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Dedication

To Mama, whose quiet hands stirred wisdom into every pot and kneaded resilience into every meal. You showed me that true success is slow-cooked in the unseen hours, seasoned with patience, careful preparation, and purpose. Long before the world takes notice, greatness is already simmering, building flavor and strength in the shadows.

To the chefs, parents, grandparents, and unsung mentors whose lessons were whispered over simmering pots and folded into everyday routines, you shaped leaders without ever leaving the kitchen. You cultivated confidence, discipline, and courage, planting seeds that continue to flourish in ways you may never have imagined.

And to every professional rising from humble beginnings, may you taste the wisdom hidden in the ordinary, draw strength from the roots that held you, and walk with grace, knowing that sitting at the corporate table is not only a triumph of ambition but also the culmination of countless quiet preparations, of lessons learned in kitchens, at tables, and in spaces where no one else was watching.
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To my children, Nadine, Donique, Gary Jr., Shanelle, and grandchildren, Dominick, Na’Zaria and Denique, you are the reason I keep stirring the pot, cleaning the kitchen, and pressing on with purpose. May this book remind you that you can rise above challenges, serve with love, and leave a lasting impact, no matter where you begin.

To my siblings and extended family, thank you for your example, your support, and the countless stories we shared. Each of you contributed a unique flavor to my journey, adding depth, perspective, and richness to the life I now share through these pages.

To my dear friends, mentors, and spiritual guides, thank you for your prayers, encouragement, and timely reminders to keep going when I felt I could not. You watered the seeds of my purpose when I felt dry, and your presence helped cultivate growth which I could not have achieved alone.

And finally, to every reader who has ever wondered whether their story matters; this book is for you. May it stir your soul, unclog the mental and emotional clutter that holds you back, and inspire you to serve your unique dish to the world, clean, authentic, and full of purpose.

With gratitude,

Faith
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Chapter 1 - Introduction
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This journey didn’t begin in boardrooms, conference calls, or business schools. It began in the humblest of classrooms: Mama’s kitchen, under the shade of guinep trees, on sun-drenched beaches beside my amazing husband, and in quiet corners of nature where wisdom whispered softly through creation.

Long before I ever held a corporate title, chaired a meeting, or drafted a policy, I was being shaped. Flour-dusted counters taught discipline. Long walks with my husband taught patience and perspective. Conversations during sunsets, full of laughter, reflection, and love, taught me that the greatest lessons often rise from the simplest moments.

Mama’s hands moved with purpose, her words seasoned with truth, her life itself a master class in faith, service, and grace. She taught me how to wait without despair, how to rise gracefully under pressure, and how to serve others while remaining true to myself. These lessons resonated beyond the kitchen, echoing in the stillness of nature, in the resilience of birds and animals, and in the rhythm of life itself.

My husband became both partner and teacher, reminding me that success isn’t always measured by output, but by presence. Whether strolling along the beach, listening to waves lap against the shore, or navigating life’s challenges together, he showed me that joy, patience, empathy, and compromise are powerful principles of achievement. He reminded me that what flourishes above ground is sustained by roots beneath, that loyalty, instinct, and resilience can be learned from the smallest of creatures, and that love expressed quietly can transform the way we lead, live, and create.

This book is not a cookbook. It is a reflection on the quiet, often overlooked lessons that rise from the ordinary. Peeling a piece of yam can teach discipline. A bird building its nest can teach patience and purpose. Love shared in simple, unhurried moments can shape character and fortify the soul.

So pull up a chair and come closer to the table. Let us revisit the spaces where wisdom simmered slowly, where purpose was not rushed but gently stirred, and where success was seasoned with patience, intention, and grace. 

Great leaders are not defined by their positions but by the ingredients they allow to shape their character. Integrity, sacrifice, empathy, and consistency, these are the secret ingredients that flavor their influence and sustain their impact long after the spotlight fades.

Your corporate kitchen is your workspace, your calling, and your character. Whether leading a boardroom, starting at the bottom, or navigating both, remember this; success isn’t just plated at the finish line. It is layered into every step, every stir, every sacrifice, and every lesson that builds your foundation.
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Chapter 2 - Preparation before the Heat
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Greatness is not forged in the spotlight but in the quiet moments of preparation, for when the heat comes, only what was built in the unseen will stand.

Before we delve into preparation, strategy, or even success, let me take you back to a dusty yard deep in the heart of childhood, a place where imagination reigned supreme and a discarded truck tyre became a rollercoaster, a spaceship, or anything we dreamed it to be. My cousin Carl and I were inseparable partners in adventure. Every afternoon, once our homework was “done” (or at least out of the way), Carl would drag out that massive truck tyre Daddy had brought home from his blacksmith shop. To anyone else, it was just a worn tyre, a circle of rubber and steel. But to us, it was a vessel carrying the wildest dreams and endless possibilities.

Carl would shove me inside, and with a mighty push, send me careening down the slope near our gate. I would sometimes crash into the bushes, coming up scratched, bruised, and breathless from laughter. No matter how many times I tumbled, I was always begging for one more ride. In those moments, the world was wide open, a blank canvas bursting with the bright colors of childhood joy and freedom.

And then came that voice that always brought me crashing back to reality.

“Faith, Come inside and watch what I’m doing!”Mama. Her call came from the kitchen window, steady and unyielding.

Just like that, my heart sank. The kitchen again? I wanted to run away, to stay outside in the sun, in the dirt and laughter, not trapped inside a place that felt like a cage.

As a child, I longed to be seen, not merely noticed in passing, but truly recognized, as if my presence mattered and my worth could be measured in applause. I dreamed of stages bathed in light, of audiences whose thunderous claps would echo my significance. I imagined travelling to faraway cities, breathing in unfamiliar languages, marveling at colors and cultures that stretched beyond the boundaries of my small world.

But the kitchen was the opposite of those dreams. It was a small, oppressive space, a world unto itself. The roof was made of rotting zinc, each sheet weathered and worn, streaked with rust, and coated in soot from the kerosene stove that breathed smoke into every corner. The door carried a lock, though it was more decoration than function; sometimes we would turn the key endlessly, only for it to do nothing at all. The windows were little more than boards, awkwardly placed and rickety, which often forced us to wedge stones in place after repeated, futile attempts to secure them. There were no tiles to cool the floor, no aluminum stoves to ease cooking, no marble countertops to work on, and not a single cupboard to hide or store things neatly. Everything was exposed, raw, and demanding.

The heat from the kerosene oil stove mingled with the weight of the chores: endless chopping, grating, peeling, scrubbing, stirring and seasoning. The aromas of simmering meals, strong and pungent, clung to the walls and Mama’s clothes. The kitchen was a noisy, steamy box, a place where the mundane and invisible dominated every moment.

No one stands on a stage in the kitchen with deafening applause. No one even notices the sweat dripping from the brow, the quiet work of stirring a pot, or the hours spent preparing a meal. It was a place where invisibility reigned, and I felt invisible. I longed to escape, to be anywhere but there. I didn’t want to be a housewife,the word felt like a sentence handed down before I’d even had a chance to dream. It meant smallness, confinement, a life boxed in by peeling green bananas and learning the subtle differences between curry powder and turmeric. To me, the kitchen was the antithesis, the opposite of freedom and imagination.

But Mama wasn’t calling me to cook for applause or the world’s eyes. She was calling me to prepare, not just for the meal on the table but for life itself. She was teaching me discipline, patience, and the art of readiness. It would take decades before I could grasp the depth of that invitation, that before any great success, before the heat of the spotlight or the wide-open roads, there is preparation. The unseen, unglamorous work done quietly, out of sight.

Preparation is the foundation upon which all success is built. It is the steady work of putting everything in its proper place that allows a chef to create magic when the heat finally comes. Likewise, in the corporate world, or any journey toward achievement, it is the preparation before the heat, the planning, learning, and steady groundwork that makes all the difference

Looking back, I realize the kitchen was never just a place to prepare meals. It was Mama’s classroom, a place of instruction, structure, and discipline. A sanctuary where values like anticipation, service, and stewardship were quietly cultivated. She never sat me down with textbooks or lectures. Instead, she taught me through action, rhythm, and the deep, unshakable routines that shaped her every move.

Most times, right after we finished breakfast, she’d already be thinking out loud, wondering what to prepare for dinner. At first, I thought that was a little too soon, we had just eaten! Surely, there was plenty of time before dinner. But over time, I learned to anticipate, to think beyond the hour and the day, to consider what would be needed tomorrow, next week, or when unexpected guests arrived unannounced. I watched how she stretched every small amount with great care, handling scarcity wisely and never confusing abundance with preparation.

We had no refrigerator. What we had came in fragments; chicken necks, feet, backs, livers, salted mackerel, and sometimes pig trotters, liver, or tripe. Yet Mama had a way of transforming these humble ingredients into something nourishing, satisfying, and dignified. She didn’t need fancy tools or abundance, her skill lay in method, presence, and intention. Every meal was a lesson in care and resourcefulness. After eating, the rich, sticky gravy often left our fingers clinging together, or even coated our lips, a messy reminder of both the effort and the delight that went into every bite. Even in scarcity, Mama showed that small things, handled with love and purpose, could become more than enough.

I watched her wash pork and salted mackerel under cold water from the tap, rub them with lemon and coarse salt, and set them aside as if they were treasures. Pork strips were hung above the stove, their smoke curling through the kitchen, filling the air with a rich, savory aroma. Callaloo was stripped, tied into bundles, and covered with a damp cloth in a clay bowl. Everything had its place. Even the peels and vegetable trimmings were carefully stored, high above the reach of rats and roaches, often in wooden crates tucked into the cool corners of the kitchen.

Time may have modernized the tools, but the rhythm remains the same. Where our mothers and grandmothers once pounded seasonings with a mortar and pestle or soaked beans overnight on the windowsill, today preparation has taken on a new form. Yet, the essence has not changed; success still begins long before the fire is lit.

Now, preparation means chopping scallions, garlic, and onions in large batches, then portioning them into small freezer bags for easy use throughout the week. Chicken and other meats aren’t simply bought and tossed into the freezer; they’re carefully seasoned and divided with purpose, one bag for curry, another for stew, another for soup. Some portions are left to marinate, while others are cooked, cooled, and frozen, ready to be reheated when time is short.

Even the smoothies that nourish us are not the result of random throws into a blender. Fruits are carefully washed, sliced, and stored in neat bags, so that each blend is both quick and intentional. Peas and beans, which once required hours of boiling before a meal could even begin, are now pressure cooked in bulk to save time, then portioned into smaller bags and frozen. This way, when convenience meets necessity, a wholesome, ready-to-use meal is always within reach.

This is not laziness, nor is it simply convenience. It is foresight. It is strategy. It is the quiet discipline of preparation that ensures the work flows smoothly when the real heat comes on.

The lesson here is simple but profound; success is secured in the preparation stage. In the kitchen, the rhythm of readiness saves time, prevents waste, and ensures that when hunger strikes, the solution is already in motion. In life, the same principle applies. Our victories are rarely forged in the spotlight of the moment; they are crafted in the unseen hours of planning, portioning, and laying things in order before the pressure comes.

Preparation before the heat is the difference between scrambling under stress and moving with grace when life’s fire blazes. It is the quiet rhythm beneath the surface of success, the unseen hand that steadies everything else..

Mama didn’t need fancy gadgets or labeled containers. She had her enamel basin, perforated with a few holes here and there, a knife, and a deep well of resolve. With these simple tools, she crafted more than meals, she modeled a mindset.

Now I see clearly; the preparation wasn’t just about food. It was about life, forming a spirit of readiness, being intentional even when resources were few, approaching every task, no matter how mundane, with quiet reverence. I didn’t understand then how those endless hours in the kitchen were shaping the woman I would become; a mother, a wife, a professional, a leader.

Adulthood arrived with its full weight, deadlines, bills, meetings, expectations. And somewhere in the noise of grown-up life, Mama’s voice returned, echoing softly:

“Peace grows where preparation takes root.”

Today, I rise early, often before the sun.  I walk into my kitchen with purpose. Meals are prepared before my husband and I leave for work. Lunch is packed. Dinner is placed in the refrigerator. The rituals may look small, but they are a continuation of what Mama taught me: preparation is not a burden; it is a blessing. And it goes far beyond the kitchen.

Scripture reminds us, “In all thy ways acknowledge Him, and He shall direct thy paths” (Proverbs 3:6). Mama lived this verse. She prepared with God at the center. In every peel, every stir, every quiet moment when no one was watching, she honored Him. She created order not for applause but because peace cannot exist in chaos.

Preparation, I’ve come to realize, is a spiritual act. It’s faith in motion. It’s choosing to believe in the future so deeply that you make space for it in the present. When you prepare, you’re not just organizing, you’re prophesying. You’re declaring, “I believe something good is coming, and I will be ready when it arrives.”

In my own professional life, those lessons followed me into meeting rooms and office corridors. One of my earliest jobs was as an Accounting Clerk at an investment firm, not glamorous, by any means. Instead of drafting polished reports or presenting to clients, I spent my days preparing bank reconciliation statements, matching numbers line by line, and ensuring every transaction balanced perfectly. I hand-wrote cheques, double-checked ledgers, and learned the discipline of precision and accountability that would shape everything I did afterward.

On my first day of work, I was handed a stack of cheques with the accompanying documents and instructed to take them to the president for his signature. I approached his office cautiously, the glass walls revealing a man immersed in papers and phone calls. I stood just outside, waiting tentatively, hoping to be noticed.

“I am here requesting that you sign these cheques,” I said, indicating the documents, my voice steady despite the nervous flutter in my chest.

He looked up, his expression a mixture of curiosity and mild surprise.

“Do you know who I am?” he asked.

“No, sir,” I answered honestly, my voice smaller than I intended.

“I do not sign cheques. I pay people to do that.”

My heart sank. I realized, too late, that this was a test from my coworkers, one I hadn’t even known I was taking. But instead of dismissing me, he leaned forward, his attention suddenly personal, as if he was willing to see what I might bring to the role.

“Do you love your job?”

“I’m not sure yet. I just started today.”

“Are you in school? Do you have children?”

“Yes sir and I have a daughter.”

He nodded slowly. “Then you need to love your job. It’s this job that will pay your bills and send you and your daughter to school.”

That moment marked a turning point in my journey. I began to see every role I took on, not matter how small, menial, or overlooked, as a stepping stone to what was next. At the time, I had no title, no influence, no voice at the table where decisions were made. I was invisible in many ways. But I refused to let that define my potential. I approached each task with intention, knowing that excellence in the present would shape the opportunities of the future. I stayed late, not out of obligation but out of curiosity; I asked questions, not out of insecurity but out of a hunger to understand; I paid attention to the details others dismissed, because I knew that mastery begins in the unnoticed corners. I wasn’t merely trying to finish work; I was building capacity, preparing myself to carry weight and responsibility, and setting the foundation to become a great leader.

As I grew, I began to observe the leaders around me, and I noticed two distinct types. There were reactive managers, who operated in constant crisis mode. They waited until problems erupted before taking action. Audits became moments of panic rather than opportunities for learning, pressure revealed gaps instead of resilience, and trust eroded slowly as teams realized their leaders were always behind the curve. Watching them, I made a conscious choice; I would never lead that way.

Instead, I chose the path of proactive leadership. I committed myself to seeing beyond the immediate task and anticipating what could go wrong before it happened. I built safeguards and documented processes to prevent mistakes, rather than simply correcting them after the fact. I communicated expectations clearly, trained my team to respond independently, and created systems that could withstand challenges. Leadership, I realized, was not about reacting to chaos, it was about creating conditions where chaos rarely had the chance to arise.

Proactive leadership is deliberate. It requires foresight, patience, and a willingness to do the work others consider tedious or unnecessary. It’s in the preparation, the quiet adjustments, the mentorship, and the small actions that the foundation for lasting success is built. And most importantly, it’s not just about preparing yourself, it’s about preparing those around you, equipping them to thrive, and cultivating a culture where readiness, resilience, and excellence are the default. This approach transforms organizations and, more importantly, transforms people into leaders themselves.

You see, Mama didn’t need a business degree to teach me the art of leadership;she lived it every single day. She anticipated hunger before it struck, guests before they arrived, rain before it fell, and power outages before they disrupted the house. Her preparation wasn’t measured in spreadsheets or reports; it was built through repetition, consistency, and love. Preparation, I realized, is more than a task, it’s a posture. It’s a way of balancing your life, your work, and the people who depend on you, so that when challenges arise, you are ready.

Preparation takes many forms, and much of it happens long before anyone notices. It is the quiet, unseen work that ensures excellence when the moment arrives. For some, it means drafting reports well ahead of deadlines, reviewing policies meticulously before a training session, or rehearsing presentations until they are flawless. For others, it involves thinking through every scenario so decisions can be made confidently.
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