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This book contains opinions, observations, and provocations. Some of them are based on personal experience. Others are based on reading, observation, and philosophical speculation. Let me be clear about which is which.

On Wealth: I am not rich yet. When I write about money, gold, and the two pits of poverty and abundance, I am writing from the first pit looking up at the second. I have walked thirty-six kilometers with seventy shillings. I have felt the brutal physics of poverty. I have not yet felt the different suffering of wealth, though I have observed it closely in others and read extensively about it. My deadline of October 2026 is real. My millionaire manifesto is aspirational, not autobiographical. I speak about wealth with the authority of someone who has studied it intensely and suffered its absence acutely, not from the position of someone who has achieved it. Take my economic philosophy as the working theory of someone still conducting the experiment.

On Suffering: I have suffered. Genuinely. Not performatively. The thirty-six-kilometer walk and enjoying “air baggers” frequently happened (if you want to know what air baggers are, then read my book titled, `I Need a Miracle`). The premium tears were cried. The poverty was lived, not imagined. The lessons about resilience, endurance, and the weight of desperation are earned in scar tissue and memory, not borrowed from books. When I write about suffering, I write from the inside of it.

On Love: I have loved someone's daughter. I have exposed my vitals. I have cried premium tears over relationships that ended and taught me things I would rather not have learned but needed to know. The vulnerability in Chapter 5 is real. The pain is autobiographical. The lessons are paid for.

On Death: I am naturally in love with death. Not in a morbid sense, but in a philosophical one. I find it clarifying, beautiful, essential. I think about it more than most people are comfortable with. This is not depression. This is a worldview. Death as deadline, as teacher, as the appointment that makes every moment before it meaningful, this is how I actually see it. If this makes you uncomfortable, good. It should. Comfort with mortality is rare and worth cultivating.

On Faith: I grew up in a religious environment. I have watched religion used as a tool of control, comfort, and occasionally genuine transformation. My critiques come from observation and frustration, not from hatred. I respect genuine faith. I have contempt for weaponized faith. The difference should be clear from the text.

On Generation Z: I obviously have a personal problem with Gen Z. Not with every individual member of the generation, but with the generational tendencies toward instant gratification, moral posturing without action, entitlement without effort, and the confusion of information access with wisdom. This bias is evident throughout Chapter 2 and elsewhere. I acknowledge it. I don't apologize for it. If you're Gen Z and this book offends you, consider whether the offense comes from inaccuracy or from recognition.

General Warning: This book will offend someone. Probably many people. Possibly you. It contains profanity, irreverence toward sacred institutions, uncomfortable questions about comfortable assumptions, and arguments that privilege truth over politeness. If you need your philosophy gentle, your provocations softened, and your worldview unchallenged, this is not your book.

I am not a lawyer, a financial advisor, a therapist, a religious authority, or a certified life coach. I am a writer and thinker who has lived hard, read widely, and thought deeply about how to live a sovereign life in systems designed to make you compliant. Take what serves you. Discard what doesn't. Argue with what offends you. But don't ask me to soften the edges. The edges are the point.

You have been warned. Proceed accordingly.

Yahal Otieno
Nairobi, Kenya
February 2026
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Copyright © 2026 by O. Yahal

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

The proverbs opening each chapter are original works by the author and are protected by copyright.

Some pieces in this book are expanded and revised versions of essays originally published in the author's newsletter. Subscribers will recognize familiar themes and arguments, now deepened and contextualized within the book's larger framework.
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Cover design: O.Yahal
Interior design and typesetting: O.Yahal
For permissions, speaking engagements, or to contact the author, visit: www.oyahal.carrd.co

The author can be found writing, thinking, and occasionally dancing at: www.oyahal.carrd.co

This book was written in Nairobi, Kenya, on borrowed electricity and stolen time, fueled by coffee and the conviction that more smart people need to be shameless and loud.
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Hello. Or, as we say in my village, when someone finds you doing something inexplicable: "Ang`o matimi?" "What is doing you?”

My mind is in many places at once. It is a restless farm. For years, my greatest joy was to tend it; plant a thought, water it with curiosity, harvest an idea. I loved this kind of farming. But lately, the work has encountered technical challenges.

The handle of my mental jembe has splintered. A philosophical blight has withered my neat rows of conventional thinking. The tractor of deep concentration has a flat tire. Chickens of distraction are everywhere, pecking at the seeds of focus. I have looked at this overgrown, chaotic, wildly fertile patch of consciousness and realized: I cannot farm this the old way.

So, I have decided to conduct a tour instead.

Consider this book not a cultivated field, but a walking path through the untamed bush of a mind that thinks too much. You are my guest. Mind the thorny opinions. Duck under the low-hanging paradoxes. Try not to step into any fresh rhetorical dilemmas.

What to Expect on This Walk:

You will meet the seven main inhabitants of this mental landscape. Each has a theme. Each theme is introduced by a proverb that came to me, not in a flash of lightning, but in the quiet, stubborn way a rock appears in the middle of a field you're trying to plough.

You will hear about chickens who trust farmers, and what they have to do with your comfort zone.

You will be asked to consider if God is a terrorist, and what that means for your prayers.

We will discuss money, not with the greed of a banker, but with the desperation of a man who has walked thirty-six kilometers because his M-Pesa balance read KSh 70.

I will tell you about someone's daughter, and in doing so, tell you about love, loss, and the vulnerability of a naked man with only his vitals to hide.

We will stare, unblinking, at death, and try to thank it for making every sunrise urgent.

And we will end with a call to be gloriously, shamelessly bad, the only way to be truly good to yourself.

This is not a self-help book (it is definitely not). It is a self-interrogation manual (or maybe not, who am I). I do not have ten steps to a better you (or maybe I do). I have forty-nine observations, seven provocations, and one persistent question: "What if you stopped being so well-behaved?" 

The writing here is an expanded version of the whispers I send to my newsletter tribe. If you are one of them, welcome to the backstage of the mind you've been subscribing to. Suppose you are new, welcome to the chaos. The dress code is comfort. The only rule is to think for yourself, even if, especially if, it leads you to disagree with me.

I am a philosopher only in the sense that I find life too fascinating not to question it. I am witty only because laughter is the only sane response to the glorious absurdity of it all.

Let us begin our walk. The path is uneven, the guide is slightly unhinged, and the views are entirely unpredictable.

I wouldn't have it any other way.

Yahal Otieno
A man with a broken jembe,
planting words instead
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This book has seven chapters. Each contains seven pieces. Each piece is exactly seven hundred words.

Why seven? Because it is the number of completeness in many traditions, and because I needed a structure rigid enough to contain ideas that otherwise sprawl like wild vines.

Why seven hundred words? Because shorter feels like a tweet with delusions of grandeur, and longer risks becoming the kind of essay people save for later and never read.

The proverbs that open each chapter are mine. I did not inherit them from ancestors or borrow them from books. They arrived during long walks, sleepless nights, and moments of acute frustration with the world's refusal to make sense. I wrote them down. They insisted on becoming chapter headings.

Each chapter is a world. You can read them in order, or you can skip to the one that calls you. They are designed to stand alone, but they also form a progression, from the fear that keeps us small to the sovereignty that sets us free.

Chapter One examines why we cling to what harms us and flee from what might save us. It asks why the chicken trusts the farmer, and what that says about your relationship with comfort.

Chapter Two dissects the cult of speed, instant success, and shallow celebrity. It argues for depth, craft, and the kind of work that doesn't need to announce itself.

Chapter Three confronts faith, power, and the uncomfortable possibility that God operates less like a shepherd and more like a force indifferent to your suffering.

Chapter Four explores money, not as evil or salvation, but as a tool that amplifies who you already are. It insists you will suffer either way, with or without it. The only variable is you.

Chapter Five strips love bare. It examines vulnerability, heartbreak, and the terrifying intimacy of letting someone see you as you are, a naked man with very little to hide.

Chapter Six stares at death and refuses to blink. It argues that mortality is not life's flaw, but its sharpest teacher. The deadline makes everything beautiful.

Chapter Seven synthesizes everything into a manifesto for sovereign living. It is a guide for the shameless, the loud, the unrepentant, those willing to be called "bad" to live authentically.

This is the map. The territory is wilder.

You will notice I do not soften hard truths. I do not apologize for observations that might offend. I do not write as though you are fragile. You are not. You are holding a book that asks you to think, not to be comforted.

I am naked in these pages, not literally, though that would be consistent with the title, but philosophically. I have hidden very little. Just the vitals.

Read with your mind open and your assumptions provisional. Argue with me if you must. Agree with me cautiously. Use this book as a mirror, not a manual.

And when you are done, put it down and go live differently.

That is the only measure of success that matters.
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To my newsletter subscribers: You funded this with your attention long before it became a book. You read the raw versions, asked sharp questions, and didn't let me get lazy. This book is the polished result of those rougher thoughts. Thank you for making the journey worth it.

To the thirty-six-kilometer walk that taught me what desperation tastes like: You were a brutal teacher, but effective.

To someone's daughter: You know who you are. You were the storm I survived and the lesson I'll carry forever.

To the chickens, the farmers, the darkness, and the homeless man: You became proverbs. I hope I did you justice.

To the reader who will inevitably send me an angry email: I respect your passion. I still stand by what I wrote.

And to myself, the restless farmer with the broken jembe: You finally figured out that words grow better than crops ever did.

Let's see what harvest this brings.
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In any order you like. Start with the chapter that calls to you. Read one piece per day, or devour all forty-nine in a single sitting. Argue with me in the margins. Underline what stings. Skip what bores you.

This is not scripture. It is a conversation.

And the best conversations don't follow scripts.
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(The Chicken in Us)
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Proverb: "Darkness is the enemy of a homeless man."
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Piece 1: The Chicken That Loved the Farmer
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I watched a chicken run from an eagle's shadow today. It scrambled, wings frantic, heart a tiny drum of terror. An hour later, I saw the same chicken eating maize from my neighbor's hand. It pecked gently, trustingly, at the fingers that would, in a month, wring its neck for Sunday supper.

[image: ]We are that chicken.

We spend our lives running from eagle-shadows: failure, embarrassment, uncertainty, the unknown. We see their shape cross the sun, and we panic. Yet we walk willingly toward the smiling farmer, the stable job that numbs us, the toxic relationship we call comfort, the political promise that never nourishes. We eat from the hand that feeds us, never asking why it's so generous, or what's on the menu next season.

The farmer isn't evil. He's practical. He provides security so the chicken stays close, grows plump, and becomes useful. Your comfort zone operates on the same economy. It makes you manageable.

We've been taught to fear the wrong predator.

The eagle represents immediate danger, visible, dramatic, terrifying. So, we run. We build walls. We construct elaborate defenses against every perceived threat on the horizon. Meanwhile, the farmer's hand is already around our neck. We just can't feel it yet because he's been feeding us.

Security is seductive. It whispers that you've made it, that you can finally exhale, that the struggle is over. It offers predictability in exchange for possibility. And we accept because we're tired of running from shadows.

But here's the trap: the
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until the end, that it was
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