking
questions their parents had been afraid to ask.

Traditional political loyalties were weakening in communities where those
loyalties had once been inherited almost like surnames.

Joseph had not formed a political party.

That made him harder to understand.

He had not asked for office.

That made him harder to control.

He had not demanded that people worship him.

That made him harder to discredit as another false messiah.

And NBBC was becoming something more troubling than a protest
movement.

It was producing,

Reports traveled through the governor general and other diplomatic and
intelligence channels.

Foreign analysts began studying Joseph Christopher Adu.

His speeches.

His movements.

His finances.

His associates.

His popularity.

His influence over the garrisons.

His relationship with Rastafari.

His plans for regional expansion.

Inside the empire intelligence world in Jamaica, one assessment reached
both Western and Eastern desks:
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SUBJECT HAS PROGRESSED FROM CULTURAL
INFLUENCE TO ORGANIZATIONAL CAPACITY.

Another line followed:
CONTAINMENT RECOMMENDED.

If containment fails, alternative measures may become
necessary.

Port-au-Prince

NBBC booted Air Jamaica as the official Caribbean tour transport. The dates
were confirmed and they left on Wednesday morning for Port Au Prince.
When the aircraft began its descent toward Haiti, Joseph pressed his forehead
against the window.

Mountains rose through the haze.

Below them stretched a country whose history had frightened empires.

Joseph became unusually quiet.

Lorna noticed.

“You all right?”

“Yes, Mama.”

“You don't look all right.”

Joseph smiled.

“I've been waiting to see this place.”

She looked through the window.

“Haiti?”

“Haiti.”

He watched the mountains.

“A people who are being punished today because they resisted
oppression.”

When they landed, the heat met them first.

Then the sound.

Hundreds had gathered outside the arrival area.

Then thousands farther beyond.

Haitian flags moved above the crowd.

Jamaican flags appeared among them.

People shouted Joseph's name.

Members of the NBBC delegation stepped from the terminal.

Joseph walked beside Lorna.

Bunny Dread was nearby.

Fred Locks and Empress Aisha followed.
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Joseph stopped for a moment and looked at the people.
Then he bent down.

He touched the Haitian soil.

Lorna smiled.

“You planning to kiss every country you visit?”’
Joseph looked up.

“Only the ones that teach me something.”

He stood.

The crowd surged with excitement.

Joseph raised his hand.

Then—

something changed.

It was subtle.

A movement where there should not have been movement.
One of the NBBC men saw it first.

His eyes shifted toward a building beyond the crowd.
A flash.

“JOSEPH!”

Everything happened at once.

A sharp crack tore through the celebration.
People screamed.

Joseph felt someone slam into him.

He hit the ground.

Another crack.

Glass exploded behind them.

The crowd broke in every direction.

Lorna screamed her son's name.

“JOSEPH!”

NBBC members surrounded him.

“Get him out!”

“Movel!”

“MOVE!”

Joseph could hear nothing clearly anymore.
Only screaming,

Feet pounding pavement.

A child crying

Someone shouting in Creole.

Another shot struck metal nearby.

Joseph was dragged behind a vehicle.

For several seconds, nobody knew whether he had been hit.
Lorna forced her way through the men.
“Move! Let me see my child!”

“Mama—"
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She heard his voice.

Alive.

She dropped beside him.

Joseph touched his side.

Blood covered his fingers.

Lorna froze.

“Oh God.”

“It's not mine.”

A young NBBC member lay beside him.

The man who had thrown Joseph to the ground.

Blood spread across his shirt.

Joseph crawled toward him.

“Stay with me.”

The man's eyes struggled to focus.

“Small General...”

“Don't talk.”

Joseph pressed his hands against the wound.

“Medic!”

Chaos surrounded them.

“MEDIC!”

The wounded man tried to smile.

“Welcome to Haiti.”

Joseph stared at him.

Even then, this jokester was making jokes.

“Save your strength.”

Sirens approached.

Haitian security forces rushed toward the buildings surrounding the arrival
route.

But whoever had fired the shots was already disappearing into the
confusion.

Joseph remained on the ground beside the wounded man until medical
personnel reached them.

Only then did he look at the bullet hole in the vehicle behind him.

A few inches.

That was all.

A few inches separated Joseph Christopher Adu from becoming another
dead revolutionary.

The Question

That night, the NBBC leadership gathered inside a secured room.
Nobody was celebrating anymore.
Lorna stood near the window.
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“We're going home.”

Joseph said nothing.

“You hear me?”

“Yes.”

“We are going back to Jamaica.”

Joseph looked at her.

“No.”

Lorna turned.

“What?”

“If we leave now, whoever did this learns something.”

“What?”

“That bullets can decide where we go.”

“Joseph, somebody just tried to kill you!”

“I know.”

“You could have died!”

“I know.”

“And you're standing there talking about going on?”

Joseph's voice softened.

“Mama.”

Her eyes filled with tears.

“Don't ‘Mama’ me.”

Nobody else in the room moved.

Joseph walked toward her.

“I am not afraid.”

That surprised no one.

Lorna stared at him.

Joseph continued.

“I can't die, not now.”

His voice became louder.

He began to speak affirmations:

“I will get children one day.

I will grow old.

I will see what our people become.

He looked around the room.

“But if one bullet can send us home, then we were never ready to leave
Jamaica.”

Silence.

One of the NBBC commanders spoke.

“We still don't know who did it.”

Joseph turned toward him.

“Yes we do.”

“I told you they will come”.

“Government? Foreign intelligence? Political people? Drug peopler”
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“Maybe.”

Then Bunny Dread asked the question nobody else wanted to ask.

“So what now?”

Joseph walked toward the map hanging on the wall.

Haiti.

The first stop.

Someone tried to make it the last.

Joseph stared at the map.

Then he turned.

“Tomorrow we continue.”

Lorna closed her eyes.

Joseph looked toward the door.

Beyond the security lights was Haiti.

The nation born from rebellion.

The place where enslaved people had once heard an empire tell them that
resistance was impossible.

Joseph smiled faintly.

“They tried to kill the tour before it started.”

He looked around the room.

“So tomorrow we show them it has started.”

The Next Morning

By sunrise, news of the assassination attempt had spread across the
Caribbean.

Then Africa.

Then Europe.

Then America.

The footage played everywhere.

Joseph touching Haitian soil.

The flash.

The shots.

Bodies falling,

Lorna screaming.

NBBC members covering Joseph.

The wounded man being carried away.

And then came another image.

Joseph walking out the next morning.

Alive.

He refused the armored procession prepared for him.

He walked onto the stage under heavy security and stood before the
Haitian people.

For several seconds, he said nothing.
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The crowd was enormous.

Joseph looked across them.

Then he spoke.

“Yesterday, somebody asked us a question.”

The crowd became quiet.

“They did not ask it with words.”

Joseph touched his chest.

“They asked it with a bullet.”

Silence.

“They asked whether fear is stronger than purpose.”

A roar began moving through the crowd.

Joseph raised his hand.

It became quiet again.

“I came to Haiti because your ancestors answered that question more than
two hundred years ago.”

The crowd erupted.

Joseph waited.

Then he shouted:

“And I came here to hear the answer again!”

The sound that rose from the Haitian people seemed to shake the eatth.

Joseph smiled.

The Caribbean tour had begun.
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