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Excerpt from the forthcoming book:

It was a girlfriend of a friend of mine that oneyd:
said to me, “You wanna come hear Farrak
with us tonight? | have an extra ticket.” The
that name was again.‘Who or what was a
Farrakhan?’ | thought to myself. The year wa$:
1991 and Minister Farrakhan was on the ‘Stop tHeni§i lecture tour. | was seventeen
or eighteen years old and had just graduated hulghat. Curiosity had gotten the better
of me having heard this name in my favorite rapords. | accepted the invitation.
Being advised to arrive early, we did so but stiltled up standing in a line that stretched
several street blocks. The buzz of activity arotimel building as we got closer to the
door was amazing. Men in suits and bow ties seppely in and out shouting, “Step
right this way, brothet! Men were guided in one direction and women intlagio | was
patted down in a light search procedure as we eatidve auditorium and | thoughtyho

is this man and why does he require this levekotigty?’ The last time that I'd been to
this venue was to see one of my favorite rappets ianvas packed as if that same
entertainer was going to perform that evening. dbdience was made up of young and
old, male and female. | noticed there was evepralde of White folks around the
room. They were probably just as curious as | wResople were dressed nicely as if they
had just left church. The local news channel traels outside and | saw reporters and
important looking people carrying equipment to fiteet to record what the minister was
going to say. We were politely ushered to ourseatl listened to several introductory
speakers. And then we heard, “And now is the tinat you all have been waiting for!
Here he is! Please help me receive the Honorablestist...Louis...Farrakhan!” The
entire audience jumped to its feet and the roomteduwith applause as if Marvin Gaye
had just walked on stage.

He was flanked by men who walked on either sidéniof as he walked towards the
podium. He wore an all white suit and with himrgeia light-skinned man, the stage
lights seemed to reflect from him giving the appeae that he was glowing. | thought
to myself, Black people love this man. Why did no one euemie about him?’As he
took the podium, the standing ovation continuedvitniat seemed like forever until he
smiled and gently signaled them all to take theats. What followed for the next two
hours I will not go into detail about here. Ges tape (smile). For lack of a better term,
Minister Farrakhan had performed a mass exorcisiaing the heart and mind of that
which was against the Will of God. | just remembatking out different from the way |



walked in. | don’t remember walking back to the, éa fact. It was if | floated back to
the car. | didn’t sleep for what seemed like dagsmy mind kept me awake with the
sound of the minister’s voice, which played agaid again. The truth that was spoken
that night wrestled with the Negro (the old me)dsnattempting to hold onto. The Negro
did not die easily. Although I didn’t rush righd the nearest mosque to get fitted for a
suit and bow tie, | did become a frequent readethef baddest, boldest, most feared
publication on the street: The Final Call Newspap#rwas there that | found current
stories of the Black Struggle that not only infodmae of the reality of our condition and
what was needed to redeem us, but also who themeztewas: The Most Honorable
Elijah Muhammad and his student Minister Louis Ekhan.

The Million Man March

| relocated to Atlanta, Georgia in 1994 in seartla snusical career. | was 21. Having
grown up around so much music, it was inevitabé thwould desire to pursue a life in
the limelight. Unfortunately, the limelight | serivently sought managed to evade me.
You've heard it all before: starry-eyed kid movesthe Big City in search of the Big
Dream. It was Halloween day, in fact. As ghostd ghouls ran the street in search of
treats, it was me who ended up receiving the tri¢hu’ve heard this part before, too: A
promising opportunity (or so | thought it was) rgaed on its promise. Here | was in
another city with no back up plan but determinet tooreturn to my mothers home. |
could not return as a failure. 1 figured | couldhsve. As the winter became the spring,
an acquaintance I'd made told me about a massteligg place in Washington D.C. in
October and said | should check it out. The ewad called The Million Man March. It
was on the lips of every human being | knew. Ildawot conceive whaa hundred
thousandpeople looked like, let alone omeillion. Every time | turned on a T.V. or
radio, there was a debate featuring some Blackchezasaying why we shouldn’t go to
the march. As | listened to each reason, it allebdodown to one critical issue:
Farrakhan was the convener. | remember the wdrdae preacher who said, “If Jesus
ain’t in it, neither should you be.”

What was it about this manPeople either hated him or loved him. There m@asiddle
ground when it came to how you thought of him. wes a lightning rod for controversy,
it seemed. Having heard him speak before, | wasady} sold. My acquaintance was a
sister who was in Atlanta attending law school.r Hame was Jacqueline, but at that
time, | always called her ‘Jack’. We'd become vgopd friends. Jack was very serious
about Black Folks. She always wore something tibldt you she was Black and proud:
one day a long flowing African garment with a matchhead wrap or the next day
something as simple as a button that said someteigarding Black Pride. She was a
sorority girl. An AKA, I recall. Normally, | wown’t have anything to do with a sorority
girl because every one I'd ever met was a littleosated. Jack, on the other hand, was
quite the contrary. She was one of the most daaeatth people I'd ever met and as
genuine as they come. With the way she loved keple, it was going to be great to
have someone like her on your side in a courtwfdajust plain on your side. | include
her in this story because she single-handedly edes®e to go to this march more than
any other person | knew. There were some sistasweren’'t happy with the fact that
they were not invited to the march. Jack, howesaw clearly the reason why the Black
Man needed this march above all. We needed atarteriiée needed reconciliation. We



needed to apologize for our mistreatment of our eorand neglect of our communities.
| was only 21 years old and although | hadn’t fatkdeany children, left a woman scorned
(well, that's debatable, but that's another boakhart another brother, | knew that all of
the above applied to me. If it affected my comnynit was affecting me. On the
evening of October 1% 1995, | got on the bus.

The spirit of God was present as the sun rose @mtdl that day in D.C. and history was
made by the time the sun had set. | could go mtdetail and tell you what | saw when
we arrived but it would only be redundant because saw it, too. Moreover, ydelt it.
Whether you went or not, the Million Man March waatched all over the world. Its
impact was felt just as far and wide. 1 will, hoxee, tell you about its impact on me
personally. With each speaker that mounted theiupmdthe Jumbotron screens
positioned all over the mall revealed a tear inheattheir eyes. In every direction |
looked, tears could be seen in the eyes of neldrthat were present. Including me. No
moment like this had ever occurred before in histoks | wiped the tears from my eyes,
| shared hugs from strangers that were strangemore. Brothers who'd never met
embraced each other as if they were siblings tleseweparated at birth. | would later
come to understand that this was, in fact, the.ca$ée institution of slavery had
separated us so thoroughly that the mind set tltaeated in Black males lasted up until
that very moment. | was present to witness thé speeparation, Black machismo, false
pride, self hate and hopelessness finally be brokEmere was not one arrest that day.
Not one fight. Only a living sea of peace. Througinister Louis Farrakhan, God
called an army and the Million Man March was a glg®a into what that army’s Kingdom
looked like.

People would go on to say that the minister’'s nmeotias for vain purposes and to only
lift up himself. That day he never sambme join me and the Nation of Islantie only
said ‘atone with God and each other’. He said &gklhome and join a church, a mosque
or any organization and work to improve your comities. In my young adulthood, |
was not a religious person nor did | frequent archu | never said it in as many words,
but I had given up on the church although | wasaaypct of it. I'm sure they would say |
just never fully accepted Jesus “as my lord andosdv Perhaps they would have been
right, but that day on the mall in Washington DiCthe day | gave my life to Christ. On
that day, Jesus was not just a reason to sing,arldpdance. He wasn't just for the
purpose of saying His name while jumping over thmeirch pews and hoping that
everything would be all right. That was the dagtthesus had become what He truly is:
a living, breathing and tangible example. Nowntet clear that up so no one will say that
we worship Minister Farrakhan. Jesus, in my mihdha time, was an icon that was
never to be attained, but only worshipped from.afdmister Farrakhan just happened to
be the person that implored us to ‘pickayr cross’ and let us know that we, too, could
become like Jesus. The sheer power of being prasevhat can be called nothing else
but an army had opened my eyes to what my purpasdmdife. In the Lord’s Prayer, it
says that God’s Kingdom would be on ‘earth as ihieeaven’. My purpose was to help
bring such a kingdom into fruition. Was buildingg@s kingdom not a worthy cause to
fight for? To live for? To die for? This was thiest glimpse into what the kingdom
would look like. Perfect peace. Was this notwbey cause Jesus stood for?

| decided to pick up my cross that day.



