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Ubuntu is an African philosophy and way of life rooted in the belief that “I am because we are.” It emphasizes the deep interconnection between all people, asserting that a person’s humanity is shaped through their relationships with others.

Ubuntu upholds values such as compassion, respect, dignity, empathy, generosity, and community. It teaches that true human fulfillment comes not from individual success alone, but from contributing to the well-being of others and recognizing our shared humanity.

Originating from Southern African cultures, particularly among the Nguni Bantu languages, the concept of Ubuntu has influenced social, political, and ethical thought, including South Africa’s post-apartheid reconciliation process. It stands as a call to live with kindness and collective responsibility, reminding us that no one is an island — we thrive together.
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They came not with spears, but with smiles in disguise,
Praising the warmth in our generous eyes.
They saw how we shared, how we lifted the low,
And whispered, “This kindness is weakness, you know.”
Ubuntu — our soul, the breath in our bones,
Turned to a tool, stripped down to stones.
Where we saw a brother, they drew a line,
And traded our hearts for profit and spine.
They taught us that chains were a pact we made,
That slavery was somehow a choice we portrayed.
As though our silence was consent,
As though our capture was self-content.
But Ubuntu was never meant for the lash,
Never to cradle the weight of the cash.
It was trust, not surrender; care, not cage —
A sacred fire they smothered with rage.
They saw a people who held each other tight,
And carved that bond into contracts of might.
Where we built bridges, they laid tracks,
Then called our walking beside them a pact.
They cloaked domination in robes of grace,
Said, “Your love let us conquer this place.”
Twisting compassion till it bent,
Till community meant our own descent.
Yet still the spirit stirs and stands—
Not in their courts, but on our lands.
Ubuntu breathes where truth is named,
Where lies are burned and ancestors claimed.
So let them say, "You chose your chains,"
We’ll answer back through all our pains:
We chose to love, we chose to give—
You chose to steal the way we live.
Now we rise with wiser eyes,

No longer fooled by friendly lies.

Ubuntu lives, not as your tool,

But as our flame — fierce, and full
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Your statues will crumble—
not from time, but truth.
Bronze and stone can’t bear
the weight of stolen youth.
Empire’s spine, built on backs bent low,
splinters when the wind of justice starts to blow.
You carved your names in granite hills,
in maps that bled, in blood-stained quills.
You raised your flags like burial shrouds
and called your plunder “law”—so proud.
But the earth remembers what you tried to hide,
the silence screamed where the bones reside.
Your history books were gospel lies,
taught in classrooms, dressed in disguise.
“Discovery,” you said, while burning homes—
“Civilize,” while looting thrones.
But we read the footnotes, heard the cries—
in every whisper, a people's rise.
You crowned yourselves with stolen gold,
built cathedrals over stories untold.
White marble masks can't bless the sin
of genocide embalmed within.
The world you built was not divine—
it reeks of ash, of stolen time.
But now, the ground begins to speak—
from Congo’s depths to Wounded Knee.
From Bengal’s fields to Haiti’s flame,
each echo calls your holy names—
not in praise, but in indictment,
a long-awaited realignment.
So let the children spray the paint,
the ancestors do not faint.
Let monuments fall with thundering grace—
the truth does not ask for permission or place.
We will not mourn your crumbling stones.
We build new worlds from shattered thrones.
Your statues will crumble—

this time, for good.

And where they stood,

we’ll plant the seeds of what you never could.

Justice is rising, raw and clear—

unwritten, unbought, and finally here.
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We forgave.
Yeah, we forgave—
without a single sorry,
without a single sign of regret.
They never said it.
They never owned it.
Because if they had—
if there had been real repentance—
we wouldn’t still be here,
still fighting the same old battles,
still bleeding the same old wounds.
But they keep on—
racism alive, breathing,
like it’s a birthright,
like apology is a weakness,
like owning wrong is surrender.
We bent so far back,
we almost broke—
grace given like it was water,
though the well was dry.
And that’s the tragedy.
Forgiving without repentance?
It’s a wound wrapped in gold—
beautiful, yes—
but bleeding still.
That’s the bitter truth:

forgiveness without repentance

is a crown of thorns—

beautiful, yes—

but bleeding, raw, relentless pain.

But here’s the truth they don’t want you to see:

That grace?
It’s not weakness.
It’s fire.
It’s rebellion.
It’s standing tall in a world that tells you to bow,
it’s rising up when the ground beneath you shakes,
it’s love—raw, fierce, unrelenting—
even when no one says, “I’m sorry.”
We forgave the silence.
We forgave the blindness.
We forgave the hate that never asked for forgiveness—
because it never changed.
And in that forgiveness—
we found power.
Power not from their words,
but from our refusal to be broken.
We are the strength
they never apologized for.
And one day,
when the world finally sees us—
they’ll have no choice but to say—

“I’m sorry.”

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
we are not our

EDEN EARTHCHILD





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





