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I mentioned in the introduction of this book that I 
selected these ten quotes randomly from my kitchen 
cookie jar. I wrote each chapter in the order the 
quotes came out of the jar. So, it was somewhat 
surprising how this quote followed the previous 
quote about being the voice of reason in a crowded 
room. room. 

Before I get into where this quote emerged, indulge 
me for a few paragraphs while I tell you about my 
kitchen cookie jar. When I was four-years old, my 
mother and I moved to the only childhood home I 
can remember. The only reason I know that I was 
four is because that is the age “Mommy” told me I 
was when we moved to the little white house on was when we moved to the little white house on 
Williams Street with the four large wooden pillars 
on the front porch. There are certain aspects of our 
youth we recollect as disconnected glimpses from 
fading fragmented memories of our childhood. 
We know that they happened, or at least we think 
they happened, because they seem so real. This is 
where we sometimes must depend on someone like where we sometimes must depend on someone like 
a parent or an older sibling to verify that an event 
from our early childhood actually occurred. I can 
now confirm with certainty that the house I grew 
up in on Williams Street was considerably smaller 
than the enormous rooming house we resided in for 
the first four years of my life at 123 North Summit 
Street in Dayton, OH. Street in Dayton, OH. 

Mommy and I had lived there with family members 
who, like my mother, worked as sharecroppers in the 
cotton fields of Mississippi and migrated up north to 
find factory jobs with regular work hours and better 
pay. Other than the four large wooden pillars on the 
porch that made it look like the White House in 
Washington, D.C., my only initial memory of our Washington, D.C., my only initial memory of our 
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house on Williams Street was the cookie jar sitting on top 
of the large white Frigidaire refrigerator in the kitchen. I 
could barely see it from my four-year old height restricted 
point of view, but it was shaped like a large red apple with 
green leaves that formed the top and handle. I do recall 
Mommy taking it down off the refrigerator and setting it 
on the kitchen table. With me bouncing in her lap, she on the kitchen table. With me bouncing in her lap, she 
gave me cookies as a reward for good behavior. That was 
the only time I got a close look at the cookie jar’s features. 
I later realized why it sat on top of the refrigerator. It was 
to keep the reward out of my reach. I recall spending what 
seemed like hours, but it was probably only a few restless 
minutes, sitting on the light green tiled kitchen floor 
staring at that apple wondering about the contents. What staring at that apple wondering about the contents. What 
type of cookies had Mommy put in there? “I hope that they 
are Oreos,” I thought to myself. I loved Oreos. On particu-
larly boring days, I would stare at the distance between the 
floor and the cookie jar conjuring up ingenious ways to get 
that jar off the top of refrigerator without my mother’s 
knowledge. After many failed attempts, I defaulted to ask-
ing myself, “How good do I have to be to get a cookie from ing myself, “How good do I have to be to get a cookie from 
the big apple cookie jar?” 

Thus, I had a flashback moment when I placed my quotes 
in the cookie jar that now sets on my refrigerator. I won it 
at a silent auction charity event. While it is not shaped like 
an apple, it reminded me of the cookie jar that remains a 
consistent fixture on the top of the refrigerator at Mommy’s 
house. Mine has images of children from across the world house. Mine has images of children from across the world 
painted around its base and the handle on top is in the 
shape of a globe. When I pulled the quote for this chapter 
out of my cookie jar, I immediately recalled jotting it down 
years ago, but I had to think to myself, “Where from the 
edge of nowhere did that come?” 

Some things we accept as obvious truths. The sun comes 
up in the eastern sky each morning and provides us with up in the eastern sky each morning and provides us with 
daylight. The sun sets in the western sky resulting in night-
time. If we drop something, gravity will accelerate it to-
ward the ground. These are just two examples of physical 
laws we all accept as verifiable truths. We can figure these 
things out without spending years in school learning about 
astrophysics and gravitational vector fields. Without the 
benefit of a formal education, we know them to be facts benefit of a formal education, we know them to be facts 
without a detailed understanding of why they happen. 
 

 

If suddenly the sun were to come up in the southern 
sky one morning, or if I were to let go of a hammer 
and it were to fly up instead of falling down, I would 
immediately think I was dreaming or going insane. 
My entire expectation of truth would have to adapt 
to a new reality that is contrary to what is hardwired 
into my unconscious brain by a lifetime of experienc-into my unconscious brain by a lifetime of experienc-
ing certainties about the world around me. The first 
astronauts had to consciously readjust their brain to 
accept the fact that without earth’s gravitational pull 
when they released an object it would not land on 
the floor of the spacecraft. Given their constantly 
changing orbit of the earth, they could no longer 
use the presence of the sun in space to define use the presence of the sun in space to define 
accurately what was daytime versus nighttime. 

The apple shaped cookie jar was there on top of the 
refrigerator every day of my early childhood. If I did 
something good, like eat all my green vegetables or 
go to bed without a fuss, I could ask for a cookie and 
the jar would consistently find its way to the kitchen 
table. Although there were not always Oreos in the table. Although there were not always Oreos in the 
jar, there were some sort of cookies. That was reality 
as I knew it. 

But what happens to our view of the world when 
our expectations of social reality are disrupted by a 
seed of doubt. Uncertainty can sprout from many 
sources. Remember how our parents would amuse 
us with fairytales when we were children? We did us with fairytales when we were children? We did 
not question whether the stories were tales of fact or 
fiction because as toddlers the only frame of refer-
ence available to us was the world as provided by 
our parent(s) or guardian(s). Once upon a time, our 
parents knew everything, because everything we 
didn’t know, they knew the answer to - or at least 
they gave us an answer (factual or not). Infants they gave us an answer (factual or not). Infants 
become curious toddlers who begin to explore more 
than their environment. They arrive at an age of 
discovery where they begin to constantly ask grown-
ups, “Why [fill in the blank]?” Why is the sky blue? 
Why don’t birds fall out the sky? Why is ice cold? 
Why do people boo boo? Why do I have to go to 
sleep? Why do things die? Etcetera, etcetera, etcetera.sleep? Why do things die? Etcetera, etcetera, etcetera.
They trust older human beings to be reliable  
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authorities to provide them with truths about the expand-
ing world they are discovering for the first time. Sometimes 
adults intentionally do not provide children with accurate 
information just to perpetuate whimsical social fantasies 
or to keep them from unintentional harm. How many of 
you to this day cannot swallow a solid watermelon seed 
without thinking that a five-pound green stripped water-without thinking that a five-pound green stripped water-
melon will suddenly grow in your stomach and require 
emergency surgery? At least in my house this is what kept 
me from swallowing watermelon seeds. Guess who told 
me the unverified “truth” about swallowing watermelon 
seeds? If this was Mommy’s way of preventing me from 
choking on large watermelon seeds, it proved to be an 
effective deterrent.effective deterrent.

 

We ended chapter two with the acknowledgement that 
our subconscious alphabetical path of discovery in life 
begins with awareness followed by the pursuit of an
education; then the acquisition of knowledge; then 
verifiable truth; and ending in wisdom. A subset of aware-
ness is self-awareness. Prior to seeking a path toward ness is self-awareness. Prior to seeking a path toward 
wisdom, it is essential for each of us to become self-aware 
of which truths we are willing to accept as the self-evident 
realities of living life on earth. As we mature into a more 
independent self-aware species (young adulthood), we 
consciously begin our selection of which truths to adhere. 
Those proven factually inaccurate are either adjusted to fit 
within an established social or political paradigm or within an established social or political paradigm or 
abandoned to be replaced by a verifiable truth. It would 
seem logical for humans to jettison any proven inaccurate 
notions when they are making critical life decisions. 
However, this is not always the case. Many humans are 
unable to undo the inaccurate experiential hardwiring in 
their brain despite obvious evidence that it is invalid 
information. This can create a self-inflicted biased or information. This can create a self-inflicted biased or 
prejudiced view of the world in which we reside. 
(Author’s note: I am prejudice against a certain color of 
watermelon seeds. I still do not swallow those hard brown 

Prior to seeking a path toward 
wisdom, it is essential for each of us 
to become self-aware of which truths

we are willing to accept as the self-evident 
realities of living life on earth.
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watermelon seeds. The little white ones cannot grow 
in your stomach. That’s a fact – I think). 

We begin life as a biological organism armed with a 
genetic blueprint that provides us with predetermin-
ed physical characteristics and an array of genetic 
probabilities manifesting as certain human physio-
logic attributes and/or certain specific predetermin-logic attributes and/or certain specific predetermin-
ed medical disorders. This genetic blueprint con-
structed from protein sequences of deoxyribonucleic 
acid (DNA) provides the superstructure of the 
human we are capable of becoming. The social struc-
ture into which we are born provides the psycho-
social brick and mortar used to construct the human 
we do become. we do become. 

Each of us begins life on an instinctive journey of 
discovery to expand our individual awareness of the 
world around us. Based on parameters imposed by 
family values, religious or nonreligious beliefs, 
education, economic limitations, political beliefs/
barriers, or our ability to experience the norms of 
different cultures, we consciously arrive at an indi-different cultures, we consciously arrive at an indi-
vidualized “trusted view” of the world by early adult-
hood. 

Let’s look at an example of how an inaccurate trust-
ed view of our world can diminish potential. A child 
is born being blessed with a strong underlying 
genetic blueprint consistent with the capacity to be-
come an Olympic decathlon athlete or a fortune 500 come an Olympic decathlon athlete or a fortune 500 
chief executive officer (CEO). If the child grows up 
and never becomes aware of these capabilities be-
cause their trusted view of their world is shrouded 
by social obstacles preventing him/her from fully 
unleashing those capabilities, it is unlikely that an 
Olympic medal or CEO bonus check will be a reality 
in their future. We have heard cases of identical in their future. We have heard cases of identical 
twins separated at birth being placed in significantly 
different social environments. Given disparagingly 
different social-economic environments, one child 
may grow up to climb the social ladder of success 
with ease while their genetically matched twin strug-
gles to hang onto the bottom rung of the societal 
ladder. ladder. 
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I spent 14 years growing up in the little white house on 
Williams Street in Dayton, OH, with the four large wooden 
pillars and the apple cookie jar on the refrigerator. By the 
time I could retrieve those cookies from the jar on my 
own, I had determined my “trusted view” of the world. I 
had no doubt that I could grow up to do whatever I wished 
with my life if I only dedicated my mind to focus all my with my life if I only dedicated my mind to focus all my 
effort to the task. To keep getting those cookies, I stayed 
within the strict social lines Mommy had drawn. I valued 
what she valued. I prayed as she prayed. I learned how to 
work hard and save some money for what my mother 
classified as “hard times.” Despite being the only little 
“colored” kid in my neighborhood for a few years, I never
recognized it as a limitation. It just made me unique.recognized it as a limitation. It just made me unique.

It wasn't until a summer afternoon when I was asked by a 
neighborhood friend to go to the swimming pool at a local 
park that the first seed of doubt was planted deeply into 
my young soul. At that point in my life, I had never been to 
a real public swimming pool. By “real” I mean it had a 
shallow end for the little kids like me and a deep end for 
the adults and big kids. It also had a diving board and life-the adults and big kids. It also had a diving board and life-
guards who wore uniforms. The most water I had ever 
jumped into, up to that point, was contained in the white 
ironclad claw-foot tub in our upstairs bathroom or the 
blow-up wading pool the neighbors had in their front yard 
each summer. So, as I stood on the edge of the Five Oaks 
Park swimming pool, it looked like an ocean of blue water. 
This moment became one of my most vivid flashes of This moment became one of my most vivid flashes of 
memory from my early childhood. I recall standing at the 
water’s edge watching my neighbors and other children 
splashing about gleefully in the water. I just stood there 
apparently contemplating if I wanted to get in the water. 
It was at that point a big kid (maybe he was 8 or 10 years 
old) walked up to me and said, “Colored kids aren't 
allowed in the pool.” I don’t recall saying anything in allowed in the pool.” I don’t recall saying anything in 
response to the big kid. I just recall the mean look on his 
face and then looking back at the kids in the pool splash-
ing about and laughing hysterically as they played in the 

water I was now forbidden to enter. I began to cry. 
I cried so long and hard that when I looked down at 
my feet, I could not determine if the dampness on 
the pool’s concrete edge was from the splashing of 
water from the pool or the tears I had produced from 
my eyes. It was at that moment I became aware of 
the fact that some people saw my uniqueness not an the fact that some people saw my uniqueness not an 
asset, but as a liability. In one moment, this big kid, 
who I did not know and who did not know anything 
about me other than my brown skin color, had altered 
my trusted view of the world. That summer afternoon 
a river of tears obscured my trusted reality with doubt. 
The Lord intervened in the form of a pool lifeguard 
who came over to ask me why I was crying. I pointed who came over to ask me why I was crying. I pointed 
to the big kid who was off laughing and talking with 
his friends. I told the lifeguard what the big kid had 
told me. He assured me that this was not true. I don't 
recall if I ever got into the pool that day. I think a 
part of me was wondering why the big kid felt the 
need to say what he had said if it were not true. 
Mommy had always told me that people are not sup-Mommy had always told me that people are not sup-
posed to lie. You don’t get a cookie if you lie about 
stuff. I just recall the lifeguard making the big kid 
leave the park. 
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I would go on to have somewhat similar brushes with people or institutions who, 
despite obvious truths to the contrary, attempted to sow seeds of doubt about my life 
capabilities. “You are not smart enough to go to college.” “You should just get a good 
factory job.” “You will never get into medical school.” What these distractors to the 
truth did not know was that hardwired within my DNA genetic blueprint was an 
incalculable belief in something greater than their inaccurate worldview of my 
capability. capability. 

Here is one final observation to ponder as I end this chapter. Have you ever noticed 
that no matter where you go on earth, or how primitive the culture you encounter, 
there is always a common belief in the existence of something greater than a mortal 
human entity or group of individuals? This essence subtly whispers to our spirit the 
answers of how we can make the impossible possible. It drives us to be curious about 
the unknown. It challenges us to seek the fullest capacity of our mortal existence. 
This essence is not bound by politics, finances, social status, and cultural norms nor This essence is not bound by politics, finances, social status, and cultural norms nor 
by the degree of pigmentation in our 
skin. 

I have always been blessed with 
angels, like that lifeguard at the pool, 
who came to my rescue just in the 
nick of time with a message of
encouragement. These earthly angels encouragement. These earthly angels 
confirm that seeds of doubt can never 
grow if we do not give them the fertile 
soil of faithlessness to germinate. 
 
  

“Don't stand on the edge watching others enjoy themselves, 
get into the pool of life and allow yourself to 
float in the direction you were intended.

Dream BIG and do not allow anyone on earth to 
extinguish your dream prematurely - not even you.”

Obvious Truth...(Continued)
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