The CycloPs’s dream intchrctation continued...

Whilc reading the works of Pyron Katic, my wife,
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r:u Ken, rcPcatcdly askccl, “Who are you without

your story?” E_vcntua”y, ] realized that my

thcrapy had alrcacly revealed the answer to this

qucstion years before.

| understood that the ‘a”~sccing’ eye had
striPPccl away the story and history attached to

bcing an African American malc, cxPosing the

bcing beneath — the CycloPs. T his act loosened
and ultimatcly broke the chains of ignorance,
anger, and envy that were Pchctuatcd by the
gcncrational lcgacy of slavcry in American
society.

Howcvcr, Frecing the CycloPs was only half the
message. Amctcr its emergence, another dream
followed — one rarcly sharccl, as it surfaced with
a Promcound wave of sorrow. | ike most daydrcams,
it was ”ccting, vanishing as quic‘cly as it
aPPcarcd.




]n the clrcam, ] find mysc”j cllscmbocllcd ”oatlng above what mntna”y seems to be a statue. As ]
hover and Pu” bac‘c ] realize it is a caryatlcl — one of several sisters suPPorl:lng the entablature

of a Grcc‘ctcmplc.
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Thc chth of sadness is almost ovcrwhclming— unlike anything J've ever felt. In that
moment, | touched untold sumcmccring and heard its voice, rcaching back to a Pain that
existed even before slavcry. Many years latcr, as | round a corner after viewing the

Caryaticls in the AcroPolis Museum, | come upon the crying APhroclitc.




Tl‘uc (Garden of [ den is more than a mytl'n; it once
existed in A{:rica, in what is now the Sahara
Desert—a land of abundance where Africans devel-
oicd the earliest Eroto-civi]ization, which later flour-

ished under the Pharaohs of ancient E_ggpt’s Old
Kingc]om.

Unlike later belief systems that valued a distant
[Heaven over life on E_artl'n, A{:rica’s abundant land-

scape insﬁirccl a worldview focused on rcturning to

[ arth in human form. Ancient Black Africans did

not seek to escape nature’s Pain and 5u#cring;
instead, tl-ncg |ongcd to return to cartl-nly existence.

Tl‘nis desire for carthly life translated into a dccP
commitment to |iving in harmong with the environment
— thPing and nurturing all forms of li{:c, inclucling
those who wished to return in any form. T he ancients
treated the environment as a cherished comPanion,
not simplg a backdrop. Thcg did not see themselves
as “Passing through to a better Placc”; thcy believed
tlﬂcy were alrcady in that better Placc, malcing it their
rcsPonsibility to care for Nature.




Thcjoumcg into my Past, prom ted bg
SOIrrow, revealed the reasons behind my strug~
glcs with mental health. I had been force-fed a
toxic blend of abusive labcls, concepts, and

’

beliefs about the suPPosccl inadcquacics of
African Americans—as a Pcoplc, as families,

and as an ctl'mlc:lty. / 9
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To become “as ] should bc,” sorrow altered ™ & 4,
my nourishment. Its stories comPc”ccl me to ,’) \/ :
self-examine and awakened my “a”~sccing”
eye to a world in which Africans thrived.

This inner voice became a tcachcr, clccPcn-
ing my aPPrcciation for the bclicfs, customs,
traditions, and contributions of ancient
A]crican Pcc;{lcs. lt urgcd me to reveal the

concept of [ arth as Hcavcn — a vision I

caPturccl in | he Orgia.

lt took years of sclmc—-clisciplinc and self-edu-
cation to achieve a hcalthy worldview. Once |
c]id, ] saw that Prcscnt—-clag “normalcy” was a
facade. Rccognizing my l'uumanity —rooted in
an ancient and cncluring culture — liberated
me, dissolving my anger, fear, and envy.
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