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For the ones who were told to be quiet,

and chose to speak anyway.

“You cannot carry out fundamental change without a certain amount of madness. In this case, it comes from nonconformity, the courage to turn your back on the old formulas, the courage to invent the future.”

Thomas Sankara

––––––––
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“Not everything that is faced can be changed, but nothing can be changed until it is faced.”

James Baldwin

​
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Preface
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I did not write this book to make you comfortable.

I wrote it because I am tired. Tired of watching brilliant people sleepwalk through a world that was built, brick by brick, to keep them tired. Tired of hearing the same lies dressed in new clothes every generation. Tired of the silence we keep in front of children who deserve the truth before the system gets to them first.

This is not an academic book, though it argues with the academy. It is not a memoir, though my life is in every page. It is not a manifesto, though if you read it carefully, you may find one hiding inside.

What it is, is a conversation. The kind you have late at night with someone who refuses to lie to you. The kind that leaves you unable to look at the morning the same way.

I wrote it for the generation that has access to everything and trust in nothing, the ones who can feel something is wrong but were never given the words for it. I wrote it for the young people who scroll past their own oppression every day without recognizing it. I wrote it for the elders who carried truths in silence because no one was ready to hear them. I wrote it for myself, because some books you write to clear your throat.

If you came here looking for balance, you will be disappointed. There is no balance between a fire and the people who set it. There is only what happened, what is still happening, and what we owe each other now that we have noticed.

Some of what is in these pages will offend you. Some of it will confirm what you already suspected but were afraid to say out loud. Some of it will hurt. That is not cruelty. That is the cost of being awake.

I am not asking you to agree with everything I have written. I am asking you to read it with your whole mind open, not the half that has been trained to defend, but the half that still remembers what it felt like to ask why.

If you make it to the last page and you are angry, good.

If you make it to the last page and you are quiet, better.

If you make it to the last page and you move, best of all.

Wake the hell up. We have work to do.

Y.K.
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Introduction
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Before the First Lie

There is a moment, usually small, when you first realize something is wrong.

Maybe a teacher said something that did not sit right. Maybe a history lesson skipped a century. Maybe a relative came back from somewhere far and looked at the country differently when they returned. Maybe you watched the news and felt, even as a child, that the words did not match the pictures. You could not name it then. But the feeling stayed.

This book is about that feeling.

It is about what happens when you finally trust the feeling enough to investigate it. When you stop asking, “am I crazy?” and start asking, “who benefits if I keep believing this?” That second question is the door. Most people never open it. Some open it once and close it quickly because what is on the other side is too heavy to carry alone. This book is for the ones who are ready to keep the door open.

What you are about to read is not new. None of it is new. Every chapter in this book stands on the shoulders of people who said these things first, often louder, often at higher cost. Walter Rodney said it. Frantz Fanon said it. Audre Lorde said it. Thomas Sankara said it. Patrice Lumumba said it before they killed him for saying it. Kwame Nkrumah said it. Amílcar Cabral said it. Steve Biko said it. bell hooks said it. They have been saying it for a hundred years and the lie keeps going because the architecture that depends on the lie has not been dismantled.

What I am trying to do here is not original. I am trying to be clear.

Clarity is the rarest thing in a world designed to confuse you. Confusion is the product. Confusion is what keeps you spending, what keeps you scrolling, what keeps you voting against yourself, what keeps you praying for the very thing that is breaking you. If you can stay confused, you stay obedient. If you can be made to fight your neighbor instead of the people who took from both of you, the architecture wins another generation.

So this book is an attempt at clarity.

I will tell you what I think the lie is. I will tell you who built it, when, and why it has survived. I will tell you how race was invented as a sorting tool, how class was buried so you could not see it, how empire renamed itself so it could keep operating with new uniforms. I will tell you what schools were designed to do and what they are actually doing. I will tell you which leaders sold us, which religions were weaponized, and which ones still hold something true underneath the conquest. I will tell you what the elders gave us before any of this began, and what we still have if we choose to pick it up.

And then, in the last chapter, I will ask you what you are going to do.

Not because I have the answer. I do not. Anyone who promises you the answer in a book is selling you something. What I have is a map of the lie, drawn as honestly as I could draw it, and a belief that maps in the hands of awake people are dangerous to the people who drew the borders.

A few warnings before we begin.

First: this is not a book about hate. I do not hate anyone. I refuse to. Hate is the small fire they want you to burn yourself out on. What I have, instead, is a long, steady refusal, to lie, to pretend, to forget, to look away. If you are reading this hoping I will give you permission to despise a group of people, close the book. I will not.

Second: this is not a book about despair. The architecture is real. The lies are deep. The casualties are everywhere. And still, still, there are people right now, on every continent, choosing differently. There are villages running on cooperation. There are teachers smuggling truth into classrooms. There are doctors treating people the system threw away. There are mothers raising children who will not be afraid of their own names. The system is loud, but it is not the only thing happening. Pay attention to the quiet things. They are where the future lives.

Third: this is not a book about Africa, or about America, or about any single place. The lie is global because the architecture is global. Wherever you are reading this, whether in Accra, Atlanta, London, Lagos, Kingston, Karachi, Brixton, the Bronx, or a small town no one writes books about, you are inside the same system. The accents change. The mechanism does not.

Fourth: read it slowly. Some of these chapters will feel like a lot. They are supposed to. Put the book down when you need to. Argue with it. Underline what you disagree with. Bring it to someone you trust and read a page out loud. Books like this are not finished when you finish reading them. They are finished when you do something different because of them.

Last: if you are young, this book is yours more than anyone’s. The people who built the lie are counting on you not reading it. They are counting on the algorithms, the noise, the exhaustion, the cheap pleasures, and the steady drip of nothing-matters that the world feeds you every day. They are counting on you being too tired to think and too distracted to remember. If you finish this book and the only thing you take is that the people in charge are afraid of what you would do if you woke up, that alone is worth the price of the pages.

Now turn the page.

The first lie is waiting.

WAKE THE HELL UP

A Book for the Generation That Refuses to Stay Asleep
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Chapter One: The Lie They Tell You First
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The first lie they sell you is that the world you were born into is normal.

Not normal in the moral sense. Normal in the structural sense. The systems are just there. School is school. Work is work. Money is money. Politics is politics. Religion is religion. Race is race. You grow up inside these systems the way a fish grows up inside water. Nobody ever sits you down and says, "Hold on. None of this was here a few hundred years ago. Somebody built all of it. Somebody is profiting from it being kept exactly the way it is. And the somebody is not you."

That is the first lie. And it is the most important one to understand, because every other lie in this book is built on top of it. If you believe the architecture is natural, you cannot question it. You can only ask for adjustments. A little more pay, a little more recognition, a little more representation, a little more inclusion. The structure remains. The structure was never up for debate. The structure was presented to you as the floor of the universe.

It is not the floor of the universe. It is a building. Specific people drew the plans. Specific people poured the foundation. Specific people are still in the boardroom, deciding which walls to add and which walls never to let you see.

This book will walk you through the building. Room by room. We are going to look at who built it, what it was built for, why you were placed inside it, and how to find the door.

There is a door.

* * *
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Let me give you evidence that what you are living in is a building, not nature.

In the year 1500, if you had walked from the coast of West Africa to the inland kingdoms of Mali and Songhai, you would have found cities running on gold. Timbuktu had a university older than Oxford. The libraries held tens of thousands of manuscripts. Scholars were debating philosophy, astronomy, and law. There were no European-style nation-states. There were no global banks. There were no multinational corporations. There was no IMF. There was no World Bank. There was no UN Security Council where five countries decide whether the rest of the planet gets to defend itself. None of the architecture you live in today existed. Human beings had been living on the African continent for around 300,000 years up to that point, and almost none of those years contained the systems you now take for granted.

Then, over roughly four hundred years, a small number of European powers built the modern world. They built it through conquest, through enslavement, through extraction, through the deliberate destruction of the institutions that existed before them, and through the equally deliberate construction of new institutions designed to keep the extraction running long after the soldiers went home.

That’s the building you woke up in. That is architecture.

Now, here is the part that the school you went to did not tell you. The architecture did not stop being built in 1960 when most African countries got their flags. The architecture got more sophisticated. The chains came off the wrists and went onto the budgets. The colonial governor went home, and the World Bank loan officer moved in. The plantation became the export economy. The missionary became the NGO. The empire did not end. The empire got better at hiding.

You were not told this. Why?

Because the people who profit from the architecture also fund the schools that teach you about the architecture. And no school funded by the people who profit from a system is going to teach you to dismantle that system. That would be like a chicken farm teaching its chickens about knives.

* * *
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Look at the news today. Today, as you are reading this sentence.

In the United States, a man who lost an election in 2020 and then won one in 2024 is in his second term as President. His administration has rounded up immigrants in raids that the country has not seen on this scale since the 1950s. Working people who built their lives in that country for over twenty or thirty years have been put on planes in chains. The official justification is that they are criminals. The actual data shows that the overwhelming majority have no criminal record at all. The cruelty is the point. The cruelty is also the distraction. While the cameras are on the deportations, the same administration is handing tax cuts to the richest 1 percent that will be paid for by cuts to Medicaid, food stamps, and Social Security. The people cheering for the deportations are about to lose their own healthcare. They will not connect the two events. They were not taught how.

In Sudan, a war that almost no one in the West is covering has killed somewhere between 150,000 and 300,000 people since 2023. Famine is being used as a weapon. Children are dying of starvation in a country that, fifty years ago, was a regional breadbasket. The weapons fueling the war are being supplied by the United Arab Emirates and by smaller players who are mining the gold and the rare earth minerals while the country burns. The international community is silent. The same international community that mobilized billions in days for Ukraine has, for Sudan, mobilized a series of statements expressing concern. The Black African dead are not the same as the white European dead in the eyes of the architecture. That is not an accusation. It is an observation supported by every UN funding ledger you can pull up.

In the Democratic Republic of Congo, the cobalt in the phone you are holding right now was mined, in many cases, by children. Children. Aged seven, eight, ten. In tunnels with no safety equipment, for wages that would not buy a meal in the country where the phone is sold. This is not the 1850s. This is November 2026. The companies whose names are on the boxes the phones came in know exactly what is happening, have known for years, and have made business decisions to keep the supply chain exactly the way it is.

Read that paragraph again. Then look at the phone in your hand. Then come back.

* * *
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Still with me?

Good. Because here is where it gets uncomfortable.

You did not know any of this in any real depth, did you? You knew pieces. You knew there was a war somewhere. You knew phones were bad somehow. You knew Trump was Trump. But you did not know it the way you know your sports team’s roster or the lyrics to your favorite song. You did not know it in detail. You did not know it with conviction. You did not know it well enough to be angry about it on a Tuesday.

That is not your fault. That is design.

Your attention is the product. Your attention has been engineered, for your entire life, to point at things that do not threaten the architecture. Celebrity gossip. Sports scores. The latest series everyone is talking about. The next phone. The next sneaker drop. The next political horse race where the choices have been narrowed to two candidates funded by the same donors. The algorithm knows what holds your attention. The algorithm holds your attention there. The algorithm does not show you, on the morning you wake up, the children in Goma. The algorithm shows you what keeps you scrolling and what keeps you buying.

If you opened TikTok in the last hour, you saw something funny, something pretty, maybe something political, but engineered to make you feel something fast and move on. You did not see a thirty-minute breakdown of how the IMF restructured the Ghanaian cedi in 2022 and what that has done to the price of a sachet of water in Accra in 2026. You did not see how a young woman in Lagos works two jobs to pay rent that has tripled over three years because Lagos real estate is being bought up by speculators using money that ultimately originated in capital flight from the same African economies whose currencies the IMF is allegedly trying to stabilize. You did not see the loop. The loop is the most important thing about the architecture. The loop is what the architecture hides.

The loop is this. Money is extracted from the African continent. The money goes to financial centers in New York, London, Dubai, and Zurich. The money buys assets. Some of those assets are in the same African cities where the money is left. The original African worker now has to rent housing from the person whose wealth was built on the extraction. The original African worker is told they are poor because they are not working hard enough. The original African worker watches television shows produced in the financial centers that tell them success looks like the financial centers. The original African worker spends what little is left on products manufactured by the same companies
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