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    To every child who survived what they were never meant to endure. 

To the quiet tears, the silent screams, and the strength that never got acknowledged. 

And, to my beloved Brenda, Myra and Shukran.

This is for you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The child who is not embraced by the village will burn it down to feel its warmth." 

African Proverb
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​FOREWORD
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I never set out to write this book. I set out to survive. Then to make sense of the pain, to give language to what was always present but never named. And eventually, to scream on behalf of those who couldn’t.

Herd Trauma is not just a book title. It’s a condition, a system, a chain reaction across generations. It’s the way we normalize harm, polish it, justify it, and package it as tradition. It’s the silence that builds walls around a screaming soul. It’s the teacher who hit you because they were once hit, the parent who withheld love because love was never modeled. It’s the institution that punishes vulnerability and rewards emotional numbness. It is the village that raised you—but forgot you were a child.

This book is not about blaming our elders. It is about understanding them. It is not about romanticizing pain, but recognizing where it began. I wrote this with the knowledge that healing is not individual but it’s collective. We either break the cycle or we pass it down. And when we pass it down, we baptize trauma as discipline, culture, religion, and duty.

As I walked through my own healing, I realized I had inherited not just a name, a tribe, and a history but also wounds. Wounds that were mine, but not from me. Pain that started long before I was born. Reactions I didn’t understand, feelings I couldn’t explain, a deep exhaustion that didn’t match my years. It was all there, quietly screaming inside me, waiting for someone to notice.

I don’t claim to have all the answers. But I have stories, memories, questions, and I have a voice. So if you are here, reading this, I want you to know:

You are not crazy.

You are not weak.

You are not alone.

You are a witness to generations of unhealed trauma. And you are also the bridge to something new.

This book is my offering, my tears on paper. My call to every community, every parent, every school, every system that has normalized harm in the name of love or leadership. It is time we name what hurt us. It is time we stop calling abuse by softer names. It is time we create space for safety, softness, truth and healing.

I invite you to read this not as a textbook, but as a conversation. Sit with it. Disagree with it. Let it move you. Let it agitate you. Let it whisper to the younger you who never had the words.

We begin not by pretending we are okay, but by saying out loud: “I was not.”

Welcome to Herd Trauma.
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Writing Herd Trauma was never part of the original plan for my life. But neither was surviving a world that rarely saw me, understood me, or honored my story.

I grew up surrounded by so much love, and so much pain. Often from the same people. I watched adults preach peace while inflicting pain. I saw children punished for expressing sadness. I witnessed institutions turn silence into discipline, shame into order, and suffering into obedience. And for many years, I thought that was just life. I thought the goal was to endure. Until the weight of silence became too heavy to carry.

This book was born from the desire to unlearn what broke us, and to question what we call “normal.” It was born out of long nights, failed systems, memories that haunted me, and moments of clarity that felt like lightning. It was written slowly, deliberately, painfully through reflection, confession, and observation.

Herd Trauma is not academic. It is not sanitized. It does not hide behind abstract theories. It is alive. Felt. Witnessed. It is truth-telling. It is storytelling. It is me pulling back the curtain on my own life to say: “Look here. This is what happened. And this is what it did to me. To us.”

This book is also an offering to my people. To every African who has been told to “toughen up,” “move on,” or “pray the pain away”, you deserve more than survival. You deserve softness. You deserve healing. You deserve language for what you carry.

May Herd Trauma help us understand not just how we got here—but how we can get out.

––––––––
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​NOTE TO THE READER

Dear Reader,

Before you begin, I want you to know something important: this book is not easy. It is not light reading. It is not detached or distant. It is close, raw, and deeply human. You may cry. You may feel angry. You may remember things you’ve buried. That is okay. That is part of healing. Don’t rush through it. Sit with it.

I wrote this as someone who still aches, who still questions, who still heals in layers. I wrote it for people like you, people who are tired of pretending, people who crave honesty, people who want to understand why we hurt and how we can stop passing that hurt down.

This is not just a book about trauma. It’s a book about recognition. About reclaiming our humanity. About refusing to let silence be our inheritance.

Read slowly. Read kindly. Read with your full self.

If you feel overwhelmed, pause. Breathe. Come back when you’re ready. Healing is not linear, and neither is this journey.

With love,

Abubaker Sekatuka
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​CHAPTER 1

[image: ]




The Cry No One Hears

"They taught us to walk tall, but never to feel. To speak English, but never the truth. To serve, but never to ask why. That was the beginning of the herd."

They taught us to walk tall, with shoulders, back and chins held high, a posture of unwavering strength, but never, not even once, did they teach us how to feel, or how to truly process the vast,sporadic landscape of our inner worlds. They taught us to speak English, to master the language of colonizers and commerce, to navigate the complexities of a globalized world, but never the truth of our own suffering, and never the natural, vulnerable language of our souls. They taught us to serve, to obey, to fulfill our duties with unwavering diligence and unquestioning loyalty, but never to ask why, never to challenge the systems or the traditions that bound us. That, in its insidious simplicity, was the true beginning of the herd—the collective, silent march into a future defined by unaddressed pasts.

These words hang in the very air I breathe, a silent accusation that has resonated through the generations, like a lament that has haunted me for as long as I can remember. They are not merely abstract concepts; they are the very scaffolding of our collective story, the invisible architecture of our societal norms, the unwritten rules whispered from one generation to the next, discreetly yet profoundly shaping us before we even knew what 'us' truly meant. They are the invisible chains, meticulously polished by centuries of tradition and relentlessly reinforced by fear—fear of ostracization, fear of punishment, fear of standing alone—that bound us to a path of silent suffering, and a predetermined trajectory of emotional suppression.

I don’t remember the precise moment the first cut appeared, I mean that initial, searing sting of an unspoken wound that would fester for decades. There’s no single, dramatic nostalgic moment of my earliest hurt, and no singular event that stands out in stark relief against the hazy, often blurred, backdrop of my childhood. Instead, I recall, with an almost visceral clarity, the silence that always followed. That unusual, suffocating quietness that descends upon a child when their natural, honest pain—a scraped knee, a bruised heart, a profound disappointment—is so utterly dismissed, so thoroughly stepped over, that it might as well be a mere puddle on a muddy road. It was an inconvenience to be navigated around, perhaps, certainly not something to be acknowledged, to be comforted, or, heaven forbid, to be cleaned up with tender care. It was a silence so profound, and deeply ingrained in the very fabric of our family and community life, that it transcended mere absence of sound. It became a language in itself, speaking volumes about what was acceptable—stoicism, endurance, outward compliance—and, more importantly, what was definitely not—vulnerability, complaint, or natural emotional expression. 

Perhaps that’s when it truly began, not just for me, the bewildered child absorbing these lessons, but for all of us, a generation internalizing the tenets of 'Herd Trauma.' This deceptive normalization of suffering, the systemic erasure of genuine, authentic emotion, this collective, unspoken agreement to look away from pain, to pretend it simply wasn't there, or that it didn't matter. This was the genesis of the herd, the moment individual voices, unique and resonant, began to blend into an indistinguishable hum of muted endurance, an orchestration of suppressed sighs and unspoken pleas, a forced harmony of collective denial.

Where I come from, in the heart of our community, in the very essence of our cultural understanding, suffering isn’t just an unfortunate, transient event; it’s an intrinsic, expected part of the script, a mandatory character trait woven into the very fabric of our lives. You’re not expected to question it; you're expected to endure it, to wear it like a badge of honour, a testament to your resilience, or a proof of your unyielding strength. It’s a stoic performance, rehearsed and perfected over generations, where the lead role is always played by silent fortitude, by the unyielding mask of composure. 

And if you dare—oh, the sheer, unimaginable audacity!—to speak of it, to articulate the ache within, the collective response is swift, chillingly uniform, and undeniably effective. They’ll look at you with a mixture of confusion and disapproval, and then they’ll ask you, with a tone that implies both accusation and profound disappointment, why you’re being dramatic, why you’re choosing to “disgrace the family” or “shame the community.” This accusation, sharp as a whip, carries more weight than any physical blow, because it implies disloyalty, a fundamental betrayal of the very foundations upon which our community is built—a violation of the unspoken covenant of silence. What they really mean, though, what resonates in the unspoken space between their carefully chosen words, is: don’t disturb the herd. Don’t disrupt the carefully constructed illusion of fortitude, the fragile façade of quiet acceptance that we’ve all, by tacit agreement, agreed to uphold. Don’t expose the natural, bleeding truth that lies beneath this polished surface, because to do so would be to destabilize everything, to threaten the very peace that we've so painstakingly maintained through collective denial. It would be to acknowledge a weakness that, in our shared, collective narrative, simply does not, or cannot, exist.

We were raised within a system so deeply entrenched, so thoroughly internalized, so seamlessly consumed in the daily life, that collective trauma became not just normal, but expected, an almost natural part of the human condition, hard to escape. It was the very air we breathed, saturated with unspoken anxieties, the water we drank, seeping into our bones and shaping our very understanding of the world, of ourselves, and of our place within it. In this suffocating environment, crying didn't signify sadness or a profound need for comfort, or human connection; it instantly branded you as weak, a fragile thing incapable of navigating the harsh realities of life. It was a sign of fundamental failure, a visible crack in the stoic armor that everyone was expected to wear. 

Questioning authority, on the other hand, didn't signify curiosity, a genuine desire for understanding, or for intellectual engagement; it marked you as rebellious, a dangerous anomaly threatening the established order, a stone thrown into a perfectly still pond, disrupting its placid surface. 

In schools, the lash of the teacher's cane, a swift and brutal instrument of control, often replaced the gentle voice of reasoning, instilling fear and unquestioning obedience rather than fostering critical thought, independent learning, or genuine intellectual curiosity. The sharp, chilling sound of the cane, a loud crack echoing through quiet classrooms, was often the loudest, and most authoritative voice the children heard. In homes, a profound, heavy, almost tangible silence often replaced genuine affection, open communication, and emotional intimacy, leaving vast, aching emotional voids where warmth, connection, and honest expression should have blossomed. This silence, punctuated only by the rustle of unspoken anxieties and suppressed desires, became the very definition of family harmony, a fragile peace built on emotional absence. We were herded, guided by an invisible hand of fear and expectation, our paths predetermined, rather than nurtured, allowed to grow organically, to feel, and to flourish in the light of unconditional acceptance. Our individuality, our unique spirits, our very essence, was trimmed, pruned, and relentlessly shaped to fit the collective mold, and to ensure conformity to the 'Herd Trauma' that governed us.

The trauma I speak of isn’t merely individual; it’s profoundly communal, a shared inheritance passed down through the generations like an ancestral heirloom no one dares to refuse, a grim legacy we’ve all unwittingly accepted, becoming complicit in its perpetuation. It's not just about the specific hurts inflicted upon me as a child, or upon any single person in isolation. It’s about what happened to all of us, a society where wounds are not only inherited, absorbed from the past, but actively perpetuated in the present, where the very act of living reinforces the patterns of suffering. Where pain, rather than being a signal to heal, a warning to stop and address, becomes a perverse rite of passage, a necessary crucible through which one must pass to earn acceptance, to prove their worth, their maturity, their belonging to the herd. It’s a society where children, barely out of infancy, begin to carry the emotional debt of generations past, burdened by the unaddressed grief, anger, and fear of their forebears, a debt that grows heavier, more suffocating, with each passing year. 

And in this ceaseless cycle, this relentless march of inherited sorrow, this dance of unspoken anguish, no one, absolutely no one, pauses to ask the fundamental, revolutionary question: "But what if we healed? What if we dared to break this chain, to separate the ties that bind us to this endless loop of pain, to this perpetuation of suffering?" This question, whispered only in the deepest, most guarded recesses of one's mind, is the most dangerous and, paradoxically, the most liberating thought possible within the confines of the herd.

Naming the Unseen

This book, then, isn’t merely about recounting pain, listing the catalogue of wounds I’ve witnessed or experienced. It’s about the audacious act of naming it, of giving tangible voice to the suppressed sighs that escape in the dead of night when no one is listening, the quiet, internal screams that echo only in the hidden chambers of our own hearts, the bottled-up questions we were never, ever allowed to ask, for fear of the uncomfortable, destabilizing answers they might reveal. 

It’s about finally acknowledging, with unwavering clarity and unflinching honesty, that we were hurt not because we were inherently weak, or flawed, or deserving of pain, but because no one, in their own inherited suffering, knew to teach us a different way. No one modelled an alternative to the grim endurance we were trained for, no one offered a hand to pull us out of the quicksand of inherited sorrow, because they themselves were caught in its treacherous currents. They were, in their own way, as trapped as we were, victims of the same 'Herd Trauma', perpetuating its legacy unknowingly.

We need to talk about this urgently. Because trauma, unlike a physical wound that eventually scars over and fades into a faint mark, doesn't simply disappear if ignored. On the contrary, it multiplies in the suffocating silence, breeding in the deep shadows of unquestioning obedience and misplaced loyalty, which festers like an untreated infection, spreading its poison insidiously. It becomes a malignant seed, silently passing from father to son, teacher to student, leader to follower, from one generation to the next, silently, invisibly, shaping worldviews, emotional responses, and social interactions without conscious awareness. It dictates our choices, informs our relationships, and even defines our very sense of self, our boundaries, and our capacity for joy. And unless we consciously, deliberately, and with immense, often terrifying, courage, interrupt this silent transmission, this unconscious passing of the baton of pain, we become not just victims of the cycle, but unwitting carriers, perpetuating the very pain we endured, ensuring its legacy lives on, casting its long shadow over future generations. The silence, therefore, is not neutral; it is an accomplice, a silent partner in the perpetuation of 'Herd Trauma.'

And so, this is my cry. It’s not just the singular voice of Sekatuka, the individual, the author, speaking from a place of personal experience and unique suffering. It is a collective roar, an outcry of every child who sat quietly after being flogged, their tiny bodies trembling, their spirits shrinking, their eyes reflecting an understanding far beyond their years—a knowledge of injustice, of powerlessness. It is the voice of every youth who forced a laugh through the burning pain of disappointment or rejection, the sound of their own heart breaking disguised as forced humour, a desperate attempt to deflect. It is the unsung song of every mother who delivered her sorrows in silence, her cries for help muted by expectation, and her profound resilience admired but her suffering unseen, and unacknowledged. 

And it is the profound, aching lament of every father who couldn’t bring himself to say "I love you" because those vital words, those crucial affirmations of belonging and affection, those tender expressions of vulnerability, were never once uttered to him either, leaving an emotional desert in their wake, a barren landscape of unexpressed love. We were all raised within the confines of the herd, bound by its unspoken rules, its inherited wounds, its suffocating embrace. And now, the time has come. We must walk out of it—together. This isn't an act of betrayal against our heritage, but an act of collective liberation, a courageous step towards a future defined by healing, not by trauma.

The Weight of Unsaid Words

Sometimes, I lie awake at night, listening to the city’s silence after the daily chaos, the darkness a vast, silent canvas for the things we never dared to say out loud, the truths that remained imprisoned within our hearts. The questions we swallowed whole, burning inquiries that threatened to ignite rebellion within us, we stifled them because we feared the answer would make us outcasts,  irrevocably disconnected from the very people we yearned to belong to, the very community that was both our solace and, paradoxically, our cage. "Why did my father never hug me?" The question hangs, an unanswered prayer in the quiet of my bedroom, a ghost limb of affection that aches with its absence, a phantom touch that never materialized. "Why was love measured in silence, in the absence of conflict or discord, rather than in the tangible presence of warmth, the quiet buzz of shared joy, the gentle rhythm of connection?" "Why did enduring pain, suffering in stoic silence, earn respect, a nod of approval, while expressing joy, or simple contentment, earned suspicion, a wary glance that seemed to ask, 'What are you hiding? What's wrong with you for being so unabashedly happy?'" These are the unwritten tenets of our emotional landscape, the silent rules of the 'Herd Trauma' that shaped us.

In my childhood home, a small, humble dwelling filled with the ordinary sounds of daily life, the loudest thing wasn’t the crackle of the radio, filling the air with distant melodies and news, or the comforting hiss of the kettle on the stove, promising warmth and tea. No. It was the profound, resonant silence that descended, heavy and oppressive, after a child cried, after a moment of vulnerability had dared to pierce the stoic pose we all painstakingly maintained. That silence, heavy and judgmental, filled with unspoken rebukes, with the palpable disapproval of adults, shaped me more profoundly than any spoken lesson or childhood fable. It taught me, with a devastating effectiveness, how to shrink myself, how to make myself small and unobtrusive, to become, quite literally, invisible. It taught me how to fear my own voice, how to perceive my deepest emotional needs, my most authentic longings, as burdens, as inconvenient demands that would disrupt the fragile, enforced peace. The silence was so loud, so pervasive, so deeply ingrained, that it echoed directly into my adulthood, a constant, internalized reminder to quiet my own heart, to suppress my natural inclinations, to remain compliant, to conform to the expectations of the herd, even when those expectations choked the very life out of me.

When I first encountered the word “trauma,” it felt foreign, distant, something that belonged exclusively to people in war zones, to soldiers who had seen bullets fly past their heads or witnessed loved ones die in explosions. My perception of trauma was, like many, narrowly linked to dramatic, visible wounds, to scenes of overt devastation and chaos. It was something that happened elsewhere, to other people, in other, more obviously violent contexts. But the more I reflected, the more I allowed myself to truly feel, to peel back the layers of my own conditioned responses, the more I realized: we too are survivors. Survivors of emotional famines, prolonged periods of affection drought that withered our spirits and left our emotional landscapes parched and barren, incapable of sustaining genuine growth. Survivors of spiritual wounds that festered unseen, beneath the surface of our public personas, poisoning our relationships, our sense of self, and our capacity for joy. We just wore uniforms of societal expectation and cultural stoicism instead of bandages, and our pain hidden in plain sight, camouflaged by normalcy. The scars were internal, unseen, yet they shaped every step we took, every decision we made, every dream we dared to dream.

A Story of Paul's Silence

There was a boy I went to primary school with, let’s call him Paul. He possessed peculiar genius traits, a way of pretending he was fine, an almost supernatural ability to mask his inner turmoil, to deflect any genuine inquiry with a quick quip or a hearty, booming laugh that seemed to fill every corner of the room. He was always the joker, always the one making everyone laugh, his quick wit and boundless energy a formidable shield against whatever unspoken struggles, whatever invisible burdens, he carried beneath the surface. His laughter was infectious, a brilliant deflection, a dazzling performance designed to keep the world at bay, to prevent anyone from looking too closely. It was a well-crafted persona, honed to perfection over years, yet beneath it, a silent storm raged, unacknowledged and unaddressed.

But one day, the laughter ceased. He didn’t show up for school, his usual boisterous energy conspicuously, chillingly absent from the boisterous morning assembly. Then two days passed. Then three. A creeping dread, a quiet unease, a premonition of something deeply wrong, settled over our innocent, oblivious class. We learned the chilling truth much later, whispered in hushed tones between adults, their voices low and grim: Paul had attempted to take his own life. His father, a man burdened by his own inherited expectations and methods of discipline, a man who likely knew no other way to express his frustration or his misplaced hope for his son’s future, had beaten him severely for failing a math test. 

But here’s the most haunting part, the detail that truly encapsulates the herd’s insidious grip: no one talked about the trauma, the crushing weight of expectation, the profound violence—both physical and emotional—that had pushed him to the brink. They only talked about his failure as a student, as a statistic in a broken education system, a mark against his academic record, a blemish on his future prospects. Not as a son, battered and broken, his spirit bruised beyond recognition. Not as a boy, a vulnerable human being, desperately trying to stay afloat in a turbulent sea of impossible, unyielding expectations. His humanity was tragically secondary to his performance.

When I visited him at home, a few days after he was discharged from the hospital, the air was thick, heavy with a silence even more profound than the one I knew in my own household. It was a silence imbued with shame, with unspoken grief, with the palpable weight of things too terrible to name. He lay there, frail and vulnerable in his bed, a pale shadow of his usual energetic self. His eyes, usually sparkling with mischief, now held a deep, ancient sadness, a weariness that seemed to have settled into his very bones, making him appear older than his years. 

He looked me straight in the eye, and with a voice barely above a whisper, a voice devoid of its usual comedic lilt, hollowed out by pain, he uttered words that have reverberated in my mind ever since, forming a chilling echo of my own deepest, most unacknowledged fears: "Sometimes it feels like you're only valued when you perform. When you stop performing, you stop existing." That single sentence, delivered with such naked honesty from a child, shattered something within me because I knew, with absolute, terrifying clarity, exactly what he meant. I had felt it myself, that conditional sense of worth, that terrifying precipice of non-existence should one falter, should one fail to meet the arbitrary, often cruel, benchmarks set by the herd. His words were a mirror, reflecting my own hidden anxieties back at me, exposing the pervasive nature of 'Herd Trauma.'

In our communities, achievement isn’t just celebrated; it’s the elaborate, often glittering, mask we wear to hide our deep, festering brokenness, a convenient disguise that allows us to navigate social spaces without revealing our internal wounds, our true selves. If you pass exams with flying colours, if you secure a coveted job, if you build a large, impressive house, if you accumulate material wealth, they forgive the invisible pain that gnaws at your insides, the quiet desperation that plagues your waking hours, the sleepless nights spent battling unseen demons. 

If you keep quiet, never challenging, never questioning, never raising a voice in protest against injustice or discomfort, they commend you for being disciplined, for knowing your place, for being a model citizen of the herd, upholding its silent traditions. But if you cry? If you dare to express confusion, sadness, or even righteous anger—emotions that are inherently, universally human? You're therefore labelled—either bewitched, possessed by some malevolent spirit, or, perhaps worse in our communal context, dangerously rebellious, a threat to the collective peace, a disruptive force that must be contained. There is, quite simply, no room for vulnerability, no space for the authentic, messy reality of human emotion. It’s a performance of strength, always, at all costs, at the expense of our true selves.

The Silencing of the Soul

I was raised in a house that believed deeply, fervently, in the transformative power of prayer. And to be clear, even now, after all I’ve seen and experienced, I still believe in its profound power, in its solace, in its capacity to connect us to something larger than ourselves, to a transcendent source of comfort and guidance. But even prayer, in our specific cultural context, was sometimes wielded not as a comfort, but as a tool to silence emotion, a convenient spiritual bypass that allowed us to avoid uncomfortable truths, to bypass the messy, difficult work of human connection and emotional processing. If you said you were sad, your heart heavy with unspoken grief, their immediate, well-intentioned but ultimately dismissive response was, "Pray about it." The implication was clear: prayer alone was the cure, the panacea, and your persistent sadness was a sign of insufficient faith, a spiritual failing. If you confessed to being scared, plagued by anxieties that gnawed at your insides, they would swiftly remind you that "God is in control," as if a divine hand negated the very real human fear that gnawed at your insides, the fear of the unknown, of loss, and of pain. And while all that may be true, while faith can indeed offer immense comfort and a profound sense of grounding, it does not, fundamentally, remove our innate human need to feel seen, to feel heard, to have our pain acknowledged, validated, and held by another human being. God listens, yes, but people need to listen too, to offer the tangible empathy and presence that our souls crave, the human connection that validates our existence. To ignore the human connection in favour of only spiritual connection is to deny a fundamental part of our very being, a crucial aspect of our holistic well-being. It is another form of 'Herd Trauma', where spiritual practice becomes an escape from, rather than an engagement with, human suffering.

I often think back to a story my grandmother, a woman whose eyes held the distilled wisdom and profound sorrow of generations, once told me. She said, with a quiet, knowing sigh, "In the old days, when a child was born crying too much, crying inconsolably, without any apparent reason, without any physical discomfort, they would say the child had brought grief from the spirit world." It was a neat, mystical explanation, a culturally accepted way to externalize and explain away the naked, unbearable sadness of a new life, to avoid confronting the very real, earthly sources of that profound sorrow. 

But as I’ve grown, as I’ve reflected on the hidden sorrows of our land, on the silent burdens carried by so many, on the unspoken histories of our people, a different, more chilling interpretation has emerged, one that resonates deeply within me. Perhaps the child wasn’t carrying grief from some ethereal realm, from ancestral spirits in the unseen world. Maybe, just maybe, they were simply sensing the profound, unaddressed sadness of the very land they were born into, the silent burdens carried by their ancestors, the weight of a collective sorrow that permeated the air, the collective trauma of generations that had lived and died without ever truly releasing their pain. Maybe they were crying not just for themselves, for their own immediate discomfort, but for the silent, suffering herd they had just joined, sensing the unspoken pain that awaited them, the legacy of tears that had yet to fall.

Herd trauma isn’t always loud and dramatic, easily identifiable by screams and overt violence, simple to point to and address. Sometimes, and often most insidiously, it manifests in quiet, subtle ways, as insidious currents beneath the surface of everyday life, shaping our interactions without our conscious awareness. Sometimes, it looks like a man, emotionally stunted by his own upbringing, by his own inheritance of silence, who never, not once, says “I love you” to his children, his profound affection locked away behind an impenetrable wall of unspoken historical pain and emotional illiteracy. He may provide financially, he may protect physically, but he cannot connect on a level that feeds the soul. Sometimes, it looks like a mother who works herself to the bone, sacrificing everything material, ensuring her children have food and shelter, education and opportunity, but never offers a single hug, a tender touch, a moment of physical reassurance to her children, because she herself never received it, never knew its power, never learned its language. Her love is practical, manifested in endless toil, but unexpressed in the language of touch and tenderness. Sometimes, it’s the teenager who overdresses, layers upon layers of clothing even in the scorching heat of the tropical sun, hiding her blossoming body, because she wants to disappear behind her clothes, ashamed of a form that has been judged or objectified, made to feel dirty or inappropriate by the collective gaze. 

Sometimes, it’s the impassioned pastor who shouts about sin and damnation from the pulpit, condemning perceived moral failings, but never, ever talks about the deep, aching pain of his congregants, the systemic injustices they face, the historical wounds that plague their lives, because pain, in that context, is seen as a sign of spiritual weakness, not a universal human condition that needs grace, understanding, and human connection. We, as a collective, have become masters at hiding it, at burying it deep beneath layers of normalcy and societal expectation, perfecting the art of denial, of silence. But no more. The time for revelation has come. The masks must fall.

My Mirror, My Confession, My Rebellion

This book is my mirror, unflinching and unforgiving, reflecting back not just my own hidden truths, my own personal journey through the labyrinth of pain, but the collective wounds of my people, the unacknowledged sorrow woven into our cultural fabric, the legacy of 'Herd Trauma.' It is my confession, an admission of all the ways I, too, inadvertently participated in the silence, in the perpetuation of the herd mentality, in the turning away from uncomfortable realities, complicit in the very systems I now seek to dismantle. And, most importantly, it is my rebellion against that silence, a defiant roar against the quiet oppression that has defined us for so long, an act of breaking ranks from the silent, obedient march.

I want to scream, to give full, guttural voice to the child within me who still flinches instinctively at footsteps, expecting the blow, the harsh word, the sudden, unwarranted judgment. I want to scream for the boy who, in his desperation, tried to run away from school, unable to bear another day of public humiliation, of being shamed for his perceived inadequacies, and his failure to conform to an impossible standard. I want to scream for the girl who was told, overtly, through glances and whispers and outright condemnation, that her innocent, developing body was shameful, a source of temptation or disgust, not something beautiful and natural, deserving of respect and celebration. I want to scream for the young man who, seeking an escape from the crushing weight of unspoken expectations, from the suffocating burden of carrying generational silence, started drinking, just to feel something, anything, other than the numb emptiness that had become his constant companion, his only solace. 

I want to scream for the wife, the mother, the daughter, who toils tirelessly, day in and day out, sacrificing her dreams and desires, her very essence, but who can’t remember the last time someone, anyone, truly looked into her eyes, truly saw her, and asked her how she’s really doing, beyond the superficial pleasantries and performative acts of politeness. Because the herd is vast. The herd is profoundly wounded. And the herd, blindly marching forward, driven by an invisible force of unexamined history, is hurtling toward a cliff if we don’t, collectively and with urgent intention, stop, pause, and ask the most vital question: “Are we okay? Truly, deeply, are we okay? And if not, if the answer is a resounding, painful 'no,' what will we do about it? What action will we take to heal?”

You don’t break generational trauma by pretending it doesn't exist, by sweeping it under the rug of cultural pride, by painting over the cracks with empty platitudes and shallow denial. You break it by bleeding the truth, by exposing the wounds to the light, no matter how painful or messy that exposure may be, no matter how much discomfort it creates for ourselves or for others. 

As I write these words, I imagine a circle, a sacred, inviolable space of safety, a sanctuary from the judgment of the outside world, a haven where vulnerability is not just tolerated, but embraced. In the very middle of this circle, a fire burns brightly, its flames illuminating the faces of all who gather around it, casting long, dancing shadows of shared humanity, of collective struggle and nascent hope. And around that fire, I imagine every person I’ve ever known who carried their hurt silently, their pain an invisible burden, a weight on their shoulders, every soul trapped in the herd. I imagine us holding hands, not to chant empty slogans, not to preach sermons of forced optimism or superficial forgiveness, but simply to cry. To let the tears that were never allowed to fall, the tears that were bottled up for generations, the silent torrents of sorrow, finally have their say, finally release their pent-up agony into the cleansing fire, a purifying cascade of release.

That’s what genuine healing looks like. It’s not about achieving some elusive, sanitized perfection, some state of absolute serenity where all pain vanishes as if by magic, leaving only an artificial calm. No. It’s about permission. Permission to feel the depths of our sorrow, the burning sting of our anger, the chilling ache of our fear, the profound emptiness of our losses—all without judgment or shame. Permission to remember the hurts, to honour the child or the youth or the adult who experienced them, to acknowledge the past without being consumed by it, without letting it define our entire future. Permission to speak our truth, to give voice to the experiences that were silenced, to tell our stories without fear of reprisal, without fear of abandonment. Permission to be held, to be comforted, to be seen in our vulnerability without judgment, to find solace in shared humanity, in the quiet understanding of another soul. But this profound, transformative journey didn’t start with Paul’s heartbreaking story, as impactful as it was, as deeply as it resonated within me. It started long ago, with my own quiet, deeply personal mirror moments, with the gradual, painful recognition of my own inherited wounds, my own embedded 'Herd Trauma.' It began with the sensitive, confused child I used to be, yearning for understanding, for a different way, for a gentle touch, a comforting word that, in those formative years, never quite came.

From Sensitivity to Strength

I remember, vividly, being told repeatedly, with a tone that implied both exasperation and pity, “You’re too sensitive.” The words were delivered with a sigh, a dismissive wave of the hand, as if sensitivity were a defect, a weakness to be eradicated, a character flaw that needed urgent correction, an imperfection that threatened the herd’s stoicism. It was a label meant to shame, to shut down, to minimize my very essence. But no one, not a single soul, ever asked what made me so sensitive, what experiences had honed that acute perception of emotional undercurrents, that ability to feel the world so deeply, so profoundly. I was never told that sensitivity is, in fact, a profound strength, a heightened awareness that allows for deeper connection and empathy, a richer experience of life’s nuanced beauty and pain. I was never taught that feeling deeply, truly feeling the full spectrum of human emotion – natural joy, burning sorrow, righteous anger, chilling fear, expansive love – is not a defect but an exquisite gift, a vital conduit to the richness and complexity of existence, a testament to our capacity for life. And so, obediently, dutifully, I buried it. I toughened up, or at least, I pretended to. I constructed elaborate emotional walls, brick by painful brick, around my vulnerable heart. I learned to laugh, a hollow, echoing sound, when every fiber of my being wanted to scream in frustration or despair, mastering the art of the performative smile, the outward appearance of composure. I learned to act okay, to put on a brave face, to project an image of resilience, even when I was breaking inside, shattered into a thousand unseen pieces, bleeding silently, invisibly. And every single time I mechanically uttered the words, “I’m fine,” a tiny, precious piece of my authentic self disappeared, fading into the ether of conformity, chipping away at my soul, making me less whole, and more compliant to the herd’s demands.

The most dangerous lies, the ones that inflict the deepest and most lasting damage, are not the ones told by others, those external falsehoods we can often identify and dismiss. No, they are the ones we tell ourselves, often unconsciously, whispered justifications we concoct just to survive, to make sense of an unbearable reality, to fit into the herd’s narrative. One chilling day, etched forever in my memory with the clarity of a nightmare, I watched a young boy, perhaps no older than eight, being beaten mercilessly in school for not knowing the answer to a math question, a simple academic oversight. 

The blows landed with sickening thuds, one after another, echoing through the silent classroom. His face swelled rapidly, turning an alarming shade of purple; his eyes, wide with terror, filled with unshed tears that never dared to fall, imprisoned by fear and conditioning. And not a single soul said a word. Not the other students, their faces frozen in a mixture of fear and learned indifference. Not the teachers who witnessed it, their eyes fixed elsewhere, their silence a tacit approval, a complicit acceptance. Not even me, the quiet observer, my own fear paralyzing me, rooting me to the spot. Because in the herd, that’s normal. Pain is pedagogy. Fear is discipline. It’s the way things are, unquestioned, unchallenged, an immutable law of our existence. It’s simply how we teach, how we learn, how we maintain order, how we ensure conformity to the 'Herd Trauma' of our society.

Later that night, the image of that boy’s terrified, bruised face haunted me, replaying endlessly behind my eyelids, a relentless loop of suffering. I sat on my bed, the oppressive silence of my room magnifying my inner turmoil, and I wept. I cried not just for the boy, for his immediate suffering, for the profound injustice of his pain, but for the countless parts of myself I’d silenced over the years, the compromises I’d made, the truths I’d buried. For every time I saw abuse, whether physical or emotional, and rationalized it away, calling it “correction” or “tough love,” internalizing the very narratives that harmed us. For every time I let injustice pass, allowing it to unfold unchecked because I feared being ostracized, being alone, being cast out from the protective, albeit stifling, embrace of the herd. My tears were a lament for my own complicity, my own silent participation in the cycle of trauma, a recognition of the 'Herd Trauma' I had both endured and inadvertently perpetuated.

The herd, in its powerful, unspoken way, teaches you to fear being different, to fear standing out, to fear individuality, far more than it teaches you to fear being wrong, or complicit in wrongdoing, or witnessing injustice without intervention. It instills a deep-seated terror of isolation, of not belonging, of being cut off from the collective. And now, after years of silent reflection and painful introspection, after countless nights wrestling with these uncomfortable truths, I know this with a clarity that shakes me to my core: the real courage, the most profound act of defiance, is in looking at the inherited patterns, at the unwritten rules, at the very foundations of the herd, and saying, with absolute conviction, “I won’t continue this cycle. Not anymore. The chain ends with me.”

The journey out of 'Herd Trauma,' out of this collective, unacknowledged suffering, is anything but easy. It requires a radical unlearning of everything we were taught to accept as inevitable, as normal, as just the way things are. It requires facing the mirror, truly seeing our reflection – the pain, the scars, the compromises – without flinching from the discomfort, without turning away from the truth of our own being. It demands that we ask our parents, our elders, our communities, uncomfortable questions, questions that may stir resentment or defensiveness, questions that challenge long-held beliefs, that poke holes in cherished narratives. It demands that we learn to forgive them, acknowledging their own burdens and limitations, the fact that they too were products of the same system, operating within the confines of their own inherited trauma. 

But also, crucially, that we hold them accountable for the pain they unwittingly or wittingly passed on, not as an act of blame or vengeance, but as an act of truth-telling necessary for liberation, for our own healing and for the healing of the generations to come. It demands that we look at ourselves, our present selves, with compassion and fierce determination, and say: “I want better. I deserve better. And because I deserve better, my children, and the generations to come, deserve better too. We deserve a different legacy, a future free from the echoes of this 'Cry No One Hears.'”

Healing is not a betrayal of our past, or of our families, or of our communities. It is, in its purest form, an act of profound loyalty to the parts of us that were silenced, ignored, and wounded. It is a commitment to wholeness, to breaking the chains of inherited suffering, to reclaiming our authentic selves, our true voices, our full humanity.

So here I am. Writing this, pouring my heart onto these pages, a testament to the arduous yet ultimately liberating journey. Not as someone who’s healed completely, who has arrived at some perfect, pain-free destination, a nirvana of emotional purity where all struggles cease. No. I write as someone who’s actively healing, healing loudly, vulnerably, and with unwavering resolve. I write as someone who refuses to be silent anymore, who understands that every story shared, every tear shed in community, every truth spoken, is a vital thread in the intricate, resilient fabric of our collective freedom. Each word, each sentence, each chapter is a deliberate step out of the herd, a step towards a new dawn, a future where every cry is heard, every wound acknowledged, every soul embraced.

This is my truth. This is Chapter One. Let the healing begin. Let the cries, once unheard, finally resonate, finally ignite the fires of change, finally echo not as lamentations, but as declarations of freedom.
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​CHAPTER 2
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When Pain Becomes Culture

"We stopped asking why it hurts, and started calling it discipline. We buried our screams in tradition, and praised the silence as strength."

We stopped asking why it hurts, and started calling it discipline. We buried our screams in tradition, and praised the silence as strength. These aren't just lines of poetry; they are the chilling reality of my upbringing, the silent creed etched into the very soul of our community, a cultural script that demanded suffering be internalized and presented as resilience. They represent the moment our collective empathy withered, replaced by a stark, unyielding adherence to custom, no matter its profound human cost. It was a trade-off, subtly enforced over generations: individual suffering for communal order, loud truth for quiet conformity, personal authenticity for collective approval.

I still remember, with a visceral clarity that time has failed to dull, the day I saw a boy in our village flogged until his back was unrecognisable. The image remains as vivid and horrifying as if it happened yesterday, a stain on the canvas of my memory, a permanent bruise on my perception of justice. His screams, initially sharp and piercing, a sound that tore through the fabric of the afternoon, slowly dissolved into ragged whimpers, then into a hoarse, guttural cry that sounded less human than animal, stripped of all dignity. He had stolen sugar. Just sugar. A handful, maybe, a meager scoop from his stepmother’s kitchen, a fleeting sweet indulgence. The kind of sugar we all, in our innocent childhood curiosity and gnawing hunger, had licked on countless occasions, driven by a primal, irresistible craving. We’d sneak into kitchens, our hearts thumping like drums, quick glances over our shoulders, driven by a craving sweeter than any fear of detection. 

But that day, the adults, with a chilling uniformity of purpose, decided to make him a lesson to others. He wasn't a boy anymore; he was a stark, brutal example, a cautionary tale to be etched into the collective consciousness of the village, a warning to anyone who dared to transgress. His humanity was stripped away, replaced by a symbolic purpose, a vessel for collective anger and fear.

They tied him to a tree, a gnarled, ancient mango tree that usually offered shade and ripe fruit, a symbol of life and sustenance, now repurposed into an instrument of public shame and excruciating pain. The men of the village, a grim line of faces I recognised—fathers and uncles and neighbours—lined up, each clutching a stick. Their faces were impassive, hardened by a sense of duty, their eyes devoid of the warmth I knew from other contexts, chillingly detached. 

It was a procession, a ritual, a public execution of innocence. I watched from a distance, hidden behind the thorny branches of a bush, utterly paralysed by a terror that rooted me to the spot, my small body trembling, my breath held captive in my chest. I was younger than him, maybe eight or nine, small enough to be easily overlooked, and perhaps that invisibility saved me from the same fate. 

But even at that tender age, something deep within me understood: this was not justice. This was not a fair consequence for a stolen handful of sugar, a childish misdeed. This was rage dressed in cultural cloth, a naked, untamed fury cloaked in the acceptable guise of tradition and discipline, a primal release sanctioned by the community. And the worst part? The detail that truly sickens me to this day, that haunts my sleep? After the brutal, prolonged beating, no one consoled him. No one knelt to offer him water, to soothe his delicate, bleeding skin, to speak a single word of comfort. They only stood over him, their voices stern and unyielding, reminding him how shameful it was to cry when you steal, how his tears were a further mark of his disgrace, a sign of weakness. His pain was an inconvenience, his tears a further transgression, a sign of his inability to conform to the harsh code.
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