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✨ Dedication

To the World

To every man who breathes,

To every woman who rises each morning with purpose,

To every child born into a world spinning too fast—

This book is for you.

For the farmer inhaling dust in silence,

The office worker staring into a glowing screen,

The mother cooking over fire with love and sacrifice,

The elder repeating wisdom forgotten by the young,

The teenager searching for life in artificial light—

This book is for everyone who is living,

and for everyone who desires to keep living,

with awareness,

with dignity,

and with grace.

To the world—this is your mirror, your lesson, and your quiet warning.

📝 Declaration

I, Donald Singini, hereby declare that this book, Something Must Kill a Man, is an original work of authorship.

Every thought, word, and reflection found in these pages is presented with the intent to educate, awaken, and provoke critical thought on the ways in which human behavior, cultural practices, commercial systems, and technological advancements intersect with our collective health and mortality.

This manuscript has not been previously published in any form and is a product of deep reflection, human observation, and sincere commitment to the truth.

All facts, scientific references, cultural interpretations, and illustrative stories are used with the purpose of offering perspective—not condemnation.

The message of this book is global.

Its hope is universal.

And its mission is simple:

To open the eyes of a generation before breath becomes regret.

Donald Singini

(Lusaka, Zambia)

📖 Introduction

“Before the First Cough”

They say something must kill a man.

But they never say how silently that something comes.

It comes in a fried plate served with laughter.

It comes in a prayer soaked with superstition.

It comes in the plastic wrapper of convenience, the cigarette of status, the factory smoke of ambition.

This book was not written to scold.

It was written to remember.

To remember the forgotten costs of modern life.

To remember how the things we love—our food, our work, our culture, our machines—sometimes love us to death.

Something Must Kill a Man is not a medical journal.

It is not a conspiracy.

It is a mirror—held up to a man eating, walking, praying, scrolling—unaware that each breath is a negotiation.

From the markets of Lusaka to the alleys of Lagos, from the back streets of Dhaka to the grey rooftops of Detroit, this book stretches its voice across cultures and continents.

Because no man is immune—not the rich in their glass towers, not the poor beneath their leaking roofs.

And if something must kill a man, then let that man at least know its name.

Let him know the poison.

Let him know the lie.

Let him know the habits, the customs, the inventions, and the omissions that quicken his journey to the grave.

Because the greatest tragedy is not that we die—

But that we die in ignorance of how we helped it happen.

Donald Singini,

©2023
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Chapter One: The Dust We Breathe
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In the beginning, the earth was quiet. The trees conversed in silence, their leafy tongues fluttering in the wind. Rivers sang as they passed through the bellies of valleys, and even the birds—those restless prophets of the sky—spoke only when the sun had climbed high. Man, then, was merely another guest at the feast of nature. He came humbly, cupping water in his hands, tilling the ground with respect, hunting only what his stomach could carry.

But time is a river that never flows backward.

As the days turned into years, and the years into centuries, man began to raise his voice louder than the wind, louder than the rivers, and even louder than the wisdom of his ancestors. He called it progress. He built chimneys that reached toward the sky like fingers accusing the gods. He burnt wood, then coal, then oil. He named his machines after animals and birds, but none of them walked gently on the earth. And with every roar of an engine, with every puff of black smoke, the quiet earth began to cough.

The dust, once the color of innocence, changed. It thickened in the lungs of the child running barefoot through the village market. It settled in the nostrils of the old man who had once known the scent of clean rain. And it made its home inside the chest of the young mother roasting groundnuts at the roadside, her baby wrapped tightly on her back.

We did not notice it at first. Dust, after all, was nothing new. It danced after the footsteps of cattle, followed the winds that swept the dry season into our compounds. But this dust was different. It came not from the ground but from the greed of men. It rolled out of factories like curses from a shrine. It fell from the tailpipes of buses that coughed through cities built on borrowed breath. And in time, it found its way into the very core of our being—into our breath, our blood, and finally, our bones.
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I. The Chimneys of Change
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In a place called Ndola, copper once sang beneath the soil. The people danced when a new shaft was opened, and men stood tall when they were chosen to descend into the belly of the earth. Mining was not just work—it was a calling. The economy wore it like a crown.

But beneath that crown, a quiet death was stirring.

The furnaces that processed copper spat smoke like a python spits venom. Day after day, the skies turned grey. And the children—those whose laughter once echoed through the mango trees—began to cough. Not the cough of a cold or a morning chill, but a dry, angry sound that clung to the walls of the chest like a tenant refusing to leave.

Doctors gave it names: bronchitis, asthma, pneumoconiosis. But the elders called it something simpler—a curse of progress. The very factories that built cities were the same ones digging shallow graves with invisible shovels.

This story was not Ndola’s alone. Lusaka, Kitwe, Chingola—all wore the same mask. Even smaller towns that once boasted fresh air began to smell of soot and exhaust.

In markets, women whispered about babies born too early, and children who stopped growing after their sixth birthday. Men argued whether it was witchcraft or bad air. But bad air does not argue—it simply kills.
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