

BAHO
The Freedom to Live Fully, Now

By Jeff B. Gashabi
 The Beloved














Copyright © 2025 Jeff B. Gashabi — The Beloved
All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews or educational contexts.
For permission requests, please contact:
📩 baho.book@gmail.com 

First Edition — 2025
ISBN: To be assigned by Amazon KDP
Printed in the United States of America / Rwanda

Cover Design: ChatGPT
Interior Design: Jeff B. Gashabi

Disclaimer:
This book is a work of spiritual reflection. The author shares personal experiences, insights, and perspectives. Readers are encouraged to explore with openness and discover their own truth.

“You are not a drop in the ocean.
You are the entire ocean in a drop.”
— Rumi
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To those who are still learning how to breathe.
To the seekers, the wanderers, the wounded, and the weary.
To my mother — your prayers planted seeds I didn’t understand until now.
To my wife and children, whose love reflects a God no doctrine could define.
To my friend Freddy, our time together, our conversations always left a seed planted in me.
To Yvette — whose presence became the whisper that awakened this book.
And to anyone who has ever felt like they were too broken to be whole…
This is for you.
This is for your freedom.
This is your permission to Baho.
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Introduction
*"We are already playing a game, though most of us don’t see it.
We built a world of words and symbols, then forgot they were our own creation.
We wear masks so convincing we believe the performance is reality, never noticing the actor behind them.
This is the play: to pretend you are small and fragile, while secretly being the very self of the universe — joy itself, existence itself.
You are the actor and the audience, forgetting on purpose so you may discover again.
And when you wake up, you will not be a victim of the world, but the world itself whispering:
You have always been what you sought."*
— Source Unknown

These words capture the heart of this book. We spend so much of life chasing what we already are, wearing masks that hide us even from ourselves. We search for love, freedom, and peace — not realizing they are within us, waiting to be lived.
This is what BAHO means: to live, fully, now.
Not when you are ready. Not when life becomes easier. Not when others approve. But now — in this breath, in this step, in this moment.
When I said Baho to my friend Yvette, it was not advice. It was a reminder: you are not broken, and you are not behind. You are life itself, already whole, already enough.
This book is not here to give you new rules. It is here to hold up a mirror, to remind you that freedom is not a distant dream — it is your birthright.
The best is not somewhere in the future.
The best is here.
The best is now.
Baho.
For you — the one holding this book — may you remember that you are already free, already whole, already alive.

— Jeff B. Gashabi, The Beloved
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CHAPTER 1: Ibyizabir’imbere — The Illusion of Tomorrow
✨ “Do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself.”
— Jesus (Matthew 6:34)

🏽 How It All Began: A Conversation Under the Tree
It was a quiet evening — or at least, it felt quiet to me.
The kind of quiet that speaks to the soul, even if music and laughter are dancing in the background. We were gathered at Amaliza Restaurant, under a tree sheltered by a canvas tent. A circle of close friends, a glass of Jack Daniel’s in hand, the air full of light-hearted conversation. It felt like the olden days, when fathers sat around the fire, not to fix life, but to share it.
That evening, we were present. We were laughing. We were living.
We were, in the purest sense of the word: BAHO.
At some point, I noticed Yvette sitting alone. Something in me moved. I stood, walked over, and invited her to join us. She accepted, took a seat across from me, and slowly became part of the flow. But as the night wore on, our group’s laughter evolved into deeper conversation — life, purpose, spirit.
I asked her why she had been sitting alone.
Her answer opened a doorway.
She began sharing, and with each word, I felt drawn in — not romantically, but soulfully. There was honesty in her voice, a tension between courage and fatigue. As I listened, I didn’t try to fix or advise. I simply looked at her and said:
“Baho.”
I didn’t plan that word. It just came.
“You don’t wait until it feels easy,” I told her. “You just breathe again. You take a step. You choose life. Sometimes Baho is all you have — and it’s enough. Life is not something you wait to feel ready for. Life is something you say yes to.”
Sometimes, when we don’t know what to pray, when our words are gone, we say Baho.
To ourselves.
To God.
To life.
From that night forward, Baho became our secret language. A code between kindred souls. Even after that meeting, we would always find a way to bring it up. Not as a book title, not even as a concept — but as a way of being.
At first, I wanted to write a personal letter to Yvette — to thank her for being part of that awakening. But then I realized: this message isn’t just for her. It’s for Freddy Rugamba, Mama King, Sylvia, and for everyone who has ever sat quietly in the crowd, waiting for life to begin.
And so, this book was born — not out of theory, but out of life.
Out of friendship.
Out of a simple word spoken in truth:
Baho.

🏽 The Illusion of “Ibyizabiriimbere”
In Rwanda, we grow up hearing this phrase:
“Ibyizabiriimbere.”
“Matundaikombele.”
“The best is ahead.”
It sounds beautiful. And sometimes, it truly gives hope. But there’s a danger hidden within its comfort — the danger of always waiting.
This illusion followed me even during my time in APR/FPR.
Back then, we were young, determined, and burning with a sense of mission. Our leaders taught us about Siyasa — a kind of ideological clarity that gave purpose to sacrifice. They told us “the fruits are ahead,” and we believed them.
We served with loyalty. We endured without complaint. We thought, “Once Rwanda is free, life will finally begin. We will lack nothing.”
We were right… and we were wrong.
Yes, we helped liberate a country. We fought for peace and dignity. But after the mission came reality — and life did not become easier. It became more complicated. Salaries were low. Recognition was rare. Trauma lingered in silence.
We had expected the fruits to fall like rain.
But they never came as we imagined.
Some of my old comrades still ask, “Where are the fruits we were promised?”
It’s a fair question.
But now I realize — the fruits were always there.
We just didn’t see them.
We had peace.
We had a nation to rebuild.
We had each other.
But the illusion of “ibyizabiriimbere” had trained our minds to look beyond, never within. To anticipate joy instead of feel it. To postpone life in the name of a life that would never arrive.
And that’s how we missed the present — and the very life we had been fighting for.


🏽 The Trap of Tomorrow
The trap of tomorrow is one of the most common prisons in human life.
It does not require walls or chains.
It doesn’t need a dictator or a regime.
It lives in our thoughts, shaping the way we move through each day.
This trap does not only exist in the speeches of politicians or the cries of revolutionaries promising a better world “someday.” It lives in the quiet corners of ordinary minds, whispering in phrases that sound innocent enough:
“I’ll be happy after graduation.”
“I’ll start enjoying life once I get a better job.”
“When I finally meet the right person, then I’ll feel whole.”
“As soon as I make more money, I’ll finally be at peace.”
At first, these thoughts feel like hope. They give us direction, something to reach for, a reason to endure the struggle of today. But hidden inside them is a subtle poison: the postponement of life.
Think about it. How many times have you reached that long-awaited milestone — and then discovered that peace didn’t suddenly descend on you like rain? The diploma was earned, the job was secured, the relationship began, the bank balance grew — and still, that restless hunger remained. The finish line kept moving. The horizon kept shifting.
Tomorrow never arrives. When it comes, it turns into today — and immediately, our mind creates a new tomorrow to wait for. And so we live in a cycle of delay, a habit of postponing joy, over and over again.
This is the trap.
We are so busy rehearsing life in the future that we forget to live it now.
The irony is sharp: the only moment that truly exists — the only place we can actually experience happiness, love, or peace — is the present. And yet the present is the very thing we keep sacrificing in the name of a future that is always just out of reach.
Why do we do this? Partly because the world around us is built on the worship of tomorrow. Society thrives on our discontent. Entire economies depend on our belief that we are not enough yet — but that we could be, if only we bought this, achieved that, became someone else. The culture whispers, “Wait. Strive harder. Just a little more. Then you’ll deserve happiness.”
But here’s the truth that cuts through all illusions:
Tomorrow is not a place.
It is a story.
A trick of the mind.
A promise that keeps us obedient to fear, to ambition, to endless striving.
Real life doesn’t wait. It is happening now — in the inhale and exhale of your breath, in the way sunlight touches your skin, in the conversations that pass between you and the people you love.
The question is not, “When will life finally begin for me?”
The question is, “Will I dare to live what is already here?”
Eckhart Tolle put it plainly: “Don’t let a mad world tell you that success is anything other than a successful present moment.”
So pause for a moment.
Notice the aliveness in your body, the ground beneath your feet, the simple miracle that you are breathing, sensing, being. This is it. Not preparation. Not rehearsal. This is the stage itself.
When we stop bargaining with tomorrow, when we stop outsourcing our joy to a future that may never come, we rediscover the truth: life is not waiting for us in the distance. It is happening in this very instant.
The invitation is simple, though not always easy:
Break the habit of postponement.
Refuse to hand your happiness over to a future condition.
Live here. Live now.
Because tomorrow is a lie.
But today — today is real.

🏽 Why This Illusion Hurts
The illusion of tomorrow doesn’t just distract us. It wounds us. It takes the only life we truly have — the present — and trades it for a shadow.
It steals your actual life.
Think of how many mornings you’ve woken up and told yourself, “I’ll really start living once…” Once you graduate. Once you get the job. Once you fall in love. Once you make enough money. But while you wait, the present slips through your fingers like water. Childhood becomes memory. Friendships fade. Opportunities pass. You reach the so-called milestone, only to discover that the habit of postponement is still alive in you. And so you set your eyes on the next milestone, and the next, and the next. This is how entire decades disappear without us ever truly inhabiting them.
If you don’t know how to live today, you won’t magically know how to live tomorrow.
We imagine that happiness is a switch that will flip once our circumstances improve. But happiness is not a skillless accident — it is a practice, a way of relating to life. If we spend today waiting, resisting, and deferring, those are the muscles we strengthen. We rehearse postponement until it becomes second nature. And then, even when life seems perfect from the outside, the inside still whispers, “Not yet. Not enough. Just a little more.”
It creates anxiety and restlessness.
The illusion teaches us to live on edge, always leaning forward into the future, never able to rest where we are. We measure ourselves against an invisible standard that keeps moving further away. We keep chasing, reaching, striving — but the horizon retreats with every step. In this state, joy becomes conditional, tied to circumstances that are always slightly out of reach. Peace becomes impossible, because peace only blooms in presence — and presence is the very thing we are running from.
Worst of all, it delays the very things we long for.
Love. Fulfillment. Purpose. We imagine these are waiting for us in the distance, but they cannot exist anywhere except here. You cannot love in the future; you can only love in this moment, in the way you look at someone, in the way you listen, in the way you show up now. You cannot fulfill yourself with an imagined tomorrow; fulfillment is the fruit of being fully engaged in what you are doing, right where you are. Purpose is not a destination you finally arrive at; it is something you choose in each act, each breath, each encounter.
Yet the illusion says: “Not yet. Not now. Later.”
Later, when you’ve earned it.
Later, when you’ve become someone better.
Later, when you’ve proven your worth.
And so, life is delayed.
We carry our joy like a letter we never open. We treat peace like a home we’ll move into someday. We postpone our existence until the very end — only to realize too late that tomorrow was always an illusion.
This is why it hurts.
Because it tricks us into abandoning the miracle of the present moment — the only place where life, love, and freedom are ever real.

🏽 How to Escape the Illusion
Escaping the illusion of tomorrow is not about abandoning goals, neglecting responsibilities, or refusing to dream. It is about reclaiming the only space where life actually unfolds: this moment.
Here are three doorways into freedom:
1. Wake up to now.
“Life is now. There was never a time when your life was not now.” — Eckhart Tolle
These words are not philosophy. They are fact.
The past exists only in memory. The future exists only in imagination. But the present — this breath, this heartbeat, this sound, this sensation — is real.
So whatever you are doing — walking across the street, washing dishes, waiting in line, sitting with a friend — let it be enough. Notice the textures, the rhythms, the aliveness of it. Feel your breath. Listen deeply. Touch life directly, without rushing through it to get somewhere else.
Every time you come back to now, you step out of the prison of postponement and into the miracle of existence.
2. Stop using the present as a stepping stone.
Most of us treat the moment we’re in as “just a phase” — something to push through on our way to the so-called real life waiting up ahead. We turn this hour, this day, into a means to an end.
But when we do that, we dishonor it. We deny its beauty, its lessons, its worth. Even pain has a purpose when embraced with presence. Suffering sharpens compassion. Waiting deepens patience. Struggle builds resilience. But if we rush past these experiences, treating them as obstacles instead of teachers, we rob them of their wisdom.
Every moment is an end in itself. Every season of life — joyful or difficult — is complete and sacred in its own way.
3. Say “Baho” and mean it.
Let Baho be your anchor, your prayer, your daily reminder. Whisper it when you wake up. Say it when you feel restless. Breathe it when you’re tempted to postpone joy.
Baho means: I am alive.
Not “I will be alive tomorrow.” Not “I was alive yesterday.” But now.
It is the simplest truth, and it is already enough.
Because when you remember you are alive, you remember you don’t need to wait. You don’t need to qualify for joy. You don’t need to postpone peace. Life is already happening through you, in this very instant. And that realization is freedom.

🏽 Spiritual Wisdom from Scripture
In Exodus 16, God gave the Israelites manna in the wilderness. But He told them to gather only enough for one day. Why?
To teach them to trust in the now.
To stop hoarding for tomorrow.
To let go of fear and live one day at a time.
Jesus echoed this in His prayer:
“Give us this day our daily bread.”
Not tomorrow’s. Today’s.
Faith is not found in planning the future.
Faith is found in embracing the present.

🏽 A Reflection for You
What are you waiting for before you allow yourself to be happy?
What have you postponed because of fear?
What does Baho mean to you — in this moment?


📝 Your Small Practice
Take a deep breath and write:
3 things you are grateful for today.
1 thing you’ve been delaying that you will begin now.
Say it aloud:
“Baho.”
Let the word come from your breath. Let it become a doorway.

🙏 Final Thought 
“Your entire life only happens in this moment.” — Eckhart Tolle
You don’t need more permission.
You don’t need everything to be perfect.
You don’t need to wait for clarity or confidence.
You just need to Baho.

Prayer:
God of the Present,
Break the illusion of “someday.”
Open my eyes to the miracle of now.
Teach me to live, to breathe, to rejoice — today.
Give me the courage to say yes to life.
Amen.




✍🖊️ Journaling Space

1. What part of this chapter spoke to you most deeply?
2. Where in your life do you see this truth at work right now?
3. What step can you take today to Baho — to live this truth in action?
4. Write a personal mantra that summarizes this chapter for you.
______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________








CHAPTER 2: Life Begins Now — Not When You Are Ready
✨ “Now is the accepted time; behold, now is the day of salvation.”
— 2 Corinthians 6:2

🔥 The Myth of Readiness
There is a myth that shapes how most people live — a myth so subtle and convincing that we rarely question it.
It is the myth of readiness.
We are taught, silently and repeatedly, that before we can live fully, we must first become prepared enough. Perfect enough. Whole enough. Strong enough. That someday, when we finally arrive at this mysterious state of being “ready,” life will grant us permission to begin.
So we wait.
We whisper conditions to ourselves:
· “When I heal, then I’ll open up.”
· “When I feel confident, then I’ll speak up.”
· “When I figure out my calling, then I’ll take action.”
· “When I get stronger, then I’ll finally live.”
But look closely. These promises of tomorrow are not guides — they are cages. They sound like wisdom, but they are fear in disguise. They postpone our aliveness to a later date that never comes.
Because readiness, as the mind imagines it, is impossible.
Healing is not a point of arrival. It is a lifelong unfolding.
Confidence does not appear in the silence of waiting; it is born in the risk of speaking while your voice shakes.
Clarity is not something discovered in thought alone; it emerges through the steps you take, the mistakes you make, the lessons you absorb along the way.
Strength is not given to you before you act; it grows inside the very act itself.
The myth of readiness is comforting because it lets us delay. It says: “Not yet. Stay safe. Wait a little longer.” And so we wait — not realizing that in the waiting, life is slipping away.
The truth is this:
You do not become ready before you begin.
You become ready because you begin.
The seed does not wait until it feels certain before it cracks open. It surrenders to the unknown, and in that surrender, it finds its way toward the sun.
The child does not wait until it feels steady before taking its first step. It stumbles, it falls, it rises again — and walking is born.
Every beginning looks imperfect, awkward, incomplete. But it is in the imperfection of beginning that transformation takes place.
We imagine that one day, we will wake up fearless, clear, unshakable — finally “ready.” But that day never comes. Fear and doubt do not vanish; they walk with us. Readiness is not the absence of fear, but the willingness to move alongside it.
To wait until you feel no fear is to wait forever.
To wait until you have no doubt is to abandon your own life.
Life does not wait for your permission slip.
It does not pause until you are confident or prepared.
It is happening now — pulsing, unfolding, offering itself in every breath.
The question is not: “Am I ready?”
The real question is: “Will I say yes?”
Yes to speaking even when my voice trembles.
Yes to loving even when my heart is still healing.
Yes to creating even when I am unsure of the outcome.
Yes to living fully, even when fear whispers, “Not yet.”
This is the courage life asks of us. Not perfection. Not certainty. Not readiness. Only our willingness to step forward, as we are, into the mystery of now.

🛑 What Keeps Us Waiting?
Why do we wait?
Why do we hold back, even when our hearts whisper that we are meant to move, to act, to begin?
At first glance, it seems innocent. We tell ourselves we are being careful, being wise, being patient. We say, “I just need more time. More clarity. More strength. More signs.”
But beneath these justifications lies the real reason: fear.
We wait because we are afraid.
· Afraid of failing — of stepping out and falling flat, proving to ourselves and others that we never had what it takes.
· Afraid of being judged — that our attempts will become someone else’s entertainment, our vulnerability turned into their ridicule.
· Afraid of getting it wrong — as if one misstep could ruin the entire story of our lives.
· Afraid of being seen — fully, completely, without disguise — and still not being enough to be loved.
So we delay.
We prepare endlessly. We create excuses disguised as responsibilities. We polish the plan until the shine blinds us into paralysis. We call it wisdom. We call it maturity. We even call it faith, when in truth it is fear whispering, “Not yet. Stay safe. Hide a little longer.”
Fear is clever. It rarely presents itself as fear.
It disguises itself as logic: “This just isn’t the right time.”
It disguises itself as humility: “Who am I to do this?”
It disguises itself as responsibility: “I need to be practical. I need to put others first.”
Sometimes it even disguises itself as spirituality: “I’m waiting for a sign from the universe.”
But signs are everywhere, if we are honest.
The desire in your chest is a sign.
The restlessness you feel in waiting is a sign.
The dream that refuses to die is a sign.
The quiet ache inside you is not proof you should delay; it is life reminding you that it is already here, already asking for your yes.
The longer we wait, the more natural waiting feels. We settle into it like a well-worn chair, convincing ourselves that someday, when we’re finally ready, we’ll rise. But waiting itself becomes the habit, and habits become a life.
Here is the truth we keep forgetting:
We are not waiting on life.
Life is waiting on us.
It waits in the book you have not written, the words still sealed inside you.
It waits in the love you have not spoken, the affection you have withheld.
It waits in the risks you have avoided, the adventures you have postponed, the talents you have silenced.
Life does not require perfection.
It does not require certainty.
It does not require you to be fearless or flawless.
It requires only one thing: your willingness to step forward while still afraid.
The door is already open. The invitation has already been sent. The question is not whether life will give you permission — it already has. The question is whether you will stop hiding behind fear’s masks long enough to walk through.
Fear will always whisper “Not yet.”
But life is always whispering “Now.”

📖My Story: The Long Wait to Begin
While serving in the army, I had many opportunities and blessings. I rose quickly through the ranks, yet deep inside, I still felt an emptiness I couldn’t name.
I thought perhaps a change of place would fix it.
So I left the army and traveled to different countries, searching for a better life — or at least that’s what I believed. I was really trying to find myself, to fill a void that nothing seemed to touch.
I even changed my names more than once, hoping a new identity would change my reality. But no matter where I went or what I called myself, the feeling remained.
Then, while in Uganda, something shifted.
I realized I had been chasing life as if it were somewhere “out there,” waiting for me in another country, another situation, another future.
But life was not waiting somewhere else — it was here. Now.
That moment changed me.
I stopped waiting for perfection and chose to live the life right in front of me. I enrolled in school — something I thought I’d only do after going abroad — and from that small decision, new doors began to open.
Life didn’t change when my circumstances changed.
It changed when my mindset did.
When I said “yes” to now, my life began.

🧠 The Psychology of “Not Yet”
The mind is clever. It rarely says “Never.”
It only says, “Not yet.”
Not yet — you’re not ready.
Not yet — you don’t know enough.
Not yet — wait until you feel stronger.
Not yet — maybe after tomorrow.
And so begins the loop.
You wait for tomorrow, believing it will bring courage.
Tomorrow arrives, but it arrives as today.
And today, the mind whispers again: “Not yet.”
So you wait again.
Another tomorrow. Another excuse. Another postponement.
And before long, a week is gone. A month. A year. A decade.
This is the quiet tragedy: the life we long for is always one step away, always in the future, always almost here.
But courage is not a gift that tomorrow delivers.
Courage is born only in the present — in the trembling step, the shaky voice, the imperfect beginning.
You don’t become brave by waiting until the fear disappears.
You become brave by acting while the fear is still here.
Every time you obey the whisper of “Not yet,” you strengthen fear’s hold. You train your mind to believe that safety is more valuable than aliveness.
But every time you dare to say “Yes, now,” even in the smallest way, you begin to break the chain.
Eckhart Tolle said: “Don’t wait for someone else to make you happy… The moment you say yes to now — you become free.”
Happiness doesn’t live in tomorrow.
Peace doesn’t live in tomorrow.
Life doesn’t live in tomorrow.
They all live here.
In this moment.
In this breath.
The mind says, “Not yet.”
The heart whispers, “Now.”
The choice is always yours.

🛤️ Real Life Isn’t a Rehearsal
This is not a warm-up.
This is not the practice round.
This is it.
Your life is not a dress rehearsal for some future performance.
It is the real thing — already happening, already unfolding, whether you participate fully or not.
Waiting to feel “ready” is like standing at a train station while every train passes by. You tell yourself:
“The next one will be better.”
“The next one will be safer.”
“The next one will feel certain.”
“The next one will carry less risk.”
But the truth is, there is no perfect train.
There is no future moment where all fear evaporates, where every condition aligns, where risk disappears. That train will never arrive.
And while you hesitate, life does not.
The trains keep moving.
Moments keep passing.
Opportunities keep slipping through, unrepeatable and irreplaceable.
It is the same with the stage. The curtain is already open. The lights are already shining. The audience — time itself — is already watching. Whether you step into the spotlight or not, the play goes on.
There is no rehearsal, no second take, no chance to “try again later.” Every scene is one-time only. Every line spoken or left unsaid is part of the story you are writing.
Yes, you may stumble over your words.
Yes, you may forget your lines.
Yes, you may feel exposed, unpolished, imperfect.
But that is the beauty of a live performance — it is alive. It cannot be repeated, and it does not need to be perfect to be unforgettable.
One day, the lights will dim. The curtain will close. The stage will fall silent. And when that moment comes, you will not wish you had waited longer to begin. You will not wish you had rehearsed more. You will wish you had boarded the train, stepped onto the stage, lived the moment while it was here.
So don’t wait at the station. Don’t linger in the wings. Don’t keep rehearsing the same lines in your head.
Step on stage.
Board the train.
Speak. Risk. Live.
Because real life isn’t later.
Real life is now.

📖 A Moment from Scripture
In Luke 5, Jesus tells Peter to let down his nets once more.
Peter hesitates: “We’ve worked all night and caught nothing…”
But then he says: “But because You say so, I will.”
And the miracle happened.
Not because he was sure.
But because he was willing.

💡 You Begin by Beginning
How do you live when you don’t feel ready?
You begin. Anyway.
Readiness is not a doorway you walk through. It is a flame that lights only after you strike the match. You don’t wait for courage — you create it by moving while still afraid.
Courage has never meant the absence of fear.
It has always meant trembling hands, shaky voices, uncertain steps — moving forward while fear shouts its protests in your ear.
You don’t need to see the whole path.
You don’t need to know the outcome.
You don’t need guarantees.
All you need is the willingness to take the next step that is in front of you. And then the next. And then the next.
This is how life unfolds: one step at a time, one breath at a time, one choice at a time. The path reveals itself in walking, never in waiting.
Think of a seed.
When it is placed in the soil, it does not wait to feel ready.
It simply begins. Quietly. Humbly. Invisibly.
It pushes against the dark earth without knowing what sunlight feels like.
It breaks open before it understands what it is becoming.
If the seed demanded certainty before it sprouted, it would rot underground — full of potential, but never alive.
So it is with you. Your beginning may look small, hidden, even fragile. But it is the only way growth ever happens. Life does not wait for perfection. Life responds to beginnings.
Let Baho guide you.
Let it become your anchor, your compass, your prayer.
When the mind freezes, whisper it gently to your own soul:
Live. Begin. Breathe.
Because beginning is not something that happens “someday.”
It happens in this breath.
It happens in this choice.
It happens when you stop asking for certainty and start saying yes.
And here is the miracle: the moment you begin, life begins to meet you. Doors open. Strength awakens. Courage grows. What seemed impossible a moment ago becomes natural simply because you started.
You begin by beginning.
There is no other way.

📌 A Reflection for You
· What have you been postponing until “the time is right”?
· What story are you telling yourself about “later”?
· What would it look like to say yes today?

📝 Your Simple Practice
Write down:
· One thing you’ve been waiting to do because you didn’t feel ready.
· One small action you can take today to begin.
Then pause, breathe deeply, and say:
“Baho. I begin now.”

🙏 Final Thought 
“Your entire life only happens in this moment.” — Eckhart Tolle
You don’t need to feel ready.
You don’t need to have it all figured out.
You don’t need to wait until you feel strong.
You only need to say yes — to this moment.
Begin now.
Breathe now.
Baho now.

Prayer:
God of the Present,
I surrender my excuses and fears.
I release the illusion of “someday.”
Give me the strength to begin — not because I’m ready,
but because I’m alive.
Amen.


✍🖊️ Journaling Space
1. What part of this chapter spoke to you most deeply?
2. Where in your life do you see this truth at work right now?
3. What step can you take today to Baho — to live this truth in action?
4. Write a personal mantra that summarizes this chapter for you.
______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________











CHAPTER 3: Live Like a Dying Man
✨ “Teach us to number our days, that we may gain a heart of wisdom.”
— Psalm 90:12

💭 What Would Change If You Knew You Were Dying?
Imagine this: you are told you have only a few weeks left to live.
Suddenly, the trivial fades.
The arguments, the petty complaints, the endless chasing — none of it matters in the same way.
Would you still worry about what strangers think of you?
Would you still postpone that phone call, that apology, that “I love you” waiting to be spoken?
Would you keep clinging to old grudges, rehearsing old wounds, defending old pride?
Most people live as though life is permanent, as though the days will keep unfolding endlessly.
We move through time half-asleep, convinced that tomorrow will always come.
Until one day, it doesn’t.
But the wise live differently.
The wise live as if today might be their last — because one day, it will be.
They know that the question is not if we will die, but how we will live until then.
When death becomes real to us, life suddenly becomes precious.
The breath you are taking now feels like a miracle.
The faces of the people around you look like gifts.
The ordinary becomes sacred, and the small moments shine.
Death is not an enemy to fear, but a teacher to listen to.
It teaches us urgency — that love should not be postponed.
It teaches us humility — that time is never truly ours to control.
It teaches us gratitude — that nothing is guaranteed, not even the next breath.
When we let death whisper in our ear, it does not diminish life — it deepens it.
It reminds us: Don’t waste your time on what doesn’t matter. Don’t wait for tomorrow to finally live. Don’t hold back your love, your gifts, your joy.
The tragedy is not death itself.
Death is inevitable, natural, and beyond our control.
The true tragedy is dying without ever having truly lived.
So pause for a moment.
If you only had a little time left, what would matter most?
What would fall away?
What would you finally dare to do, to say, to love?
That is your answer.
That is how you are meant to live — not someday, not when you’re ready, but now.
Because in truth, every one of us is already dying. The only question is: are we truly living while we are here?

⚖️ The Illusion of Time
We waste so much of life believing we have more of it.
We tell ourselves, “Later. Tomorrow. Someday.”
And in doing so, we treat time as though it were infinite — as though the hours and years belong to us.
So we push our dreams into the future.
We postpone apologies, thinking there will always be another chance.
We bury our hearts in fear, hoping for a safer season to open them.
We hide behind responsibilities, afraid to show who we really are.
But time does not bargain.
It does not pause for our hesitation.
It does not wait until we feel ready.
Every day, people leave this world with songs still in their mouths, with books unwritten, with words unsaid, with love unexpressed. They believed they had more time. They believed they could start later. But later never came.
This is the illusion of time: the belief that we own it.
In truth, time owns us.
It is slipping through our fingers even now, in this very breath.
Life is like an hourglass.
Grain by grain, the sand falls.
You cannot hold it still. You cannot turn it back.
Every moment that passes is gone forever — not to be reclaimed, not to be repeated.
Life is like a candle.
Its flame burns brightly, but every second the wax melts away.
The light is beautiful, but it cannot last forever.
What matters is not how long it burns, but how fully it shines while it does.
To “live like a dying man” does not mean to live in despair.
It means to live awake.
To live with urgency — knowing that every day is a gift, and no day is promised.
To live with honesty — refusing to waste your short hours on lies, masks, and pretending.
To live with heart — speaking your love, giving your gifts, daring to be seen.
Because the clock is always ticking.
And the only tragedy greater than death is to reach the end of your days and realize you never truly lived.
So don’t wait.
Don’t postpone.
Don’t keep your songs trapped inside you.
Time is not yours to keep.
But this moment is yours to live.

️ My Turning Point
There’s something death teaches you that nothing else can:
Clarity.
I’ve seen this lesson up close — both through war and through my own moments of despair. There were seasons in my life when I didn’t know if I’d see tomorrow.
I’ve walked where bullets fly.
I’ve seen people I knew fall — suddenly, permanently.
And yet, strangely, I lived much of my life postponing everything that mattered.
I postponed joy.
I postponed healing.
I postponed gratitude.
Even after surviving war, returning from DRC, being shot and healed, I went through long periods of complaining, waiting, and drifting.
I wasn’t living like a dying man.
I was living like a man who had all the time in the world — and no fire in his soul.
But one day, I woke up.
Not in the hospital. Not in the field. But in my mind.
“This is your life.”
“You’re not waiting to start. You’re already in it.”
That shift — that awakening — is what I want to pass on to you.

🏽 Your Life Is Your Message
Every life speaks.
Not just through words, but through choices.
Not just through achievements, but through presence.
Every day you live, you are sending a message to the world about what matters most to you.
Some people believe their message will come later — after they succeed, after they are known, after they have built something worthy of remembrance.
But your life is already speaking.
In how you treat others.
In how you treat yourself.
In what you prioritize, in what you ignore, in what you love, and in what you fear.
Even silence is a message.
Even postponement is a message.
Even hiding is a message.
The question is not whether your life is sending a message — it is.
The question is: what message are you sending?
Will it be a message of love, or of fear?
Of courage, or of hesitation?
Of honesty, or of masks?
Of urgency, or of delay?
When your time here ends — and it will — people may not remember every word you spoke, but they will remember the way your life felt. The way you carried yourself. The way you gave or withheld your heart.
Your life is your message.
Your choices are your signature.
Your presence is your legacy.
And the beautiful truth is this: you don’t need more time to change your message.
You only need this moment.
A single decision — to live honestly, to love deeply, to begin now — can rewrite the story your life is telling.
Let your life say what your heart longs to express.
Let it be a message of presence, of courage, of Baho — the freedom to live fully, now.
Because when you are gone, your words may fade, your possessions may scatter, but your message — the essence of how you lived — will remain.
So live it well.

🛑 What Keeps Us Numb?
So many of us move through life half-awake, not because we want to, but because we’ve been lulled into it.
There are forces that numb us, that dull the fire in our souls, that convince us it’s acceptable to merely exist instead of fully live.
· The routine of survival.
Wake up. Work. Pay bills. Repeat. We become trapped in cycles that keep us busy but not alive, mistaking maintenance for meaning.
· The comfort of delay.
We tell ourselves “not yet,” and in that comfort we stay safe — but stagnant. Postponement feels gentle, but it slowly starves the soul.
· The fear of failure.
We protect ourselves from falling, not realizing that the refusal to try is a deeper kind of failure. Fear whispers: “Stay small, stay hidden,” and we obey, at the cost of our own becoming.
· The ego’s need for control.
We demand certainty before we act, but life never grants it. The obsession with control keeps us frozen, rehearsing, planning — but never stepping into the unknown where true life unfolds.
All these things numb us.
They create a quiet anesthesia, a way of tolerating existence without ever tasting its fullness. They tell us it’s okay to live halfway, to keep our hearts buried, to settle for safety instead of aliveness.
But it’s not okay.
Because half-living is not living at all.
Half-living is dying slowly — breath by breath, day by day, while still pretending to be alive.
Numbness is like sleepwalking.
You move through the motions — walking, talking, working — but you are not really there. You pass by beauty without noticing it. You miss the faces of those you love. You drift through your days as though they are endless, unaware that the clock is running down.
And just like sleepwalking, you can live for years this way.
But the danger is not that you will trip and fall. The danger is that you will never wake up.
To awaken is to feel again. To let yourself burn with wonder, ache with longing, tremble with fear, soar with joy. To risk being alive — fully, wildly, vulnerably alive.
The call is not to survive numb, but to awaken alive.
Because the world does not need more sleepwalkers.
It needs people who are truly here.

🕊️ A Lesson from Jesus
Jesus knew He had limited time.
And yet, He was never in a rush — because He lived with full presence.
He wasn’t afraid to confront.
He wasn’t afraid to rest.
He wasn’t afraid to love boldly or weep publicly.
He lived like every moment mattered — because it did.
When Lazarus died, Jesus wept.
When Mary broke the perfume at His feet, He honored her without restraint.
When the thief on the cross asked for mercy, He gave it — immediately.
No delay. No hesitation.
Just life, fully lived, moment by moment.

🏽 Spiritual Reflection: Death Is Not the Enemy
In many religious and spiritual traditions, death is not the end, but a reminder — a messenger.
A teacher that whispers, “Do not waste what has been given.”
A mirror that strips away illusions and reflects back to us what truly matters.
The Scriptures remind us:
“It is better to go to a house of mourning than to a house of feasting,
for death is the destiny of every man;
the living should take this to heart.”
(Ecclesiastes 7:2)
This is not morbid. It is merciful.
For in the presence of death, we wake up.
At funerals, we realize that all our striving, comparing, and clinging will one day vanish like smoke.
In mourning, we feel the raw truth that love, not status, is what gives life its meaning.
In endings, we see what should have been cherished all along.
Death is not the enemy of life, but its mirror.
It shows us what is fragile, and therefore precious.
It reminds us that each breath is borrowed, each day a gift.
Without death, we would forget to treasure life.
Death is not the enemy of joy, but its teacher.
It tells us: “Don’t wait. Don’t postpone. Don’t hoard your love.”
It presses urgency into our bones, urging us to forgive, to embrace, to sing our song before the silence comes.
Death is not the enemy of purpose, but its compass.
It humbles the ego, showing us that titles, trophies, and possessions will not cross the threshold.
The only thing we carry beyond this world is the love we gave and the truth we lived.
Mystics and sages have often called death a doorway.
Not the end, but the passage.
Not a closing, but an opening into what is eternal.
In this way, death is both teacher and midwife — guiding us not only out of this life, but into the fullness of being.
The tragedy is not that life ends.
The tragedy is that so many live as though it never will.
To remember death is not to be consumed with dying, but to be consumed with living.
When you take death to heart, you stop postponing joy.
You stop waiting for the perfect moment.
You stop numbing yourself with distractions.
Instead, you live awake.
You live free.
You live with Baho — the freedom to live fully, here and now, before the final breath comes.

🔥 A Way of Living
To live like a dying man is not to fear death.
It is to finally let death be the teacher that frees you from delay, from pride, from illusions of endless tomorrows.
It is to:
· Speak honestly.
Stop hiding behind half-truths, polite masks, or what you think others want to hear. When you know time is short, your words become simple, direct, and real.
· Forgive quickly.
Grudges make sense only to those who believe they have forever. But the one who lives with death in view knows that bitterness wastes precious hours. Forgiveness becomes freedom, both for you and for them.
· Love without games.
No pretending. No withholding. No waiting for someone else to go first. To love freely is to risk rejection, but to withhold love is to guarantee regret.
· Choose joy even in the ordinary.
You stop postponing happiness for grand achievements. The morning sunlight, the laughter of a friend, even the taste of water becomes enough. Every small moment reveals itself as sacred.
· Say what needs to be said. Do what needs to be done.
No more putting off the call. No more shelving the dream. No more waiting for “someday.” You live with urgency, because someday is not promised.
This is the way of one who has awoken to the truth:
No more excuses.
No more “maybe later.”
No more “one day.”
This is the day.
This breath, this step, this now.
And when you live like this, you discover something extraordinary:
You don’t need more years to live a full life.
You need more presence.
More courage.
More love, here and now.
That is what it means to live like a dying man — not to despair, but to live awake. To live free. To live Baho.

📌 A Reflection for You
· What have you been postponing, assuming there will be time?
· If you had one year left, what would you do differently?
· If today was your last day, would you feel complete?

📝 Your Simple Practice
Write a letter — to someone you love, to yourself, or to God.
Say what you’ve been meaning to say.
Then write down:
· 3 things you don’t want to die without doing.
· One thing you will start now.

🙏 Final Thought 
“Teach us to number our days…”
That’s a sacred prayer.
Not so we become afraid — but so we become alive.
Let death not be your enemy. Let it be your reminder.
Let it sharpen your joy.
Let it awaken your gratitude.
Let it teach you how to Baho — fully, freely, now.

Prayer:
God of breath and days,
Remind me that life is sacred — not because it lasts forever,
but because it doesn’t.
Break the illusion that I have time to waste.
Teach me to speak, to give, to forgive, and to live —
as if today matters.
Because it does.
Amen.


✍🖊️ Journaling Space

1. What part of this chapter spoke to you most deeply?
2. Where in your life do you see this truth at work right now?
3. What step can you take today to Baho — to live this truth in action?
4. Write a personal mantra that summarizes this chapter for you.
______________________________________________________________________
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CHAPTER 4: Stop Waiting to Be Whole
✨ “You are already whole — you’ve just forgotten.”

🔍 The False Idea of Wholeness
We are taught from childhood to chase perfection.
To polish the outside, fix the inside, and someday arrive at a version of ourselves that is finally worthy — worthy to live, to love, to be seen, to serve.
We grow up believing that life is delayed until we are “better.”
So we whisper to ourselves:
· “Once I heal from the past, I’ll finally be okay.”
· “When I overcome this weakness, then I’ll be ready.”
· “As soon as I get everything in order, then I’ll be whole.”
But this is a cruel illusion.
It keeps us waiting, chasing a horizon that always moves farther away.
It convinces us that life is a prize for perfection, rather than a gift for existence.
Here is the deeper truth:
Wholeness is not a future version of you.
Wholeness is not found in the absence of wounds, but in the essence that lies beneath them.
Think of the sun on a cloudy day.
The sky may be heavy, the clouds dark, the light hidden. But behind it all, the sun is still burning, untouched, unchanged. It never stopped shining. Your wholeness is the same — always present, even when obscured.
Or think of gold buried in the earth. Dirt may cling to it, mud may cover it, but the gold does not become less valuable. It is still gold. Still pure. Still shining beneath the weight of what hides it.
Your essence — the core of your being — is that sun, that gold.
Pain cannot destroy it.
Shame cannot diminish it.
Delay cannot erase it.
Yes, the pain is real. The failures are real. The regrets are real.
But they are not you. They are clouds. They are mud. They are passing forms.
You remain whole beneath them.
The illusion of wholeness says: “Fix yourself, then live.”
But the truth of wholeness whispers: “Live, and you will see you were never broken.”
To embrace your wholeness is to stop waiting for someday.
It is to walk into life now — messy, unfinished, imperfect — knowing that your worth is not in question.
It is to stop treating yourself as a problem to be solved, and to start honoring yourself as a mystery to be lived.
Wholeness is not a finish line.
It is the ground beneath your feet.
It is the breath in your lungs.
It is Baho — the freedom to live fully, even as you heal, even as you stumble, even as you grow.
You are not on your way to wholeness.
You are wholeness, learning to see itself.

🏽 You Are Not Broken — You Are Becoming
We all carry scars. Some are visible, carved into our skin. Others are hidden, carved into our hearts.
Memories of betrayal. Words that cut deep. Failures we can’t seem to shake. Losses that hollowed us out.
There are moments when these scars whisper to us:
“You are unworthy.”
“You are too broken.”
“You are not enough yet.”
But that voice is not your true voice.
It is the voice of conditioning — echoes of a world that teaches us to measure our worth by perfection.
It is the voice of comparison — the endless mirror of what others seem to be.
It is the voice of fear — afraid that if you live boldly now, you will not be loved.
That voice is loud, but it is not true.
Beneath it, there is another voice — quiet, but steady. Constant, like a heartbeat.
It says:
“You are already enough.”
“Your scars do not disqualify you — they make you human, they make you real.”
“You do not need to fix yourself before you live.”
This voice is not born of fear.
It is born of truth.
It is the voice of your soul, the voice of the eternal, the voice of presence itself.
And when you learn to listen, you will hear it calling you gently back to life.
It will remind you that your worth is not waiting in the future.
It is here, now. In this breath. In this moment.
Baho — now.
Not later, not someday, not after you are “better.”
Now. Even with the scars. Especially with the scars.
Because the cracks in you are not proof of brokenness — they are the places where light can enter.
Your scars are not barriers to life.
They are invitations.
Proof that you have endured, that you have healed, that you are still here.
And still here is enough.

💬 My Story: A Life Spent Looking for What Was Already Here
For most of my life, I felt like nothing was ever enough — and even worse, that I was not enough.
It showed up in the way I moved from place to place, never feeling settled. No matter where I was, something always felt missing — though I couldn’t quite name what it was.
Even in my own country, I often felt like a stranger.
I remember a conversation with my friend Freddy. We were sitting and reflecting on this exact feeling — how we didn’t seem to fit into our surroundings. There was a quiet grief between us. A longing.A search.
We often found ourselves separating from the group during social gatherings — not physically, but mentally and spiritually. We’d sit close together and enter into deep conversations that no one else seemed to connect with. Eventually, our friends would notice and try to separate us just so we could rejoin their surface-level conversations.
But we couldn’t help it.
We were looking for something deeper.
We were looking for ourselves.
We talked about how everything we pursued — work, ideas, ambitions — always seemed to lose meaning along the way. We would start things with excitement, only to lose interest or passion halfway through. We felt empty in a world that kept telling us to “keep going.”
We used to joke that everyone suffers from depression. But now I know:
What we called “depression” was a deep disconnection from self.
A loss of identity.
A longing to belong — not to the world, but to ourselves.
And when we couldn’t find it, we looked for comfort in other places.
Sometimes, that place was the bar — not because we loved alcohol, but because we thought that being around others would help us feel less alone.
But it didn’t.
Now I see clearly:
I was looking for the answers in all the wrong places.
I thought I needed something outside myself to make me whole.
But the truth is — I already had everything I needed.
The answers I sought were walking with me the entire time.
I was just unaware.
What I needed was not another achievement.
What I needed was self-awareness.
The courage to look within and remember:
“I am not broken.
I am whole.
I have always been.”

🪞 The Mirror of Spirituality
True spirituality doesn’t demand that you become someone else.
It does not say, “Erase yourself and build a better you.”
It does not send you on a lifelong chase after perfection.
Instead, it invites you to return.
To come back home to who you already are.
To peel away the noise, the masks, the false voices — and to remember the presence that has always been here.
Spirituality is not a ladder to climb.
It is a mirror to gaze into.
And when you dare to look deeply, past the surface of wounds and worries, you see the reflection of your own wholeness shining back at you.
The mirror may be covered in dust — years of shame, conditioning, comparison. But dust is not the mirror. It only hides it. With each breath of awareness, with each act of presence, the dust clears, and what was always shining beneath is revealed again.
Or think of a still lake. When stirred by wind and storms, the water ripples, and the reflection disappears. You forget what is above. But when the water settles, when it becomes still, the lake reveals the sky — vast, whole, radiant. In the same way, when your heart grows still, your soul reflects the truth: you were always complete.
“You are not a problem to be solved. You are a presence to be remembered.”
This is the essence of Baho.
It does not ask you to earn your right to live.
It does not wait for you to reach some mythical state of flawlessness.
It simply whispers:
Live now.
Not because you are perfect.
But because you are already complete.
The ego says: “When I improve, I will be worthy.”
Spirit says: “You are worthy because you exist.”
The world says: “Become more.”
Spirit says: “Remember who you are.”
And when you remember, even for a moment, you realize:
Nothing was missing.
Nothing was broken.
Nothing needed fixing before life could begin.
To look into the mirror of spirituality is to rediscover the truth:
Your essence is whole.
Your being is radiant.
Your life is already enough.
Baho is this recognition:
That you don’t need to chase completeness.
You only need to awaken to it.

️ Jesus and the Broken
Look at who Jesus loved.
Look at who He called.
· A woman caught in adultery.
· A thief on the cross.
· A tax collector hiding in a tree.
· A fisherman with doubts and dirty hands.
Jesus didn’t wait for people to become holy.
He met them where they were — and reminded them who they already were: God’s beloved.
The woman at the well didn’t have her life together — but He gave her living water.
Peter was still denying Him — but He called him the rock.
The thief had no time left to change — but Jesus gave him paradise.
Wholeness is not about what you fix.
It’s about what you remember.

🧠 Why We Feel Incomplete
So many of us walk through life with a quiet ache, a sense that something is missing.
We search endlessly — in careers, in relationships, in possessions — hoping to find the missing piece.
But the truth is simpler, and far more liberating:
· It’s not that we’re broken.
· It’s that we’ve forgotten who we are.
· We’ve forgotten that being alive is already enough.
From childhood, we are taught to measure ourselves against the world’s yardsticks:
Grades. Beauty. Status. Success.
We are told, “You will be enough when…”
And slowly, we begin to believe it.
The world screams: “Be more. Prove yourself. Fix yourself. Earn your worth.”
But the soul whispers: “Just be. You were enough the moment you drew your first breath.”
The illusion of incompleteness is powerful because it keeps us chasing shadows.
We run after goals that promise fulfillment but deliver only momentary relief.
And the moment we achieve one, a new one appears — another reminder that “not yet” has become our way of life.
But beneath all of this noise, there is a stillness.
A truth waiting like a hidden treasure in your own chest:
You are already whole.
You are not missing anything.
You are the completeness you’ve been searching for.
To remember this is to awaken.
To remember this is to live-to Baho

🔄 Stop Fixing. Start Living.
The healing you seek will come — but don’t let it keep you from living now.
Yes, there are wounds. Yes, there are scars. Yes, there are parts of you that still long for mending. But if you wait until you feel “finished,” life will slip quietly past you.
Stop waiting to be whole.
Start living as someone who already is.
This shift changes everything.
You stop striving to prove your worth.
You start resting in the truth of your being.
You stop seeing yourself as a project that needs fixing.
You start showing up as a person who is already alive, already complete.
And when you do, something softens.
The war inside begins to quiet.
You become more gentle with yourself — no longer rushing to erase every imperfection.
You become more present with others — no longer distracted by your own imagined inadequacy.
Life is not waiting for the healed version of you.
It is waiting for the present version of you.
The one who breathes.
The one who loves.
The one who dares to say “yes” to today, even with unfinished edges.
Baho is not about perfection.
It is about presence.
Not about fixing.
But about living.
Because the paradox is this:
When you live as though you are already whole, healing happens more naturally.
When you stop postponing life, life itself becomes the healer.

🎁 The Gift of Imperfection
We spend so much of our lives trying to hide our cracks.
We polish the surface, cover the flaws, and hope no one notices the places we feel broken.
But what if imperfection isn’t something to be ashamed of?
What if it is the very place where light gets in?
The Japanese art of kintsugi teaches this: when pottery breaks, it is not discarded. Instead, it is repaired with gold. The cracks are not hidden; they are honored. The vessel becomes more beautiful, more valuable, because of its scars.
So it is with us.
Your wounds are not proof of weakness.
They are the marks of survival.
Your scars are not signs that you are less.
They are the evidence that you have lived, loved, endured, and still stand here breathing.
Imperfection is not the opposite of wholeness.
It is the texture of it.
It reminds you that being human is not about being flawless — it is about being real.
When you embrace your imperfections, something miraculous happens:
You stop performing.
You stop pretending.
You begin to live with honesty, with openness, with heart.
The cracks in you are not empty spaces to be filled.
They are sacred doorways — places where compassion enters, where connection deepens, where love takes root.
Baho means this too:
To live not in spite of your imperfections, but through them.
To let your life shine like gold through the cracks.

🍂 Wholeness in the Ordinary
We often imagine wholeness as something dramatic.
A grand awakening.
A life-changing moment.
A mountaintop revelation that suddenly makes everything clear.
But real wholeness is quieter.
It hides in the ordinary.
In the way sunlight touches your skin.
In the sound of laughter shared with a friend.
In the rhythm of your own breath — steady, faithful, alive.
Wholeness is not a place you arrive at.
It is a presence you awaken to.
Right here, in the midst of dishes, traffic, conversations, tears, and small joys.
The ego says: “I’ll feel whole when I achieve more, when I prove myself, when I fix what’s broken.”
But the soul whispers: “You are whole in this very moment — while cooking, while walking, while sitting in silence.”
When you begin to notice wholeness in the ordinary, life changes.
Gratitude grows.
Anxiety loosens its grip.
You stop rushing past your own existence in search of a better version.
Because this moment — with all its messiness and imperfection — is sacred.
And when you treat it as sacred, the ordinary becomes extraordinary.
Baho means living with this awareness.
Not someday. Not when things fall perfectly into place.
But now — in the simple, unremarkable, breathtaking miracle of being alive.

📌 A Reflection for You
· What are you waiting to fix before you allow yourself to live fully?
· Who told you that you are not enough?
· What would change if you believed you were already whole?

📝 Your Simple Practice
Stand in front of a mirror. Look into your own eyes.
Say this to yourself — out loud:
“I am not broken. I am whole.
I don’t need to wait. I choose to Baho — today.”
Then write down:
· One thing you’ve been postponing because you thought you weren’t ready.
· One way you will honor your wholeness today.

🙏 Final Thought 
“You are complete in Him.” — Colossians 2:10
Let that be your foundation.
Not a future version of you.
Not a fixed version.
But the you that is here now. Alive. Awake. Enough.
You don’t need to wait to become someone else.
You don’t need to keep healing before you can be free.
You are not behind. You are not late.
You are whole.

Prayer:
God who dwells in every part of me,
Silence the voices that say I’m not enough.
Strip away the lie of incompleteness.
Help me to live — not from who I want to be,
but from who I already am in You. Today, I choose to Baho — as I am. Amen.





















✍🖊️ Journaling Space

1. What part of this chapter spoke to you most deeply?
2. Where in your life do you see this truth at work right now?
3. What step can you take today to Baho — to live this truth in action?
4. Write a personal mantra that summarizes this chapter for you.
______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________
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CHAPTER 5: Lost in the Crowd
✨ “Surrounded, but unseen. Loved, but not known. I was always there, but never really felt here.”

👥 The Loneliness No One Saw
There’s a kind of loneliness that doesn’t come from being alone.
It comes from being unseen — from moving through rooms full of people yet feeling like a shadow no one notices.
I’ve known that kind of loneliness all my life.
Even in the embrace of family.
Even within the vows of marriage.
Even in churches filled with worship, in bars filled with laughter, in the company of soldiers, in the noise of friends —
I still felt like a stranger in the world.
Sometimes there were moments of wholeness, brief and fragile.
A laugh that felt real.
A conversation that touched something deep.
A fleeting sense of belonging.
But they never lasted.
Soon the old emptiness returned — heavy, nameless, and familiar.
It began when I left home and joined the army.
At first, I called it boredom — a quiet ache, an emptiness I couldn’t name.
But after the 1994 liberation, it grew into something darker.
Not just emptiness, but heaviness.
Not just silence, but sadness.
Something inside me that had no language, yet it pulsed like a wound that refused to heal.
And then my mother died in 2001.
That was the turning point.
Her absence left a hole nothing could fill.
The loneliness that had always whispered suddenly roared.
It swallowed me.
People stood around me — kind, supportive, well-meaning.
But their presence couldn’t reach me.
It was as if I was sealed behind invisible glass.
I could see the world, hear the world, touch the world — but I couldn’t feel connected to it.
That’s the loneliness no one saw.
The kind that hides behind smiles and small talk.
The kind that lives inside, quiet but relentless.
A loneliness that doesn’t come from lack of company — but from the ache of disconnection, from the haunting sense that you don’t truly belong anywhere.

🏠 The Search for Belonging
Loneliness, when it lingers, becomes a kind of hunger.
Not for food or shelter, but for home — a place where the soul can rest.
I didn’t know what this pain was — only that it was deep, and it never left.
So I kept moving searching for belonging.
I searched for that home in many places.
In the discipline of the army.
In the Cm,, omfort of friendships.
In the arms of love and marriage.
In the rituals of church.
In the noise of bars and the laughter of companions.
For a moment, each promised relief.
A flicker of warmth. A taste of connection.
But it never lasted.
The emptiness always returned, like an echo that no one else could hear.
That’s the ache of belonging:
No matter how many people surround you, if you feel unseen inside yourself, you still feel alone.
No matter how loud the world gets, silence remains within you if your soul has not found its resting place.
We think belonging is something others give us.
But the truth is more subtle, more painful, more liberating:
You cannot find belonging outside until you discover it inside.
The home we are searching for is not in a person, or a place, or a position.
It is in remembering who we are.
It is in realizing that we are not broken, not forgotten, not less.
That to exist — here, now, breathing — is already to belong.
And until that inner belonging is remembered, every other belonging feels fragile, temporary, incomplete.

🤐 The Weight of Silence
Loneliness is heavy, but silence makes it heavier.
There are things you carry inside that no one ever hears.
The grief you never name.
The questions you never voice.
The memories you never dare to share.
At first, silence feels like protection.
If I don’t speak it, maybe it will fade.
If I hold it in, maybe no one will see how much I ache.
But silence is not a shield.
It is a prison.
The more you hide, the more the weight grows.
The more you pretend, the more distant you become from the very people who long to know you.
You find yourself surrounded by noise, yet trapped in an inner exile — unreachable, unseen, unheard.
And perhaps the deepest pain is this:
When you silence your truth, you begin to forget it yourself.
You lose touch with who you are beneath the masks.
The ache becomes part of your identity.
Loneliness stops being a feeling and starts being a way of living.
But the soul was not made for silence.
It was made to be known.
To speak, to be heard, to be seen.
To belong, not by hiding, but by being real.

💔 The Cry for Connection
Beneath every silence, there is a cry.
Sometimes it’s quiet, barely a whisper.
Sometimes it roars in the middle of the night when no one is watching.
But it’s always there: the deep, human longing to be seen, to be known, to be loved.
We may hide it behind strength, behind laughter, behind busyness.
We may tell ourselves we don’t need anyone.
We may numb it with work, with distractions, with noise.
But the heart cannot lie.
It aches for connection.
Not the shallow kind of connection that comes from small talk or polite company.
But the kind where masks fall away.
Where someone sees the real you — your scars, your fears, your secret hopes — and does not turn away.
This cry is not weakness.
It is the most human thing about us.
We were not made to live alone inside ourselves.
We were made for communion — with others, with creation, with God, with the deep presence within our own being.
And yet, when this cry goes unanswered, loneliness deepens.
It becomes despair.
Because the soul knows what it longs for, even when the mind tries to deny it.
To cry for connection is to admit you are human.
To long is to live.
And to be truly met in that longing — even once — is to taste the kind of belonging that heals.

🏽 Church Didn’t Heal It
You’d think that church would help.
That religion would explain it.
But for me, it only made it worse.
I tried to be “spiritual.”
I followed what I was taught.
I served. I prayed. I believed. I fasted. I studied theology.
But nothing healed that loneliness.
It was like I was playing a role — doing all the right things — but still…
I was lost in the crowd.
I didn’t belong to them.
And I wasn’t sure I belonged to myself.
Eventually I lost interest.
Not just in church, but in trying.
I started to question everything — even God.
Not because I hated Him. But because something didn’t make sense.
If God is love, why do we feel so disconnected?
If God is close, why does He seem so far?
The answers they gave me in church weren’t working.
So I stopped pretending.

🌍 I Looked for Meaning in Other Places
I tried to go to Canada. Tried again.And again.
At the airport — stopped.Turned back.Denied.
I kept trying, partly for myself, but mostly because I didn’t want to disappoint my sister who had sacrificed so much for me.
When I finally went to Europe — easily, without effort — it made me question everything.
Why did it happen now, when I had stopped forcing?
Why did all the plans fail before?
Why did all the fasting and faith not “work”?
I started seeing life differently.
Not as a reward for obedience.
Not as punishment for failure.
But as an unfolding — something deeper than my mind could explain.

💔 When Connection Fails
There are times when we reach for love — and it slips through our hands.
Times when friendship feels shallow.
When family feels distant.
When even community, even faith gatherings, leave us with the same ache we brought in.
It is one of the most painful truths of being human:
Sometimes, even surrounded by people who care, the loneliness does not leave.
You smile. You laugh. You share meals.
But inside, the emptiness lingers — a reminder that no one, not even the closest soul, can fully touch the depth of your longing.
At first, this feels like failure.
As if something is wrong with you.
As if you are too broken, too strange, too unworthy to ever be fully loved.
But the truth is different.
The human heart was not made to be filled by another person alone.
No lover, no friend, no crowd can carry the entire weight of your soul.
They can hold you, walk with you, comfort you — but they cannot complete you.
And when we expect them to, we set ourselves up for heartbreak.
Because no human being can become the home your soul is searching for.
That home lies deeper.
It lies in the sacred place within you — the place where you and God, you and life itself, meet.
So when connection fails, it is not the end.
It is an invitation.
A signpost pointing you inward, toward the truest belonging.



🏡 The Home Within
The deepest belonging is not found in another person.
It is discovered within yourself — in the sacred space where your soul remembers its source.
For years, I searched outside myself.
I thought love, success, friendship, or community would erase the emptiness.
And though each gave me something real, none could reach the very center of my being.
Because the center cannot be filled from the outside.
It must be remembered from within.
And then — something shifted.

️ The Awakening Begins
In Norway, I made a decision.
When I return to Rwanda, I will settle.
No more running.
No more escaping.
No more hoping that a new city, a new crowd, a new landscape would solve what I carried inside.
I didn’t know what my purpose was — but I knew it would not be discovered by moving again.
I had to stop running from myself.
And that decision, quiet but steady, was the beginning.
The beginning of Baho.
The first whisper of a homecoming I didn’t yet have words for.
Because Baho does not begin with answers.
It begins with a decision to stop escaping, and to finally sit in the truth of who you are.

️ What If the Crowd Isn’t the Problem?
For years, I believed the problem was people.
That they didn’t see me.
That they didn’t understand me.
That if only I could find the right circle, the right community, the right crowd — then I would belong.
But over time, I began to see something harder, and truer:
The deeper pain wasn’t that others didn’t know me.
It’s that I didn’t know myself.
And how could they see what I had not yet seen?
All my life, people saw things in me I couldn’t recognize.
They trusted me, expected greatness, believed in a strength I often feared.
I was afraid of myself — of my own capacity, my own thoughts, the power I carried quietly inside.
But slowly, I began to wake up.
To see what they had always seen.
To admit:
I am special.
I am not a mistake.
I don’t need to belong in a crowd — because I already belong to life itself.
And from that place, something changed.
I could love without fear.
I could lead without pretending.
I could Baho.
I stopped trying to be “spiritual.”
I stopped trying to be “right.”
I stopped trying to live up to expectations that were never mine to begin with.
I stopped trying… and I started living.
And in that space, a voice began to rise — not from the sky, but from within me.
Sometimes in the shower.
Sometimes in the stillness.
A voice of clarity.
A voice that wasn’t preaching, but reminding.
Reminding me that I was never truly alone.
I was only disconnected.
Not from others, but from myself.
And when I reconnected, I discovered the truth:
The home I was searching for had always been here.
Inside me.
This is the Home Within.
This is the beginning of Baho.

👂 Listening to the Inner Voice
Once you discover the home within, you begin to hear something you may have missed for years:
a voice that has always been speaking.
It is not loud.
It is not dramatic.
It doesn’t shout over the noise of the world.
It waits — patient, steady, gentle.
For me, it came in unexpected places.
In the shower, when water drowned out the day’s noise.
In the quiet of the night, when exhaustion stripped away all pretenses.
In moments of stillness, when I finally stopped running.
This voice didn’t command or condemn.
It reminded.
Reminded me that I was never truly alone — only disconnected.
Reminded me that my worth was not in what I achieved, or who approved of me, but in the simple miracle of being alive.
The world is full of voices:
voices of expectation, of judgment, of comparison, of fear.
But beneath them all, this inner voice whispers:
“You are enough.”
“You are not lost.”
“Live now. Baho.”
Learning to listen to this voice is not about escaping the world.
It is about grounding yourself in what is most real.
It is about remembering that clarity is already within you — not waiting in tomorrow, not hidden in someone else, but pulsing in your own chest.
And when you trust this voice, life changes.
You begin to live not from fear, but from presence.
Not from desperation, but from freedom.
Not from trying to prove, but from simply being.
The inner voice is not new.
It has been with you since the beginning.
But it takes courage to listen.
Courage to turn down the volume of the world, and to trust the whisper of your own soul.
And when you do, you realize:
This voice is not separate from God, from life, from truth.
It is the echo of the divine within you.
It is the compass that leads you home, again and again.



🦋 The Courage to Trust Yourself
Hearing the inner voice is only the beginning.
The real challenge — and the real awakening — comes when you choose to trust it.
For so long, I doubted myself.
I measured my worth by the approval of others.
I questioned every thought, every impulse, every desire.
Even when the inner voice spoke, I asked:
“Can I really trust this? Am I enough to follow it?”
Courage is not the absence of doubt.
It is stepping forward even when doubt is loud.
It is taking the first step, even when the path is unclear.
It is living according to your own guidance — not society’s, not tradition’s, not expectation’s — but your own soul’s whisper.
Trusting yourself means:
· Saying what needs to be said, even if it scares you.
· Taking the action you know is right, even if others don’t understand.
· Choosing presence over perfection.
· Choosing being alive over merely surviving.
This is the essence of Baho.
It is not reckless.
It is not naive.
It is intentional.
It is the radical act of aligning with your own life — fully, openly, courageously.
The first time you trust yourself, the world feels different.
Not because it has changed, but because you have.
The weight of doubt begins to lift.
The shadows of fear lose their power.
Your steps, once hesitant, become grounded.
And slowly, you realize:
You are not alone.
You have always carried the compass inside you.
You only needed the courage to follow it.
Trust is the bridge between hearing and living.
And each time you cross it, you discover that life — in all its unpredictability, beauty, and imperfection — is not something to survive.
It is something to Baho.

🌿 The Freedom of Full Presence
When you trust yourself, something remarkable happens.
You begin to live in the fullness of each moment.
Not in the future, not in the past, not in some imagined “someday.”
But here. Now.
Full presence is freedom.
It frees you from the chains of comparison.
It frees you from the weight of perfection.
It frees you from waiting for life to start.
When you are fully present:
· Conversations deepen, because you are truly listening.
· Work becomes meaningful, because you are fully engaged.
· Love becomes real, because you are fully giving yourself.
· Joy emerges in the ordinary, because you are noticing it.
This is what Baho calls living.
Not holding back.
Not postponing.
Not pretending to be ready.
But breathing, stepping, speaking, loving, and being — fully and unapologetically.
Presence is not passive.
It requires attention.
It requires courage.
It requires the humility to return to yourself, again and again, even when distractions and fears pull you outward.
And the paradox is beautiful:
The more fully you inhabit the present, the more your life unfolds naturally.
Purpose, clarity, and peace are not found by chasing them.
They arrive because you are awake.
Because you are here.
Because you have chosen to Baho — to live now, fully, completely.
The freedom of full presence is not a reward.
It is the natural state of a soul that has remembered itself.
It is the home we have been seeking all along.
It is Baho.

📌 Reflection for You
Have you ever felt lost, even when surrounded by people?
Do you ever wonder why you feel disconnected, even when you seem “blessed”?
What if your loneliness is not a failure — but a doorway?

📝 Your Simple Practice
Sit in silence. Just for a few minutes.
Notice what rises when the noise fades.
Not to escape it — but to meet yourself.
Then say quietly:
“I am not lost. I am returning to myself.”

🌿 Closing Thought
Loneliness was never about others.
It was the invitation to come back to me.
To see what others saw.
To love what I had forgotten.
To accept what I always was.
I am not alone.
I am not broken.
I am not waiting to belong.
I am the one I’ve been waiting for.
And now… I choose to Baho.

Prayer
Inner Light,
When I lose myself in the noise of the world,
remind me that I am not defined by approval or comparison.
Help me return to the still place within,
where I remember that I am enough.
Teach me to live not as a mask among masks,
but as the true self You created me to be.
In the crowd, may I still Baho — fully, freely, and whole.
Amen.




✍🖊️ Journaling Space

1. What part of this chapter spoke to you most deeply?
2. Where in your life do you see this truth at work right now?
3. What step can you take today to Baho — to live this truth in action?
4. Write a personal mantra that summarizes this chapter for you.
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CHAPTER 6: When Life Breaks the Script
✨ “The life they wanted for me looked perfect. But it wasn’t mine.”

🎭 The Script They Hand You
From the moment you are born, the world begins to write your story for you.
Voices surround you, gentle and insistent:
· “You’re good with people — you should be a pastor.”
· *“You’re smart — you should go far.”
· “You’re spiritual — you must serve God.”
· “You’re the hope of the family — don’t disappoint us.”
These words often come from love.
They come from care, from admiration, from the desire to see you succeed, to be safe, to be honored.
But love, even well-meaning, can hand you a script that is not yours.
Little by little, you start to carry expectations that don’t fit your soul.
You memorize lines that were written by someone else.
You perform acts that earn approval but leave your spirit empty.
You achieve milestones that look right on paper, yet feel hollow inside.
And then something subtle happens:
You begin to believe that these expectations define you.
You begin to believe that your worth is measured by how well you follow the script.
The life you live starts to feel like a costume — polished on the outside, but misaligned with your inner rhythm.
You may succeed. You may be admired.
You may even feel a brief sense of pride.
But deep inside, a quiet unrest grows.
A sense that the story you are living is not truly yours.
The tragedy of the handed script is not that it exists.
It is that we forget we have the pen.
That we can write, erase, and rewrite our story.
That we are not bound to the expectations of others.
To Baho is to take the pen.
To stop reading someone else’s story and start writing your own.
To honor the life that pulses within you — imperfect, untamed, and unapologetically yours.

🧍 I Played the Role
I tried. I really tried.
I took the script they handed me and read it faithfully.
I prayed with devotion.
I fasted with discipline.
I preached with fervor.
I studied theology with diligence.
I told myself, over and over:
“This is the way. This is how I serve God. This is my purpose.”
At one point, my room became a prayer room.
A sanctuary of devotion, of discipline, of striving.
I was leading people. I had fire in my words. I was respected, admired, even envied.
From the outside, it looked perfect.
From the outside, it looked like a life aligned with purpose.
But inside, something was quietly shifting.
Slowly, almost imperceptibly, the passion began to fade.
The joy that had once burned bright dimmed.
The peace I thought I was cultivating felt like it was slipping through my fingers.
And then came the whisper I had been too afraid to hear:
This is not the life I want.
It terrified me.
Because admitting it felt like betrayal — to God, to my mentors, to family, to myself.
And yet, it was the truth.
I had been living someone else’s story.
I had been performing a role.
I had been wearing a mask that looked righteous, but weighed heavy on my soul.
And in that moment of fear and honesty, I realized something crucial:
Purpose is not found in the roles others assign.
Purpose is found when you stop performing and start listening — to yourself, to the voice within, to the life quietly waiting to be lived.
True purpose is found in in following your passion.

💔 The Disappointment I Caused
Some people were disappointed in me.
Family members had long imagined a path for me — a church to lead, sermons to preach, a life of visible devotion.
Others looked at me and saw a spiritual leader, a “man of God,” someone who embodied certainty, discipline, and inspiration.
They expected something from me that I wasn’t sure I could give.
And when I didn’t follow that script, their disappointment was tangible.
I could feel it in the silence.
I could see it in their confusion, in the subtle way their eyes lingered, questioning.
Their unspoken words hovered in the air:
“What happened to you?”
It hurt.
It scared me.
It made me question myself, my choices, my calling.
Because I wanted to be good, to honor them, to honor the God I loved.
I wanted to fulfill the story they had written for me.
But inside, I knew something else was happening.
I wasn’t backsliding.
I wasn’t lost.
I wasn’t failing anyone — not even myself.
I was waking up.
Waking up to the truth that my life could not be lived according to someone else’s expectations.
Waking up to the understanding that following a script, even one written with love, could never satisfy the hunger of my soul.
Waking up to the call to live fully, honestly, and authentically — to Baho.
And that awakening, though painful, was liberating.
It was the first step toward a life that was truly mine.
The first step toward presence, toward courage, toward the home within.
Because sometimes, disappointing others is the only way to stop disappointing yourself.
Sometimes, stepping off the script is the only way to step into your own life.



🏽 What If the Script Was the Problem?
They had the best intentions.
Every word, every expectation, every suggestion came from love.
From care.
From hope.
But the story they handed me — the path they laid out — wasn’t mine.
And maybe this is the question we all need to ask ourselves at some point:
Am I living a life I chose — or a life that was chosen for me?
Am I still trying to make others proud — while quietly making myself miserable?
Do I even know what I want, beneath all the noise, all the expectations, all the roles I’ve learned to play?
We spend so much of life trying to get it “right.”
Right grades.
Right career.
Right spouse.
Right reputation.
Right service.
But what if “right” has nothing to do with the script and everything to do with being real?
What if “right” is not measured by approval, applause, or achievement — but by alignment with your own soul?
The problem isn’t love.
The problem isn’t intention.
The problem is that we let someone else’s story define our life.
We trade our own voice for safety, comfort, or acceptance.
And in doing so, we lose sight of the life waiting quietly within us.
The life that longs to be lived fully, without apology.
The life that whispers: Breathe. Begin. Be.
To recognize this is not rebellion.
It is awakening.
It is the first step toward reclaiming your story.
The first step toward Baho.
Because real life — the life you were made for — does not exist on a script written by someone else.
It exists in your courage to live it.

🏾 The Day I Let Go
Eventually, I reached a point where I could no longer carry the weight of all the expectations — mine and everyone else’s.
I stopped trying to be “spiritual.”
I stopped trying to be a “somebody.”
I stopped trying to earn favor, approval, or validation from God, people, or even myself.
It was terrifying, at first.
Because for so long, I had equated effort, performance, and achievement with worth.
I had measured life in sermons preached, prayers prayed, fasting endured, and roles fulfilled.
And letting that go felt like stepping off a cliff without a net.
But then, in that stillness, something extraordinary happened.
I heard a different voice.
Not a command.
Not a prophecy.
Not an instruction or expectation.
Just… truth.
It was quiet, almost imperceptible.
Yet piercing in its clarity.
“You don’t have to perform. Just live.”
For the first time, I wasn’t carrying anyone else’s dream.
I wasn’t trying to prove anything, meet any expectation, or fill anyone else’s mold.
I was simply present.
Breathing. Listening. Being.
And in that presence, I discovered something I had never known.
It was enough.
Not someday, not when I was perfect, not when I had done enough — but here, now, alive, breathing.
The suffocating pressure lifted.
The mask fell away.
And I finally felt what it meant to truly Baho.
This is the moment when life begins to open its doors.
Not because you have done more, achieved more, or become more.
But because you have stopped trying to be more than you are.
Because you have stopped postponing life to fit someone else’s script.
Because you have chosen presence over performance.
And in that letting go, I found freedom, joy, and the quiet fire of purpose that does not demand effort — only awareness, courage, and love for the life unfolding before me.


🗣️ The Expectations We Never Chose
So many people walk around carrying roles they never consciously chose.
They move through life as if wearing someone else’s costume — polished, neat, and well-rehearsed.
· The obedient son, who sacrifices his desires to meet family expectations.
· The loyal believer, whose faith is measured by rituals, appearances, and approval.
· The successful brother, whose achievements are applauded, but whose heart feels unseen.
· The “called one,” tasked with spiritual leadership before knowing the voice of their own soul.
· The one who holds the family together, silently shouldering burdens no one else will name.
All of it can feel like a burden masquerading as identity.
A weight we learn to carry because society, tradition, and love tell us we must.
We smile. We serve. We preach. We work.
We perform, striving to live up to expectations, to honor those who depend on us, to prove we belong.
And sometimes, from the outside, it looks like a life of purpose, devotion, or success.
But inside, quietly, a different story unfolds.
A sense of being trapped.
A sense of disconnection from our own desires, our own voice, our own life.
Life becomes a stage, and we — the supposed stars — become strangers to ourselves.
We forget how to listen to the quiet pulse beneath the roles.
We forget that identity is not the sum of others’ expectations.
We forget that we were born to inhabit our own story, not the one handed to us.
And this is where Baho begins.
It begins in the recognition that the life we are living may not be ours.
It begins in the courage to turn inward, to feel the weight, to breathe, to notice:
I am not my roles. I am more. I am alive. I can Baho.


🔥 When the Script Breaks, Freedom Begins
There comes a moment when the script you’ve been handed can no longer contain you.
The roles, the expectations, the rehearsed lines — they begin to feel tight, unnatural, heavy.
And when the script breaks, something remarkable begins: freedom.
It is not easy.
It hurts when people don’t understand.
It hurts to let go of what you once believed in.
It hurts to disappoint those who invested in the version of you they imagined.
But the deeper hurt is far worse:
Living a life that isn’t yours.
Performing roles that suffocate the soul.
Smiling and nodding while your own voice whispers, “This is not me.”
I reached a point where I had to make a choice.
I could continue to honor the script, safe and approved,
Or I could honor the truth of who I was becoming.
And I chose truth.
I chose authenticity over approval.
I chose presence over performance.
I would rather disappoint their idea of me
Than betray the reality of who I was becoming.
I didn’t walk away from God.
I walked away from the version of God that no longer fit me.
I didn’t reject purpose.
I simply realized that purpose was bigger than the narrow script I had inherited.
It is a paradox: freedom begins in discomfort.
Freedom begins when the familiar feels strange, and the safe feels constricting.
Freedom begins when you stop performing, stop trying to meet someone else’s expectations, and finally step into your own life.
The moment the script breaks is the moment life calls you to yourself.
And though the path is uncertain, though the crowd may misunderstand, though the old roles will never fully release their grip — something profound emerges:
A life that is yours.
A presence that is authentic.
A soul that remembers how to breathe, to love, to be.
This is the essence of Baho.
Not as it was taught to me, not as it was expected of me,
But as it is meant to be lived: fully, bravely, now.

🌄 The Life That Belongs to You
Once you break the script, something extraordinary happens.
The life that was waiting quietly begins to appear.
Not a life shaped by expectation, obligation, or fear.
A life shaped by your own presence, your own choices, your own voice.
It is a life that does not demand perfection.
It is a life that does not require approval.
It is a life that simply asks you to show up — fully, honestly, courageously.
You begin to notice the beauty in ordinary moments.
A sunrise feels like a gift, not a backdrop.
A conversation with a friend carries depth, not obligation.
The work you do, the love you give, the steps you take — all feel infused with meaning, because they are yours.
This life belongs to you, but it requires vigilance.
It asks you to recognize when the old scripts creep back in.
It asks you to resist the pressure to perform, to please, to pretend.
It asks you to return, again and again, to the quiet voice inside:
You are enough. You can Baho. You can live now.
And slowly, with practice and patience, you discover:
Freedom is not just the absence of expectation.
Freedom is the presence of authenticity.
Freedom is the courage to be yourself — without apology, without fear, without delay.
This life is not granted by others.
It is claimed.
It is earned — not through toil or achievement, but through presence, awareness, and the steady decision to live fully in your own truth.
The life that belongs to you has been waiting all along.
Waiting for the courage to break the script.
Waiting for the humility to listen to your own voice.
Waiting for the strength to Baho — fully, radically, here and now.
Because your story was never meant to be someone else’s.
It was always meant to be yours.

🏡 The Practice of Returning Home
Reclaiming your life is not a single moment.
It is not a one-time decision.
It is a daily, conscious practice — a gentle, persistent return to yourself.
Every day presents a choice:
To step into the old scripts, the expectations, the rehearsed roles…
Or to return to the quiet voice within that says:
You are enough. You are alive. You can Baho.
Returning home means noticing when you drift.
When the weight of obligation, comparison, or fear pulls you away.
It means pausing, breathing, and remembering:
This moment is yours.
This life is yours.
It is a practice of:
· Presence — paying attention to what is happening now, not what “should” be happening.
· Honesty — speaking and acting from truth, not performance.
· Courage — choosing to act even when the path is uncertain.
· Compassion — toward yourself, toward others, toward the unfolding journey of life.
Each time you return, you reclaim a piece of freedom.
Each time you return, you reconnect with your soul’s compass.
Each time you return, you remember that the life you seek has always been inside you — waiting quietly, patiently, faithfully.
And the more you practice, the easier it becomes.
You begin to live in rhythm with your own presence, not the expectations of the crowd.
You begin to hear the whisper beneath the noise:
Live fully. Love deeply. Baho now.
Returning home is not about perfection.
It is about constancy.
It is about showing up, again and again, for the life that belongs to you.
For the voice that has never left you.
For the soul that remembers how to breathe, to love, and to be free.
This is the rhythm of Baho.
Not a single act, not a fleeting moment, but a life reclaimed — step by step, breath by breath, choice by choice.

🕊️ Living Without Apology
Once you reclaim your life, the next step is learning to live it without apology.
Without explaining, justifying, or shrinking yourself to fit someone else’s expectations.
Without pausing to ask permission to exist fully, openly, bravely.
Living without apology means:
· Speaking your truth, even if it surprises others.
· Choosing your path, even if it confuses the crowd.
· Loving openly, even if it is imperfect, even if it is risky.
· Saying yes to life, even when fear whispers “not yet.”
It is not arrogance.
It is not disregard for others.
It is radical honesty — toward yourself first, and through that, toward the world.
The more you live without apology, the lighter life becomes.
The expectations that once weighed you down begin to dissolve.
The scripts that trapped you lose their power.
You discover that the only approval you truly need is your own.
And when you live without apology, something else emerges:
Peace.
Joy.
The quiet certainty that you are exactly where you are meant to be — not by chance, not by permission, but by the courage to be yourself.
This is Baho.
It is the life that does not ask for validation.
It is the freedom to exist fully, honestly, without fear.
It is the gift of saying: I am here. I am alive. I will live — not tomorrow, not someday, but now.
Living without apology is the ultimate reclamation of your soul.
It is the natural rhythm of a life fully remembered.
It is freedom.
It is presence.
It is Baho.

📌 Reflection for You
Are you still trying to live up to a story someone else wrote for you?
What roles are you playing just to keep others comfortable?
What would your life look like if you stopped performing?

📝 Your Simple Practice
Write down one expectation others placed on you that no longer feels true.
Then write:
“This is not my script anymore. I am free to choose.”
Breathe deeply. Let the weight fall.

🌿 Closing Thought
When life breaks the script, don’t panic.
Don’t run back to the old role.
Don’t force a smile.
Sit with yourself.
You are not the story others gave you.
You are not the dream they expected you to fulfill.
You are not here to impress anyone.
You are here to Baho.
To live.
To remember your name — not their label.
And that… is more than enough.

Prayer
God of Unfolding Paths,
When life does not go as I planned,
help me release the script I cling to.
Teach me to trust the pauses, the detours, the unknown.
Remind me that even broken pieces can form a beautiful whole,
and that Your presence is not in my plans,
but in this moment, alive and real.
When I feel lost,
let me rest in the truth that nothing is wasted —
every twist, every turn carries a lesson,
a light hidden in the shadows.
Today, I choose not to fear the broken script.
I choose to live it.
To Baho — even here.
Amen.







✍🖊️ Journaling Space
1. What part of this chapter spoke to you most deeply?
2. Where in your life do you see this truth at work right now?
3. What step can you take today to Baho — to live this truth in action?
4. Write a personal mantra that summarizes this chapter for you.
______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________
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CHAPTER 7: The Mirror of Synchronicity
✨ “When the soul is ready, life begins to speak in signs.”

🌌 Life Doesn’t Just Happen — It Speaks
Most people move through life as if it is a random series of events — coincidences, luck, chance encounters, and accidents.
They see the world as a chaos of unrelated happenings, a timeline of meaningless occurrences.
But those who begin to awaken notice something different.
They begin to see patterns.
They begin to hear life whispering.
A meeting that seems ordinary turns out to be perfectly timed.
A stranger speaks exactly the words your heart needed to hear.
A challenge resolves itself just before it could have become a crisis.
A line from a book, a song, or a movie strikes your soul as if it were written only for you.
This is not magic.
It is not coincidence.
It is not luck.
It is synchronicity.
A signal from life that it is listening, responding, and aligning with the inner journey of your soul.
It is the universe echoing your awakening, reflecting back the truths you are ready to see.
Synchronicity is the art of life speaking to you.
It is life’s way of saying:
You are here. You are awake. You are becoming.
The more you notice, the more the patterns emerge.
The more present you are, the more clearly life mirrors your inner state.
Moments of guidance, clarity, and unexpected grace begin to appear with startling regularity.
To ignore this is to live half-asleep, missing the language life constantly uses to guide, teach, and awaken us.
To pay attention is to begin a conversation with existence itself.
To notice synchronicity is to remember: you are never truly alone.
Life is speaking — softly, urgently, miraculously — and your soul is invited to listen.
This is Baho.
To hear life, to respond, to move with its rhythm.
To live awake, fully present, fully engaged in the conversation that is already unfolding around and within you.

🧭 My Story: Guided by Something Greater
I remember traveling with my wife (my ex-wife now) from Germany to Norway by train.
The journey was supposed to pass through Denmark and Sweden before reaching Norway.
At Copenhagen station, we unknowingly boarded the wrong wagon — one that was heading in a different direction when the train would split later on.
We didn’t know this.
As we settled in, a man — I think he was from Somalia — came and sat next to us.
After a while, he started talking to us. He was warm, kind, and easy to talk to.
As we were chatting, he suddenly paused and asked,
“Where are you going?”
We told him: Oslo, Norway.
He gasped and said:
“Oh my God! You’re in the wrong wagon. But you're lucky — we’re just a few minutes from the point where the train separates.”
He stood up and personally led us to the correct wagon.
We thanked him and said goodbye.
As we settled into the right section, my wife looked at me and whispered:
“That was an angel sent to us.”
I agreed silently. Something about the moment felt deeper than coincidence.

🚉 A Second "Coincidence"
Some time later, the train reached a station and stopped. Everyone got out.
We stood on the platform — confused.
No one was giving us clear instructions.
Was this the final stop?
Were we supposed to transfer?
We stood there for 10–15 minutes, unsure of what to do.
Then, an old white man approached us kindly and asked:
“You two look stranded. Where are you heading?”
We told him: Oslo, Norway.
He looked shocked:
“Oh! Your train is over there — and it’s about to leave. Hurry!”
We ran. And boarded the train just seconds before it departed.
One second later, and we would have missed it.
Again, my wife looked at me and said with conviction:
“That was another angel.”
And again, I agreed.
In both moments, life responded just before we got lost.
This is how synchronicity often works — not loudly, but precisely.
Not magically, but meaningfully.

💡 Since Then, I See Life Differently
I once had a deep conversation with someone I had just met.
We had barely known each other five minutes. But within moments, they began speaking things that mirrored thoughts I hadn’t even shared — things I had been wrestling with in private.
I felt exposed — but in a good way.
It was as if life arranged that meeting just to tell me:
“You are known. You are seen. You are not walking alone.”
That moment changed how I look at life.
I stopped asking, “What are the chances?”
And started asking, “What is life trying to tell me?”

👂 The Invitation to Listen
Life is always speaking, but most of us have forgotten how to listen.
We are distracted by noise, expectation, fear, and the endless chatter of our own minds.
We skim through moments without noticing the subtle guidance woven into them.
Listening begins with stillness.
A pause in the rush.
A quieting of the mind long enough to hear what the heart already knows.
It is in the pause that life’s messages arrive:
· A coincidence that feels like more than coincidence.
· A question that keeps returning until we answer it honestly.
· A gentle nudge toward someone, somewhere, something — often unseen until we pay attention.
This is not mystical or mysterious.
It is the natural dialogue between presence and life itself.
Synchronicity is a mirror — reflecting not just events, but the state of your soul.
The clearer you are inside, the more clearly life speaks back to you.
Listening is an act of courage.
It asks you to slow down, to trust, to respond even when the path is unclear.
It asks you to honor your own intuition, your own inner voice — the same voice that says: Baho now.
And when you listen, a profound transformation begins:
You see life as alive, meaningful, and intimate.
You realize that challenges, encounters, and even pain are part of a dialogue guiding you home — home to yourself, home to presence, home to life fully lived.
The invitation is always open.
Life is speaking.
Will you hear it?
Will you answer?
To answer is Baho.
To answer is to live fully awake, fully aware, and fully present in the conversation that has been waiting for you all along.

🕊️ The Freedom That Awaits
When you begin to truly listen, life begins to respond.
Not with commands or guarantees, but with clarity, guidance, and alignment.
The weight of expectation, fear, and confusion begins to lift.
The burdens of a borrowed script dissolve.
Freedom is not about escaping life’s challenges.
It is not about achieving perfection or approval.
It is the liberation that comes when you live in harmony with your own soul.
It is the freedom to:
· Speak your truth, even when it surprises or disappoints others.
· Act on intuition, even when the outcome is uncertain.
· Love openly, fully, without holding back.
· Step boldly into the unknown, trusting that presence and courage will guide you.
This freedom comes gradually.
Each choice to listen, each act of presence, each small moment of honesty builds it.
It is not sudden.
It is steady.
It is a rhythm — a pulse that grows stronger the more you align with yourself.
And in that alignment, life itself becomes lighter, brighter, and more intimate.
Ordinary moments begin to shine.
Challenges become teachers.
Joy and peace are no longer distant ideals — they are experienced in the smallest breaths, steps, and gestures of daily life.
This is the culmination of Baho:
The freedom to live without apology.
The freedom to let life guide you.
The freedom to embrace the unknown with trust, courage, and presence.
Here, in this freedom, the soul recognizes its own voice.
Here, life is no longer something to endure or perform.
It is something to participate in, fully awake, fully alive.
It is life as it was always meant to be: real, radiant, and yours.

🪞 Synchronicity Is a Mirror, Not a Reward
Synchronicity is often misunderstood.
People think it is a reward for being “good,” or proof that the universe is favoring them.
They chase it, hope for it, or measure themselves against it.
But synchronicity is not a reward.
It is a mirror.
It reflects the state of your inner world.
When your soul is clear, present, and open, life responds with harmony, guidance, and subtle alignment.
Doors open at just the right moment.
Conversations land like answers.
Encounters, books, songs, and signs resonate with the deep truths you are ready to receive.
But when your energy is confused, closed, or misaligned, life still responds.
Not with punishment, not with malice, not with divine judgment.
It reflects back tension, obstacles, missed opportunities, and moments of frustration.
The mirror shows you what is within, not what you deserve.
Every coincidence, every “chance” encounter, every problem or solution is a reflection of your own inner landscape.
Life doesn’t just happen to you.
It mirrors the clarity, the fear, the openness, the resistance that exists within you.
The practice is simple, but not easy:
Notice the reflection.
Listen to what it reveals.
Adjust your awareness.
Align with presence.
Synchronicity is a teacher, a guide, a faithful companion — quietly showing you the state of your soul.
It calls you to awareness, to honesty, to courage, to Baho.
And when you respond, the mirror shifts.
You begin to see that life is not a series of random events.
It is a living dialogue.
A conversation between your soul and the world.
And the clearer you become within, the more luminous and harmonious the reflection becomes.

🏽 Jesus and the Signs
Jesus once told the religious leaders:
“You know how to read the sky, but you can’t read the signs of the times.” (Matthew 16:3)
In other words:
You’re intelligent, but you’re not aware.
You can predict the weather, but you can’t sense when God is speaking through life.
You don’t need to be religious to experience synchronicity.
You just need to be awake.

🧠 From Control to Trust
Life is always reflecting, always mirroring, always speaking.
But most of us have forgotten how to listen.
We see the events, the coincidences, the challenges, but we do not hear their message.
Listening to the mirror requires presence.
It requires slowing down, noticing the subtle patterns, and acknowledging the feelings that arise within you.
It is the practice of turning inward while observing outward, of letting life teach rather than merely entertain.
Every reflection offers guidance:
· Tension in relationships may mirror unresolved emotions within.
· Missed opportunities may point to fears you have yet to face.
· Moments of clarity, joy, or serendipity mirror the alignment and openness of your soul.
The mirror does not lie.
It does not punish, favor, or judge.
It simply shows what is true — who you are being in this moment.
And the gift of listening is profound: it awakens awareness, presence, and choice.
Most of us are taught to plan, control, and figure everything out.
We think that life can be mastered through strategy, foresight, and effort.
But synchronicity asks something different.
It asks us to trust.
To stop forcing outcomes.
To pause. To notice. To listen.
Trust does not mean passivity.
It does not mean giving up.
It means engaging in life without rigid control, opening to the dialogue that is already happening between you and the world.
It means recognizing that you are not alone — that life has its own rhythm, and it can guide you when you allow it.
When you stop resisting,
When you stop doubting,
When you open yourself…
Life stops being a struggle and becomes a conversation.
It begins to respond to presence rather than pressure.
It offers guidance, grace, and clarity in subtle, astonishing ways.
Every encounter, every challenge, every coincidence becomes a teacher, a mirror, a guide.
Listening to the mirror and trusting its reflections is a practice of courage.
It asks you to move beyond control and to step into flow.
It invites you to Baho: to live awake, fully present, fully aligned, and fully trusting the rhythm of life itself.
Because when you trust and listen, you discover a profound truth:
Life is not a battlefield to conquer.
It is a dialogue to engage.
It is a dance — and the more you tune into its rhythm, the more beautifully you move within it.

💃 The Dance of Presence and Choice
Life is not a straight path.
It is not a series of problems to solve or obstacles to overcome.
It is a rhythm, a flow, a dance — and we are invited to move within it with awareness, courage, and grace.
When you listen to the mirror, when you trust the rhythm of life, you begin to see that every choice matters.
Not because each choice carries cosmic weight, but because each choice is an opportunity to step into alignment with yourself, to Baho, to live awake.
Presence and choice are inseparable.
To be present is to see clearly what is before you.
To act from that presence is to choose wisely, authentically, courageously.
This dance is delicate.
It is easy to stumble, to fall back into old habits of control, fear, or distraction.
But each misstep is also a teacher.
Each moment of hesitation is an invitation to return to rhythm, to notice, to breathe, to align once more.
The dance asks for trust:
Trust in life, trust in timing, trust in your own inner voice.
It asks for courage:
Courage to act even when the path is unclear, courage to speak truth even when it risks discomfort.
It asks for presence:
A willingness to fully inhabit each step, each moment, each encounter.
And the more you practice, the more effortless it becomes.
You learn to move with life rather than against it.
You begin to see how your choices ripple outward, shaping the world in subtle, meaningful ways.
You discover that freedom, joy, and purpose are not distant goals — they are the natural rhythm of presence and conscious choice.
This is the essence of Baho:
The dance of life where awareness guides action, trust shapes flow, and every step is both a reflection and a creation.
It is a dance without apology, without hesitation, without fear — a dance of authentic living.
The world may try to script your steps.
Society may insist on patterns, rules, and roles.
But the dance of presence and choice belongs to you alone.
And when you step into it, fully awake, fully aware, fully aligned — you discover the profound truth:
Life was never meant to be controlled.
Life was meant to be danced.

💫 Baho — Living the Dance
To Baho is to step fully into the rhythm of life.
It is not a doctrine, a goal, or a checklist.
It is a practice — a way of being that honors presence, choice, trust, and courage.
When you live the dance, you notice the subtle currents of life.
You respond to them, rather than forcing or resisting.
You move with awareness, guided by the mirror of synchronicity and the quiet wisdom of your soul.
Baho is:
· Courage in action — taking steps even when fear whispers “not yet.”
· Clarity in chaos — seeing patterns and meaning in the events of life.
· Trust in the unseen — believing that life is not random, that you are not alone, that guidance is always present.
· Presence in the ordinary — recognizing that every moment is sacred, every breath an opportunity to live fully.
Living the dance does not remove struggle.
Challenges, pain, and uncertainty will still arise.
But when you are Baho, they no longer dominate or define you.
They become part of the rhythm — notes in the music of your life, invitations to return to presence, alignment, and courage.
Baho is a radical freedom:
The freedom to live without apology.
The freedom to honor your own soul.
The freedom to move authentically through life, unshackled by scripts, expectations, or fear.
And in this freedom, life transforms.
Ordinary moments shine.
Relationships deepen.
Decisions gain clarity.
Joy and peace are no longer distant ideals — they are experienced here and now, in the dance itself.
To Baho is to remember that life is not something that happens to you.
It is a conversation.
It is a rhythm.
It is a dance — and the invitation has always been yours.
Step in.
Listen.
Move.
Trust.
And Baho.

📌 A Reflection for You
What repeating signs or messages have you noticed in your life?
Has someone ever shown up “randomly” and changed your path?
What might life be reflecting to you right now?

📝 Your Simple Practice
Take five minutes today. Breathe. Reflect.
Ask:
“What is life trying to tell me?”
Write down:
One synchronicity you've experienced recently.
What it may be pointing you toward.
Then whisper to yourself:
“I am open to guidance. I am listening.”

🌿 Closing Thought
Life is not random.
It’s not just a timeline.
It’s a mirror — always reflecting, always responding, always guiding.
I release the need to control everything.
I release the pressure to force my path.
I return to trust.
I return to openness.
I return to the present — where life speaks clearly.
I choose to Baho — with my heart open, my ears tuned, my eyes awake.

Prayer
Divine Presence in All Things,
Thank You for the gentle signs that guide my steps.
Help me to see beyond coincidence,
to notice the threads You weave in my life.
When doors open unexpectedly,
when words arrive just when I need them,
when paths cross with purpose —
remind me that I am not alone.
Teach me to walk slowly, with open eyes,
to trust the rhythm of life’s timing,
and to welcome every synchronicity as a whisper of love.
Today, I surrender my need to control,
and I open my heart to the mystery unfolding.
Baho — I trust the dance.
Amen.















✍🖊️ Journaling Space

1. What part of this chapter spoke to you most deeply?
2. Where in your life do you see this truth at work right now?
3. What step can you take today to Baho — to live this truth in action?
4. Write a personal mantra that summarizes this chapter for you.
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CHAPTER 8: The Danger of Seeking Answers Everywhere
✨ “I thought someone out there had the answer. Then I realized: I am the answer.”

🧭 The Search That Never Ends
I wandered with an open heart, but also with an ache.
I wanted answers.
I wanted someone to show me the way.
So I went from church to church.
From teacher to teacher.
From belief to belief.
Each time, I told myself: “Maybe this will finally heal me. Maybe this is where I’ll find God. Maybe this is where peace begins.”
And for a moment, I would feel it.
A flicker of light. A glimpse of hope.
Like a thirsty traveler finding a stream.
But just as quickly, the water seemed to dry up.
The flicker faded.
The questions returned, heavier than before.
So I kept searching.
Another sermon.
Another book.
Another practice.
Another promise.
What I didn’t see then was that I had become addicted to the search itself.
The endless grasping. The restless reaching.
Always looking out there, somewhere beyond myself.
And in that reaching, I missed the simplest truth:
I was not searching for something that was lost.
I was searching for something that had never left.
Peace wasn’t waiting in the next teacher’s voice.
Wholeness wasn’t hidden in a new belief.
God wasn’t somewhere “out there.”
All along, what I was seeking was already here —
Quiet.
Still.
Patient.
Waiting not to be found, but to be remembered.

💨 The Burnout of Spiritual Seeking
There comes a point when the weight of trying to be “spiritual” becomes too heavy to bear.
I was tired.
Tired of performing faith.
Tired of reading the Bible with trembling hands, afraid I might misinterpret a verse and offend God.
Tired of fasting until my body shook, then wondering if maybe I hadn’t fasted enough.
Tired of praying until my voice was hoarse, yet still doubting whether my prayers had “reached” Him.
I had studied theology. I had served in ministry. I had led others. I had played the role faithfully.
On the outside, it looked like devotion.
On the inside, it felt like suffocation.
The deeper I went into the systems of religion, the more questions gnawed at me.
Not questions about God’s reality, but questions about what I had been taught about Him.
Why did faith feel like fear?
Why did seeking God feel like chasing a shadow that kept slipping through my fingers?
Why did the “answers” always seem to multiply my confusion instead of silencing it?
And still, the solutions offered were always the same:
Buy this book.
Join this ministry.
Submit to this teacher.
Memorize this doctrine.
As if freedom could be purchased. As if truth could be boxed and sold.
But the more I consumed, the emptier I felt.
The more I sought, the more exhausted I became.
I wasn’t growing closer to God.
I wasn’t becoming free.
I was just becoming more tired.
Tired of striving.
Tired of pretending.
Tired of chasing a version of “spirituality” that always seemed just one step beyond my reach.
Until finally, I had to admit it to myself:
I wasn’t burning with the Spirit.
I was burning out.

🛑 The Day I Stopped Running
One day I simply stopped chasing.
I had heard enough sermons.
Prayed enough prayers.
Read enough scriptures.
Not because I gave up — but because I woke up.
I started asking:
“What if I already have the answer?”
“What if I’ve been looking everywhere but here?”
“What if God isn’t far — just unheard?”
“What if I’m not lost — just distracted?”

💡 The Shift: From Seeking to Listening
When I stopped trying to “find” the truth out there, I began to hear something else:
A voice.
Not dramatic. Not religious. Not from a stage.
A quiet voice… within me.
Often while I was showering.
Soft, calm, wise.
It didn’t give me rules.
It gave me clarity.
Not more verses.
More understanding.
That voice began to say:
“Breathe.”
“It’s okay not to know.”
“You’re not broken.”
“Keep walking.”
“You already know.”

🏾 The Teachers Who Pointed Me Home
There were people who helped me on the way.
People like Gerald Sseruwagi, Dr.Creflo Dollar, Joseph Prince.
They gave me new language. They opened spiritual windows.
They helped me trust myself again.
But the biggest shift came when I stopped making them gods.
I started honoring their light — without turning off my own.
I started seeing that the ones who truly helped me didn’t demand my belief…
They simply lived what they spoke.
Like Deacon Simon — “Papa” — who never preached loudly, but became the message.
He didn’t give me answers.
He gave me presence.
That presence confirmed what was already in me.

🤯 Why We Keep Searching
The truth is, sometimes it’s easier to look outside than within.
It is easier to chase answers in sermons, books, or teachers than to confront the quiet questions inside.
It is easier to follow maps drawn by others than to discover your own path.
It is easier to measure your progress by someone else’s standards than to feel the truth of your own presence.
When you search outside, there is a kind of safety:
· You don’t have to take full responsibility for your own life.
· You can blame the teacher, the doctrine, the method, if it doesn’t work.
· You can keep postponing your awakening, telling yourself it is “not yet” your time.
But eventually, the external search becomes its own kind of prison.
It looks like progress.
It feels like devotion.
It sounds like faith.
But behind the pursuit, behind the ritual, behind the endless seeking… there is a quiet exhaustion, a hollow longing, a yearning that never ends.
And the only way out is to turn inward.
To stop looking “there” and start listening “here.”
To face the reflection in the mirror of your own soul.
And then, in that moment of courage, a single question arises:
“What if I already am what I’ve been searching for?”
The question is radical.
It is unsettling.
It strips away the illusions of needing someone else to guide, fix, or complete you.
But it is also liberating.
Because in asking it, you begin to remember something profound:
You are not lost.
You are not incomplete.
You are already whole.
The search does not end because life stops offering guidance.
It ends because you finally see that the treasure was not somewhere out there.
It was here, all along — inside you.


🌅 The Moment of Awakening
And then it happens.
Not with fireworks or thunder.
Not with a grand revelation or the applause of the world.
It comes quietly, softly, like sunlight slipping through a narrow window.
A shift in perspective.
A gentle recognition.
A whisper inside that says: “You are already here. You are already enough. You don’t need to keep running.”
In that moment, the endless searching loses its urgency.
The need to chase teachers, methods, books, or doctrines begins to fade.
The noise of the world softens.
And you hear — finally — your own inner voice, steady and patient, saying:
Baho.
Live.
Here.
Now.
You realize that awakening was never about acquiring more.
It was about remembering.
Remembering that the presence, the peace, the wholeness you sought externally was already within you.
Remembering that life is not a puzzle to solve but a rhythm to join.
Remembering that God, love, and truth are not distant goals — they are present realities waiting for you to notice.
And with that awakening comes relief.
A release.
A surrender.
You no longer have to force understanding or performance.
You no longer have to prove yourself.
You just… begin to live.
The Moment of Awakening is not a single day or a single event.
It is a gentle turning inward.
A soft recognition that changes everything:
From seeking to seeing.
From striving to presence.
From exhaustion to life.
It is the day you stop chasing and start being.
It is the first breath of true freedom.
It is the first step into Baho.

📌 Reflection for You
Are you still chasing something outside yourself — hoping it will finally complete you?
What teaching, belief, or voice have you placed above your own?
What would happen if you simply… stopped searching?

📝 Your Simple Practice
Sit in silence for 5 minutes.
Don’t read.
Don’t pray.
Don’t ask.
Just listen.
Then write down one thing you heard — not with your ears, but with your heart.
That is the beginning of trust.

🌿 Closing Thought
I thought the truth would come with lightning.
But it came with silence.
I thought someone would hand me the answers.
But I found them in stillness.
I thought I needed more teachings, more books, more knowledge.
But all I needed was permission —
To stop running… and start listening.
Now, I seek no more.
I simply Baho.

Prayer
Source of Truth within,
Quiet my restless searching.
I have looked for answers in every book,
in every teacher, in every voice but my own.
Bring me back to the center,
to the wisdom that whispers in silence.
Remind me that the map is not the journey,
and that no voice can replace the knowing inside my heart.
When I feel scattered,
help me to return to stillness.
When I feel empty,
help me to remember that I am already whole.
I choose today to listen —
not to the noise of the world,
but to the truth rising within me.
Baho — I live from the wisdom inside.
Amen.






















✍🖊️ Journaling Space
1. What part of this chapter spoke to you most deeply?
2. Where in your life do you see this truth at work right now?
3. What step can you take today to Baho — to live this truth in action?
4. Write a personal mantra that summarizes this chapter for you.
______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________











CHAPTER 9: Becoming Your Own Guide
✨ “Others believed in me before I did. Now, I believe in myself — and that changes everything.”

🧍️ When They Saw What I Couldn’t
Throughout my life, people recognized something in me I couldn’t yet recognize in myself.
They trusted me with responsibility.
They turned to me for guidance.
They believed in the potential I could not yet feel.
And yet, inside, I hesitated.
I questioned every step, every thought, every choice.
There was a fear I didn’t fully understand — a fear of my own capacity.
I worried that my ambition, my strength, my thoughts were too intense, too unusual, too much for this world.
Even as achievements stacked up — rising in ranks, earning respect, being loved — a quiet unease persisted.
I moved through life carrying the weight of expectation, not the lightness of recognition.
I tried to fit the shape that others believed I could hold, even when my own sense of self felt fragile.
It took time to realize that this wasn’t about failure or inadequacy.
It was about disconnection.
I had been moving through life without touching the core of who I really was.
I had been seeing myself through a fog of doubt and comparison, instead of looking clearly at what was already there.
The truth is simple, though it took me years to hear:
I was never broken.
I was never lacking.
I had only been unfamiliar with my own presence.
Others could see it because they weren’t hiding from themselves in the same way.
They could perceive the strength, clarity, and light I had tucked away.
And gradually, I began to turn toward myself, peeling away the layers of fear, expectation, and hesitation, until I finally caught sight of the life that had always been waiting inside me.

🧠 The Lie of Inadequacy
We are conditioned to think we need someone to tell us:
Who we are
What we’re worth
What we should do
How to live
How to pray
What God is
So we give our power away.
And even when we succeed, we think it’s luck.
Or grace.
Or coincidence.
We never stop to ask:
What if I’ve been powerful all along — but just didn’t trust it?


👣 From Following to Walking My Own Path
Eventually, I reached a point where I stopped waiting for someone to guide me.
Not a pastor
Not a preacher
Not even a friend
They helped for a time.
But they couldn’t walk my path for me.
I had to become my own guide.
Not because I had all the answers — but because I had lived the questions.

🪞 The Day I Stopped Asking for Permission
There’s a moment when something shifts inside.
You stop needing everyone to agree with you.
You stop needing approval.
You stop looking around for validation.
That moment doesn’t always come with confidence.
It might come with tears.
It might come with silence.
It might come with deep, aching confusion.
But when it comes, you know:
“This life is mine now. No more waiting. No more pretending.”

️ The People Who Helped — and Then Let Go
People like Gerald, Prince, Creflo, and others helped awaken me.
I honor them.
But I don’t follow them.
Because they were stepping stones, not destinations.
I don’t need to become them.
I need to become myself.
That’s the journey.
That’s the unfolding.
That’s Baho.

🌱 Your Life Has Its Own Rhythm
Life moves in patterns that are uniquely yours.
No one else can follow your steps, speak in your voice, or carry your heart.
The world may try to teach you how to move, how to sound, how to believe — but your true path flows differently.
You don’t need permission to exist fully.
You don’t need validation to take up space, to speak your truth, or to walk boldly.
Freedom is not a reward to be earned from others — it is a choice you make.
When you align with your own rhythm, life begins to feel lighter.
Decisions become clearer.
Joy becomes less about circumstances and more about presence.
The comparison that once clouded your vision begins to dissolve.
Your rhythm may look quiet to some, chaotic to others, or unconventional to the crowd — but it is perfect for you.
It carries your story, your pace, your energy.
It carries the lessons of your past, the longings of your soul, and the possibilities of your future.
And the moment you step into it fully, something remarkable happens:
You realize that freedom has always been within reach.
You realize that you have been capable of living your life fully — not tomorrow, not after permission, not once you “arrive” — but right now.
You are already moving to the beat of your own life.
You only need to notice it, trust it, and follow it.

📌 Reflection for You
Are you still waiting for someone to confirm your path?
What have others seen in you — that you haven’t allowed yourself to accept?
What would it feel like to fully trust yourself?

📝 Your Simple Practice
Today, write a letter… from your higher self to your present self.
Let it say what others couldn’t.
Let it remind you who you are.
Then read it. Slowly. Out loud.
You are becoming your own guide now.

🌿 Closing Thought
I spent so many years following.
Following teachers.
Following expectations.
Following the path someone else imagined for me.
But now… I walk from within.
I speak with my own voice.
I rise by my own truth.
I no longer wait to be chosen.
I am already chosen.
By life.
By love.
By myself.
This is what it means to Baho.

Prayer
Inner Light,
I have spent so long following voices outside me,
afraid to trust the quiet knowing within.
But You have placed in me a compass,
a guide that never leaves.
Help me to listen to the wisdom of my own heart.
Help me to walk with courage,
even when others do not understand my path.
Remind me that becoming my own guide
is not walking alone —
it is walking with You,
alive inside me.
May I no longer doubt my steps.
May I no longer silence my truth.
Today I rise,
and I Baho — free, whole, and guided.
Amen.

✍🖊️ Journaling Space

1. What part of this chapter spoke to you most deeply?
2. Where in your life do you see this truth at work right now?
3. What step can you take today to Baho — to live this truth in action?
4. Write a personal mantra that summarizes this chapter for you.
______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________










CHAPTER 10: Baho Means Trust
✨ “To Baho is not just to live… it is to live freely. Without fear.Without apology.Without waiting.”

💫 What BAHO Really Means
Baho is not just a word.
It is not simply the title of this book.
It is not merely a reminder to “live” or “be present.”
Baho is a rebirth.
A quiet revolution within.
A return to the self that has always existed beneath fear, expectation, and habit.
It is the moment I realized:
I no longer need to carry the heavy burden of approval.
I no longer need to live for the standards, judgments, or hopes of others.
I am free — free to shape my life, free to speak my truth, free to love, and free to rejoice without apology.
I don’t owe anyone an explanation for who I am.
I don’t need to justify my happiness, my choices, or my path.
I don’t need to wear masks to blend in or to gain acceptance.
I can simply be.
As Bashar says: “Who cares?”
If someone criticizes, judges, misunderstands, or rejects me — who cares?
Their reflection is theirs, not mine.
Their doubts and fears do not define my life, my joy, or my freedom.
BAHO is living from the inside out.
It is trusting your own voice when the world is silent.
It is moving through life aligned with your inner truth, rather than following scripts written by others.
It is courage without arrogance.
It is clarity without judgment.
It is peace without permission.
BAHO is liberation.
A quiet, unshakable knowing that your life belongs to you — now, not tomorrow, not once you are “ready.”
It is stepping into each day fully awake, fully present, fully alive, with the gentle confidence that you have everything you need within yourself.
This is not a philosophy.
It is not an idea.
It is a practice.
It is a return to your own rhythm, your own voice, your own life.
That is BAHO.

🎭 Baho Means I Can Drop the Mask
For much of my life, I wore a mask.
A face carefully constructed to meet expectations, to be liked, to avoid disappointment.
I feared speaking my truth.
I feared being misunderstood.
I feared showing the parts of myself that were raw, messy, or different.
I hid behind roles, titles, and behaviors that weren’t truly mine.
I tried to fit, to please, to perform — all while my soul whispered quietly, patiently, “This isn’t who you are.”
Baho awakened me to something deeper:
I don’t have to pretend.
I don’t have to hide.
I don’t have to shrink to make others comfortable.
I am already enough.
And then Bashar’s words came to life inside me:
“I am who I am, and that is enough.”
Those simple words became my anchor.
A mantra to repeat when fear or doubt rises:
When I worry that I’m too much, too loud, too quiet, too ambitious, too sensitive — I am who I am, and that is enough.
When I feel the pull to perform or to fit into someone else’s expectations — I am who I am, and that is enough.
This is the essence of dropping the mask.
It is not arrogance.
It is not defiance.
It is a quiet, unwavering recognition of your own truth.
Living unmasked is liberation.
It is choosing to move through the world as yourself, not the version others want you to be.
It is stepping out of the shadows of expectation and into the light of your own presence.
It is choosing honesty over approval, authenticity over comfort, life over performance.
And in that choice, I discovered something extraordinary:
Peace.
Not the kind of peace that depends on circumstances or applause.
But the unshakable, steady calm that comes from embracing who you are — fully, unapologetically, wholly.
Baho is living from the inside out.
Baho is courage without needing validation.
Baho is presence, clarity, and freedom.
Baho is saying, every single day:
“I am who I am, and that is enough.”
And when you live this way, the mask falls away naturally.
The fear dissipates.
The world may misunderstand.
The world may judge.
And yet, none of it touches the core of your being, because you have finally come home to yourself.
That is the power of Baho.

🔓 Baho Means I’m Free
Baho means freedom — not the kind measured by rules, titles, or approvals, but the kind that rises from deep inside.
Free from fear.
Free from guilt that once weighed heavy on my shoulders.
Free from the rigid ideas of “right” and “wrong” that were handed to me as absolutes.
Free from the shame and judgment of choosing for myself, even when my choices go against what others expect or demand.
Even when I follow a path they might call “wrong” or “strange,” I see now that it still unfolds as part of my growth.
Life is not a punishment. Life is not a series of tests designed to condemn me.
Life is for me, not against me.
Baho dissolves the old taboos.
It releases the heavy chains of cultural and spiritual laws that once dictated every step, every thought, every decision.
There are no more curses.
No more forbidden paths.
No more fear of failure or of misstep.
Instead, there is presence.
A calm attention to the moment as it actually is.
A recognition that every choice, every misstep, every joy, and every sorrow is part of the rhythm of becoming.
And in that freedom comes growth.
Growth that is gentle, organic, and real.
Growth that does not need coercion or guilt to thrive.
Growth that flows naturally when we are no longer trying to be someone we are not.
Baho is freedom from the stories we have been told about who we must be, and a return to the truth of who we already are.
It is the courage to live fully, to feel deeply, and to love wholly — without apology.
This is the freedom of Baho:
Not an absence of challenge, but an absence of fear.
Not an absence of responsibility, but an absence of compulsion.
Not a life dictated by others, but a life guided by presence, awareness, and choice.
To live Baho is to be awake.
To live Baho is to know: I am free.
And in that knowing, I am home.

🪞 The World Is a Mirror — And I Am One With It
Baho has taught me that life is not separate from me.
All creation is a reflection of the same source.
There is no “other” to compete with, no one to surpass, no one to fear.
Every person, every creature, every moment, every movement — all are expressions of the same divine energy that pulses through me, through you, through everything.
All That Is flows through us in endless patterns, endlessly changing, endlessly alive.
When I judge another, I am judging a reflection of myself — a shadow of the same light that shines within me.
When I attack another, I am wounding myself, for the energy of life cannot be separated.
When I forgive another, I release myself — and the world around me softens in response.
Every leaf that flutters in the wind, every river that runs to the sea, every gust, every silence, every heartbeat — all of it is me in another form.
All of it carries the same life force, the same intelligence, the same consciousness that animates me.
Baho is the recognition that I do not need to resist life.
I do not need to fight the currents of existence, nor try to control them.
Harmony is not something I seek outside of myself.
It begins within.
It begins when I see myself in everything, and everything in myself.
The human and the divine.
The pain and the peace.
The joy and the sorrow.
The small and the vast.
All of it is me.
All of it is whole.
All of it is interconnected, interwoven, inseparable.
Baho means I flow with life instead of against it.
I move in sync with the rhythm of existence.
I honor both the seen and the unseen, the material and the mystical, the finite and the infinite.
I am not outside the world — I am the world.
And in this awareness, there is liberation.
There is peace.
There is the gentle knowing that life does not happen to me; life happens through me.
I am part of the vast, intricate, sacred web of all that is — and I am home.

💫 I Am the Author Now
No longer do I sit passively, waiting for life to unfold as if it were something outside of me.
I no longer believe that I am at the mercy of chance, circumstance, or the whims of others.
I create my life.
Every thought, every choice, every breath is an act of authorship.
I am not a victim of fate.
I am not a puppet dancing on the strings of destiny.
I am the writer, the actor, the director, and the editor of this story.
My life is my canvas, wide and waiting.
The experiences I choose, the people I embrace, the love I give, the risks I take — all are colors with which I paint.
Some strokes are bold, some subtle.
Some moments are messy, others luminous.
All of them are mine — and they all matter.
And my freedom?
It is the signature that marks every page.
The quiet declaration that no one else can write my story for me.
No one else can decide what joy I deserve, what truth I follow, what path I take.
Being the author does not mean life is without challenge.
It does not mean everything turns out perfectly or easily.
But it means that even in struggle, even in pain, I have agency.
I can respond. I can choose. I can create meaning.
I am not a passive observer. I am a conscious participant in the unfolding of my own life.
And with each conscious choice, each act of presence, each bold step into the unknown, I remember:
I am here.
I am alive.
I am free.
I am the author of now.

🖋️ Writing Life From Presence — Baho in Action
Being the author of your life is not about controlling every outcome.
It is about showing up fully in each moment.
It is about writing not from fear, obligation, or habit, but from awareness, choice, and presence.
Each day offers countless pages, blank and inviting.
The way I respond to a conversation, the attention I give to a task, the kindness I extend to a stranger — these are strokes of the pen.
Every decision, small or large, is a brushstroke on the canvas of my existence.
Baho is the practice of noticing.
Noticing what is true, what is real, what is mine.
It is seeing the world and myself without filters, without masks, without the scripts others handed me.
It is listening deeply — to my intuition, to life, to the subtle messages that often go unnoticed.
To live Baho in action means:
· Choosing presence over distraction.
· Choosing honesty over performance.
· Choosing love over fear.
· Choosing to act, even when the next page is unclear.
And when I act from this place, something magical happens:
Life stops feeling like a series of random events.
Life becomes a conversation, a dance, a co-creation.
The world responds not as an adversary, but as a mirror, reflecting my clarity, courage, and alignment.
I no longer wait for permission.
I no longer wait for the “right time.”
I no longer postpone joy, love, or creativity.
I am writing now. I am living now.
I am the conscious artist of my own experience.
Baho in action is the liberation of showing up fully, not for applause, not for validation, not for approval — but simply because this is my life, my story, my gift.
And in that daily act of conscious creation, I discover:
Freedom is not found in distant moments or imagined futures.
It is found in the deliberate, present act of being alive.
This is how Baho moves from philosophy to practice.
This is how we write, live, and breathe from our true selves — fully awake, fully free, fully whole.

😌 Peace That Doesn’t Depend on Circumstance
True peace is not something the world can give.
It does not come from achievement, approval, or external validation.
It does not wait for the “right” moment, the perfect job, the ideal relationship, or the absence of struggle.
Today, I have joy — even if nothing outside changes.
I have peace — even in the face of challenges, uncertainty, and loss.
I have happiness — not based on distant dreams, future accomplishments, or imagined conditions, but on the simple, present reality of now.
This peace is not passive.
It is a conscious choice.
A deliberate turning inward, a settling into presence, a refusal to be swept away by fear, judgment, or expectation.
It is saying: I am here. I am alive. I am enough. And in this moment, I am at peace.
When you live this way, life no longer feels like a series of tests.
Problems do not shake the foundation of your being.
Success does not inflate your sense of self.
Failure does not diminish it.
Peace becomes steady, unshakable, and deep.
It flows from the recognition that life is not happening to you — life is happening through you.
And you can choose how to meet it: with fear or with presence, with resistance or with acceptance.
That choice is awakening.
That choice is freedom.
That choice is Baho.
And in this choice lies the profound truth:
No matter what the world brings, the heart that is awake can remain calm, centered, and alive.
Because real peace is not given.
It is chosen.
It is created.
It is claimed — here, in this moment, now.
This is what it means to be truly present, fully alive, and unshakably free.

📣 My Message to You
If you’re reading this, let me say something you may have waited a long time to hear:
You are free.
You are loved.
You are not broken.
You are not missing anything.
You are already whole.
You are already home.
The world outside you is not the authority.
The voice within you is.
And that voice is gentle, honest, clear, and full of love.
It doesn’t demand anything.
It just invites you:
“Live. Baho.”

🌿 Reflection for You
· Where in your life are you still trying to control the outcome instead of trusting the flow?
· Can you remember a time when life worked out better than your plans?
· What small step could you take today to lean more on trust than on fear?

🌿 Your Simple Practice
· Name Your Burden
Write down one situation in your life right now that feels heavy or uncertain. Be honest — no filter.
· Release the Weight
On the same paper, beneath your burden, write these words:
“I don’t need to control this. I choose to trust.”
Fold the paper and set it aside as a symbol of surrender.
· Take One Step
Ask yourself: “What small step can I take today — not to control the outcome, but to move forward in trust?”
Do that one thing, no matter how simple.
· Whisper Baho
Place your hand on your chest, take a deep breath, and say softly:
“Baho — I live, I trust, I let go.”

🌿 Final Though
Baho means I am not late.
Baho means I am not lost.
Baho means I am not too far gone.
Baho means I don’t need to judge, defend, or hide.
I don’t need to be a version of me that pleases the crowd.
I don’t need to explain why I’m finally at peace.
I just need to breathe.
To trust.
To be.
And in that breath, I find the truth:
I am alive. And I choose to Baho.

🙏 Prayer
Divine Presence within me,
teach me again to rest in trust.
Not in the false security of control,
not in the illusions of tomorrow,
but in the living flow of this very moment.
When fear whispers that I must fix,
remind me that life is already holding me.
When doubt tells me I am alone,
remind me that I am one with All That Is.
I release the need to force,
I release the fear of failing.
I choose trust — simple, quiet, unshakable trust.
For to Baho is to let go,
to walk as free,
to live as carried,
to breathe as one who is never forsaken.
Amen.
















✍🖊️ Journaling Space

1. What part of this chapter spoke to you most deeply?
2. Where in your life do you see this truth at work right now?
3. What step can you take today to Baho — to live this truth in action?
4. Write a personal mantra that summarizes this chapter for you.
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Chapter 11: Silence & Stillness — The Forgotten Teacher
✨ “Be still, and know that I am God.” — Psalm 46:10

🌊 The Sacred Pause We Keep Ignoring
We live in a world that never stops talking.
Noise surrounds us: the streets, our workplaces, social media, family expectations, the constant hum of obligations.
But the loudest noise is not outside. It is inside — the endless chatter of our own minds, replaying fears, regrets, ambitions, and “what ifs” without pause.
In this environment, silence has become foreign.
Stillness is feared.
To sit quietly is seen as unproductive.
To stop rushing is interpreted as laziness.
Yet in this sacred pause lies the greatest teacher we have forgotten.
Silence does not demand.
It does not punish.
It does not rush.
It simply exists — inviting us to notice, to feel, to awaken.
It is in stillness that we hear the whispers of our own soul, the subtle nudges we’ve drowned out with distraction and busyness.
In stillness, we meet the self we have been avoiding:
The thoughts we fear, the wounds we hide, the desires we ignore.
It is a mirror, reflecting our truth, our longing, and our power.
It teaches patience, compassion, and clarity.
It reminds us that life is not only about action, achievement, or striving.
Life is also about presence.
The world tells us to do, to fix, to control, to reach.
But stillness says: Be. Receive. Listen. Trust.
It is in the quiet moments that we remember who we are beyond the noise — beyond the masks, beyond the scripts, beyond the expectations.

🏽 My Story: The Places Silence Found Me
For me, silence has never been about the absence of sound — but about the presence of something deeper.
Sometimes it comes in the most ordinary places. For example, when I take a shower. As cold water runs over my body, I feel refreshed not only physically but spiritually. The water washes away not only sweat but also the heaviness of the world. In those moments, the water feels sacred — like a baptism happening again and again, each time bringing me back to life. Peace flows with it. Tranquility rises within me. My mind becomes clear, as if creation itself is reminding me: All is well.
Other times, silence has met me in chaos.
During the war, when bullets filled the air and fear surrounded us, I would often feel an inner stillness that no circumstance could touch. While others trembled, something within me stood calm. At night, when I found a chance to rest, I slept like a child — not because life was safe, but because I had surrendered what I could not control. My wife sometimes calls me “careless” because even today, I can sleep soundly in the middle of problems. She wonders: “How can you rest when we are facing so much?”
But here is the truth: when a problem comes, I run it through my mind. If I see no solution, I drop it. Just as I drop my clothes before bed, I drop the burdens of the world. And I sleep. Sometimes a solution comes later, when I least expect it. Sometimes not. But either way, life goes on. And I go on in peace.
I realize now: silence has always been my hidden teacher — even before I understood it.

🪞 What Silence Really Teaches
Silence is not emptiness.
It is fullness.
It is not a void to be feared, but a space to be embraced.
It teaches us that we are not our fears, not our problems, not the racing thoughts that endlessly cycle in our minds.
Silence whispers:
You don’t have to solve everything right now.
You are more than the noise in your mind.
Peace is not found out there — it is already within you.
Silence does not mean passivity.
It does not ask us to shrink or hide.
It means clarity.
It is the space where the unnecessary falls away and the essential comes forward.
It shows us what truly matters, what is truly ours, and what has been hidden by distraction and obligation.
When we embrace silence, we remember our own presence.
We reconnect with life not as a problem to fix, but as a living, breathing conversation.
We realize that the answers, the guidance, and the power we seek have never been out there — they have always been within us, waiting to be heard.

️ A Spiritual Glimpse
Throughout scripture and wisdom traditions, silence and stillness are honored.
Elijah did not hear God in the earthquake or the fire, but in the gentle whisper (1 Kings 19:12).
The Buddha taught meditation as a way of returning to the quiet awareness that is always here.
Sufi mystics remind us that the divine speaks most clearly when the heart is still.
True silence is not the absence of sound but the presence of God within.

🔑 The Hidden Power of Stillness
When we resist silence, we remain trapped in stress, fear, and endless reaction.
We keep running, planning, worrying, and striving — as if life’s energy is outside of us, and we must chase it to survive.
But when we embrace silence, something shifts:
We find peace even in chaos.
We sleep without being crushed by problems.
We hear the quiet wisdom of our soul.
We remember that life is not against us — it is guiding us.
Silence is not escape.
It is strength.
It is the sacred pause that restores us to ourselves.
It reconnects us with the flow of life, with the rhythm of our own heart, with the still, infinite presence within that has always been our home.
Baho is born here.
Baho rises in stillness.
It is not about doing more, achieving more, or searching further.
It is about being fully here, fully awake, fully present.
In silence and stillness, we reclaim our lives.
We reclaim our joy.
We reclaim our clarity.
We reclaim our power.
And in that reclaiming, we step into life unafraid, unburdened, and entirely awake.

️ Baho in Motion — Living Fully Without Waiting
Stillness teaches us to pause.
Stillness teaches us to listen.
But life also calls us to move.
To act.
To step forward, not in fear, not in obligation, but in alignment with who we truly are.
Baho in motion is the dance between presence and action.
It is living fully now, without waiting for permission, validation, or the “perfect” moment.
It is choosing courage over hesitation, authenticity over performance, freedom over approval.
We spend so much of our lives postponing:
“I’ll speak up when I feel ready.”
“I’ll follow my dream when I have more security.”
“I’ll live fully when the world is quiet enough, safe enough, clear enough.”
Baho says: Stop waiting.
The moment to live is now.
The moment to love, to create, to forgive, to speak, to act — it is always now.
Living fully without waiting does not mean recklessness.
It means conscious courage.
It means listening to your inner guidance and stepping forward, even when the path is uncertain.
It means trusting that life responds to the clarity, honesty, and presence you bring into it.
Action guided by Baho is free from fear of judgment or failure.
It does not ask for applause.
It does not require proof.
It only requires alignment: moving from a place of truth, love, and conscious awareness.
And when we act from this place:
Life stops feeling heavy.
Obstacles become opportunities.
Challenges become invitations.
We move through the world lightly, yet deeply engaged, fully awake, fully alive.
Baho in motion is the natural extension of Baho in stillness.
It is living with the knowledge that life is not something to survive or endure, but something to participate in — deliberately, intentionally, joyfully.
This is how we stop postponing life.
This is how we step out of fear and into freedom.
This is how presence becomes power.
This is how Baho flows through us — both in stillness and in action, in breath and in movement, in heart and in deed.
And in this flow, we discover something extraordinary:
Life is not a series of random events to endure.
Life is a living conversation, a sacred dance, a canvas of infinite possibility — and we are invited to play, to create, to shine, right now.

📌 A Reflection for You
When was the last time you sat in silence without distraction?
Do you fear silence, or do you welcome it? Why?
What “noise” in your life might be blocking you from hearing your inner wisdom?

📝 Your Simple Practice
The Shower Meditation: Next time you bathe, let the water fall on you as if it were sacred. Imagine it washing away not only dirt, but stress, fear, and burdens. Feel yourself refreshed in body and spirit. Whisper: “I release. I am at peace.”
Drop It at the Door: Before bed, picture yourself dropping your problems on the floor with your clothes. Tell yourself: “This burden is not for tonight. I rest in peace.”
One Minute of Stillness: Each day, set a timer for just one minute. Close your eyes. Breathe. Do nothing. Listen not to the noise outside but to the stillness inside. Increase the time slowly if you wish.

🙏 Final Thought 
Silence is like fertile soil. It may look empty on the surface, but beneath it, seeds are quietly breaking open. Roots are forming. Life is preparing to bloom. That is what silence does for the soul — it creates space for unseen growth.
To Baho — to live — is not only to act, to move, to choose. It is also to pause, to breathe, to rest in the stillness that reminds you: you are not alone, you are not broken, and you are not lost. You are held by a deeper rhythm, one that whispers, “Peace is already within you.”
Silence is not something to fear. It is the language of the soul.
When the noise of life feels overwhelming, enter the quiet. It is not empty. It is where God dwells.


Prayer:
Eternal Presence,
Teach me to rest in silence.
When the world is loud, remind me of the still place within.
Help me to release what I cannot solve,
and trust the peace that holds me.
In stillness, I remember: I am safe. I am whole. I am free.
Amen.


















✍🖊️ Journaling Space

1. What part of this chapter spoke to you most deeply?
2. Where in your life do you see this truth at work right now?
3. What step can you take today to Baho — to live this truth in action?
4. Write a personal mantra that summarizes this chapter for you.
______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________













CHAPTER 12: The Gift of Baho in Relationships

✨ “When you live Baho, you don’t just free yourself — you free others too.”

🌍 Baho in Relationship
When we talk about presence, most people think it means simply “paying attention” — listening carefully, being mindful, showing interest.
And yes, those are part of it. But true presence goes far deeper.
True presence is not measured by your body, your eyes, or your words.
It is measured by the state of your soul — whether you are fully here, fully awake, fully alive in the moment.
This is what Baho truly brings into relationships.
Baho is not only about living fully within yourself — it is about extending that fullness into the space you share with another being.
It is the conscious choice to bring your whole, authentic self into every interaction.
When I live Baho in a relationship:
· I am not pretending, performing, or hiding.
· I am not seeking someone to complete me, because I already live whole.
· I am not trapped in the fear of judgment, nor caught in rehearsing what I will say next.
Instead, I am simply here.
Alive. Present. Open. Free.
My attention is not scattered across expectations, distractions, or imagined outcomes.
It rests entirely in this connection, this shared moment, this living presence.
Baho is the gift we bring to others: the unmasked, unconditioned, fully awake version of ourselves.
It is a presence that does not demand, does not prove, does not manipulate.
It simply is — and in its simplicity, it transforms the space around us.
When we bring Baho into relationships, something extraordinary happens:
People don’t just meet us.
They meet life itself flowing through us.
They feel the calm, the freedom, the clarity, and the joy that arise when one is fully aligned with the soul.
There is no need for control, no need for performance, no need for fear.
There is only connection — authentic, alive, and expansive.
Baho in relationship teaches us the deepest truths about love:
Love is not possession.
Love is not completion.
Love is presence.
Love is the sacred act of showing up fully — heart, mind, and soul — and allowing life to move through you and through the bond you share.
When we live this way, relationships are no longer transactions, performances, or escapes.
They are living, breathing spaces of shared awakening.
And in this mutual presence, both hearts expand, both souls recognize themselves, and the ordinary becomes sacred.
This is Baho in its most powerful form:
Not just living fully within yourself,
But allowing that fullness to touch, heal, and awaken others.

🌍 Why Baho Matters in Relationships
We are taught, from the moment we enter the world, that love comes with conditions.
Love is about sacrifice.
Love is about perfection.
Love is about appearances.
We learn to wear masks:
To behave the way our families expect.
To follow the rules culture imposes.
To perform according to religion’s definitions of virtue or devotion.
And yet… no matter how carefully we play the part, something always feels missing.
There is a quiet ache, a gap between what we show and what we feel.
We crave connection, yet connection remains elusive.
The truth is simple: without Baho, even our closest relationships remain a performance.
We may sit together, speak together, even love together — but the love is filtered, contained, conditional.
It is love shaped by expectation, not by presence.
It is connection measured by approval, not by truth.
When you live Baho, everything changes.
When you live freely, unmasked, fully yourself:
You no longer ask others to meet a version of you that isn’t real.
You no longer hide your truth to make others comfortable.
You no longer carry the burden of performance in your relationships.
Instead, you give a gift more profound than any act, any words, any gesture could match:
You give truth.
You give space.
You give permission for others to also be real.
Love is not pretending.
Love is not following a script.
Love is not a transaction of approval and sacrifice.
Love is presence.
Love is honesty.
Love is showing up fully — heart, mind, and soul — in this moment.
This is the essence of Baho in relationships:
The courage to be real, and the generosity to allow another to be real alongside you.
When Baho flows through a relationship, something extraordinary happens:
Walls dissolve.
Masks fall away.
Connection deepens.
Life flows more freely.
And love becomes alive — vibrant, authentic, expansive.
Baho in relationships is not a technique.
It is not a strategy.
It is a state of being.
It is the living, breathing presence of your true self, offered as a gift to the world.
That is Baho.
That is love.

💬 My Story: Living Baho in Love and Friendship
With My Wife
My wife sometimes calls me “careless.” When problems come, I have a way of letting them go quickly. I run them through my mind — and if I find no solution, I release them. I sleep like a child, and wake up ready to begin again.
At first, this felt to her like detachment — as though I didn’t care enough. But what I was really practicing was Baho. I didn’t want to drag yesterday’s heaviness into today’s love. Each morning, I wanted to meet her as if it were the first time — fresh, free, renewed.
Later, I realized she didn’t only need my peace; she needed my attention. She needed me not just to “move on,” but to be here with her. And so Baho also meant listening with my heart, holding her hand, and allowing her to feel safe in my presence.
With Freddy
With my friend Freddy, Baho was effortless. Whenever we were together, even in a crowded room, the world disappeared. We could fall into deep conversations about truth, life, and meaning while others carried on around us.
Some thought we were antisocial, but the truth is — we were simply living Baho. In those moments, there was no mask, no performance. Just raw presence. Sometimes we talked, sometimes we sat in silence, but we always felt truly seen.
With Yvette
With Yvette, it was more complex. She longed for freedom, but fear kept pulling her back into old patterns. At times, she glimpsed truth, but by the next day, it slipped away. Still, I offered her Baho — not answers, not judgment, just my authentic self. I knew she didn’t need me to fix her. She needed someone to stand with her, even when she couldn’t stand with herself.
Even Alone
Even when I am under the shower, pouring cold water over myself, I feel Baho. The water washes not only my body but my spirit. It refreshes me, silences the noise, and reminds me of the freedom already inside. That peace follows me into every relationship.

🪞 Relationships Are Mirrors
Every relationship is more than a connection between two people.
Every bond, every interaction, every conflict and joy reflects something within us.
We don’t just “meet people” — we meet ourselves through them.
We attract others at the level of our own consciousness.
Our wounds, fears, and unresolved patterns often draw people into our lives as mirrors of what we need to see, feel, and heal.
The bonds we form are reflections of where we are on our inner journey.
They reveal both our beauty and our blind spots.
As we awaken to Baho, as we step fully into presence and authenticity, the way we relate to others inevitably changes.
Some relationships grow stronger, becoming deeper, more honest, more joyful.
Other relationships shift, distance themselves, or even dissolve — not because love has ended, but because growth is unfolding.
One person may step into a new version of themselves — more present, more awake, more aligned — while another is not yet ready to meet that same frequency.
And that is natural. That is life. That is part of the flow.
To live Baho is to trust this flow.
It is to honor the alignment of your own soul without clinging or forcing connection.
It is to recognize that some relationships are meant to evolve, some are meant to expand, and some are meant to leave space for growth.
When you stop living behind masks, some people will feel uncomfortable.
They may judge you.
They may call you careless.
They may accuse you of losing your way.
This is their reflection, not yours.
Baho reminds us: it is always better to lose approval than to lose yourself.
Better to step fully into your truth than to remain small for the comfort of others.
Better to honor your growth than to stifle it for the sake of familiarity.
Every relationship, therefore, is a sacred teacher.
It shows us who we are, where we are hiding, and where we are ready to expand.
It challenges us to remain present, honest, and compassionate — first with ourselves, and then with others.
When you live Baho, relationships are no longer traps of expectation or obligation.
They become mirrors of your awakening.
They reveal where you are whole, where you are free, and where you are still learning to be.
And through this reflection, you discover the deepest truth:
The most important relationship you will ever have is the one with yourself.
When that bond is alive, awake, and authentic, all other relationships become opportunities for connection, growth, and love — rather than mirrors of fear, control, or disguise.

⚖️ Baho and Conflict — Responding Instead of Reacting
Conflict is inevitable.
It is not a sign that something is wrong.
It is a mirror — an invitation to see ourselves more clearly, to uncover hidden fears, and to practice presence.
Before Baho, conflict often triggered instinctive reactions:
We defended.
We attacked.
We withdrew.
We tried to control the outcome, to protect our image, to avoid discomfort.
But Baho teaches a different way.
It teaches that the space between stimulus and response is sacred.
It is a pause where clarity lives.
It is where consciousness replaces habit.
When we live Baho in the midst of conflict:
• We notice our emotions without being consumed by them.
• We speak from presence, not from fear or pride.
• We listen deeply — not only to the words of the other, but to the deeper currents of the moment.
Responding instead of reacting does not mean ignoring boundaries or avoiding truth.
It means approaching tension with awareness and courage.
It means honoring both your own needs and the other person’s humanity.
It means recognizing that every conflict contains a lesson — if we are awake enough to see it.
Baho invites us to pause before words, to breathe before action, to feel before judgment.
It reminds us that the outcome is not always within our control — and that control itself is often the source of suffering.
Conflict becomes less about winning or being right, and more about alignment:
Alignment with truth, alignment with presence, alignment with love.
Even when the situation is uncomfortable, even when the other person resists, Baho keeps us grounded.
We do not collapse into reaction.
We do not explode in defense.
We hold ourselves steady, offering clarity and compassion as our response.
In this way, conflict transforms.
It is no longer a battlefield.
It is a mirror.
It is an invitation to wake up, to expand, to embody freedom.
And the deeper truth emerges:
The quality of our relationships — and indeed, the quality of our life — depends not on avoiding conflict, but on how we meet it.
When we respond from Baho, we no longer lose ourselves in the chaos.
We remain anchored, alive, awake — and capable of transforming tension into understanding, fear into connection, separation into harmony.
Baho does not promise that conflict will disappear.
It promises that you can meet it with courage, presence, and integrity.
It promises that your freedom, your peace, and your authenticity will remain intact — even in the storms of life.

💞 Baho and Intimacy — Loving Without Losing Yourself
Intimacy is often misunderstood.
Many believe it requires sacrifice, merging, or dissolving boundaries.
We are told that love is only real if we give everything, adjust constantly, and lose pieces of ourselves along the way.
Baho shows a different path.
True intimacy begins not with merging, but with presence.
It begins with showing up fully as yourself — whole, awake, and unmasked.
When you bring Baho into intimacy:
• You are honest about your feelings, your needs, and your desires.
• You do not shrink to make the other comfortable.
• You do not hide parts of yourself to avoid rejection.
To love in this way is to hold space — for yourself and for the other.
It is to meet another human being not as a “fixer” or a “savior,” but as a fellow soul.
It is to honor their journey without losing your own.
It is to be fully present, fully awake, fully alive — and to invite the same in return.
Baho in intimacy does not create dependency.
It does not demand completion from the other.
It recognizes that we are already whole, and love is the recognition of that wholeness reflected back to us.
In this space, connection deepens.
Boundaries are respected.
Vulnerability becomes a bridge, not a weakness.
And love is no longer an act of survival or negotiation — it is a living, breathing expression of authenticity and presence.
Baho teaches that intimacy is not about losing yourself in someone else.
It is about showing up as your true self, while holding space for theirs.
It is about balance, clarity, and mutual awakening.
It is about freedom within togetherness.
When intimacy is guided by Baho:
You love without fear.
You connect without clinging.
You give without expecting.
You are seen, and you see — fully.
This is the heart of Baho in relationships:
Not fusion, not performance, not masks.
But authenticity, presence, and freedom.
A love that is alive because it is rooted in the truth of who you are.
And in that space, something extraordinary happens:
Two souls meet.
Not to complete each other, but to reflect the wholeness that already exists.
Two hearts awaken.
Two lives expand.
And intimacy becomes not a challenge to endure, but a joy to inhabit.
That is Baho.
That is real love.



💡 The Spiritual Dimension of Baho in Love
Divine Love is the purest expression of Baho.
It does not perform.
It does not pretend.
It does not demand or manipulate.
It simply is.
When we look to sacred texts and spiritual teachings, we see this truth reflected again and again.
When Jesus looked at people, He did not look at the roles they were playing, the mistakes they had made, or the masks they were wearing.
He looked at essence.
He saw the soul beneath the story, the light beneath the struggle.
The woman at the well, the thief on the cross, Peter in the midst of doubt — none were required to “fix themselves” before being loved.
None had to become perfect, holy, or righteous before receiving grace.
They were loved simply as they were.
Baho in love mirrors this divine approach.
It does not wait for the other person to heal, to change, to meet conditions.
It does not attempt to mold, control, or repair.
It simply is: I am here. I am present. I am whole.
And in that presence, a space opens — a space where the other can also step into authenticity, freedom, and wholeness.
Baho teaches that love is not transactional.
Love is not about measurement, evaluation, or earning.
Love is the recognition of essence, the honoring of life as it exists — imperfect, evolving, human, divine.
To bring Baho into relationships is to bring this spiritual consciousness into every interaction.
It is to love without expectation.
To see without judgment.
To offer presence without conditions.
And in doing so, something miraculous occurs:
Hearts open.
Walls fall away.
The superficial gives way to the sacred.
Connection deepens.
Not because we are performing or trying to earn it, but because we are simply being — fully, freely, authentically.
This is the spiritual dimension of Baho in love:
It is love without agenda, without masks, without rules imposed by fear.
It is a reflection of the divine: unconditional, present, and whole.
It is the invitation to meet life — and one another — as we truly are.
Baho in love reminds us: the highest form of intimacy is not fixing or changing someone else.
It is presence.
It is truth.
It is freedom.
And in that freedom, love is born — naturally, effortlessly, endlessly.

🕊️ What Baho Looks Like in Daily Life
Baho is not only a state of being in rare, sacred moments.
It is a practice — a way of showing up in the ordinary, the everyday, the seemingly ordinary.
Living Baho daily means bringing full presence into each interaction, each task, each breath.
· Listening without fixing.
Many of us rush to offer advice, solutions, or judgment.
We want to “help,” to make everything right, to resolve discomfort immediately.
Baho asks us to pause. To listen fully.
To let people finish their sentences.
To allow emotions, thoughts, and stories to unfold naturally.
To witness without interruption, without agenda, without the need to “fix.”
Sometimes, being truly heard is the greatest gift we can give.
· Eye contact and attention.
Presence is communicated through our body as much as our words.
When you make eye contact, when your posture leans toward the other, when your focus rests fully on them, you are saying:
“I see you. You are here. You matter.”
Baho is this embodied attentiveness — an unspoken affirmation of value and connection.
· Silence without fear.
In a world obsessed with constant talking, explaining, and performing, silence is radical.
Baho invites us to sit quietly with someone — in their joy, in their pain, in their confusion — without needing to fill the space.
This quiet presence communicates empathy, respect, and deep care.
It says: You do not have to perform for me. You do not have to solve everything. I am here with you.
· Choosing now over distraction.
Our attention is the currency of life.
When we allow phones, screens, and endless tasks to dominate our awareness, we lose connection — not only with others but with ourselves.
Baho is the conscious choice to step away from distraction.
To put down the phone. Close the laptop. Turn fully toward the person in front of you.
To embrace the moment we have, instead of postponing life for an imagined “later.”
Living Baho in daily life is simple, yet profoundly transformative.
It is small acts of presence repeated over and over — acts that cultivate authenticity, connection, and joy.
It is remembering that life is not a rehearsal.
Every conversation, every glance, every shared silence is a moment to embody truth.
Baho in daily life reminds us:
We are not waiting for perfect conditions, grand gestures, or extraordinary circumstances to live fully.
We begin now, with what is present, with who is present, with ourselves fully awake and fully alive.
This is the heart of Baho:
Presence without pretense.
Love without conditions.
Freedom without delay.
And through these small, conscious choices, life itself becomes sacred.

🛑 Why It’s So Hard to live-Baho
Living Baho is simple in principle, but profoundly challenging in practice.
The obstacles are not external; they live within us, in the habits, fears, and patterns we carry.
· Distractions pull us in every direction.
Our world is designed to fragment attention.
Phones beep. Emails demand replies. Social media scrolls endlessly.
The mind flits from one task to the next, one worry to another.
Even in moments that could be sacred, our awareness is often elsewhere — chasing the next notification, the next thought, the next plan.
· The ego wants to perform instead of just be.
We have been conditioned to prove, achieve, and impress.
Even in our relationships, our work, or our spiritual practices, there is a constant drive to show we are “enough.”
The ego whispers: Do more. Say the right thing. Look perfect. Earn approval.
This need to perform keeps us separate from the simplicity of presence, preventing Baho from taking root.
· We fear intimacy, so we hide behind busyness.
Being fully present — with ourselves, with others, with life — is terrifying.
It exposes our vulnerability.
It makes us feel raw, seen, and sometimes fragile.
So we escape into tasks, screens, routines, and constant movement, avoiding the depth that Baho invites.
· Our minds live in the past or future, rarely here.
We replay memories that hurt, we dwell on mistakes, we fantasize about “better” times or “better” versions of ourselves.
We chase the next achievement, the next relationship, the next comfort — always postponing life for a moment that never arrives.
And yet, Baho is not about being perfect.
It is not about never being distracted, never being afraid, or never feeling restless.
Baho is about returning.
Again and again, patiently, gently, courageously.
Returning to this moment.
Returning to this breath.
Returning to life as it is, not as we wish it to be.
Each time we return, even for a few seconds, we reclaim presence.
We reclaim clarity.
We reclaim ourselves.
This is the essence of Baho: persistence in presence, even when it feels impossible.
Even in the chaos, even in the fear, even in the pull of old patterns — Baho asks us simply to come back, here, now.
And with each return, freedom grows.


🌍 Baho in Action — Bringing Presence to Work, Community, and Purpose
Baho is not reserved for quiet reflection, intimate relationships, or sacred spaces.
It is a way of living that carries into every corner of life — into work, community, and purpose.
· Presence at Work.
When we bring Baho to our work, we do not simply go through motions.
We engage fully with each task, each colleague, each challenge.
We listen deeply in meetings, speak with intention, and act with integrity.
Mistakes are no longer sources of shame, but opportunities for learning.
Deadlines and pressures do not steal our peace, because we remain anchored in awareness.
Our work becomes a reflection of our being — mindful, creative, and alive.
· Presence in Community.
Baho extends to every interaction in our neighborhoods, schools, gatherings, and social circles.
We notice people. We honor their presence.
We offer help without attachment, speak truth without aggression, and act without expectation.
Even small gestures — a smile, a word of kindness, a listening ear — carry immense power when offered from full presence.
Our presence becomes a quiet force, uplifting the collective, transforming ordinary spaces into places of connection and care.
· Presence in Purpose.
Baho reminds us that purpose is not only a future achievement or title.
It is the way we show up, moment by moment, in alignment with who we are.
When we live fully present, we naturally act in ways that serve others and ourselves.
Our choices are no longer driven by fear, comparison, or obligation.
They emerge from clarity, authenticity, and an inner knowing.
Living Baho in action is a radical act.
It transforms ordinary routines into sacred practices.
It turns everyday interactions into opportunities for connection, growth, and impact.
It is the bridge between inner awakening and outer expression.
The essence of Baho in action is simple:
· Act consciously, not reactively.
· Speak and listen with attention.
· Engage fully, without masks or pretense.
· Serve without attachment, love without conditions, and create without fear.
In this way, work becomes meaningful, community becomes nurturing, and purpose becomes living.
Baho transforms life itself — ordinary moments become extraordinary, challenges become lessons, and presence becomes the foundation of everything we do.
Baho in action is the embodiment of freedom, love, and truth.
It is how awakening manifests in the world, one conscious step at a time.

💔 Baho and Healing — Transforming Pain into Presence
Pain is not a failure.
Suffering is not a sign that we are broken.
Yet, most of us carry it as if it were a mark against us, a reason to hide, escape, or numb ourselves.
Baho invites a different relationship with our pain.
It does not demand that we erase it, bypass it, or pretend it doesn’t exist.
Instead, it asks us to meet it fully — with presence, courage, and compassion.
· Acknowledging without attachment.
To live Baho in healing is to notice pain without being consumed by it.
We recognize our emotions, our wounds, our past traumas, without letting them define us.
We observe, we feel, we honor — and then we return to the present moment, free from being trapped in old stories.
· Presence transforms suffering into insight.
When we are fully present, the intensity of pain shifts.
It becomes a teacher, a mirror, a guide.
We begin to see patterns, triggers, and beliefs that no longer serve us.
We gain clarity about what is ours to carry — and what is not.
We learn that even the darkest emotions can illuminate the path to growth.
· Healing through acceptance, not resistance.
Baho is not about forcing ourselves to “get over it.”
It is about being with what is, allowing life to move through us, and trusting that each moment contains the seeds of renewal.
The resistance to pain only strengthens its grip.
Presence softens it, dissolves it, and frees the heart to live fully again.
· Integration over escape.
Rather than running from our wounds, we integrate them.
We see them as part of our journey, but not the entirety of our identity.
Pain becomes a doorway into deeper self-awareness, compassion, and authenticity.
Through Baho, we learn that the wounds we carry can become the foundation for our strength, our empathy, and our capacity to love — not just ourselves, but others.
Healing is not linear.
Some days, pain will feel heavier.
Some moments, we will want to retreat into old patterns.
But each time we return to presence, we reclaim a piece of ourselves.
We remember: life is not something to escape from.
Life — even with its suffering — is meant to be lived fully, awake, and free.
Baho teaches that the deepest healing is not in avoiding pain, but in meeting it with courage and consciousness.
It is in the act of presence that pain transforms into wisdom, fear transforms into freedom, and wounds transform into gateways of awakening.
And slowly, day by day, moment by moment, presence becomes our sanctuary.
Baho becomes the balm, the anchor, the path — and we learn that our soul has always known how to heal, if only we are willing to be here.

🌱 A Reflection for You
· Who in your life needs your authenticity more than your advice?
· Where are you still wearing a mask in your relationships?
· Are you afraid to let go of connections that no longer align?
· What would it mean to give — or receive — the gift of Baho in love?

📝 Your Simple Practices
1. Mask Check: Before meeting someone, pause and ask: Am I about to perform, or to be real? Choose real.
2. Listening: Next time you are with someone you love, put away all distractions. Listen, not to respond, but to understand.
3. Silent: Sit with someone you trust in silence for a few minutes. Let the quiet itself be connection.
4. Release with Love: Reflect on a relationship that no longer aligns with who you are becoming. Write a letter (you don’t have to send it) releasing them with gratitude, not resentment.

🙏 Final Thought 
Baho is love made visible.
It doesn’t require the right words.
It doesn’t demand solutions.
It simply says: “I am here with you.”

In the end, no one will remember how busy you were. They will remember how you made them feel — seen, heard, loved.

🙏 Prayer
God of Truth and Freedom,
Strip away my masks.
Teach me to meet others not with performance,
but with the authenticity of Baho.
Help me love without fear,
to release without bitterness,
and to reflect Your freedom in all my connections.
May my relationships be spaces of awakening,
where truth feels safe,
and love feels real.
Amen.



✍🖊️ Journaling Space

1. What part of this chapter spoke to you most deeply?
2. Where in your life do you see this truth at work right now?
3. What step can you take today to Baho — to live this truth in action?
4. Write a personal mantra that summarizes this chapter for you.
______________________________________________________________________
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CHAPTER 13: The Courage to Be Different (Breaking Free from Conditioning)
✨ “The greatest prison people live in is the fear of what others think.” — David Icke

🌍 The Weight of Expectations
From the moment we are born, the world begins to write scripts for us.
Family. Culture. Religion. Society.
Each one has a vision of who we should be, what we should do, and how we should live.
In my own life, I carried this weight deeply. My sister — out of love — dreamed big dreams for me. She wanted me to come to Canada, to study, to succeed. She invested her money, her plans, her hopes into me. My pastor, too, had his expectations. He wanted me to serve God — and in his definition, that meant becoming a preacher, starting a church, or leading a ministry. Even my community looked at me and said: “You should be more. You should be different. You are meant to be a man of God.”
And when I tried to live outside these expectations, people questioned me. I still remember a friend telling me angrily: “Sometimes I wonder why you work with such people. Do you even know your worth?” His words cut deep, and for a moment I doubted myself.
But here is the truth: for many years, no one ever asked me what I truly wanted for myself.


💔 Living Someone Else’s Life
Looking back, I realize that much of my youth was not lived for me. It was lived for others.
I quit the army partly because of my sister’s dream of me joining her in Canada.
I studied theology, not because it was my vision, but because it was my pastor’s vision for me.
I worked on projects and paths that were good, but they were not always mine.
Even when my soul whispered to rebel, I suppressed it — because I did not want to disappoint those I loved.
This is the tragedy many young people face in my culture and beyond. Religion, family, and society condition them to follow a path that is not theirs. They are praised for obedience, but inside they feel empty. They live waiting for approval instead of living for truth.
For example, after graduating from theological school, I started an NGO for young people called Youth Africa Discipleship Center (YADC). It impacted many lives. Even today, some of those youth still thank me for what we did together. But the truth is, it was never fully my vision. It was born out of the expectations of others, and when I left, the whole project collapsed. This taught me something painful but liberating: when you live someone else’s dream, it cannot be sustained. Only what flows from your authentic self will last.

🌱 The Awakening
My breaking point came slowly, through questions that would not leave me.
Why did I feel empty even after “succeeding” in the paths others wanted for me?
Why did I still feel like a stranger in my own skin?
Why was nothing ever enough?
I realized that chasing Canada, chasing Europe, chasing churches or titles — none of it gave me peace. Even when I reached Europe, I felt lonely and incomplete. The void was still there.
Then the awakening came: Life is not out there. Life is in here.
I didn’t need to go abroad to find my purpose. I didn’t need to wear the mask of “pastor” to please others. I didn’t need to live under anyone’s script but my own.
That realization was terrifying — but it was also liberating.

🦁 The Courage to Choose Yourself
Breaking free from conditioning requires courage. Courage is not the absence of fear. It is choosing to move forward even when you tremble.
For me, courage meant:
Saying no to paths that were never mine.
Accepting the loss of approval from family, friends, and community.
Risking loneliness in order to live in truth.
Yes, I lost certain relationships. Some people pulled away because I was no longer vibrating at their frequency. But what I gained was far greater: freedom, peace, and the joy of authenticity.
I learned that when you choose yourself, you will disappoint others — but you will finally stop disappointing your own soul.

🌱 Breaking Free
To live Baho — to live fully — requires a kind of courage many never dare to practice:
The courage to disappoint others so you don’t disappoint yourself.
The courage to let go of borrowed dreams and walk into your own.
The courage to be misunderstood, judged, even rejected — but free.
Breaking free does not mean dishonoring family, faith, or culture.
It means honoring your own soul as much as theirs.
It means recognizing that love is not obedience to someone else’s script, but truth lived authentically.
And this is where Baho began for me — not in escaping expectations, but in daring to ask:
What if my life doesn’t have to look like theirs? What if freedom is not rebellion, but alignment? What if I am allowed to live my story — and that is enough?
To be different is not betrayal. It is bravery.
And every step you take into your own truth becomes permission for others to do the same.

💡 The Gift of Being Different
Today, I no longer live as a shadow of others’ expectations. I live Baho — fully, freely, authentically. And in that freedom, I discovered gifts I could never find in conformity:
I found peace that no approval can buy.
I found joy in being my true self.
I found connection with others who resonate with the real me, not the mask.
And most importantly, I found my voice — a voice that says to the youth and to anyone who feels trapped:
You don’t have to live their script. You don’t have to carry the weight of their dreams. You are allowed to choose your own life.

🌿 A Reflection for You
Whose voice are you living for? Your own, or someone else’s?
Have you ever confused love with control?
What would it look like to choose your life courageously, even if others don’t approve?

📝 Your Simple Practice
The Mirror Question: Each morning, look into your eyes in the mirror and ask: “Am I living my life — or theirs?”
Permission Slip: Write down one thing you’ve always wanted to do but feared disappointing others. Give yourself permission to take one small step toward it this week.
Release Ritual: Write the expectations others have placed on you on a piece of paper. Thank them for their love, then burn or tear the paper as a symbol of releasing them.

🙏 Final Thought 
To be different is to be free.
To be authentic is to be alive.
This is the courage of Baho: to stop waiting for permission and start living your truth.


Prayer:
God of Freedom,
Give me the courage to choose authenticity over approval.
Teach me to honor my own soul as much as I honor others.
When fear of rejection comes, remind me that You created me unique.
May my life inspire others to break free and live as themselves.
Amen.


















✍🖊️ Journaling Space

1. What part of this chapter spoke to you most deeply?
2. Where in your life do you see this truth at work right now?
3. What step can you take today to Baho — to live this truth in action?
4. Write a personal mantra that summarizes this chapter for you.
______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________












CHAPTER 14: The Power of Surrender vs. Control
✨ “Courage is not about controlling life. It is about trusting life.”

🌊 Why We Love Control
From the earliest moments of life, we are taught that strength is measured by control.
· Control over what happens to us.
· Control over how others see us.
· Control over our achievements, our failures, our safety.
We are conditioned to believe that if we plan meticulously enough, push relentlessly, and strive without pause, we can bend life to our will.
· As children, we learn to follow rules to avoid punishment.
· As teens, we chase approval to feel safe in a world of judgment.
· As adults, we strive to shape outcomes, fearing that any uncertainty is a threat.
And so we tighten our grip. We micromanage. We overthink. We rehearse our lives like a script we hope will guarantee acceptance, success, and security.
But here is the paradox: the more we try to control life, the more elusive it becomes.
Life is not a machine. It does not bend perfectly to our calculations.
It moves in rhythms we cannot predict, in timing we cannot force, in ways we may not understand.
The irony is painful: in our attempts to protect ourselves, we often exhaust ourselves instead.
· Plans unravel.
· Relationships strain.
· Opportunities slip through our fingers.
And yet, this struggle is not a failure. It is a teacher.
Control shows us where we have forgotten trust.
Control shows us where we are clinging to illusions of safety, approval, and certainty.
Control invites us to confront the fear beneath it: the fear that life might not follow the script we have written.
Baho teaches a different way: to recognize the flow of life, to honor it, and to participate consciously — without clutching, without forcing.
· To plan without obsession.
· To act without attachment to results.
· To breathe even when outcomes are uncertain.
True strength is not in control. It is in surrender to the present moment, in alignment with what is, and in trusting that life, in its vast intelligence, is always guiding us toward our growth.

💬 My Story: Fighting for Control
Control was like a religion to me.
I clung to it because it gave me the illusion of safety.
If I could control my image, people would approve of me.
If I could control my future, I wouldn’t fail.
If I could control my emotions, I wouldn’t feel weak.
If I could control my faith, God would bless me.
But underneath it all, control was driven by fear — fear of the unknown, fear of being rejected, fear of being hurt again.
I micromanaged my days, trying to predict every outcome.
I avoided risks, convinced that mistakes would ruin me.
I pushed people away, thinking closeness would expose my flaws.
And yet, the more I tried to control, the more life slipped through my hands. Opportunities passed. Relationships cracked. My own health suffered under the stress of holding everything so tightly.
I didn’t realize then that life doesn’t respond to clenched fists. Life responds to open hands.
It took me years to see that control had never been protecting me — it had been imprisoning me. The peace I longed for was not on the other side of more control. It was waiting on the other side of surrender.

🕊️ The Freedom of Surrender
Most of us grow up believing surrender means defeat.
We think: If I don’t push harder, I’ll fail. If I don’t fight, I’ll be crushed. If I don’t control, I’ll lose everything.
But surrender is not weakness.
Surrender is wisdom.
It is the moment you realize that life is bigger than your plans.
That God, the universe, existence itself, is weaving something more intricate than your mind can calculate.
And that sometimes the most powerful act is not to tighten your grip, but to let go.
Surrender says:
· I don’t need to carry what I cannot change.
· I don’t need to fix what time and grace will heal.
· I don’t need to stand guard over every outcome.
In surrender, there is rest.
In surrender, there is space for new answers to arise.
In surrender, there is peace that no amount of control could ever buy.
I tasted this even in the harshest seasons of my life.
In the middle of war, when fear was thick in the air and everyone was wide-eyed and restless, I sometimes lay down and slept like a child. My wife thought I was careless — but in truth, it was surrender. I understood that staying awake all night would not change the battle. Worry would not save a single life. So I closed my eyes, laid down the burden, and trusted life.
The morning always came.
Sometimes with clarity. Sometimes with no answer at all. But always with freedom in my chest.
That is the hidden gift of surrender:
You stop wasting energy on what you cannot control.
You stop living like a prisoner of your own fears.
And you discover that life is not against you. It is for you.
Surrender doesn’t take life away.
It gives it back to you.

⚖️ Control vs. Surrender
Control is the mind’s attempt to predict and manage life. It wants certainty, stability, and outcomes that match its plans. It measures success by how closely reality aligns with expectation.
Surrender, on the other hand, is the wisdom of presence. It doesn’t try to mold the world to its desires. It listens. It observes. It moves with the flow of life instead of against it.
Control often builds walls. It insists on order and perfection, keeping us confined within routines, schedules, and rigid definitions of “right.” It magnifies mistakes, overvalues achievements, and undervalues being.
Surrender, in contrast, dissolves walls. It allows imperfection, embraces the unexpected, and recognizes that growth often comes from moments we cannot control. It transforms resistance into curiosity, chaos into learning, and uncertainty into opportunity.
Control is restless. It wants results immediately. It thrives on tension, because tension feels like action. It is always planning, always pushing, rarely satisfied.
Surrender is patient. It understands timing. It cultivates ease, observing that the right moment cannot be forced. Action emerges naturally, not from obligation, but from alignment.
Control confines the heart; surrender expands it.
Control confines the mind; surrender frees it.
Control clings; surrender flows.
The paradox is clear: true power does not come from holding tighter. It comes from opening, releasing, and trusting the intelligence within life itself.
In essence, control asks: “How can I keep everything safe?”
Surrender asks: “How can I participate fully?”
And participating fully — without grasping, without fear, without resistance — is where life begins to unfold in ways we could never have imagined.
.


🌱 What Trust Looks Like in Daily Life
Trust is not a one-time decision. It is a practice, woven into the small choices we make every day. It is surrender in action—the way we show up fully, without resistance, without the need to control.
1. Trusting the Flow of Work
Instead of micromanaging every task, we do what we can and release the outcome. We plan with intention, but we do not cling to results. Mistakes become lessons, and delays become part of the rhythm of growth. We show up, do our best, and trust life to meet us where we are.
2. Trusting Relationships
We allow others to be themselves without trying to shape or fix them. Trust in relationships is listening deeply without needing to intervene, supporting without controlling, and loving without conditions. It is giving space for each person to unfold in their own time.
3. Trusting Your Own Decisions
Every day, we face choices—big and small. Living Baho means choosing without fear of being “wrong.” We honor our intuition, our inner knowing, and accept that even if the outcome is unexpected, we can navigate it with grace. Mistakes are not failures; they are invitations to practice presence.
4. Trusting Life’s Timing
We resist the urge to rush or force events. Trust is understanding that timing is not always ours to dictate. When opportunities arise, we meet them with readiness. When doors remain closed, we let them be, knowing the right ones will open.
5. Trusting the Body and Mind
We honor our limits and rhythms, allowing rest when it is needed. Trusting your body means listening to signals instead of pushing endlessly. Trusting your mind means quieting the inner critic and letting thoughts settle instead of reacting to every impulse.
6. Trusting the Present Moment
Finally, trust is living fully where you are. It is meeting life as it comes, without resisting or anticipating. It is knowing that the present contains everything you need to begin, continue, and grow.
Trust in daily life transforms surrender from an abstract idea into a living experience.
It is not passive. It is not giving up. It is saying:
"I will act. I will show up. I will be present. And I trust life to meet me here."
This is how surrender becomes Baho: not in grand gestures, but in every small, intentional act of trusting and letting life flow through you.

🌬️ The Subtle Art of Letting Go
Letting go is not about abandoning life. It is about releasing the invisible chains we carry—the expectations, the attachments, the imagined outcomes that keep us tense and small.
We cling because we believe that holding on will keep us safe, that controlling others or circumstances will protect us from disappointment. But in truth, holding on keeps the heart rigid, the mind restless, and the soul unfulfilled.
Letting go begins with noticing:
· The story you tell yourself about how life “should” be.
· The weight of past mistakes or regrets you carry like luggage.
· The imagined fears of what might happen if you stop striving or controlling.
And then, gently, you release.
· You release the need to be right all the time.
· You release the need to prove yourself to others.
· You release outcomes you cannot dictate.
This does not mean you stop caring or stop acting. Letting go is not apathy. It is a quiet strength, a clarity that allows you to act from presence rather than pressure.
In practical terms, letting go looks like:
· Speaking honestly without expecting approval.
· Walking away from arguments or conflicts that serve no growth.
· Allowing relationships to evolve without forcing closeness or approval.
· Pausing before reacting, giving space for insight instead of impulsivity.
· Accepting that some answers will arrive on their own timetable.
Each act of letting go is a seed of freedom. It is a small surrender that accumulates into a life lived lightly, openly, and fully.
And here lies the subtlety: letting go is not dramatic. It is quiet. It is a series of tiny releases, a breath at a time, that slowly dissolves the tension we have mistaken for life itself.
The result is profound: a heart that is present, a mind that is clear, and a soul that flows in harmony with life.
This is how letting go becomes Baho—not in grand gestures, but in the art of daily release, trust, and presence.

🌱 A Reflection for You
Where in your life are you trying too hard to control?
Can you remember a time when surrendering brought you peace?
What would it look like today to trust more, and force less?

📝 Your Simple Practice
The Burden Drop: Before bed, write down the worries you cannot solve today. Fold the paper and place it in a box or drawer — a “God box.” Symbolically give it away.
Breath of Trust: Each morning, take three deep breaths and whisper: “I surrender. I trust.”
The River Exercise: Next time you are near water — a river, shower, or even a glass — look at it and remind yourself: “Life flows. I flow with it.”

🙏 Final Thought 
True strength is not in control, but in surrender.
The river does not fight its course — it flows. And yet, it carves valleys, nourishes fields, and reaches the sea.
To live Baho is to live like the river — surrendered, trusting, and free.

Prayer:
God of the Flow,
Teach me the beauty of letting go.
Calm my restless need to control.
Help me to trust Your timing,
To rest in Your wisdom,
And to walk with courage in surrender.
Amen.


✍🖊️ Journaling Space

1. What part of this chapter spoke to you most deeply?
2. Where in your life do you see this truth at work right now?
3. What step can you take today to Baho — to live this truth in action?
4. Write a personal mantra that summarizes this chapter for you.
______________________________________________________________________
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Chapter 15: Free from the Chains of Yesterday
✨ “Don’t stumble on something behind you.” — Seneca

⛓️Opening Meditation
Yesterday has sharp claws.
It reaches into today, scratching us with regret,
haunting us with whispers of “if only…”.
Yesterday can look like a friend —
reminding us of better times,
or warning us of mistakes to avoid.
But if we hold it too tightly,
it becomes a chain around the neck,
dragging us back when life is calling us forward.
We are not what we did.
We are what we choose now.
The past is a chapter already written.
But the pen is still in your hand

⛓️ The Haunting Voice of “If Only…”
The past rarely comes as a kind visitor. Most often, it arrives as a ghost—silent at first, then insistent—whispering regrets, replaying old choices, reminding us of the roads not taken.
For me, the ghost of yesterday often spoke in ifs:
· If you had stayed in the army, you would have been a general by now.
· If you had never joined the army, you might have been a doctor, or a priest.
· If you had studied something different, your life would look better.
· If you had gone to Canada earlier, you would already be established.
· If you had listened more, or listened less, everything would be different.
So many ifs.
So many heavy echoes.
These whispers are not just memories—they are accusations. They accuse us of choices, of inaction, of the very moments we cannot rewrite. They make the past feel alive, demanding that we answer, that we explain, that we feel guilt for the life we live today.
For years, these whispers followed me like shadows. Every time life didn’t unfold as I imagined, the past would rise again, pointing its finger: You failed because of me. Because of your wrong choice. Because of what you did—or didn’t do.
I carried these chains silently. Even when I laughed, even when I appeared confident, the ifs gnawed at me. They made simple decisions heavy. They turned opportunities into anxiety. They made me doubt my own worth and timing.
And yet, slowly, I began to notice something: the ghost only had power when I listened. When I responded with fear, shame, or blame, it grew louder. But when I met it with presence—simply observing, acknowledging, and letting go—the whispers lost their bite. They became background noise, instead of the director of my life.
The haunting voice of if only is persistent, but it is not eternal. It can teach, if we allow it: lessons about choices, about responsibility, about forgiveness—most importantly, about self-compassion. Because the past is not a jailer; it is a mirror, reflecting where we have been and showing us how far we have already come.
When we stop answering the ghost with guilt, we step into freedom. The ifs do not vanish—they become a quiet presence, a teacher, rather than a tormentor. And in that space, life becomes lighter. Decisions feel less heavy. Joy becomes possible again.
The past no longer haunts. It whispers lessons. And we, finally, are free to live Baho—fully, courageously, and unchained.

🔄 The Trap of the Past
This is not just my story. It is the story of so many, especially the young.
A young graduate says: “If only I had chosen another career.”
A mother whispers: “If only I had married differently.”
A father sighs: “If only I had invested earlier.”
A young man cries: “If only I hadn’t made that mistake.”
And so, entire lives are lived not in the now—but in the shadow of yesterday.
The past becomes a chain in three distinct ways:
1. Regret – replaying what cannot be undone, ruminating endlessly over roads not taken, words unsaid, and actions we wish we could undo. It convinces us that life only matters in hindsight, that the present is meaningless without rewriting what came before.
2. Shame – defining ourselves by failures, holding ourselves hostage to moments of weakness or misjudgment. Shame tells us that who we are today is insufficient, that our missteps define our worth.
3. Nostalgia – glorifying a “better yesterday” while despising today. We romanticize the past, imagining it as simpler, safer, or more meaningful, forgetting that even those moments were complex and fleeting.
The tragedy is that while the past can inform and guide us, it is not meant to imprison us. Yet for many, yesterday becomes a prison cell with an open door—and still, they refuse to step out. They cling to regret, guilt, and longing as if these shadows are the only way to anchor themselves in life.
And here is the paradox: freedom is always available. The door is open. Presence, choice, and joy are waiting in the now. But escaping the trap requires courage—courage to stop answering the ghosts, to stop reliving the “if onlys,” and to step fully into the life unfolding before you.
Because the past is a teacher, not a master. It can guide, illuminate, and remind us of lessons learned—but it cannot live our life for us. True living begins the moment we release the weight of yesterday and allow ourselves to breathe, act, and be in the present.
The chain of the past only binds those who refuse to notice the key in their hand.

📖 A Parable: The Man Who Lived with a Sack of Stones
There was once a man who carried a sack of stones everywhere he went.
Each stone represented a choice from his past:
One stone was for the job he left.
Another was for the woman he lost.
Another for the chances he missed.
And many more for all the “if onlys” that haunted him.
The sack grew heavier with each passing year. Sometimes he tried to drop it, but then he would think: “What if I still need these stones? What if I learn something later?” So he picked them up again and kept walking.
One day, exhausted, he collapsed under the weight of the sack. He cried out: “God, why have you burdened me with all these stones?”
A voice whispered: “I never asked you to carry them. They were lessons, not luggage.”
The man opened the sack and looked carefully. Each stone had words written on it: courage, wisdom, forgiveness, resilience, love.
He realized the stones were never meant to be carried forever — only to be looked at, learned from, and then set down.
From that day on, he walked lighter. Not because his past disappeared, but because he no longer mistook lessons for chains.

💬 My Awakening: The Lesson of the “Ifs”
For a long time, my mind was crowded with ifs. If I had done this differently… If I had chosen that path… If only life had been fair. These thoughts were persistent, whispering that my happiness and freedom were always just out of reach, locked behind some alternative past I could never reclaim.
Slowly, I began to notice a pattern: the ifs were not truths—they were illusions. They pretended to teach lessons, but mostly they were excuses to avoid the present. They kept me tethered to what had already passed, convincing me that life’s perfection was somewhere else, somewhere unreachable.
I realized: no decision, no path, no plan could guarantee the inner freedom I longed for. Comfort does not equal clarity. Achievement does not equal peace. Approval does not equal joy.
The ifs have power only if we let them. They thrive on our fear, our longing, and our refusal to accept what is. But when I stopped answering them—when I stopped chasing the mirage of a perfect alternative—I found something extraordinary: the present moment, fully alive, full of possibility, free from comparison, and untouched by what could have been.
Freedom is not about correcting the past. It is about embracing now. Presence, not perfection, is the doorway to peace.
The ifs are merely shadows. When we turn toward the light of the present, they fade. And in that light, we discover that life—messy, uncertain, unpredictable—is exactly where we are meant to awaken.

🌍 Why We Stay Chained to Yesterday
Why do so many remain trapped in their past, unable to step fully into the present?
Cultural voices – From the moment we are born, society speaks. Family, community, and religion all whisper reminders of who we were expected to be, of paths we were supposed to follow, of mistakes that “define” us. These voices layer on top of each other, creating a weight that is hard to lift.
Fear of failure – The past becomes a cautionary tale we endlessly replay, as if analyzing every misstep could somehow shield us from future mistakes. We cling to old regrets, hoping to control the uncontrollable, thinking that by remembering perfectly, we can avoid the unknown.
Lack of self-worth – We tie our value to what has already happened, believing that past success or failure determines our current and future worth. Each mistake becomes a judgment, each regret a mark on our identity, and we forget that value exists independent of circumstance.
Comfort in familiar pain – Sometimes regret and shame feel safer than the uncertainty of moving forward. Familiar pain, as heavy as it is, is predictable. Change, presence, and growth are unknowns—and fear keeps us tethered to the known.
Yet the cost of staying chained is immense. Creativity is stifled because we cannot imagine beyond our past. Energy is drained because we carry yesterday’s burdens into today. Joy is stolen, because we live in memories rather than moments.
Freedom begins the moment we recognize the chains. Yesterday is a teacher, not a master. The past can inform, guide, and illuminate—but it cannot live our life for us. To step into now, we must loosen the grip of familiar shadows, trust that life is unfolding, and remember: presence is the only place where living—and truly being free—is possible.

🕊️ Breaking the Chains
Freedom does not mean erasing the past. It means transforming your relationship with it—seeing it not as a jailer, but as a guide.
Honor the Past as Teacher
Your past is not a prison; it is a classroom. Every mistake, every delay, every disappointment has shaped the contours of who you are today. Instead of dwelling in regret, pause and recognize the lessons hidden in those moments. Gratitude transforms the weight of yesterday into the wisdom of today. Each misstep becomes a teacher, each heartbreak a doorway to deeper understanding, each detour a path to your awakening.
Release the Illusion of Perfect Choices
No path is flawless. Every decision carries its own shadows, unexpected challenges, and unseen gifts. The myth that life could have been perfect “if only” is a trap—an endless mirage that keeps you chained to memories and fantasies of what might have been. Freedom comes when you see that every choice, even the ones that seemed wrong at the time, contributed to your growth, your clarity, and your capacity to live fully now.
Shift from “If Only” to “What Now”
The past asks, “What if?” Presence asks, “What now?” Every time the haunting voice of regret whispers in your mind, respond gently but firmly: “And here I am. What now?” This simple shift—this turning of attention from what cannot be changed to what is alive and actionable—opens a space where life can flow freely. It transforms guilt into empowerment, shame into awareness, and regret into creative energy.
Breaking the chains is not a single act. It is a practice, a gentle, persistent return to presence. It is noticing the grip of yesterday, loosening it, and stepping forward with courage. Each step, no matter how small, affirms that life is not behind you or ahead of you—it is here, in your hands, ready to be lived.
The past can inform, illuminate, and guide—but it cannot dictate your now. The moment you release its hold, you step into the freedom that has been waiting all along.

🌿 Living Free From The Past: Presence as a Daily Practice
Freedom from the past is not a single moment of insight—it is a practice, a daily return to what is real. Presence is the doorway. Every act of awareness, no matter how small, is a step into life as it truly is, not as we imagine it could or should be.
Start with Awareness
Notice when your mind drifts to yesterday’s regrets. The “if onlys” of the past are chains that keep us from freedom. Awareness is the first key: catch the thought, breathe, and return to now. Real life does not live in the past you cannot change—it lives here, in this moment.
Anchor in the Body
Your body is always present, even when your mind is lost in memory. Feel your breath. Notice the weight of your feet on the ground. Sense the air on your skin. Presence is not abstract—it is tangible, here, and alive. Anchoring in the body reminds you that life is happening now, beyond the shadow of what was.
Transform Regret into Acceptance
The past may whisper its criticisms, replaying choices and pointing out mistakes. But freedom begins when you see the past as teacher, not jailer. Each misstep, each delay, each disappointment has shaped the person you are today. Instead of replaying what cannot be changed, pause and ask: “What can I learn from this? How does this moment call me to presence?” Acceptance does not erase history—it dissolves its power to harm you.
Celebrate Small Freedoms
Every time you resist the pull of past regrets, you reclaim a piece of your life. Notice the lightness in your chest, the clarity in your mind, the aliveness in your body. Gratitude amplifies presence—it reminds you that life is happening here and now, and that sufficiency, joy, and peace are always available, regardless of yesterday.
Return Again and Again
Presence is a practice, not a destination. You will wander into memories, dwell on old mistakes, or feel the ache of lost opportunities. Each time you return to now, you strengthen the muscle of freedom. Life becomes a series of conscious returns, each one a deeper embodiment of Baho: awake, fully alive, and wholly yourself.
Seeing the Truth Beyond Time
The past is an echo, not a master. Freedom is stepping out of that echo and meeting life directly, as it is. By anchoring in the present, you realize that each moment carries its own completeness. You no longer postpone joy or peace, waiting for a “perfect time” to begin. Life is always now—and it is enough.

🌱 A Reflection for You
What “ifs” haunt you the most?
Whose expectations from the past are you still carrying?
If you set down those regrets, what new possibility might open today?

📝 Practices for Releasing Yesterday
The “If Only” Journal
Write down every “if only” that comes to mind. Then, under each one, write: “Even then, I am here. And here is enough.”
Gratitude for the Path
Each night, recall one “mistake” or “wrong choice” from your past. Then, write at least one blessing that came from it.
Mirror of Mercy
Look into a mirror and say to yourself: “I forgive you. You did the best you could with what you knew then. And that is enough.”

🙏 Final Thought 
The past is not your enemy. It is your teacher. But it was never meant to be your home.
You are not the “ifs” you carry. You are the life that breathes in this moment.
Closing Mantra: Releasing Yesterday
I thank you, yesterday, for your lessons.
I bless you, yesterday, for your gifts.
But I release you now.
You are not my prison.
You are not my future.
You are only a teacher —
and your class has ended.
I choose today.
I choose freedom.
I choose to live,
light and unchained.
Baho — I Live.

Prayer:
God of New Beginnings,
Release me from the weight of yesterday.
Heal me from regret and shame.
Teach me to honor my past without being chained to it.
Help me to rise from the “ifs” and live in the now.
For today is the only gift that is real.
Amen.






✍🖊️ Journaling Space

1. What part of this chapter spoke to you most deeply?
2. Where in your life do you see this truth at work right now?
3. What step can you take today to Baho — to live this truth in action?
4. Write a personal mantra that summarizes this chapter for you.
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Chapter 16: Living BAHO — A Way of Being
✨ “Baho is not a word. It is a breath. It is a way of meeting life — awake, unafraid, free.”

🌄 Why This Chapter Matters
We began this journey confronting the illusion of tomorrow, the trap that keeps us postponing life, waiting for some “perfect future” that never arrives. We explored silence and stillness, the hidden teachers that remind us that life is not out there, but here, within. We walked through presence, courage, and surrender, learning that freedom is not found in control, but in trust. We saw the patterns of synchronicity, the reflections of our inner world in the world around us, and we faced the weight of the past, discovering that regret and “if onlys” are not chains unless we give them that power.
Each chapter, each reflection, each story was a thread. And now, before the letter that concludes this journey, we weave those threads together into a single cloth—a living, breathing practice—the art of Living BAHO.
BAHO is not just an idea to admire, a concept to debate, or a philosophy to file away. It is not a path you read about and then wait for some future self to embody. BAHO is life itself. It is the radical choice to return, again and again, to this moment. To show up fully, without mask or rehearsal, and to say to yourself: “I am alive, I am enough, and I choose this life now.”
BAHO is the daily act of courage. It is the quiet refusal to let the past or the future steal your present. It is the surrender that restores, the attention that heals, the authenticity that frees. When you live BAHO, you are no longer a spectator of life—you are the participant, the artist, and the witness all at once.
This chapter matters because it is the bridge. It takes all the lessons of what came before and asks: What will you do now? How will you live today? How will you take the truth of presence, courage, surrender, and freedom and make it tangible in the life before you?
BAHO is not tomorrow. BAHO is not a plan. BAHO is now. And the choice is yours.

🕊️ The Essence of BAHO
Living BAHO is more than a practice; it is a way of being, a conscious alignment with life as it is, rather than as we wish it would be. To live BAHO means:
· You no longer wait for tomorrow to save you. The illusion that happiness, peace, or purpose lies somewhere ahead loses its grip. You stop postponing life for some future version of yourself. You realize that life is happening now, and to wait is to miss it.
· You no longer live trapped in the chains of your past. Regret, shame, nostalgia—these are shadows, not reality. BAHO transforms memory from prison to teacher. You honor your history, learn from it, and release its hold. Each breath in the present becomes a reclamation of freedom.
· You no longer live to meet the expectations of others. The scripts handed down by family, culture, religion, or society no longer define you. You shed the masks, the performances, the need for approval. You see clearly: your life is yours, and only yours.
Instead, to live awake is to recognize the miracle of this moment. Every moment, no matter how ordinary, is sacred when you meet it fully.
BAHO whispers:
· Stop waiting. Begin now. Step into life without hesitation. Courage is not the absence of fear—it is acting despite it. Every small choice to show up is a victory of presence.
· Stop hiding. Be who you are. You do not need permission, justification, or approval. Your truth is enough, and your presence is a gift, both to yourself and to the world.
· Stop searching. You already carry what you seek. Peace, love, clarity, freedom—they are not destinations. They are within you, waiting for your attention, your recognition, and your willingness to let them unfold.
Living BAHO is not a fleeting feeling. It is a conscious rhythm of life: noticing, accepting, creating, and loving in the immediacy of now. It is the quiet rebellion against postponement, the art of unmasking, and the courage to exist fully as you are.
BAHO is not something to chase—it is something to be.

🔑 The Pillars of Living BAHO
1. Presence Over Performance
From our chapter on presence, we learned that attention is the purest form of love. Living BAHO means choosing presence—fully, intentionally—with yourself, with loved ones, and even with strangers. It is the conscious act of inhabiting each moment without the need to impress, perform, or pretend. Presence is the antidote to distraction and the anchor that roots you in life’s reality.
Practice: Each time you meet someone, silently say: “This moment matters. You matter.” Feel the weight of that statement in your body. Notice the difference between being physically present and truly being there. Presence is not passive—it is an act of courage, of acknowledgment, of love.

2. Courage Over Fear
In our journey, we saw how fear—of disappointment, rejection, or failure—can trap us in lives that are not our own. Fear whispers that it is safer to stay hidden, to follow the script, to defer your life. Living BAHO invites courage: the courage to walk your own path, speak your truth, and act in alignment with your soul, even if others do not understand or approve. Courage is not the absence of fear—it is the decision to move forward in spite of it.
Practice: Each morning, name one small courageous step you will take today—then take it. It could be as simple as expressing an honest feeling, starting a task you’ve been avoiding, or setting a boundary. Let each act of courage reinforce the rhythm of living authentically.

3. Surrender Over Control
We explored the tension between control and surrender. Living BAHO is not about passivity; it is about trusting life’s natural flow. Surrender does not mean giving up—it means releasing the illusion that you must orchestrate every detail to be safe or successful. When you surrender, you align with life’s rhythm, allowing synchronicity, guidance, and unforeseen opportunities to emerge. Surrender brings ease and clarity where control only breeds tension and exhaustion.
Practice: When facing uncertainty, place your hand on your heart and whisper: “I release control. I trust.” Notice how your body softens, how the mind unclenches, and how the world begins to feel less like an adversary and more like a partner.

4. Gratitude Over Illusion
The illusions of tomorrow and the past tempt us to live in “one day” or “if only.” BAHO cuts through these deceptions with gratitude. You do not need a perfect past or a promised future to experience life fully. Gratitude anchors you in the present, revealing that each moment, each breath, each encounter is already sufficient. It transforms anxiety into appreciation and scarcity into abundance.
Practice: Before bed, recall three simple things you are grateful for today. They do not need to be monumental—sunlight through a window, a kind word, a warm meal. Let gratitude become a lens through which you see your life, dissolving the illusions that rob you of joy.

5. Wholeness Over Approval
From the very beginning, we wrestled with expectations—from family, community, and culture. Living BAHO means no longer outsourcing your sense of self-worth. You are not here to meet the hopes or judgments of others; you are here to inhabit your own life fully. Wholeness is not earned through performance or validation—it is inherent. Approval from others is fleeting; the recognition of your own completeness is eternal.
Practice: Each time you fear judgment, pause and ask: “Am I living my truth, or their expectation?” Let that question guide your choices, words, and actions. Let it remind you that your essence is enough, and that true freedom comes from honoring that reality over the comfort of pleasing others.

These five pillars—Presence, Courage, Surrender, Gratitude, and Wholeness—are not abstract ideals. They are daily practices. They are the architecture of BAHO, guiding you from passive existence to active, awake, embodied life. Each pillar supports the others, forming a foundation for living fully, freely, and unapologetically.

🌍 Living BAHO: The Integration
BAHO is not theory. It is not an idea to admire from afar.
It is life lived fully, awake, and embodied. After exploring presence, courage, surrender, gratitude, wholeness, and the lessons from the past and future, we arrive at the heart of the matter: how it all comes together in daily living.
Living BAHO means your life is no longer fragmented—no longer divided between fear and desire, past and future, performance and authenticity. Instead, you live as a coherent whole, flowing with each moment as it comes. It is the art of weaving attention, trust, and courage into the very fabric of your days.
1. Presence as Foundation
Every choice begins with awareness. Before you act, speak, or respond, pause. Feel your breath, notice your body, and inhabit the moment fully. Presence is the foundation upon which all other pillars rest. It transforms ordinary tasks—washing dishes, walking to work, listening to a friend—into profound acts of life and love.
2. Courage as Action
Presence gives clarity; courage gives motion. Once you see what matters, you step forward—even when fear whispers otherwise. Courage is the bridge between insight and action, allowing you to move toward your own truth, even when the world doubts, questions, or resists. Each courageous act, no matter how small, solidifies your sense of being alive.
3. Surrender as Flow
Alongside courage, surrender allows life to carry you where it must. Surrender is not passive; it is active trust. It is knowing that your energy is best spent on alignment, not force; on responding rather than resisting; on opening to what is rather than clinging to what was or what you imagine might be. When courage meets surrender, effort becomes harmony.
4. Gratitude as Compass
Gratitude sharpens your awareness, showing you that life is already rich and complete in the present. It dissolves the illusions of “not yet” and “if only,” replacing them with a sense of sufficiency. Gratitude turns every moment into a teacher, every experience into nourishment, and every encounter into connection.
5. Wholeness as Identity
Finally, wholeness anchors you in yourself. It is the recognition that you are enough—without approval, without external validation, without achieving someone else’s expectations. Wholeness allows you to bring the fullness of yourself to each moment, to each interaction, and to each choice.

🌍 What BAHO Looks Like in Daily Life
BAHO is not a performance. It is not a headline or an achievement. It is the quiet, steady presence of life lived fully, moment by moment. It is simple, yet transformative.
· A husband putting aside his phone and truly listening to his wife—not just hearing words, but feeling the emotion behind them, noticing the little things she doesn’t say aloud.
· A friend holding silence instead of rushing to give advice, creating space for the other to process, to feel heard, to arrive at their own truth.
· A young person saying “no” to a career path chosen by family or society, and saying “yes” to the calling that stirs their own heart, even if it feels uncertain or unconventional.
· A worker doing their job with peace, not for recognition, reward, or praise, but because they choose to give their full attention to the task at hand, honoring the moment as it is.
· A seeker noticing God in the ordinary, realizing that divinity is not somewhere “out there,” but alive in the steady rhythm of breathing, the warmth of sunlight, the laughter of a child, or the taste of food.
· A parent noticing the small wonders of their child, fully present to the little victories and disappointments, without judgment or distraction.
· A stranger pausing to smile at someone on the street, acknowledging a shared humanity without expectation, without seeking acknowledgment.
· A mind that rests instead of rushing, pausing to breathe, to notice, to feel, even amid chaos or noise, cultivating calm amid the storm.
BAHO is not dramatic. It does not seek applause or validation. It does not insist on perfection. It is subtle, steady, alive, and uncompromising in its insistence that life is happening here, now.
To live BAHO is to allow life to flow through you without forcing, to choose presence over performance, to love without conditions, to act without expectation, and to rest in the wholeness that already exists within.

🌿 Practical Ways to Live for Yourself Daily
Living for yourself doesn’t mean rejecting others. It means remembering that your life is yours first — and only then can you share it fully. Baho invites us to turn this truth into daily practice.

1. Start the Day With You
Before the world floods in with messages, opinions, and noise — take a moment for yourself.
· Breathe.
· Journal.
· Sit in silence.
· Remind yourself: “I am who I am, and that is enough.”

2. Practice Honest Boundaries
Saying yes when you mean no is self-betrayal. Every boundary is a declaration: “My life matters. My energy matters.”
· Protect your time.
· Guard your energy.
· Let your “no” be an act of love, not guilt.

3. Choose Joy in Small Things
Joy is not only in grand breakthroughs. It is in:
· The music that makes you dance in the kitchen.
· The walk where the sun hits your face just right.
· The quiet sip of tea where nothing is missing.
Living Baho means letting yourself feel alive in ordinary moments.

4. Drop the Mask in Conversations
When someone asks, “How are you?” — dare to answer honestly.
· Not every detail, not every story, but the truth.
· Speak without rehearsing.
· Listen without performing.
Real connection begins the moment we stop pretending.

5. Return to Stillness
Distractions will always call. Ego will always want to perform. The mind will always wander to past and future. But Baho is about returning — again and again — to this moment.
· Pause.
· Breathe.
· Remind yourself: “This moment is enough. I am enough.”

💫 The Daily Mantra of Baho
“I am who I am, and that is enough.
I do not need permission to be free.
I do not need approval to be whole.
I choose to live my life — fully, now.”

🪞 Reflection for You
Where in your life are you still waiting for “tomorrow” instead of living today?
Where are you chained by “if only” regrets of the past?
What would your life look like if you trusted that this moment is enough?

🙏 Your Simple Practice
Each morning, before stepping into your day, pause for one minute.
Breathe deeply, place your hand on your heart, and whisper:
“Today, I choose to Baho — to live free, to live true, to live now.”
Then write down one small action you will take that reflects your authentic self — not to please others, not to follow old scripts, but simply because it feels true to who you are.
At night, review your day gently. Ask yourself:
· Did I live from freedom or from fear?
· Did I wear a mask, or did I show up as me?
· Where can I lean more into Baho tomorrow?
This daily rhythm slowly reshapes your life — from surviving to truly living.

🙏 Prayer
God of Life,
Teach me to live awake.
Release me from the illusions of tomorrow.
Free me from the chains of the past.
Fill me with courage to be present, to be true, to be whole.
May my life shine as a witness of freedom, joy, and love.
Amen.











✍🖊️ Journaling Space

1. What part of this chapter spoke to you most deeply?
2. Where in your life do you see this truth at work right now?
3. What step can you take today to Baho — to live this truth in action?
4. Write a personal mantra that summarizes this chapter for you.
______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________
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Final Chapter: A Letter to Yvette
✨ “This isn’t just for you. It’s for the you in everyone.”

Yvette,
If you’re holding this book in your hands…
Know that you’ve been in its pages since the beginning.
You were there that night —
under the tent at Amaliza,
in the glow of Jack Daniels and good company,
when time slowed down
and truth came without warning.
We talked. We laughed.
We wandered through ideas, questions, and silence.
And at some point, something in me stirred, and I said it to you:
“Baho.”
Not as advice.
Not as a command.
But as a breath.
As an invitation.
As a mirror.
Because I saw it — the weight you were carrying.
The way your eyes darted between freedom and fear.
The way you wanted to believe, but kept slipping back into doubt.
You were torn between what you felt and what you were taught.
Between the hunger for truth and the fear of being wrong.
Between the desire to be loved and the deep belief that you didn’t deserve it.

I saw how hard you tried.
To be good.
To please God.
To follow the rules.
To earn love.
To keep up appearances.
To heal your pain.
But in all that effort,
I never saw you rest.
I never saw you breathe.
I never saw you truly Baho.
You thought answers would come from outside —
through churches, fasts, preachers, and prophets.
But all they gave you were more ladders to climb…
more rules to follow…
more fear of “what if.”
And when love came to your door — not from a pulpit, but from a person —
you couldn’t trust it.
You pushed it away.
Not because you didn’t want it…
But because your pain had told you it wouldn’t last.
And maybe I didn’t know how else to help you.
Maybe all I had was that one word:
Baho.

If you remember nothing else from me, remember this:
You don’t have to earn peace.
You don’t have to prove anything.
You don’t have to be perfect.
You don’t have to fight to be enough.
You already are.
You are not the fear that binds you.
You are not the story you were told.
You are not the trauma that haunts you.
You are not the church that judged you.
You are not the expectations that suffocate you.
You are life itself —
unique, whole, sacred, and free.
And no matter what the world says…
You don’t need fixing.
You need remembering.

So I say it again, softly but surely:
Baho, Yvette.
Live.
Not later.
Not someday.
Not when you’re better.
Not when they approve.
Not when the pain is gone.
Live now.
Because you are not broken.
You are just beginning.
And I love you —
not for what you do, or how you pray, or what you believe —
but simply because I see you.
Even if you couldn’t accept my love back,
even if your walls were too high,
I still loved you.
I still love you.
Not because I wanted anything from you,
but because my soul recognized your soul —
and whispered: “Help her remember.”

This book is my offering.
To you.
To Freddy.
To Sylvia.
To Mama King.
To every soul who forgets.
You don’t need another sermon.
You don’t need more fear.
You don’t need another prison disguised as a path.
You just need to be still.
To trust.
To breathe.
To Baho.

And if you ever wonder where to go next…
Come back to that tent.
Come back to that moment.
Come back to that word.
Come back to yourself.
Because that’s where life is.
And that’s where I’ll be too.
Always.
— With love and freedom,
Your friend.


🙏🏽 About the Author
Jeff B. Gashabi — The Beloved — is a spiritual writer and messenger of awakening. His life has been a journey through war, religion, searching, and deep questioning — a journey that led him to the discovery of freedom within. His writings are not theories, but lived experiences that point to one truth: we are already whole, already free, already loved.

BAHO is his first published work — a call to live fully, here and now. His next book, The Beloved, carries the same spirit while going deeper: exposing illusions, questioning false portrayals of God, and guiding the reader from fear into love. Together, his books form one message with two voices: Live now. Remember who you are.


Closing Note
This book is not an ending — but an opening.

If BAHO has spoken to your heart, know that there is more. My second book, The Beloved, continues the journey. Where BAHO invites you to live fully in the present, The Beloved uncovers the illusions that kept us from living in the first place — the masks of religion, fear, and conditioning.

The two books belong together. One whispers: Baho — live now. The other answers: Beloved — you always were love itself.
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