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The Wealth on the Plate






Author’s Note

This is my story and what I’ve come to believe — not a prescription. I’m not a doctor or dietitian. For your body and any health concerns, please walk alongside professionals who can see you. What I offer here is hope, and what I’ve lived.






Dedication

For the ones who fed me from the land before I knew what a gift it was — and for everyone, in every country, still trying to find their way home to the table.






Part One — Home

Where health was simply life.






Chapter One — The Farm and the Market

The whole world is now paying good money to get back the exact life I was born into and could not wait to leave.

Think about that. People buy “organic.” They pay extra for “farm to table.” They take supplements to fix what their food no longer gives them, join gyms to move bodies that sit all day, and spend fortunes chasing a kind of health that, where I come from, costs almost nothing and is simply called an ordinary Tuesday. I grew up rich in the one wealth that matters, and I did not know it, and I traded it away the first chance I got.

This is the story of what I lost, what it cost me, and how I am finding my way back. And here is the part I most need you to hear before we begin: it is not a story about the past. Where I come from, this way of living is happening right now, today, as you read this — and it is being taken apart, fast, before the people who have it understand what they are losing.

Let me show you what I mean.

Where I come from, food still begins in the ground. It is grown on the farm and carried, while it is still alive, straight to the market — picked in the morning, sold in the morning, eaten that evening. There are places in this world where the tomato in your hand was on the vine at dawn, and I come from one of them.

We do not call it “fresh food.” We do not call it “organic.” We do not call it anything. It is simply what there is — what the ground gives, what hands pull from it, what gets carried to the table while it still remembers the soil.

The farm is not a place people visit. It is the floor under the whole of life.

What grows, grows because someone bends their back over it. The maize. The beans. The greens that cost almost nothing because no one has decided yet that a person should pay much for a leaf. You go out when the sun is low and you come back when it is low again on the other side, and in between, the body does what bodies are made to do. Few people own a gym. Many have never heard the word. There is no running in place or lifting heavy things in a room of mirrors. There is water to carry. Soil to turn. Walking — everywhere, always, because walking is simply how a person gets from one place to another.

And the bodies are strong. Not from trying to be. From living.

The market is the farm’s other half. What the land gives beyond what one family can eat is carried to the market while it is still alive. The food does not sit. It does not wait days in a cold box, slowly forgetting what it is. There is no time for it to forget. From the ground, to the basket, to the table, to the body. A short, honest line.

It is the same with the animals. The milk is drunk the morning it is milked — warm, then cooled, then on the table by the time the day is properly awake. No carton, no date stamped on the side counting down the days it has been waiting. There is nothing to wait for. And the meat is the same: you go to the butcher and buy what the family will finish that day, and that is all. Enough for the day. Nothing to store, nothing to keep cold for a week. (This is how it is lived where I am from. I am telling you what is on the table there — not telling you what to put on yours.)

For those with the least, the plate is simpler still. Most days it is sukuma wiki and ugali — sukuma wiki is kale, and ugali is corn flour stirred into boiling water until it holds together. The kale earns its place honestly: cheap, always there, the everyday green you can put on the table any day of the week, and most days people do. It is humble, reliable food — not a feast, just what is there and what can be afforded, meal after meal.

And here is the thing that still makes me shake my head: that “poor” plate — the greens, the simple grain — is close to the very food the whole world is now studying and praising. While the few who are rich eat richer, heavier things and carry it in their bodies, the ones with the least eat leaves from the ground and a simple staple, day after day, and are often the stronger for it. What looks like poverty on the plate is, in a way few have words for, a kind of wealth.

I grew up inside that wealth without knowing it. You never do know it, with the things you are born inside of. I thought it was just the world — that the whole world must be like this, only bigger and easier somewhere far away. I thought somewhere else they had all of this, plus more.

So when the chance came to leave, to go West, to go toward the more —

I went.

Reflection: Think of one food from your own beginning — one taste from before you knew anything about calories or diets. Hold it for a moment. We will come back to it.






Chapter Two — The Body That Worked

Where I am from, hardly anyone has set foot in a gym. Most would not know what to do in one. A room full of machines that carry you nowhere, that lift weights attached to nothing, that ask you to sweat for the sake of sweating — people would laugh, kindly, and ask why a person would pay to be tired when life gives you tiredness for free.

Because it does. The days are the gym. There is simply no name for it.

You wake before the sun and the body begins its work, and it does not stop until the light goes down on the other side of the sky. You fetch the water — and water is heavy, heavier than any dumbbell I have lifted since, and you carry it on your body, sometimes a long way, every single day. You bend over the soil and turn it. You walk to the field and to the market and to the well and home again, because your own two legs are the way from one place to the next. There is no sitting for hours. There is no machine to do the lifting. There is only the body, and the day’s work, and the two of them meeting from morning to night.

And so the bodies are strong. Lean, most of them, and strong — not from trying, not from any plan or program, but because that is what a body becomes when it is used the way a body is built to be used.

I want to be honest, the way I promised you I would. It is not gentle. The work is hard, and some of it is the kind of hard that wears a person down over many years. I am not telling you the old way is easy or that struggle is good for you. There are aches in it, and exhaustion, and bodies that give out too soon from too much of it.

But there is a difference — and I have had years to think about this — between a body that is tired from living and a body that is sick from sitting.

Back home, the tiredness comes from doing. It is the ache of a day that has been spent. In the place I went to, I watched a different kind of tiredness settle over people. The tiredness of bodies that barely move all day — that sit to work, sit to travel, sit to rest, sit to be entertained — and then grow heavy and slow and unwell, not from too much living but from too little moving. I did not understand it at first. How could people with so much be so unwell? How could ease make a body sick?

It took me years to see it. The hard life hides a gift inside it: it keeps the body moving, whether you will it or not. And when I traded that life for an easier one, I did not notice — not for a long time






