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To the version of me

who stayed silent.

Who apologized before speaking.

Who buried his dreams beneath “someday.”

I forgive you.

To the one who stayed silent to be loved.

To everyone taught that greatness is greed,

and truth is pride—this is your resurrection.

You were not born to shrink.

You were born to build.

This book is for the ones ready

to stop apologizing and start rising.

For those tired of dying quietly.

You are not too much.

You are not late.

You are not alone.

Now go claim your life.

“The deadliest weapon is the whisper: ‘Don’t.’”

Dennis Chikadibia Ejimudo
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The Lie You Were Fed

You were born a verb. A force of pure, unedited want. A question that demanded an answer. A fire that did not ask for permission to burn.

Then, they got to you.

They—the well-meaning parents, the fearful teachers, the holy preachers, the aunties and uncles who knew better—they saw your fire and called it a problem. They saw your size and called it a threat. They saw your noise and called it pride.

So, they began the work of turning you from a verb into a noun. Something quiet. Manageable. Predictable. Good.

They taught you that to be loved, you must be small.

To be holy, you must be poor.

To be respected, you must be silent.

They taught you to kneel before the altar of other people’s opinions and offer your most precious dreams as a sacrifice. They called this morality. They called it humility. They called it respect.

It is not.

It is the most sophisticated form of spiritual and emotional slavery ever devised.

This book is your jailbreak.

It is not a gentle guide to self-improvement. It is a Molotov cocktail thrown at the prison of your conditioning. It is a funeral for the “good” person you were trained to be, and a birth announcement for the powerful person you were meant to become.

We will dismantle, piece by piece, the machinery of smallness—the family, the school, the cultural norms, and the weaponized religion that has held you captive. We will hold a wake for the versions of you that had to die so others could feel comfortable. And then, we will arm you with a new set of laws for a new kind of life.

This is not for everyone. It is for the few who are tired of their own hunger. It is for those who are sick of apologizing for wanting more. It is for the ones who are ready to stop asking for permission and start building, even if the world calls them evil for it.

If you are ready to trade the false peace of approval for the true power of authenticity, turn the page.

Your liberation begins now.
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The Betrayal You Called Goodness

This book will offend you.

It will offend your conditioning. It will offend the part of you that has been taught to equate suffering with holiness and ambition with sin. It will feel like an attack because, in many ways, it is—an attack on the beliefs that have held you hostage your entire life.

I am not here to comfort you. I am here to liberate you. And liberation is never a comfortable process.

If you are looking for gentle affirmations or permission to remain where you are, put this book down now. It is not for you. This book is for those who are ready to face a brutal but freeing truth:

You have been an active participant in your own imprisonment.

You have called it being a “good person.” You have called it humility, patience, and faith. But let us speak the true names of these things:

Undercharging is not humility; it is self-sabotage.

Silence is not peace; it is complicity.

Struggle is not holiness; it is often a failure to claim your power.

Waiting is not faith; it is fear dressed in religious language.

For too long, you have allowed your culture, your family, school, and a distorted version of your faith to weaponize morality against you. You have let the fear of being called “greedy,” “proud,” or “selfish” keep you broke, bitter, and invisible.

This ends today.

In these pages, we will perform an autopsy on the “good” life you were taught to want, and we will expose the rot within it. We will hold a funeral for the person you became to be loved, and we will issue a birth certificate for the person you must become to be free.

This is not a theoretical discussion. It is a practical, gritty, and often painful guide to rewriting the code you live by. It is a call to embrace the very labels you were taught to fear—to be greedy for your worth, proud of your work, and selfish with your energy—because these are the very things that will allow you to build a life of impact and abundance.

The path ahead is not easy. You will be misunderstood. You will be criticized. You will lose some of the people you once thought loved you. But you will gain something infinitely more valuable: yourself.

If you’ve ever swallowed your idea because ‘it might seem proud,’ if you’ve undercharged out of guilt, or stayed silent to be loved—this book is your reckoning

This is your wake-up call. Your rebellion starts now.

Turn the page if you dare.
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This book was not written in comfort. It was forged in the fire of silence—of saying “yes” when I meant “no,” of deleting the post, lowering the price, swallowing the truth. Thank you, pain, for teaching me the cost of approval. You were brutal, but you prepared me for this.

To my ancestors—whose resilience runs in my blood—thank you for surviving so I could rise. This book is my offering: proof that your suffering was not in vain.

To the few who saw me before I saw myself—those who whispered, “You’re meant for more,” even when I laughed it off—your faith kept a flame alive in the dark. You will never know how much that mattered.

To the mentors, both living and departed—Chinua Achebe, Paulo Freire, Niccolò Machiavelli, Robert Greene, Odumegwu Ojukwu, Kwame Nkrumah, Barack Obama, and the unknown prophets in family rooms and village squares—who taught me that liberation begins with language: you gave me the words before I had the courage to speak them.

To the women—the mothers, sisters, leaders—who bear the double weight of ambition and shame in cultures that punish visibility: your quiet defiance inspired entire chapters. May this book echo your unspoken truths.

To the readers who will pick this up trembling, wondering if they’ve already missed their chance—thank you for showing up. Your hunger made this necessary.

And finally, to God—the One who didn’t call me to suffer, but to build; not to shrink, but to steward the gift—thank you for the fire, the vision, and the audacity to say, without flinching:

“I did this.”

The weapon has been disarmed.

The trade is complete.

Now we build.

Let this be the beginning.

Not of applause.

But of action.
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The Trade

Stop Letting Morality Murder Your Life

Good people go to heaven. Great ones build it.

You heard me right?

If you didn’t, let me make it more clear to you.

Moral people don’t build heavens.

They just pray for them.

And in praying, they leave the earth broken — while waiting to be saved.

To be clear: I am not condemning true virtue, compassion, or service. I am attacking the distortion of these values into tools of disempowerment.

You are complicit.

Not in some small, forgettable way.

But in the most intimate betrayal possible:

You are killing your own life — slowly, morally, with full consent.

Every day, you kneel before a false god.

Not one of stone or scripture.

One far more insidious:

The God of What People Will Say.

You didn’t raise your price because “who will pay that much?”

You didn’t speak up because “what if they judge me?”

You deleted the post because “what if they criticize me?”

You stayed in the job because “after all they’ve done for you.”

You don’t rob banks.

You don’t cheat.

You don’t lie.

You’re good.

And that’s exactly why you’re dying.

Because your goodness is not virtue.

It is obedience.

And the price of that obedience?

Everything you could have been.

You chose safety over scale.

Silence over claim.

Poverty over price.

And you called it humility.

You didn’t launch the business because “it might seem greedy.”

You didn’t charge what you were worth because “people would hate me.”

You didn’t speak the truth because “it wouldn’t be kind.”

You didn’t take the money because “someone else might need it more.”

And in that moment — quiet, private, unobserved —

you executed your ambition.

With a prayer on your lips and a knife in your hand.

You didn’t think you were doing harm.

You thought you were being moral.

But morality is not what you think is right.

Morality is what they allow.

And they — the crowd, the culture, the chorus of the perpetually offended —have turned being good into a weapon of mass limitation.

They don’t need to stop you.

You do it for them.

They don’t need laws.

You police yourself.

They don’t need to punish you.

You flinch before the thought of their judgment.

And so you live small —

not because you lack talent,

not because you lack opportunity,

but because you lack the moral courage to be seen as selfish, greedy, arrogant, or worse — successful.

Let’s stop pretending.

We are not being ethical.

We are being cowed.

And the thing we fear most?

Not failure.

Not poverty.

Not even death.

We fear being called evil.

So we sacrifice wealth to avoid the label.

We surrender power to keep the peace.

We starve our dreams to stay loved.

And we call that virtue?

No.

That is spiritual suicide.

This book is not about ethics.

It’s about survival.

It’s about how the weapon of morality —not death, but the threat of social death —has been used to crush ambition, strangle innovation, and enslave the human spirit in the name of being “good.”

We will not honor the quiet martyr.

He is not a saint.

He is a traitor to his own life.

This is not a call to be cruel.

It is a call to be free.

To charge what you’re worth — even if they call you greedy.

To build what you want — even if they call you selfish.

To say you’re the best — even if they laugh.

To take the money — even if someone else is still waiting.

Because here is the truth they never taught you:

Wealth does not come from being good.

It comes from being bold.

And every time you choose approval over action, you are not being noble —you are betraying your own life.

This book is for those who are tired of dying quietly.

For those who are sick of apologizing for wanting more.

For those who are ready to stop asking permission and start asking:

“What if I just did it anyway?”

The weapon has been turned against us long enough.

It’s time to disarm it —

not with more rules,

but with one act of defiant living.

Welcome to the trade.

Now:

How much longer will you kneel before the God of What People Will Say?
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A weapon is not only the bomb that levels cities, nor the missile that splits the sky.

The deadliest weapon is the whisper: “Don’t.”

The softest voice, the kindest face, the holiest sermon —

these can carry the sharpest blade.

For it does not wound the body.

It murders ambition.

It executes dreams.

And calls it love.
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This is not a book about money.

It is a book about murder.

A murder you did not witness, because it happened in the quiet of your own mind, in the secret chambers where your dreams were first formed and where they took their last breath. A murder you did not report, because you did not recognize the crime—you believed it was justice. A murder you did not mourn, because the killer was you, and the victim was a version of yourself you were taught to fear. A murder you did not call a tragedy. You called it morality.

The weapon was not a gun, a knife, or a bomb. It left no physical evidence, no bloodstain on the floor, no body to bury. Its violence was so perfectly psychological, so exquisitely cultural, that it masqueraded as virtue. The weapon was a question—a question so deeply embedded in the air you breathe that you no longer hear it as a question. You hear it as reality. You obey it as law:

“What will people say?”

This question is the guillotine upon which your potential is beheaded, daily. You kneel before this altar every morning, offering the most precious parts of yourself as a sacrifice to a hungry god. You lay down your ambition like a lamb for the slaughter. You burn your voice as incense to buy a moment’s peace. You pour out your worth as a libation to appease a deity that is never satisfied. You watch your future smolder on the pyre and you call this worship “being good.” You mistake your own ashes for humility.

But this is not goodness. Goodness builds. Goodness creates. Goodness empowers. This is something else entirely: a slow, spiritual suicide conducted with the full consent of the victim, celebrated by the community, and sanctified by a twisted sense of duty. It is the death of the self in the name of the collective.

This deity does not live in a temple of stone or scripture. Those would be too obvious, too easy to identify and revolt against. It is far more insidious. It is a ghost that haunts the architecture of your relationships. It lives in the subtle side-eye of your auntie at a family gathering, a glance that carries the weight of a thousand judgments. It lives in the passive-aggressive prayer of your pastor, who cloaks envy in scripture and calls it blessing. It lives in the silent, disappointed sigh of a parent that echoes louder than any scream, a sound that can unravel a lifetime of confidence. It lives in the digital town square of the WhatsApp group chat, where someone is being meticulously dissected for the crime of “changing,” of “forming,” of daring to step out of the role the world assigned to them.

Its priesthood is not a formal order; it is the crowd, the culture, the chorus of the perpetually offended who police the boundaries of ambition. Their gospel is not written in any holy book, but it is enforced with a religious fervor that would make an inquisitor blush. 

	Their commandments are unchallengeable: Thou shalt not disrupt the peace.(Even if the peace is a silent cemetery of buried dreams).

	Thou shalt not shine too bright.(Lest you make others aware of their own dimness).

	Thou shalt not want more than thy station.(Your station was assigned, not earned).

	Thou shalt not claim thy worth.(For your worth is determined by the collective, not by you).


You did not choose this god. You were baptized into its faith from birth, your head held under the waters of conformity until you learned to hold your own breath. Your first words were not your own; they were echoes. Your first steps were not explorations; they were paths laid down by generations before you. You were taught the liturgy of limitation before you even knew there was another language to speak.

The Anatomy of the Internalized Jailer: The Prison That Lives In Your Head

The most dangerous prison is not the one with bars, but the one where the prisoner becomes the warden, the guard, and the architect of their own cell. The external voices—the criticizing uncle, the guilting mother, the mocking colleagues—were only the training wheels. Their true success was the day they became obsolete, the day you took over their job with a ruthless efficiency they could never match.

You have fully internalized the jailer. You have downloaded the software of social control directly into your own operating system. Now, you are the one who patrol the perimeter of your own potential. You are the one who sound the alarm at the first sign of ambition. You are the one who throws your own dreams into solitary confinement.

That voice in your head—the one that feels like intuition, like caution, like common sense—is not your friend. It is the warden. Listen to its commands:

	“Don’t post that. They’ll say you’re showing off.”(The warden fears visibility).

	“Don’t charge that. They’ll call you greedy.”(The warden punishes self-value).

	“Don’t speak up. You’ll cause trouble.”(The warden enforces silence).

	“Don’t apply for that. Who do you think you are?”(The warden assassinates ambition).


That is not your conscience. Your conscience guides you toward your integrity. This voice guides you toward your imprisonment. It is not your voice at all. It is the echo of a thousand corrections, a ghostly chorus of every authority figure who ever had a vested interest in your smallness. It is the cumulative voice of every teacher who shushed your curiosity and rewarded your silence; every relative who mistook your boldness for pride and your intelligence for insolence; every friend who called you “too much” because your dreams were a mirror reflecting back their own surrender.

This voice is the true weapon. It is the whisper that executes dreams before they can take a single breath, strangling them in the cradle of your imagination. It does not need to stop you with force. You stop yourself. You police your own thoughts, you censor your own actions, you sentence your own ideas to life in prison, and you call this self-betrayal “being considerate.” You have been gaslit by an entire culture into believing that your own imprisonment is a form of virtue.

But a cell is a cell, even if you are the one who holds the key. Even if you polished the bars yourself. The first step to freedom is to recognize that the warden is not a protector. He is a jailer. And the key was in your pocket all along.

The Currency of the Cult: Social and Spiritual Death

In Nigeria, the threat wielded by the cult of “what will people say” is not a superficial concern about social embarrassment. It is not a mere fear of a awkward moment or a disapproving glance. To frame it as such is to profoundly underestimate its power. The threat is existential. It is a multi-pronged assault on your very being, leveraging the three most fundamental pillars of your identity: your community, your family, and your soul. To be disliked, to be deemed “too much,” is to risk a trifecta of death far more terrifying than any physical harm.

1. Social Death: Exile from the Tribe.

Human beings are tribal creatures. We are neurologically and psychologically wired for belonging. In a hyper-social culture like Nigeria’s, your identity is not a solitary construct; it is a collective project. You are who you are in relation to your network—your friends, your age group, your community associations.

Social death, therefore, is not merely being left out of a party. It is a systemic erasure of your social identity. It begins subtly: the invitations to weddings and child dedications slow to a trickle, then stop altogether. Your name, once mentioned in plans, is now conspicuously absent. Then comes the gossip—not the harmless kind, but the strategic narrative warfare. You become a cautionary tale whispered over plates of jollof rice at social gatherings: “Have you heard about him? The money has entered his head.” “See her, she thinks because she traveled, she is now better than us.”

You are not just excluded; you are archived. You become a reference point for what happens to those who dare to break the covenant of collective smallness. This isolation is a profound psychological punishment. It triggers ancient neural pathways that equate ostracization with literal death, flooding your system with cortisol and anxiety. The silence from your phone becomes a roar of judgment. The Cult knows that for a social creature, to be made invisible is a fate worse than failure.

2. Familial Death: The Betrayal of Blood.

If social death is a threat, familial death is the tactical nuclear option. The family unit is the ultimate stronghold of Nigerian identity, the source of both unparalleled support and devastating control. It is your first tribe, your safety net, and, when weaponized, your most effective prison.

This death is not about physical disownment (though that can happen). It is a deeper, more insidious emotional and psychological severance. It is the chilling cold shoulder from the people who share your DNA. It is the weight of a mother’s silent tears that ask, “What did I do wrong?” It is the father’s disappointed gaze that needs no words to convey its message of failure.

The weapon of choice here is guilt, laser-guided and devastatingly effective: “After all we suffered for you?” This single question carries the weight of every sacrifice, every school fee paid, every hope invested. It transforms your personal ambition into an act of profound ingratitude, a betrayal of the very people who gave you life. The terrifying prospect of being labeled the one who “forgot where they came from” is a masterstroke of emotional manipulation. It suggests that your growth is a rejection of your origin, that evolution is amnesia, and that to move forward is to disrespect the past. This creates a psychological shackle that keeps countless talented Nigerians chained to dying family businesses, toxic hometown expectations, and lives of quiet resentment, all in the name of “not forgetting.”

3. Spiritual Death: The Divine Curse. 

This is the most potent and sinister layer of the threat. In a land where faith is not a weekend activity but the very weave of daily life, judgment is not merely social—it is spiritualized. The Cult expertly hijacks divine language to pathologize ambition and sanctify stagnation.

Your drive is not called drive; it is labeled “pride,” and the pulpit faithfully echoes that “pride goes before a fall.” Your well-earned success is not called success; it is scrutinized as a lack of “humility,” and you are reminded that “God resists the proud.” Your desire for abundance is not seen as a natural human aspiration; it is condemned as “worldliness,” a sign that you are not “content in God,” that you are worshipping Mammon instead of God.

This is the genius, the absolute brutality, of the weapon. It moves the battlefield from the social sphere to the spiritual realm. It makes you fear not just the judgment of man, but the condemnation of God Himself. It replaces the boundless, liberating God of creation—the God who endowed you with talent, ambition, and intellect—with a diminutive, insecure, and petty god of public opinion. This false god is terrified of your success, threatened by your visibility, and offended by your wealth. It is a pagan idol crafted in the image of our collective insecurities, and we kneel before it, sacrificing our divine potential on its altar to avoid the curse of its displeasure.

This spiritual death is the feeling that your soul is in jeopardy because you built a business. It is the anxiety that God has turned his back on you because you charged your worth. It is the deep, gnawing fear that your material success has cost you your spiritual covering. This is the ultimate checkmate, designed to make you a willing participant in your own limitation, all while believing you are being pious.

Together, this trifecta forms an inescapable cage. It attacks your need to belong, your need to be loved, and your need for spiritual peace. The Cult does not just want you to fail; it wants you to choose to fail, to willingly surrender your dreams as an offering to appease these three false gods. To understand this currency is to understand why the resistance feels so terrifying—and why breaking free is the most profound act of spiritual and personal liberation you will ever undertake.

4. Academic Death

The Condemnation of the “Uneducated” Elite In a society that venerates formal education as the singular, most respectable path to prestige, the academy is not just a system of learning; it is a citadel of social validation. To have attended the “right” schools and earned the “right” certificates is to carry a shield of legitimacy. Conversely, to achieve success outside this sanctified corridor is to be perpetually suspect, your accomplishments forever shadowed by the question of their authenticity. The Cult, in its relentless defense of the established order, wields this prejudice with surgical precision, orchestrating an academic death.

This is not an attack on your intelligence—it is a deliberate undermining of your intellectual legitimacy. It begins with the condescending labels: you are “illiterate” not because you cannot read, but because your degree does not hang on your wall. You are “uncultured” not because you lack depth, but because your knowledge was acquired in the marketplace of life, not the hallowed halls of a university. Your sophisticated analysis of global markets is dismissed as “street sense.” Your innovative business model is reduced to a “hustle.” Your eloquent articulation of a vision is met with the dismissive wave of a hand and the phrase, “He just speaks well, but what does he really know?”

The weapon of choice here is the toxic fusion of intellectual snobbery and a rigid, class-based hierarchy. It is the aunty who, at a family gathering, pointedly asks your cousin with a master’s degree to explain a complex concept you just effortlessly demonstrated, a silent but potent assertion of who truly qualifies as knowledgeable. It is the former classmate, now a mid-level civil servant, who dismisses your multi-million naira enterprise because you were “not even that bright in school.” It is the underlying narrative that your success is a fluke, a product of luck or corruption, because the only success that can be logically explained is the one that follows the pre-approved, academically-signposted path.

This academic death creates a profound psychological dissonance. You live with the quiet humiliation of knowing your achievements are discounted by the very systems you surpassed. It triggers a deep-seated insecurity, a feeling of being an imposter in your own life, perpetually waiting for someone to discover you don’t belong because you lack the “papers” to prove you do. The Cult knows that in a society where title and rank are paramount, to strip you of academic legitimacy is to relegate you to a lower caste of achievers—the successful, but not respectably so. It is to ensure that even in your victory, you are made to feel incomplete, your triumph forever lacking the official seal of approval.

Together, this trifecta—now a quartet of fears—forms an inescapable cage. It attacks your need to belong, your need to be loved, your need for spiritual peace, and your deep-seated need for respect and intellectual validation. The Cult does not just want you to fail; it wants you to choose to fail, to willingly surrender your dreams as an offering to appease these four false gods. To understand this currency is to understand why the resistance feels so terrifying—and why breaking free is the most profound act of spiritual, intellectual, and personal liberation you will ever undertake.

The Betrayal That Feels Like Virtue.

And so, you comply. Not with rage, but with a sigh of resigned virtue. You enter into a silent, brutal negotiation with your own potential, and you make the trade. This is not a transaction conducted in the light of day with full awareness; it is a shadow agreement, signed with the ink of fear and witnessed by your own self-doubt.

You survey the marketplace of your soul and you barter away your future, piece by precious piece:

You trade a higher price—the just reward for your skill, your time, and your value—for the cheap, hollow label of “greedy.” You tell yourself you are being “fair” and “accessible,” but in your heart, you know you are buying a temporary absolution from the judgment you fear.

You trade a bold idea—the innovative spark that could ignite a new reality—for the cold, stagnant comfort of “no wahala.” You surrender the thrilling uncertainty of a breakthrough for the grim predictability of peace, mistaking the absence of conflict for the presence of progress.

You trade your authentic voice—the unique timbre of your truth, your story, your perspective—for the empty praise of “so humble.” You silence your own song to win a round of applause for your silence, becoming a well-liked echo instead of a respected voice.

You trade your entire future—the vast, sprawling landscape of what you could have been, built, and felt—for the fleeting, fickle safety of their approval. You cash in a universe of possibility for a single coin of acceptance, and you feel relieved as the prison door clicks shut.

You then stand over the corpse of your own ambition, still warm with unrealized potential. The knife in your hand is not stained with blood, but with rationalizations: “I was being considerate.” “It wasn’t the right time.” “I didn’t want to seem arrogant.” You look down at what you have done, and you believe, with the full force of your conditioned heart, that you have performed a holy act. You walk away from the scene of the crime believing you have been a “good person,” rewarded by the nodding approval of the very jailers who handed you the knife.

But let us be clear, let us speak the raw and unvarnished truth: Goodness that requires your own diminishment is not goodness. It is obedience. It is compliance masquerading as character. True goodness is expansive, generative, and life-giving—both for yourself and for others. It does not ask you to become smaller; it calls you to become more, so that you have more to give. The virtue that is built on your self-erasure is a counterfeit, a spiritual forgery that has stolen your life’s currency.

The price of that obedience is not just a missed opportunity or a quiet year. It is everything you were meant to be. It is the business that was never launched, that could have employed a village. It is the book that was never written, that could have healed a generation. It is the love that was never risked, that could have rewritten your destiny. It is the person you are in your most private, unedited dreams—the powerful, joyful, impactful, and free individual—executed quietly over a lifetime of small betrayals.

This is the wound. This is the foundational, primal injury that underpins every regret and every resentment: you have been expertly taught to kill the best parts of yourself and to call the murder virtue. You have been taught that to be loved, you must be manageable. To be accepted, you must be harmless. To be spiritual, you must be broke. You have been trained to equate love with surrender and safety with smallness.

The rest of this book is the autopsy of that murder weapon. We will dissect it, piece by piece, to understand its make, its mechanism, and its origin. It is also a map—a map for your resurrection. It is a guide to exhuming the dreams you buried, to resuscitating the parts of you you thought you had to kill to survive.

But before any of that can begin, you must first turn and stare, without flinching, directly at the god you have been serving. You must see it for what it is, stripped of its moral disguise. You must speak its true name aloud, breaking its power in the naming.

It is not a god of morality.

It is not a god of love.

It is not a god of peace.

It is a god of fear. A petty, hungry, and insecure deity that feeds on conformity and excretes regret.

Its name is What People Will Say.

And it is time to tear down its altar.
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How You Were Trained to Die Before You Lived
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You were three years old.

Not yet burdened by the crushing weight of expectation, by the dossiers of should-haves and could-haves that would later fill your mind. Not yet poisoned by the venom of comparison, that bitter tonic sipped daily in a society that measures worth against the achievements of others. Not yet shackled by the invisible chains of what people will say, those chains that are forged link by link in the silent forges of social approval.

You were a being of pure motion, pure instinct — a spark flung from the core of life itself, still glowing with the fire of your own creation. You didn’t walk into the world with hesitation or apology in your steps. You arrived with a scream — your first act of defiance against the silence, a primal announcement that you were here, and you would not be ignored.

At three, you didn’t know the clinical word ‘ambition,’ but you lived it in every fiber of your being. You didn’t know the abstract concept of money, but you demanded what you wanted with a clarity that commerce would later corrupt. You didn’t know the sin of greed, but you reached for the highest, sun-ripened mango on the tree — not because it was yours by right, but because it was there, glorious and unreachable, and you were here, small and determined, and something deep within your bones, some ancient and unbroken spirit, refused to accept the limits of your reach.

Because at





















	“E no good!” (It is not good!)

	“You’re doing too much!” (Your abundance is a problem.)

	“Who you think say you be?” (You have overstepped the identity we have assigned you.)

	“Other children no dey talk like that.” (Conform. Disappear into the anonymous mass.)

	“Na pride go kill you.” (Your self-worth is a fatal disease.)









	To be loved, you must be small.

	You must not take too much space, physically or metaphorically. Your energy must be compact.

	You must not shine too bright, for you might cast others into a shadow they resent.

	You must not say you are good — even if you are, even if you have achieved something remarkable. To speak your worth is to sin.

	You must not want more — even if you can achieve it, for wanting more is a silent accusation against those who have settled for less.









	To be accepted, you must disappear — a little at first, then a lot.










	“This one na good child.” (He knows his place.)

	“No pride.” (He has successfully eliminated his sense of self-worth.)

	“Easy to manage.” (He offers no resistance to our control.)

	“No wahala.” (He presents no trouble; he is no longer fully alive.)







	Thou shalt not disrupt the peace.











	Don’t speak too loud, for your voice should not dominate the chorus of conformity.

	Don’t charge too much, for your worth is not yours to determine but is a value assigned by the collective.

	Don’t shine too bright, for your light exposes the dimness others have accepted, and they will resent you for it.

	Don’t claim your win, for victory is a communal asset, not an individual achievement; to own it is to steal from the group.

	Don’t say, “I did this,” for the pronoun “I” is an act of arrogance in a world that worships “we,” even when “we” means mediocrity.



























	Overflow. Outshine. Outwork. Pour every ounce of your passion into your purpose.

	Let your presence be inconvenient to small minds.Be so intensely yourself that you become a standard, not an exception.

	Want too much. Desire a life so expansive it terrifies those who settled for scraps.

	Charge too much. Demand a value for your gifts that reflects their true worth, not the discounted rate of your insecurity.

	Say too much. Speak your truth even if your voice shakes, for your authentic voice is the most powerful weapon you possess.
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