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For every soul that has ever asked: Why?

This book is your answer.

And a seed.
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Introduction — The Question That Haunts Every Human Heart
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— ✦ —

There is a question that every human being has asked at least once in their life. You have asked it in the dark, in the quiet, in the middle of a sleepless night when the weight of existence sits heavy on your chest. You have asked it when you watched a good person suffer. You have asked it when you watched a wicked person prosper. You have asked it about your own life — in moments of unexpected pain, in seasons of undeserved hardship, in years that felt like punishment for crimes you could not remember committing.

The question is this:


Why do some people suffer while others are happy?



Religion has tried to answer it. Science has tried to answer it. Philosophy has spent three thousand years circling it. And yet millions of people wake up every morning with the question still burning — unanswered, unresolved, sitting like a stone in the chest.

I am not a prophet. I am not a theologian. I am a pharmacist from Nairobi, Kenya — a man who has spent his life standing at the intersection of medicine and humanity, watching people arrive broken and leave either restored or unreachable. I have watched wealthy men die on hospital beds surrounded by briefcases of cash that could not buy them one more hour. I have watched poor women recover from cancers that the best medicine in the world said were terminal. I have sat with abandoned infants in government wards and asked God the hardest questions a man can ask.

And over many years, through observation, through Scripture, through medicine, through the stories of ordinary people in ordinary villages — I believe I have found the answer.

It is not a comfortable answer. It will challenge what your pastor told you. It will challenge what your culture taught you. It will challenge the story you have been telling yourself about why your life looks the way it does.

But it is an honest answer. And I have come to believe that an honest answer — however difficult — is worth ten thousand comfortable lies.

The answer begins with a seed.
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Chapter One — Every Action Is a Seed
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— ✦ —

"Do not be deceived: God is not mocked, for whatever one sows, that will he also reap."

— Galatians 6:7

I grew up in a village. And like most children who grow up close to the earth, I understood farming before I understood almost anything else. I understood that you do not plant maize and harvest beans. I understood that you do not plant in January and harvest the following week. I understood that the quality of what grows is inseparable from the quality of what was planted — and that the soil remembers everything you put into it.

I did not know then that I was learning the most fundamental law of the universe.

I know it now.

Every action a human being takes is a seed. Not metaphorically. Not poetically. Literally — in the same precise, biological, inevitable way that a maize seed planted in fertile soil will produce a maize plant. Good actions are seeds of good things. Evil actions are seeds of suffering. And the universe — like the soil — does not negotiate, does not make exceptions, and does not forget.

This is the first and foundational law of everything I will share with you in this book.


Every action is a seed. Every harvest is the crop of a previous planting.



The Farmer Who Cannot Lie

A farmer cannot stand in his empty field at harvest time and blame the weather for a crop that was never planted. He cannot curse the soil for refusing to produce what he never sowed. The field is honest in a way that human beings rarely are — it gives back exactly, precisely, and completely what it was given.

The universe operates by the same honesty.

When suffering arrives at a man's door, the natural human response is to look outward — to search for an enemy, a witch, a bad luck spirit, a jealous relative, an unfair God. We are extraordinarily creative in finding explanations that place the source of our pain somewhere outside ourselves. It is a deeply human instinct — and it is the instinct that keeps millions of people trapped in cycles of suffering they could otherwise escape.

Because here is the truth that changes everything:


You cannot harvest what you did not plant. And you cannot avoid harvesting what you did.



The suffering that finds you is not random. It is not the work of an enemy. It is not the cruelty of an indifferent universe. It is the harvest of a previous season — a season you may have forgotten, a planting you may not even consciously remember. But the soil remembers. The universe remembers. And in its own time, in its own way, it returns to you exactly what you gave.

The Woman Who Defeated Cancer With a Farm

I want to tell you about a woman I knew growing up in my village. I will not use her real name — but her story is real, and I watched it unfold with my own eyes over many years.

Her husband worked in the city. He came home periodically with money — good money, the kind that bought things other families in the village could not afford. Nobody asked too many questions about where the money came from. In African villages, as in most places in the world, prosperity tends to silence curiosity.

But the universe was not curious. It already knew.

The wife developed breast cancer. This was a woman in the relative prime of her life — a mother, a farmer, a member of the community. The diagnosis was devastating. And then, as the illness was taking hold of her body, her husband died. The source of the city money — and whatever darkness accompanied it — was gone. And she was left alone, sick, with children to raise and a future that looked, by every human measure, like it was already over.

What she did next is the reason I begin this book with her story.

She farmed. She planted. She harvested. And then — she gave it away.

Not all of it. She fed her children. But the surplus — the excess of her labour — she gave to the poor in the village. Consistently, quietly, without fanfare. Fruit, vegetables, grain. Whatever the earth gave her, she allowed to flow through her hands into the hands of those who had less.

Twenty five years have passed since her diagnosis. She is alive. She is well. Her cancer retreated in ways her doctors could not fully explain. Her children have grown into successful, flourishing adults. And if you were to ask anyone in that village today which family is most blessed — they would point to hers without hesitation.

I am a pharmacist. I believe in medicine. I believe in the science of the human body. I am not asking you to abandon your doctor or your treatment.

But I am asking you to consider what I observed in that village — and what I have observed in hospital wards and church pews and city streets over many years of watching human beings live and suffer and sometimes — miraculously — transform.

The woman did not just treat her cancer. She treated its root. She interrupted the harvest of evil seeds by flooding her life with good planting. She turned her hands — and her farm — into instruments of blessing. And the universe, which is nothing if not precise, responded in kind.


She changed her harvest by changing her seeds.



Why The Seed Does Not Sprout Immediately

One of the reasons people struggle to accept this law is timing. We are impatient creatures. We expect immediate consequences — instant karma, swift justice, rapid reward. And when a man does something evil and walks away laughing, we conclude that the law is not real. When a good person suffers, we conclude that goodness is not rewarded.

But a farmer knows better.

A seed planted today does not produce a harvest tomorrow. There is a season of germination — invisible, underground, silent. There is a season of growth — slow, incremental, easy to miss. And then there is a season of harvest — sudden, visible, undeniable.

The evil man who appears to prosper today planted good seeds in a previous season — or inherited them from someone who loved him. His current harvest is not evidence that evil is rewarded. It is evidence that a previous good planting has not yet been exhausted.

And the good person who suffers today is not evidence that goodness is punished. They are harvesting from a previous season — a season that may predate their own birth, a planting that was done by hands other than their own. We will speak more about this in the chapters ahead.

For now, hold this:


The harvest you see today was planted in a season you may not remember. The harvest you will see tomorrow is being planted by your hands today.



The Stone Above Your Head

There is a simple image I want to leave with you as we close this first chapter. It is an image I have carried for many years because of how completely it captures the reality of human action and consequence.

Imagine a man who picks up a stone and throws it straight up into the air — directly above his own head.

In the moment of release, he feels powerful. The stone is gone. It is no longer in his hands. Perhaps he even turns away, convinces himself it has disappeared, tells himself it was never his stone to begin with.

But gravity is not interested in his feelings.

The stone rises. It pauses at its peak. And then it falls — straight down, back toward the only person who was ever going to receive it.


Every deed — good or bad — is that stone.



You throw it and it leaves your hands. It may seem to disappear. Days pass. Years pass. Decades, sometimes. But the stone is still in the air. It has not forgotten you. It knows exactly where you are standing.

And it is coming back.

This is why I say to you — with the calm certainty of a man who has watched this law operate in hospitals, in villages, in Scripture, in the quiet ledgers of ordinary human lives — it is better, far better, to be thoughtful about what you throw.

Because a good deed thrown into the air returns as a blessing you did not expect, arriving in a season when you need it most.

And a bad deed thrown into the air — especially the ones we tell ourselves were small, were justified, were forgotten — returns with the full, accumulated weight of everything we tried to leave behind.

"Do not be deceived,"* the Scripture says. *"God is not mocked."

The farm does not lie. The soil does not forget. The stone does not lose your address.


Every action is a seed. Plant accordingly.



In the next chapter, we will explore one of the most unsettling dimensions of this law — the discovery that the seeds you harvest are not always seeds you personally planted. That sometimes, the poison in your body arrived through hands that loved you. And that understanding this truth — fully, honestly, without flinching — is the beginning of a very specific kind of freedom.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two

The Poison You Didn't Know You Were Drinking

*The Law of Inherited Consequence*
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— ✦ —

"The fathers have eaten sour grapes, and the children's teeth are set on edge."

— Ezekiel 18:2

There is a question that haunted me for years.

I was doing my hospital attachment at Kenyatta National Hospital in Nairobi — one of the largest public hospitals in Africa — when I first encountered it face to face. I was walking through the neonatal ward. Small beds. Small bodies. Infants so new to the world that the world had not yet had time to wrong them. And yet some of them were sick. Deeply, seriously, heartbreakingly sick. Some had conditions that medicine struggled to explain. Cancers that belonged to old bodies appearing in bodies that had only just arrived.

I stood in that ward and I asked God the question that I suspect every doctor, every nurse, every parent who has ever stood in a place like that has asked:

What did they do wrong?

The answer, when it came, was not the one I expected.

They did nothing wrong.

But they consumed.

That answer changed the way I understood suffering forever. And it is the answer I want to share with you in this chapter — because until you understand it, you will never fully understand why your life looks the way it does. You will keep searching for enemies that do not exist. You will keep asking questions that point in the wrong direction. You will keep treating symptoms while the root remains untouched.

The truth is this:


You do not have to participate in a crime to receive its consequences. You only have to benefit from it.



The Invisible Poison

Let me ask you something.

If I pour poison into a glass of clean water — not much, just a little, just enough that you cannot taste it, cannot smell it, cannot see it — and I hand that glass to you with a smile, and you drink it gratefully because you are thirsty and the water looks clean —

Are you poisoned?

Of course you are.

The poison does not care that you did not know. The poison does not factor in your innocence, your good intentions, your genuine ignorance of its presence. It enters your body. It does what poison does. And your body suffers — not because you chose to drink poison, but because you drank it.

The universe operates by this same precise, impartial law when it comes to the proceeds of evil.

Evil proceeds — money stolen from the poor, food taken through violence, wealth built on exploitation, comfort purchased through someone else's suffering — these are not neutral resources that become clean the moment they change hands. They carry something. A charge. A debt. A contamination that does not dissolve simply because the next person in the chain was unaware of its origin.

When that contaminated resource enters your life — feeds your body, builds your home, educates your children, funds your comfort — the universe registers a beneficiary. It does not register your intention. It does not note your ignorance. It registers only that you received. That you consumed. That your life was built, in part, from a foundation that carried a debt.

And in its own time, in its own way, it will balance that account.


This is not cruelty. This is the most precise fairness imaginable.



My Friend, The Meat, and The Bill I Did Not Order

I want you to imagine a scenario that I have thought about many times — because it captures this law more honestly than any theological argument I have encountered.

Suppose my friend — a man I trust, a man I have known for years — commits a terrible act. He kills. He steals. He takes from someone who had little to spare. And then, flush with his stolen proceeds, he finds me. His innocent friend. His unsuspecting companion.

And he says — "Come, let us eat. Tonight is on me."

We sit together. He orders generously. Roasted meat, cold drinks, a good evening between friends. I enjoy every bite. I laugh. I am grateful for his generosity. My body receives the nourishment — my cells absorb the proteins, my blood carries the energy, my bones are built incrementally stronger by the meal.

And not one part of my body — not one cell, not one molecule — stops to ask where the money came from.

My enjoyment was complete. My benefit was real. My body did not discriminate.

Now tell me — should the universe ignore that?

I did not order the crime. I did not plan it. I did not even know about it. But I sat at the table. I ate the food. I was nourished by proceeds that had a debt attached to them. And that debt — registered against the meal, not against my intentions — now has my name on it.

This is a hard truth. I know it is hard. I am not asking you to receive it easily. I am asking you to receive it honestly — because honesty is the only soil in which real change can grow.


Benefit is benefit. The universe returns the bill to the one who received — not merely to the one who ordered.



The Neonates of Kenyatta

I return now to that neonatal ward. Those small beds. Those new bodies carrying ancient debts.

After years of reflection — after sitting with this law in my mind and in my spirit, turning it over, testing it against what I have seen and read and experienced — I believe I understand what I was looking at in that ward.

These infants were not sinners. They had not lived long enough to plant seeds of their own. Their ledgers were essentially blank — written in the handwriting of others.

What I was looking at was inherited consequence.

A father who killed. A father who stole. A father who fed his pregnant wife — with love, with genuine care, with the desire to nourish the child growing inside her — using proceeds that carried a debt. The mother consumed. The child, growing inside her, consuming what the mother consumed, received not only nourishment but contamination.

And the child arrived into the world already carrying a bill.

I want to be clear about something important here — and I will return to this truth in a later chapter because it deserves its own space. We cannot look at a suffering child, or a suffering person of any kind, and declare with certainty the exact source of their pain. The ledger of a human soul is deeper than birth, wider than memory, and known fully only to the Creator. I am not asking you to become a judge of other people's suffering.

I am asking you to become a guardian of your own consumption.

Because the lesson of the neonatal ward is not — "look at what those bad parents did to their children."

The lesson is — "look at what enters your life. Look at what you are feeding yourself and your family. Look at the source of what nourishes you — because what nourishes you also builds you. And what builds you from contaminated material will eventually crack along the contaminated seams."

The Man With The Briefcase

I want to tell you about another man I witnessed — this one at the premier hospital where I work as a pharmacist in Nairobi.

During the COVID-19 pandemic, a very wealthy man was flown into Nairobi from Eritrea. He did not arrive by commercial flight. He arrived by helicopter — the kind of arrival that announces, before a single word is spoken, that this is a man accustomed to having the world rearrange itself around his needs.

He was brought to our hospital critical — COVID had taken hold of him with a severity that his wealth had not protected him from. And he came prepared. He carried a briefcase. Inside that briefcase was a quantity of dollars that I will not specify — but I will tell you that it was the kind of money that makes medical staff pause. The kind of money that says — do everything.

So we did everything.

Eritrea is one of the poorest countries on the African continent. A government official from such a country arriving with such wealth — the arithmetic is not complicated. That money had a story. And the story was written in the poverty of the people he had been appointed to serve.

We intubated him. We administered every available treatment. We monitored him around the clock with a level of attention that his briefcase demanded and that our professional ethics required us to give regardless of the briefcase.

He was on that ventilator for three months.

And as the months passed, so did the dollars. Treatment by treatment. Day by day. Until the briefcase was empty.

And then he died.

I have thought about that man many times since. Not with judgment — because judgment is not mine to give, and his ledger, like all ledgers, contained chapters I could not read. But I have thought about what I witnessed in that hospital room as a parable of this law.

The money that was supposed to save him was the money that the universe was reclaiming. Every dollar spent was a debt being settled. And when the last dollar was gone — when the account reached zero — there was nothing left to sustain what the debt had been quietly dismantling from the inside.


The universe is not impressed by the size of your briefcase. It is only interested in the source of its contents.



Why The Universe Is Fair — And Why You Already Know It

I want to address something directly — because I know that some of you are reading this chapter with discomfort. Perhaps even with resistance.

It feels unfair*, you are thinking. *It feels like a cruel universe that punishes people for things they did not choose, did not know, did not intend.

I understand that feeling. I have sat with it myself.

But I want to invite you to do something before you conclude that this law is unjust. I want to invite you to consult the one authority on justice that you carry with you everywhere you go — the one that has never lied to you, even when you wished it would.

Your own conscience.

Not your theology. Not your culture. Not the opinion of your pastor or your professor or your peer group.

Your conscience.

Because here is what I have observed about human beings across every culture, every religion, every educational background and economic class — we are all born with an internal scale. A built-in, factory-installed, inarguable sense of balance and consequence. You felt it as a child the first time you watched someone cheat and get away with it — that burning, wordless certainty that something was wrong, that the account was not yet settled. You felt it when you watched someone give quietly and generously and then watched good things find their way back to them — that quiet satisfaction, that sense of rightness, of balance restored.

That feeling is not culture. It is not religion. It is not education.

It is the universe's own justice system — installed in every human being at birth, calibrated to the same laws that govern the stars and the soil and the sea.

We do not ignore our conscience because we disagree with it.

We ignore it because following it is inconvenient.

But it never goes away. And when you read this chapter — when you feel the uncomfortable recognition that the law I am describing is one you have always sensed to be true — that feeling is your conscience confirming what your convenience has been working hard to deny.


This book is not asking you to learn something new. It is asking you to stop pretending you do not already know.



The Woman Who Chose Differently

I return one final time in this chapter to the woman from my village. The one whose husband brought home city money of questionable origin. The one who developed breast cancer. The one who was left alone, sick, with children and an uncertain future.

I return to her because she is the living proof that this law — as hard as it is — is also the most hopeful law in the universe.

Because if suffering is the consequence of contaminated seeds — then healing is available to anyone who is willing to change their planting.

When her husband died, the source of contaminated proceeds was removed from her life. But she did not stop there. She did not simply remove the poison and wait. She actively, deliberately, consistently began flooding her life with clean seeds — the fruits of her own honest labour, given freely to those who had nothing.

She converted her life from a reservoir of contaminated accumulation into a channel of clean giving.

And the universe — which is nothing if not precise — responded.

Twenty five years. Cancer free. Children flourishing. A family that the entire village points to as a picture of blessing.

She did not pray her way out. She did not confess her way out. She did not simply believe her way out.


She planted her way out.



And that is the invitation of this chapter to every person reading these words — examine what is entering your life. Examine the source of what nourishes you, what funds you, what builds your home and feeds your children. Not with paranoia. Not with paralysis. But with the honest, clear-eyed courage of a farmer who knows that the quality of the harvest depends entirely on the quality of the seed.

Because you cannot afford to drink poison you cannot taste.

And you cannot afford to plant seeds whose harvest you are not prepared to receive.

In the next chapter, we will confront one of the most misunderstood ideas in all of human religion and culture — the idea that forgiveness cancels consequence. That saying sorry settles the debt. That a moment of grace wipes clean the ledger of a lifetime. It does not. And understanding why — fully, honestly, without flinching — may be the most liberating truth this book has to offer.

Prevention — And The Lord’s Prayer

Prevention is everything.

Because bad deeds are extraordinarily expensive. Not just to you — but to everyone connected to you. A bad deed planted today does not stay neatly within the boundaries of your own life. It contaminates what flows from you — to your children, to those who share your table, to the community that benefits from your resources. The cost of a single bad seed ripples outward in ways that are impossible to fully foresee.

This is why Jesus, when His disciples asked Him to teach them to pray, included these words:

"Lead us not into temptation — but deliver us from evil."

I want you to read that prayer differently from this day forward.

It is not a request for God to remove consequences. It is not a plea for divine protection from the results of seeds already planted. It is something far more precise — it is a prayer of prevention. A daily, deliberate acknowledgement that the human being, left entirely to their own devices, will falter. That we are capable of wandering into the company of those who carry evil proceeds. That we are susceptible to temptations that lead us to plant seeds whose harvest will cost us more than we can afford to pay.

When we pray this prayer honestly — when we mean it, when our intention is genuinely directed toward prevention — we are inviting God to hold our hand on the path. To redirect our steps before we arrive at the cliff. To arrange our encounters so that we meet those who carry clean seeds rather than those who carry contaminated ones.

Because here is the truth about pure intention — a person whose heart is genuinely oriented toward good, who actively seeks to plant clean seeds and avoid contaminated ones, will not randomly find themselves sitting at tables where evil proceeds are being served. The law of magnetic alignment — which we will explore in a later chapter — means that your orientation attracts your encounters. Your intention shapes your path before you even take a step.

But I want to be clear about the boundary of what prayer can do.

God will hold your hand on the path. He will steer you away from the cliff. He will arrange your encounters, redirect your steps, and close doors that would have led you into contamination.

But if you choose the cliff anyway — if you plant the bad seed with full knowledge, with open eyes, with deliberate intention — the payment is squarely yours. God is a guide. He is not a debt canceller. He will not reach down and remove the ground from beneath a jump you chose to take.

This is not a cruel God. This is a precise one.

And understanding this precision — fully, honestly — is the beginning of a very specific kind of freedom. Because it means that your life is not at the mercy of fate, or luck, or the decisions of powerful people above you, or the witchcraft of jealous people around you.

Your life is at the mercy of your seeds.

And your seeds are in your hands.

Plant accordingly.

There is one more dimension of hope I want to leave you with before we move to the next chapter. And it is this — do more good than you think you need to. Not because you are afraid. Not as a transaction. But because good seeds accumulate. They build a reserve — a surplus of blessing that sits in the cosmic account and speaks on your behalf in moments of crisis.

The day the accident happens. The day the diagnosis comes. The day the storm arrives without warning — on that day, if your good deeds outweigh your bad ones, the scale tips in your favour. The soul is covered. Not because the bad seeds are erased — but because the good ones are greater.

This is grace — not as a free pass from consequence, but as a surplus of good planting that covers the shortfall of human weakness.

Plant more good than you think you will ever need.

Because the day will come when you will need every seed you ever planted.
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Chapter Three

Forgiven but Not Free

*The Law of Restored Relation vs Unpaid Debt*
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— ✦ —

"And Jesus said to him, 'Assuredly I say to you, today you will be with me in Paradise.'"

— Luke 23:43

The thief was forgiven. And then he finished dying on his cross.

There is a belief — widespread, deeply held, sincerely cherished — that has kept millions of people trapped in cycles of suffering they do not understand and cannot escape.

It is not a belief born of malice. It is born of hope. Of the very human desire for a universe that is not just precise — but merciful. A universe where a moment of genuine repentance can reach back through time and dissolve every consequence of every seed ever planted. Where grace is not just a covering — but an eraser.

The belief goes like this:

"If I am forgiven — truly, genuinely, sincerely forgiven — then the debt is gone. The slate is clean. The consequences are cancelled. I am free."

I understand why people believe this. I understand why pastors preach it and congregations receive it with relief and tears and raised hands. It is a beautiful idea. It is a comforting idea.

It is also — and I say this with the deepest respect for the faith that holds it — not entirely true.

And the proof is not found in philosophy. It is not found in science. It is found in the very Scripture that this belief claims as its foundation.

It is found on a hill called Golgotha. On a Friday afternoon. Between three crosses.

Three Crosses. One Forgiveness. No Difference.

Let me take you there.

Two thieves are crucified alongside Jesus. We do not know the full details of their crimes — the Scripture tells us only that they were criminals, guilty, deserving of the punishment they were receiving. They had lived lives whose seeds had grown into this harvest. And now they were hanging, paying, in the most brutal manner that the Roman Empire had designed for those whose debts to society could not be paid any other way.

One of the thieves, in his final hours, turns to Jesus. He rebukes the other thief. He acknowledges his own guilt — "we receive the due reward of our deeds" — and then he does something that requires extraordinary courage for a dying man. He turns to the man on the middle cross and says:

"Lord, remember me when You come into Your kingdom."

And Jesus — in pain, in the final hours of His own life, nails through His hands and feet — turns to that man and says:

"Assuredly I say to you, today you will be with me in Paradise."

It is one of the most moving moments in all of Scripture. A man at the absolute end of his rope — literally — reaching out in faith and being caught. Forgiven. Received. Welcomed into the promise of eternity in the final breath of his earthly life.

And then he finished dying on his cross.

The forgiveness was real. The relationship with God was restored. Paradise was promised and Paradise was received.

But the cross did not disappear.

The nails did not dissolve. The pain did not lift. The crowd did not go home. The soldiers did not cut him down. The consequence of a life of crime — the harvest of seeds planted across a lifetime — continued to completion. Every moment of it. Until it was finished.


Forgiveness restored his relationship with God. It did not cancel his debt to the universe.



These are two entirely different transactions. And confusing them — treating them as the same thing — is one of the most consequential misunderstandings in the history of human spiritual thought.
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