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“A man who does not know where the rain began to beat him cannot
know where he dried bis body.”



Every generation eventually reaches a moment when what it
once accepted as normal no longer feels true.

Something begins to stir beneath the surface — a quiet
discomfort, a persistent feeling that life, as it has been

presented to us, cannot possibly be the whole story.

At first the feeling is difficult to name.

Nothing dramatic has happened.

Outwardly life continues as before.

We go to work.

We raise families.

We pursue success according to the standards handed to us.
Yet somewhere beneath the routines of everyday life, a
question refuses to disappear: why does something feel

fundamentally out of place?

Awakening rarely begins with answers.

It begins with discomfort.

Before freedom can be achieved, awareness must first be
internalized.

We must first recognize what has shaped us before deciding
what ought to remain and what must be discarded.

Only then can tomorrow become the beginning of our

emancipation toward genuine freedom and sovereignty.



Greetings to my people, wherever you find yourselves upon
this planet.

Bear with me as I attempt to articulate a phenomenon that
more and more of us are beginning to experience.

Many of us have arrived at the same quiet realization:
something is not quite right about the lives we have inherited.
We cannot always explain it.

We often lack the language to describe it.

Yet the feeling persists.

We have been taught to accept as an unquestionable fact of

life that there will always be the oppressed and the oppressor;
that domination is the natural order of human existence; that
conflict between those who possess power and those who do

not is eternal and inevitable.

I no longer believe this.

That proposition is not an objective truth.

It is the worldview of the oppressor presented as though it
were a law of nature.

Nature tells a different story.

Life emerged upon this planet through abundance rather than
perpetual scarcity.

The Earth provides with extraordinary generosity.

Forests regenerate.

Rivers replenish themselves.



Seeds multiply into harvests.
Life continually produces more life.
Cooperation and interdependence are just as fundamental to

existence as competition.

Yet somewhere in our distant past, changing circumstances
altered our relationship with one another and with the Earth
itself.

Survival gradually gave way to accumulation.

Stewardship gave way to possession.

Possession gave way to domination.

Over generations these adaptations hardened into institutions.
Institutions became ideologies.

Ideologies became civilizations.

Eventually we inherited a world in which exploitation
masquerades as necessity and hierarchy presents itself as

destiny.

The divisions we witness today—between nations, between
peoples, between races, between wealth and poverty, and
even between humanity and the rest of the living world—are
not inevitable conditions of existence.

They are historical constructions.

They were built.

What has been built can also be dismantled.



This realization is both liberating and unsettling, for if our
present condition is not inevitable, then neither is it
permanent.

But change demands something difficult of us.

It demands that we become willing to look directly at truths
that may be deeply uncomfortable.

We must develop the courage to examine not only the
systems around us, but also the systems that have quietly
taken residence within us.

Some will undertake this work willingly.

Others will wait until reality forces the reckoning upon them.

Nature herself is remarkably patient.

She tolerates extraordinary abuse.

She continuously offers opportunities for correction.

Yet patience should never be mistaken for indifference.

The Earth has no obligation to preserve civilizations that have
forgotten how to live within her order.

Long before us she witnessed countless species emerge and
disappear.

Should we prove incapable of correcting our course, she will
continue her journey through the universe without us.

Life will continue.

Perhaps another species, wiser than our own, will inherit the

opportunity we squandered.



Today I write as someone born into the experience of the
oppressed, yet fortunate enough to have lived much of my
adult life in close proximity to the world of the oppressor.
For many years I assumed that proximity meant
understanding.

It does not.

Between those two worlds exists what I have come to think
of as a transparent membrane.

It is invisible and silent, almost impossible to perceive.

It allows extraordinary closeness while ensuring that genuine
understanding rarely passes freely between the two sides, and
one can spend an entire lifetime beside it without ever

realizing it exists.

Then one day you see it.

The membrane does not disappear.

You simply become aware of it.

And once you have seen it, you begin noticing all the ways it
has quietly shaped your understanding of yourself, your

history and your possibilities.

Breaking through it does not instantly make one free.
Freedom requires relearning how to live, how to think, how
to see — how to recover capacities that had quietly fallen

dormant.



Time itself begins to feel different: no longer something to
spend, but something to steward carefully.

There is little value in anger toward those who benefited from
the membrane.

Our task is no longer resentment.

It is reconstruction.

My own awakening began around 2010.

At the time I could not have explained what was happening.
I only knew that something inside me had begun asking
questions that my life, as it then existed, could no longer
answer.

I started questioning whether the life I was living was all there
was.

From every outward measure, life was going well.

Yet I felt incomplete.

Something was off.

Something was missing.

I simply didn’t know what it was, nor could I give it a name.
It remained only a feeling.

Yet instead of fading, it grew stronger.

By 2014 I knew that my trajectory had run its course.
I had to chart a new one — not because 1 had failed, but
because success no longer answered the questions that had

begun to occupy me.



There was a persistent tug deep inside me, a call to return
home.
Not merely as a physical place, but as a return to my roots.

A return to myself.

Only one question remained.

Where do I begin?

One thing was certain: whatever this new path was, it would
not be built upon my previous successes.

The world of design, which had given me so much, now
seemed to speak a language that no longer aligned with the
direction my life was taking.

I had the unsettling feeling that I would have to begin again
— not because my previous life had been wasted, but because

it had prepared me for a different journey altogether.

LEAVING ARCHITECTURE

Long before I understood what I was searching for, I knew I
had reached the limits of the life I was living.

I had achieved relative success as a young architect and, by
every conventional measure, my career was on the trajectory
one hopes for after years of hard work.

I was published, recognized and surrounded by opportunities
that many would have spent a lifetime pursuing.

Yet something about it felt increasingly incomplete.



I had come up at Eva Maddox Associates, a groundbreaking,
women-led practice that treated space and graphic language as
a single act of communication — architecture as a way of
speaking with the people who move through a place, not
merely building around them.

It was there that a conviction was hardwired into me: that

architecture is never only brick and mortar.

I began to notice a divide between my world and the world in
which I worked.

They occupied the same physical space, yet they remained
strangely unintelligible to one another.

My work was published in respected architectural and design
journals, but those publications were read almost exclusively
by architects, designers and their clients.

My own friends rarely saw the work.

It was as though it existed behind an invisible gate, accessible

only to those already inside the profession.

I found this deeply unsettling.

Architecture, as I understood it, was meant to shape how
people lived.

Yet the people whose lives I most wanted to touch could
neither see the work nor participate in the conversations

surrounding it.
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I began asking myself a simple question: who was I really

designing for?

The question refused to leave me.

In 1995 I did something that, from the outside, made very
little sense.

I resigned my position and moved to New York.

At a time when most people in my position would have been
consolidating their careers, I walked away from mine — not
because I no longer loved architecture, but because I wanted
to practice it differently.

I wanted to share ideas beyond the walls of the profession.

I wanted to engage directly with ordinary people rather than
speak only through buildings.

The following year, in 1996, I founded my own studio in New
York — ONA Design Studio — built around the vision I had
not been able to pursue from inside someone else’s practice: a
multilayered practice that could reach beyond the profession
and into the texture of everyday life.

And so I headed for the streets.

The streets embraced me.

They opened new vistas of creative exploration I had never
imagined were possible.

For the first time, architecture ceased to be confined to brick

and mortat.
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It became a way of thinking about the totality of lived
experience.

I never looked back.

THE SEARCH FOR HOME

These were the years before the internet, and later social
media, transformed the way we communicated with one
another.

The world still operated largely according to the rhythms of
the analogue age, even as the possibilities of the digital world
were beginning to reveal themselves.

For those of us working in the creative industries, it was an
extraordinary time.

There was an openness and generosity that is difficult to
describe today.

Creatives inspired one another.

Consumers became collaborators.

Ideas moved freely.

There was a shared optimism that made almost anything seem
possible.

We pushed without believing in limitations, because very few
people had yet explained to us why our ideas could not

succeed.

Looking back, I realize how unusual those years were.
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I was also navigating that world as a conspicuous minority in
an environment overwhelmingly shaped by whiteness.
Curiously, I rarely stopped to think about it.

I was too busy making things.

Too busy chasing the next idea.

Too busy building.

For nearly ten years I lived at maximum speed.

1 did not take a vacation — not because I lacked the
opportunity, but because I genuinely did not want to stop.
Every day felt beautifully manic.

From that first studio, one venture led to another, each
becoming a new exploration of design, culture and the lived
experience.

After moving to Chicago, my work expanded into fashion
through Softcore, with stores in Wicker Park and the Gold
Coast.

Then came Gaijin Hotel.

Then came Orange Skin.

At the time, each venture felt independent.

Looking back now, I see they were all asking the same
question in different ways: how do we shape the way people
live?

Not simply the buildings they inhabit, but the objects they
surround themselves with, the clothes they wear, the places

where they gather, the rituals of everyday life.
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Without realizing it, I was searching for home.
Not a house.
Not even a country.

A way of being in the world that felt whole.

Orange Skin represented the height of that search.

It was successful beyond anything I had imagined.
Ironically, it was also there, at the very moment success
seemed most complete, that I began asking whether this was
truly the meaning of my existence.

The question stayed with me.

THE FIRST RETURN

My first attempt at returning to my roots took the form of
hospitality.

I had my first mission: to remake the Nigerian restaurant.

As I saw it, this seemingly ordinary and often underestimated
space was one of the most important places through which
Africa was encountered outside the continent.

For many people, a restaurant would become their first—and
perhaps only—experience of our culture.

It was more than a place to eat.

It was our ambassador.

It carried our stories, our hospitality, our aesthetics, our

values, our aspirations.
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Or at least it could.

I believed that if we could reimagine this space, we could
begin reshaping how Africa—and by extension Africans—
were perceived throughout the diaspora.

The idea did not frighten me.

It inspired me.

I immersed myself in research, drawing not only upon my
architectural training but upon everything I had learned
through fashion, hospitality, retail and design.

Little Unicoco became the place where all those experiences

came together.

When we opened in 2016, the response exceeded every
expectation.

The reviews were wonderful.

People came.

From the outside, it appeared to be exactly the success I had
hoped for.

Then one evening something happened that completely

changed my understanding of the project.

One of the kitchen staff, visibly excited, called me into the
kitchen.

He told me that he could tell which orders belonged to
Nigerians and which belonged to everyone else simply by

looking at the tickets as they printed.
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The kitchen had no view into the dining room.

I was cutious, so I stood beside him and watched.

Ticket after ticket emerged from the printer.

Without hesitation he identified every Nigerian customer
correctly.

Every single one.

I was astonished.

I finally asked him how he knew, and his answer was
revealing.

Nigerians, he explained, tended to order only the main
course, much as they might eat at home; they rarely explored
the menu.

Other diners came for the larger experience and approached
it with greater curiosity.

As I turned his observation over, it distilled in my mind into a

single phrase:

“Nigerians come to feed. Everyone else comes to dine.”

I had never considered that distinction before.

In that single observation, something fundamental became
visible.

The restaurant was successful — just not in the way I had
imagined.

I had hoped it would become a place that reflected the best of

our culture.
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Instead, I began to realize that many of us were carrying into
that space habits and expectations shaped by something much

deeper than food.

The restaurant had revealed a question I did not yet know
how to answer: what does it actually mean to return home?

I could not ignore what I had seen.

Shortly afterwards, I made the difficult decision to close Little
Unicoco.

Many people thought I was abandoning a successful business.
In truth, I was following a question.

Little Unicoco had accomplished exactly what it needed to
accomplish.

It showed me that changing appearances is not the same as
changing consciousness.

The work had to go deeper.

BEGINNING AT THE
BEGINNING

Little Unicoco left me with a question I could not ignore.
If returning to our roots required something deeper than a
restaurant, where does one begin?

That question eventually gave rise to Okpara House.
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I conceived it as something more than a cultural organization.
Okpara House is a platform for rediscovering our roots—a
place where research, archiving, storytelling, design and
cultural production come together to recover the intellectual
and cultural foundations that once shaped our understanding
of ourselves.

At its heart, it seeks to reimagine the richness of our oral
traditions for contemporary life—not as museum pieces or
nostalgia, but as living ideas capable of giving new meaning to
who we are and how we live.

Its purpose was to create work that emerged from our own
civilizational inheritance rather than inherited assumptions

about who we were.

Its first project arrived unexpectedly.

My wife and I were expecting our first child, and like many
first-time parents, I began thinking about the world our child
would inherit.

Almost without realizing it, my attention turned to children’s
books.

Before then, I had never given them much thought.

I simply assumed they existed.

Just as they filled the shelves of bookstores throughout
America and Europe, I assumed there would be an equally
rich world of African children’s literature waiting to be

discovered.

18



I was wrong.

The more I searched, the more surprised I became.

Not only was there no endless library of beautifully illustrated
stories rooted in our cultures, but much of what I found fell
painfully short of what I had imagined.

Many books were little more than translated folktales.

Others resembled school textbooks.

Some read like ethnographic documents rather than stories
capable of stirring a child’s imagination.

Few possessed the richness, wonder and beauty that children

everywhere deserve.

Even more surprising was discovering that some of the
strongest books about Africa had been written by people who
were not African.

That realization stayed with me—not because others had
written them, but because so few of us had.

It forced me to ask another question: what stories shape a

child’s understanding of themselves?

That question reached far beyond publishing.

Children do not first encounter civilization through
philosophy.

They encounter it through stories, through pictures, through
language, through play, through imagination.

I began to see childhood differently.
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Our formal education had taught us the alphabet.

It had introduced us to nursery rhymes.

It had filled our imaginations with worlds that belonged to
other civilizations.

We accepted all of this without question because we assumed

that this was simply what education looked like.

We read nursery rhymes because we were taught that this was
simply what civilized societies did.

We accepted stories, songs and symbols that belonged to
another civilization without ever asking whether they
reflected our own cultural norms, traditions or geography.
Little by little, we were encouraged to inherit another people’s
imagination while investing almost nothing in preserving or
renewing our own rich oral traditions.

If knowledge was not written down, it was dismissed as
primitive.

The standards had been quietly inverted.

Many of us came to equate proximity to Western culture with

civilization itself.

Only much later did I begin asking a different question.

What had been absent?

What stories had never been told?

What worlds had never been imagined?

What possibilities had quietly disappeared before we were old

enough to know they had ever existed?

20



The question was no longer about books.
It was about formation.
If a civilization disappears from the imagination of its

children, where does it continue to live?

I decided to make my own contribution.

That decision eventually became Nkemdiche and Anyanwu.
Like Little Unicoco, the books were warmly received.
Reviews were generous.

People celebrated the work.

Yet once again I found myself confronting a difficult
realization: many of those who most enthusiastically
embraced the books were not the community for whom they
had been written.

I had expected the books to awaken something familiar.
Instead, I realized that familiarity itself had been interrupted.
The work had to go deeper still.

THE WEIGHT OF
SYMBOLS

The journey continued.
By now a pattern had begun to emerge.
Little Unicoco had taught me that culture could not be

restored through appearances alone.
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The children’s books had taught me that rebuilding begins
with the imagination of the child.

The next question was inevitable: what had happened to the
intellectual foundations of our civilization?

That question eventually led me to Ikenga.

Like many Igbo, I had not grown up surrounded by
references to Ikenga.

It simply did not occupy the place within our cultural
vocabulary that it ought to have occupied.

At the time, I thought little of it, because it was the only
reality I had ever known.

Only later did I understand that this absence was itself part of

the story.

The education many of us received in Nigeria overwhelmingly
privileged Western history, philosophy and systems of
knowledge.

Our own cultural inheritance appeared only occasionally,
often presented as something belonging to a distant and
primitive past rather than as a living intellectual tradition.
Many of us inherited the assumption that serious thought
always came from somewhere else.

I knew that if I wanted to understand Ikenga, I had to
approach it differently—not through the religious

assumptions that had become the default lens through which
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many of us now viewed our own cultural inheritance, but on
its own terms.

That meant beginning again.

The internet offered very little.

Most of what I found merely repeated the same descriptions
or approached our cultural inheritance almost exclusively
through religious or anthropological lenses.

I did not know where to begin.

I had no background in African studies, nor was I affiliated
with an academic program that might have guided me.

I had to conduct the research myself—to return, in effect, to

school and undertake a serious and rigorous course of study.

A substantial body of academic papers, historical texts, and
ethnographic, philosophical and cosmological literature did
exist.

But it was scattered across the world, difficult to access and,
in some cases, prohibitively expensive.

Over time, I became familiar with the critical canons and titles
I needed to acquire.

Undeterred, I entered what became the most exhilarating and

rewarding inquiry of my life.
I began searching beyond what was readily available online —

antiquarian bookshops, auction houses, private collections,

university libraries.
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Whenever I travelled, I searched.

Whenever I heard that an important title had become
available, I made inquiries.

What began as a search for books gradually became the
building of a library.

One volume led to another, then another.

Gradually, I was assembling the education I never received.

The deeper I read, the more one realization became
impossible to ignore.

Colonialism had not only actively promoted the destruction
of many of our cultural assets; it had also determined which
parts of our history would be remembered and which would
quietly disappear from view.

The more I searched, the more I found myself reading not
only what had been written, but also noticing what had been
left unsaid.

I was no longer simply gathering information.

I was learning how erasure works.

The books rarely agreed with one another.
Missionaries wrote from one perspective, colonial
administrators from another, anthropologists from yet
another.

Each carried valuable observations.

Each also carried assumptions.

I soon realized that no single book could tell the whole story.
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The work became one of comparison — reading slowly,
looking for patterns, separating observation from
interpretation.

Over time, books that had seemed unrelated began speaking
to one another.

A brief passage in one illuminated a question raised in
another.

A proverb clarified a ritual.

Language unlocked philosophy.

What had first appeared to be scattered fragments gradually

revealed an underlying coherence.

Only then did I begin to understand that Ikenga was never
merely an object.

It was the visible expression of a sophisticated philosophy.
For perhaps the first time in my life, I found tangible
evidence that our civilization had produced ideas of
remarkable intellectual depth that remained profoundly
relevant to contemporary life.

This was not nostalgia, nor an attempt to preserve the past
for its own sake.

It was the rediscovery of a living intellectual tradition.
The more I understood Ikenga, the more I realized that what

had been lost was not simply the object itself.

It was the knowledge that made the object intelligible.
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The symbol had survived.

Its grammar had not.

BEYOND OBJECTS

During the process of reimagining Ikenga for a contemporary
audience, it gradually became apparent to me that our people
were not yet ready to embrace this work.

I could have abandoned the project.

Instead, I chose to complete it, along with the financial
commitment required to do it justice.

This time, however, I chose not to bring it before the public.

By then I already knew what awaited it.

Yet it was through this project that I arrived at one of the
most important realizations of my journey.

What we needed was not more objects seeking to preserve or
reimagine a glorious past for a people increasingly
disconnected from their own heritage.

What we needed was a re-education about ourselves.

We had to rebuild Mmadu from the ground up.

As an architect, the most fruitful use of my training was no
longer the design of buildings but the practice of Human

Architecture.

I finally understood this in 2022.
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To say that the realization was daunting would be an
understatement.

I was terrified.

I had never written anything academic.

Yet somehow I knew that this was the work before me.

Between closing Little Unicoco and arriving at that
realization, I had embarked upon a journey without knowing
where it would lead.

The library I had assembled book by book had, by now,
become something more than a collection.

The volumes had ceased to be individual titles and become a
conversation: authors separated by decades, and sometimes
centuries, speaking to one another until patterns emerged and
ideas that had once appeared isolated revealed an underlying
coherence.

Only then did the scale of the work before me become clear.
This was no longer simply a personal search for answers.

It was becoming the foundation upon which an entirely
different kind of work could be built.

One day I realized that the library alone was not enough.
Knowledge had to find a home.

It had to become tangible.

It had to be lived.

That realization gave birth to a new idea: I could build a

physical home for Okpara House — not simply as a building,
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but as a place where research, design, publishing, commerce
and everyday life could once again belong to the same

convetrsation.

In 2023, I set out to make that vision a reality in Chicago.
To my great encouragement, the City of Chicago embraced
the project and offered key construction grants.

It felt as though years of searching were finally beginning to
take physical form.

Then the bureaucracy set in.

Progress slowed.

Delays accumulated.

The work stood still.

Rather than wait indefinitely, I made another decision.
Construction would begin in Nigeria while we continued
working through the delays in Chicago.

For a time, both visions moved forward together.
Eventually, however, it became clear that Chicago might
never happen.

Reluctantly, I ended my partnership with the city, bringing
that chapter of the project to a close.

My hopes now rested on Nigeria.
Construction in Nigeria began with great optimism.

One building became two.
Then three.
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Watching the vision take physical form was deeply satisfying.
For the first time, Okpara House was no longer simply an
idea.

It was becoming a place.

Unfortunately, building from thousands of miles away

introduced challenges I had not anticipated.

With three of the five structures neatly eighty percent
complete, I was confronted by a far greater realization than
delays or construction problems.

The issue was not the buildings.

It was the standards.

The expectations.

The culture needed to sustain the vision.

I came to understand that if I were to complete Okpara
House as I had imagined it, I would need to live in Nigeria for
at least three years — not simply to oversee construction, but
to train people, to cultivate standards, to build the culture that

the place itself could never create on its own.

I had never considered this at the outset.

I assumed that the necessary culture already existed, just as I
had experienced throughout my professional life in Chicago.
I was wrong.

Then another realization emerged.

Just as with Little Unicoco, just as with the children’s books,

just as with Ikenga, the physical project was not the answer.
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Again I found myself creating something for an audience that
was not yet prepared to receive it.
The buildings could be completed.

But the work itself would remain unfinished.

Once again, the question returned.

If buildings were not the answer, what was?

TURNING INWARD

If I was to be of any help to my people, I first had to
understand myself.

That realization marked another turning point in my journey.
For the first time, I deliberately turned my gaze inward.

It was not easy.

The noise of everything I thought I knew constantly stood
between me and myself — all of my accumulated knowledge,
my successes, my ambitions, even my awareness.

They had become distractions.

I needed silence.

I needed distance.

That was when Latvia entered my life in an entirely different
way.
Not simply Latvia, but where in Latvia, and the people who

surrounded me there.
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My wife and her mother saw things that I could not yet see in
myself.

The life I had built had also built an ego that made genuine
self-examination extraordinarily difficult.

Without realizing it, I had become one of the greatest

obstacles to my own liberation.

I chose to spend increasing amounts of time where my family
lived, in the beautiful town of Ceésis.

We also spent long periods at the family home in the
countryside, in the village of Rauna.

It took time for my body to slow down.

For decades I had known nothing but the relentless rhythm
of city life.

At first I thought I was simply enjoying a slower pace, but
with each visit I stayed longer.

Gradually I realized that something much deeper was
happening.

I was not merely slowing down.

I was unbuckling myself from the life I had been living.

Only then did I realize that disconnection was merely the
beginning.

The real work was untangling — learning to recognize what
belonged to me and what did not, learning what to keep and
what I had to let go.

That proved far more difficult than I had imagined.
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Many of the things we take for granted become invisible
obstacles to our own emancipation.

The deepest changes are often the quietest — so quiet that we
question whether anything is changing at all.

Yet they are the changes that matter most.

My ego resisted.

For a long time, I pushed back against what those closest to
me could already see.

I was often difficult to be around.

Not because my intentions were bad — my heart was in the
right place — but because my actions were disconnected in
ways I could neither recognize nor understand.

I simply could not see my own brokenness.

Fortunately, my wife and her mother never stopped insisting.
They never stopped pushing.

They never stopped believing that I could become someone

better than the person I believed myself to be.

Slowly, something began to change.

I stopped reacting,.

I started listening.

Then I began feeling.

Feelings became thoughts.

Thoughts became words.

At first they arrived quietly, almost imperceptibly.

Then they began returning with remarkable consistency.
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In the early hours of every morning, I would wake with
thoughts that seemed to pour effortlessly into my mind.
Careful not to wake anyone, I would slip into the bathroom,
where I always left my phone charging overnight, and begin

writing as fast as the words arrived.

This continued for months.

At first the thoughts appeared random.

Then I noticed something extraordinary: each morning’s
writing was complete in itself.

Each was an essay.

I had never experienced anything like it.

The experience felt almost ecclesiastical — not because I
believed I was receiving answers from somewhere beyond

myself, but because of the consistency, the clarity, the timing.

I have no formal training in philosophy, anthropology, history
or theology.

Yet I was writing about a lived experience shared by millions
of my people.

I realized that what I was trying to articulate did not require
academic credentials.

It required precision.

The experience of erasure had already been lived.

It simply needed language.
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As I reread what I had written, I often felt as though I were
learning something about my own life for the first time.
Perspectives emerged that I found both unfamiliar and
profoundly illuminating.

Gradually, a pattern revealed itself.

These essays were not isolated reflections, nor were they
simply my personal catharsis.

They were beginning to form a coherent civilizational arc.
Only much later did I realize that the essays would eventually

become six books.

Today, those essays have become six books that together
form a civilizational arc of Igbo culture.

They are not books about Igbo history, nor books that
attempt to catalogue a civilization.

They are, first and foremost, the record of a personal journey
— my attempt to understand what it means to live in erasure,

and my attempt to imagine what it might mean to live

tomorrow intentionally free and sovereign.

Because of the journey these books represent, I am acutely
aware that they must accomplish what my eatlier projects
could not.

Little Unicoco.

The children’s books.

Ikenga.

Okpara House.
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Each revealed something essential.
Each also revealed the limits of what any single project could
achieve.

This time, the work begins with understanding.

The books were never intended to be written in academic
jargon, nor to simplify difficult ideas to the point that they
lost their intellectual seriousness.

They are written for ordinary people willing to undertake an
extraordinary journey.

We also live in a unique moment in human history.

Social media has fundamentally changed the way we
communicate.

Artificial intelligence is changing it again.

Visual language has become the dominant language of our

age.

I know that very few people will sit down and read all six
books from beginning to end.

That reality does not discourage me.

It challenges me.

The question before me is no longer simply how to write
these books.

It is how to make their ideas accessible without diminishing
their depth.

How to help people see themselves in them.

How to inspire others to go beyond what I have written.
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If this journey accomplishes anything of lasting value, I hope
it is not that it provides answers.

I hope it encourages better questions.

Because the answers each of us seek are inseparable from the
lives we have lived.

No one can recover another person’s selthood.

No one can bestow sovereignty upon another.

That journey must always be undertaken personally.

Mine began with the realization that something was not quite
right.

It continued through years of searching,.

Of building.

Of dismantling.

Of remembering.

Until, one day, I could finally see what had always been there.
The membrane had not disappeared.

I had simply become aware of it.

Everything that followed began there.
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