
 I am Naza, a brown skin girl with the most attractive curves Among my peers, I am Flawlessly beautiful with an effortless ablity to attract  any kind of dude I want, i guess they were right when they said no one has it all,  my inability to keep a long-term relationship was a testament. my obsession to be showered with money, gift  and attention from men was my greatest desire. I guess I have an addiction, my high level of curiosity and enthusiasm slowly drawing me off the sweet memories of living in the moment. 

I had no better use of my addiction, all I could do was to divert  all my passion and energy towards being curious about men. I shamelessly talked about men and how much of a trash they were. Spending my night  reading numerous books about relationships,  I could practically tell you about all the podcast , sermon and online therapist for relationships. 

 I wasn't brilliant at school  but my  high level of knowledge when it comes to human psychology,  my manipulation skills and art of seduction was all active as a result of my curiosity and enthusiasm for learning whatever I had interest in. 

I Proudly  became  a counselor to my friends who were in a happy relationship, removing the speck of sawdust in my friends eyes and forgetting the  plank in my own eyes. 

My heart ran faster than my legs at the sight of  my heart falling in love, I really had no choice than to be extremely careful about men, I  kept going  into several relationships for self validation, attention and most especially  money, until I  finally met Mike. Mike brought all my fantasy's of love into reality. The expensive gifts, midnight calls, good morning text message and my dream princess treatment. In no time, I became very comfortable and I finally fell in love with Mike.

Days of  good morning text and good night calls were beginning to decrease as the relationship  went further, after few weeks of  getting to spend beautiful and romantic time with Mike,  Everything he did seems to trigger my anxiety and fear of rejection from him. I started overthinking everything, I became very protective of my heart, I avoided being vulnerable.
This emotional state made me act very desperate. I constantly picked up fight with Mike whenever he doesn't call exactly the time he use to. I could no longer focus on anything else rather than my relationship, I was so busy trying to make everything go my way instead of going with the flow.  I  stared at my phone , while I wait for his calls and text. Few weeks later, Mike all of a sudden stopped contacting me, I tried calling him severally, texted him all sorts of apology letter with long paragraphs but he never replied to any of them. I stayed months wondering why Mike left without saying a word to me,  or even at least break up with me. I kept my hope positive for months hoping he would reach out to me someday but he never did. my curiosity  was so fixed on finding out, what  was wrong with me.  

While I was inside a taxi, heading  to school,  the thought of were I came from refreshed back to my memory and it felt like yesterday, tears running through my  eyes as I pictured my late mom lying helplessly on her sick bed, I watched her dying  right before me  and no one could do anything to save her even the doctor consoling us. they knew papa had no money to pay for her bills. I remembered how my dad sold even my  underwear as thrift inorder to sponsor my mom's hospital bill, me and my siblings became a drop out for a whole 5years, I  guess that was the reason I  was very desperate for a man who would spend so much money  on me and the reason I avoided  and rejected love, even when I wanted it badly, the truth is that, I wasn't familiar with it .

I really cannot accommodate poverty anymore and I have to break this child hood trauma eating me up

As papa would always say;

 "you better buckle up your seat belt" 

My heart is really restless and eager to know the reality behind that sentence.

I  really want to change the pattern and poverty growth in my family......!

Hmmmm.............naza!

You really need to buckle up your seat belt...!

If I can remember clearly I heard this similar words
 I never had to use the dictionary to define the meaning of poverty because my  everyday life was the perfect descriptive essay.

The rise of  our poverty in race with the rise of dollars.  Me sitting In my room trying to compare the growth of a cancer with  our financial state 

only for me to find out that cancer was in competition with my mum's breast. Wondering to myself the level of greed cancer had that it wasn't satisfied with the impact it made on our finances, he selfishly  made his interest known to our company and before anybody could find out, he became a share holder in  my mum's breast. We could no longer fund our liability and he took the most valuable asset we had down to the grave living us motherless. Knowing that papa never had a car for us to sit tight and  buckle up our sit belt but he had always sang  to our ears to buckle up our seat belt. The best I could do was to wonder what we owe life and beg the universe to let us use our shoe lace to hold the waist of the calamity that has befored us, I was sure papa trouser would fall from his waist if mercy don't come to our rescue.

 quickly hearing the lyrics of my tears,  I tried to add up more rythmn to make them treasures

It was really difficult for me to

Striving to survive

I had many failed relationship

I tried to balance my equation but I was lost in between the two method

I thought about substituting my pains but I knew it wasn't the solution to my problems

So I choosed the elimination method

My insecurity was my biggest deal

But I found out something, am sure you want to know

Financial freedom doesn't come from what you do.

It comes from who you've become, I knew if I was honestly insecured in myself, how on Earth can I secure finances that was not my mine

Money is not a prove of financial knowledge, It is more than that.

Looking back at my younger self, I remembered the definition of money

They said it was a store of value that can be invested and saved.

The only word that caught my eyes was the word called "value"

I had always thought money was going to make me more valuable , I never knew, opposite was the case

I decided to search for value but I couldn't see, you know why?

I was fully insecured, I never knew my worth

That was why I became obsessed with getting attention from men, that was why I had many failed relationships and I was so loquacious.

I found out about my insecurities , my curiosity made me read several books. one thing I noticed was that, truly am really insecured but there was something different between me and other insecured people

And that was my  curiosity............ I was so interested in myself, I had always love to learn about myself. Many people called it ego but I never cared.

I spent all my time studying about psychology, manipulation skills and seductive art.

I asked myself, is this thing valuable?

I remember all my friends in relationship came to me for advice, could it be this is my own value.

Papa would always say the best financial knowledge a person can ever have is knowing their purpose

So I found my purpose, you want to know how?

I looked at my problem and I looked for a solution to it, it became my value

I found an equation for you naza:  pain + passion= purpose

My insecurity + my passion of being very curious and my love for counseling my friends was equals to my purpose

Which made me a therapist today, after I overcame my insecurities, I knew my pains were the most valuable thing I had on Earth and my passion made meaning to it

So today I am a therapist  and a life coach working with several organization and that was how I eliminated my family from poverty.

I would say to you naza,

" Look for your pain and problems, find solutions to them

Find value to your life and offer that value to others and financial freedom would follow after

Find purpose and be the best at what you do. Excellence in whatever you do is the best financial knowledge I can give to you.


