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Dedication

To my grandma,

Feliciana Mukarugonzibwa. You taught me to do only three things in my life; work, eat and sleep. It’s because of you that I am who

I am today.

See you when I get there; if I ever get there!
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Chapter  One
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After Bishanga had returned to his home village empty-handed, Grandpa Mugasha said to him, as they were holding the usual evening palaver, while sucking banana wine from drinking calabashes through papyrus straws, “A man without money is evil. He will do anything to get money. He will cheat and lie to fulfill his commitments and obligations. So, he is a thief, a conman, a fraudster, a forger, a trickster, a scammer, an impostor, a mercenary, a double-dealer, and a traitor. Unless a man makes big money, he is unfaithful, disloyal, treacherous, untrustworthy and unprincipled. A penniless man is faithless. In the worst case scenario, he could become a robber, a gunman, or even a killer. Therefore, when dealing with a destitute man, you have to expect being cheated or taken for a ride. I strongly advise you, my grandson, to treat all bankrupt men with suspicion.”

Since Bishanga was one of the men without money, he counteracted by demanding to know what a man with money was, and what a woman without money was. His rich grandpa replied by saying, “A man with money is an acquisitive hoarder. He is an unscrupulous opportunist. He would go to any length to amass wealth. He is a greedy money-grabber, a megalomaniac profiteer, a bloodthirsty predator, a heartless extortionist, a penny-pinching forecloser, an
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avaricious exploiter, a greedy swindler, and a callous counterfeiter. At worst, he could be a superstitious occult member, or a philandering fornicator. He has to be very discreet with his money, as it could land him into predicaments. Some people will take advantage of his own wealth to disadvantage him. They will blatantly cheat him off his hard-earned cash and get away with it. If he seeks justice against anyone who has conned him, people say that he is using his money to torment the poor. That is the plight of a man with money.

A woman without money, on the other hand, is unfaithful. She would abuse her body as a means of livelihood. Therefore, she is an infidel, a prostitute, a whoremonger, a harlot, a streetwalker, a seductress, a temptress, a nymphomaniac, and a pornographer. She will play around flirtatiously and fool around coquettishly. She will dress provocatively and post her photos on social media, posing suggestively. She is always on the hunt for any man with money, who is unsuspecting enough to fall for her. She is so easygoing that the slightest attempt to seduce her will get her jamming in headlong, with all the requests for allowances in the world, such as food, accommodation, medication, voucher, beautification and even underwear. You would wonder what she would eat if you didn’t meet her that day! Even if she works hard to support herself, without submitting herself to some man for marriage, everybody will say she lives on selling her body. That is the plight of a woman without money.”

Bishanga was really challenged by his grandpa’s propositions, which he considered fallacious. He did
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not want to be branded with any of the stigmata; which society puts on people. He hated being characterized as a poor man. He knew he could be falling under one of the mentioned stigmatizations if he did not hurry and make big money. He also suspected that his grandpa was insinuating him. Indeed, he was in a quandary. So, he set out to prove himself smart and clean. He was out to become a righteous man who has money. He longed to be a legitimate moneymaker. He yearned to become a lawful money-spinner. He desired to be a sanctified multi-billionaire, a praiseworthy rich man, a tycoon moneylender and celebrated benefactor. He was bent on becoming a fortune-winning investor, a self-made gazillionnaire. But before embarking on his mission to prove himself both upright and resourceful, he was compelled to tell his grandpa his mind. He said:

“Let me tell you something, my grandfather. I may be broke and bankrupt, but I have enough brainpower to change my situation for better. The only asset I have to keep me optimistic is my head. Potential head is the most valuable asset a man can have. I so much value my head that I guard it jealously and religiously. I wish I could wear a helmet constantly to protect my head like a motorcyclist. I walk around confidently with my head high up in the air, because of its contents. Even when I don’t have money, I feel that I am rich and blessed. No amount of money would buy a portion of my head. Its riches and advantages are incalculable. It’s a reserve of priceless resources. That’s why I don’t ever despair.

God blessed me with the most valuable treasure that can create invaluable wealth. It’s because of
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my head that I cannot be condescended by ordinary humans’ negative comments about me, and my situation. When a man has the brains, he has all the money in the world. He can convert his numerous talents into money. Brains are for a man, and brains and beauty, are for a woman. Brains and beauty can marry because they attract each other. While a beautiful woman is born rich, an intelligent man has to apply his resourceful talents and gifts to the creation of wealth. He has to work painstakingly with determination, persistence and perseverance, before he can prove himself successful. So, it takes both brains and prowess to be man enough. That’s why I am resolved to prove my manliness. Throughout my life, I have been investing all my money, all my time, and all my energy in my head. My philosophy of life has always been to invest first in the mind, and material things will follow automatically. It’s the immaterial that materializes into the material. I have always been stretching my mind to the maximum, exploring the universe beyond ordinary man’s comprehension. Just like the sun, my mind is constantly speeding in the outer space at the velocity of over ten million kilometers per hour. So, don’t you ever call me poor and worthless, because I’m an avatar!

Just to give you a hint, avatars live in their own world. They experience life in their own way. Avatars do not think the way you think. They do not value the things you value. They are not troubled by the things that trouble you. They do not need the things you need. Rather, they have their own thoughts, feelings and emotions. Avatars did not come to the world just to make money, build a house and buy a car. They came here to make the world a better
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place for everyone, and magnify the glory of God that way. Avatars are good loners who love to spend their time alone in solitude; working with their mind. They maintain regular communication with the creator, who inspires them to carry out their missions. Avatars are not interested in trivial humanly preoccupations. Their mind only becomes interested when there is a complex metaphysical issue to discuss. Otherwise, they may contribute to human pursuits as a passing concern, purposely to appear human. Avatars do not have time for engaging in disruptive disorderly activity, such as noisy gatherings, or idle pastimes, such as staring at a box of moving pictures. They would rather spend their valuable time exploring the beauty of creation with their mind. I’ll tell you more about avatars later. Now let’s go back to the issue.

People may call me any of their demonizing names, but I know I am better off. I may not have money now, but I have all the potential in the world to make a fortune. Some people have already called me some of the names you have just mentioned; but I know they are not any better than those names themselves. On the contrary, they are the ones who deserve those names, since they have neither the capacity nor the proficiency to make a product for sale. All they can do is buy and sell other peoples’ products. According to me, a man who cannot create his own marketable product is the poorest man on earth. He is a bourgeois capitalist who lives on other men’s minds. And when they refuse to lend him their minds, he goes bankrupt. Fear not the man with money, but the man with mighty mind.
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Sharp mind is a lethal weapon that can kill all the demons. Even capitalism can be supplanted by mind. Do you know why we have been losing the battle against capitalism and imperialism? It’s because we have been waging this war verbally by speaking vociferously against it. But if we dropped the brainchild bombshell, like the Zimbabwean man, Maxwell  Chikumbutso,  who  stretched  his  mind to the extent of discovering ways of tapping freely propagating natural electricity from air, we would have overturned the global geopolitical competition for power and dominance. Once you can power all the machines with clean seamless energy, then you can end the era of American and European empire building, with all its exploitation and subjugation. That’s exactly what I am going to do. I’m going to end the age of brainless supermen, who have only the money in their arsenal to wield and brandish. Bravo Chikumbutso!

The only way hopeless people can justify themselves is by personality killing. Just because of the low esteem associated with unintelligent people, they make it their business to undermine the personality of ingenious people. They seek to debase mentally potential people so that they may appear better off themselves, when they are merely useless punks and junks. There is nothing the nation can do with such people, nor is there anything society can benefit from them. But funnily enough, they have the temerity to ridicule and deride national heroes, who have done something tangible to build the nation. They scorn people who have created employment for fellow countrymen. All they have achieved themselves is to assassinate national heroes’ character and destroy
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the environment. Their job is to exploit natural resources, rather than create national resources. They are much more of liabilities in this world than assets. That is why wealth of nations is created by a few individuals with brains, who are, conversely, despised by the mindless lot.

But in a situation where the rare national intelligentsia is despised by empty-headed individuals; and the cream think-tank is neglected by the government, the clueless bourgeoisie will exploit and demoralize the toiling innovative inventors, by underpaying them and unfairly calling them foolish names. In their frustration the brains of the nation will drink alcohol to console themselves; and eventually die of depression. That is how poor nations bury their brains; unbeknownst of the fact that brains are the most productive national resources of all. Brains are the driving engines of the economy. Even world super powers were not built by the majority of brainless masses; but a few intellectual giants in the list. These were nurtured and sponsored. Their job was to troubleshoot and brainstorm, and not to grapple with fools in the streets, who spend all their time at open air cafes and soccer halls arguing and quarrelling endlessly on trivial matters, such as failure of the government to import sugar and cooking oil! They are so fond of sugar that one would think they were little kids clamouring for sweets. When our dispensaries lack medicine, and our schools lack textbooks, they take to the streets shouting like hooligans, demanding for sugar. You will hear them yelling their voices hoarse, ‘Yo yo yo yoh! We want sugar! All we want is sugar! You wonder how sugar is going to change their lives for better, rather than turning them into stuffed bags of disease!
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Conversely, cooking oil and sugar are the biggest health hazards. We do not need manufactured sugars and oils in the first place, since almost all fruits, grains and tubers we eat have natural sugar; and we get more than enough healthy oils and fats from meat, fish, groundnuts, sunflower, coconut, avocado and vegetables. When we go on to consume synthetic sugars and oils just to gratify our taste buds, then we poison our bodies with killer diseases such as diabetes and hypertension. Artificial oils were originally created to lubricate machines. Then humans took to consuming it. Worse enough, now our politics are hinged on oil and sugar. They have become main political agenda! Unless and until the opposition learns to prioritize their political agenda, they will never oust the ruling party in this country. But if they continue crying for sugar and cooking oil, when we are experiencing frequent extended power cuts, then they will see the State House only in pictures.

Weak minds can be so loathsome that they have to pray their damn gods that I don’t become president of this country. I will flush the hell out of here! I am not saying that the mentally underprivileged fellows are worthless. Not at all! God had a purpose for creating them too. All I’m saying is that they should be made to contribute to the labour of the national intelligentsia, since they benefit from their inventions.

I’m saying all this agonizingly because I’m one of the victims of character assassination. I went to Dar es Salaam to make money out of my technological inventions. I worked hard to enrich a number of companies. They made a lot of profit from my new
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technology. But all I got was impoverishment and disregard. The companies stole my patents and intellectual property. They had me sign preemptive contracts forbidding me to do any similar work for any other company. Then they terminated me after acquiring my designs and prototypes. Whenever I got a job with any other company, they charged me with piracy. They bribed to send me to jail. They branded me with unrighteous names. They portrayed me as crooked and wicked conman. They called me a fraudster, a trickster, a double-dealer. They turned me into a slave of my own mind. I was held in contempt by the stupidest layman. I became disgusted with their unfair characterization of me. When I asked one of my friends as to why I was just surviving, while I came to the booming city with all the skills in demand, he replied that people go to Dar es Salaam to spend money; and not to make money.

But mental power cannot be suppressed for too long. Some of my former employees have started beseeching me to go back and help them out, after their machines got stuck. I told them to put a hundred million shillings on the table or go to hell! I would rather die poor than work for fools. That was why I came back to village to seek your advice, as my dependable grandfather and my role model, before I start afresh with renewed vigour and



























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Justine Hezron Bake

e






d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image005.png





d2d_images/image006.png





d2d_images/image003.png





d2d_images/image004.png





d2d_images/image009.png





d2d_images/image007.jpg





d2d_images/image008.png





