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THANK YOU

I’m grateful for all the likes that turned into love, the friends that became family, home and abroad. Without you in my life I wouldn’t have been able to accomplish all I have today. After nearly seven years without seeing your faces, I hope someday to tell/show you what life has made of me.

I’m grateful to have accepted the decision years back to travel without my family and friends. Without it I wouldn’t have known there was such a zeal in me for writing. I couldn’t be more grateful for all these years of silence, trying to build character.

Thankful for all the inspiration that led to the idea of this book, special thanks to my mentors Jim Rohn & Marius Wenneson for sharing with me some valuable philosophies on life and so much more.

Thank you.


INTRODUCTION

The meaning of success varies between each and every one of us. The dictionary definition of success is that of being an ”achiever”.

My mentor, business philosopher Jim Rohn, once said success is something you attract by the person you become. Something like: ”If you want to be a success you have to dress like a success.”

“Success isn’t just about what you accomplish in life, rather it is about what you inspire others to do.”

– Unknown

AS FOR ME, THIS IS MY DEFINITION OF SUCCESS:

Get the best you can from life. Remember the moments you had; if possible, capture them. Forgive and forget, learn from your mistakes, listen more and talk less.

Do whatever it takes to get where you want to go. Do it right. Do not cheat. Let it come from your effort. Earn it.

”Above all, guard your heart because it is the wellspring of life.” – Solomon


PREFACE

A strong feeling inside me tells me that there is someone out there who’s willing to take chances. Someone in need of the knowledge and experience that I have gained during the past few years. It took me a long time to realize that for me to improve my tomorrow, I needed to start something today. So I decided to start reading something inspiring every day.

Thoughts about writing a book had been with me for the past couple of years, and now it was about time to make it happen. Months passed and I was still struggling with the question: should I or should I not? I tried to convince myself I had too much going on to start writing a book. Then another thought struck me: why would you want to write a book about yourself? Who wants to hear what you have been through? Do you think you have what it takes to be an author? The only people that write autobiographies are legends, so why would you wanna do that? Or do you think you’re a living legend now at your age?

All the negative thoughts you could imagine wouldn’t let go of me. Could you imagine? My own thoughts were trying to hinder me from achieving my goal of becoming an author. But again I thought WHY NOT? I felt something deep and strong saying if now wasn’t the right time then when was? Remember, there isn’t actually a perfect moment. All I needed do was to make some space in my busy schedule for my book and make it a perfect one. Another idea slid in and I recalled an author named Grant Cardone, who wrote his book Sell To Survive in just three hours. That was all it took for me to get started and Pursuit Of Paradise was born.

”Fear is just a state of mind”

– Napoleon Hill

I enjoy reading good books. I focus on reading something challenging as a part of my daily life. The whole idea of writing my own book came from reading and getting to know other authors. I knew what I wanted to write before I started writing. It was so clear I didn’t even need to think about it twice. I wanted to write something inspiring, a book someone would pick up from the library shelves. Because it said “inspire me” or something inspirational. A biography about my journey was the only idea that popped up. Just to inspire others to do better than me from what I have learned so far.

On the 17th of November 2014 I was sitting on a train to San Sebastian in Spain, going to my cousins wedding. I was reading a book called Leading An Inspired Life by Jim Rohn. When I finished reading, I decided to set up a plan for how to work on my book. I wasn’t just aiming to be working on it but also to have a finished script ready by September 2015. During this period, I realized how worth while it was to have been able to set this type of goal. It was scary to have such an aim at first because I was struggling for a bronze leader position at an affiliate marketing company I was working for. So what I did was to write as much as possible when I had time. I would travel miles from where I lived just to not be around where I was from. This technique increased my effectiveness by 75 %.

Fall was around the corner, and I was almost done, so I kept traveling to new places until I finally hit my goal. The script was ready in August 2015 and now it was time to find a title since I was a month ahead of schedule. Not just any title but a name that would reflect the content. It felt like I was moving in the right direction and life was turning gradually around for me. The next step was to send the script to someone who could read it and give feedback and it was estimated to be done in three weeks. During this period waiting for the script’s return, I was reading close to two books a month, which was pretty impressive for me because I wasn’t the type that read books at all. I would go months without reading anything unless it was required to pass a particular school exam. I remember vividly back in the days the only book I read by choice and considered eligible was The Virtuous Woman.

Millions of people are told every day in our society, in school, at home and work that they are incapable of doing this or that. Many have ideas that might help change the world and they don’t even know it. But how will you know if you don’t try at all? Just because you’re told you don’t have the necessary competence right now doesn’t mean you have to leave the dream behind and focus on what others tell you. Whenever you’re stuck on an idea, I want you to remember that there wouldn’t be lights today if Thomas Edison hadn’t continued after failing thousand of times, and there wouldn’t be Microsoft if Bill Gates hadn’t chased his dreams. Same goes for Steve Jobs, the founder of Apple, if he hadn’t dropped out of school to focus on his. Finally, in whatever you do, I want you to know that if you try and you fail on an idea you’ve acted upon, you have come further than those who are waiting for the perfect moment because there is no perfect moment in this world of ours.

”Whatever the mind can conceive, it can as well achieve.”

– Napoleon Hill


FOREWORD

TO

Cyril Udin

“How long have you been in business?”, I asked.

“Just a few months”, said Barnabas and his co-founders. That was the first time — but not the last time — our paths converged. The team was there to pitch their start-up for a spot in the new business incubator program at Munktell Science Park. During the Q&A that followed the pitch other interesting things came up; things like Barnabas only had been in Sweden for about four years. I was intrigued by how well he spoke Swedish for only being in Sweden for that short of a period, considering I’ve met people that can barely speak Swedish, who’s been in Sweden for much longer than Barnabas.

In this book, Barnabas, guides you through his adventure from Nigeria to Sweden. That’s why this is a timely book because of the ongoing involuntary relocation of people. Yet this book is not a political statement. And by reading the book you’ll reflect on your own journey towards your dreams. That is what happened to me. After reading the book I reflected on how it came to be that I was in the same room with Barnabas on that first encounter. My migration to Sweden might have been easier than Barnbas’, but my dad went through a similar journey. You, me, Barnabas and the person sitting next to you have a story to tell. A story that will inspire you, if you only take the time to listen to their story.

Looking forward to your story.

– Marius Wenneson,

Business Developer at Idélab Eskilstuna

September 2016

PS: I had the opportunity to be Barnabas’ business developer and mentor during his publishing process. When I asked how long it took him to write the book he just answered: “Just a week or so”. And I have written my book for almost 18 months. Also with this has Barnabas inspired me: to catch the dream of releasing a book.


DEDICATED TO MY FATHER

This is my first one and I don’t know if it will be my only one but here it is. To my father telling him how far I have come in life: despite the ups and the downs along the journey we started six years ago, I want you to know we’ve come far.

I love you, Pops.


Chapter 1

WHEN IT ALL STARTED

As fortunate as I am, I happen to be named after one of the apostles from the Bible, Barnabas. I was born and raised in Emu. Emu is a small town located south of Edo in the rural areas of Benin. I come from a family of seven, two girls and five boys. My father is the smartest, hardest worker I have ever known. I am the third oldest child. This means that I was fortunate enough to grow up around intelligent older sisters. This was a dream and great blessing. My mother is my closest friend, she’s a professional tailor and specializes in making Nigerian traditional clothes.

I come from a family that is God-fearing and values education. My parents encouraged me and my siblings to always study and get the best grades whenever we could. We did not have much money, and sometimes we could not afford the school fees either. Despite such difficulties my father did his best to ensure he could sponsor me and my siblings through high school. He would always make time to read our books with us before bedtime. As the eldest son in the family, I became the apple of its eye too. With this in mind, the pressure of becoming a role model for my younger brothers and sisters was always there.

Being aware of this, I always had to put in the extra ”struggle” and by the grace of God I was able to graduate high school. I was setting a good pace for my little siblings.

I left on the 20th of August 2009, to embark on a journey to Morocco that me and my father had discussed some months previously. The night before was a Sunday and I was with my friends at a party. I didn’t tell anyone about my journey, even though you swear to tell friends about your plans. I didn’t because my father told me not to and I bought the idea. I was 17 and about to turn 18 and I just didn’t know what was right, so I didn’t keep my friends informed about my future plans, but I told my girlfriend. My friends all knew I was in love with her. Do you know that feeling when one member of a couple is more in love than the other? In this case it was me they called me the ‘lover boy’. I pretended not to know about the ”rumor”. I was way too into her, more than any other girl I had ever talked to. But we aren’t here to talk in depth about my love life now. Focus! To cut a long story short, I was a lover boy, the end. Hope you’re happy now.

Well, that aside none of my other friends knew about it. On that same night, after parting from the others, my father’s friend came with his car to pick me up. It was happening in front of my mother, sisters, and younger brothers. It felt like I was getting married away. Everyone knew they wouldn’t see me for a long time. There was a look on my mother’s face and it was one I had never seen on her unless there was something bothering her. My mother has always been special to me. That evening was an extravagant moment. A chance for both me and my family to say farewell. It was clear they were already missing me. While all this was happening, I was very excited about leaving the country. I was overwhelmed with these feelings because, as younglings, we were all of like mind: “the grass is greener on the other side”. The other side is what we called EUROPE. Everyone had a way they reacted when you told them you had a cousin or a relative that lived there. I was both happy and sad at the same time. First because I was about to embark on a journey to a lucky man’s land, Europe. Second I knew I would be away from my family for a long time. You know the feeling you get when you are about to travel to a place you have never been before? This time I was the one who wanted to leave so I could get there in time.

Hope I explained that better. Yes? Thank you!

This feeling was such a complicated one. Everybody was happy and at the same time sad for me and I was just excited. I said my goodbyes to all my family except my father. He wasn’t at home; he was somewhere in another state, working.

My mind was everywhere; this time it was a feeling of heartbreak. I looked out of the car window and I couldn’t imagine leaving the place where I grew up. I didn’t miss any of my friends much but my girl and my mother were the ones I often thought about. Sitting on the left side, behind the drivers seat, I couldn’t take it. I had to just shut my eyes.

When we arrived at his home, there were about 8 other persons in the apartment. I thought they must live there. He showed me a place to sleep as it was around 12pm. ”Try and get some sleep. We are leaving early tomorrow,” he said. I couldn’t sleep well that night despite the fact that I’d been out partying. I woke up at 5am with a headache, and everyone was packing. They said we were about to leave in 30 minutes. Everyone was in a hurry, even the ones I thought were living there. I couldn’t believe it was time to go to Europe.

That awesome feeling struck me and I was like, ”wow”. All together I think there were 11 of us in this white Mitsubishi minibus which could fit around 15 passengers. It felt comfortable enough to stop me from wondering why we were traveling to Europe in a bus. How emotional I was that morning around 9.30am! We took off and I was still wondering if the other passengers were going with me to the same place. After many hours of sleep, I woke up and I realized we’d been traveling for hours. When I woke up I could see the famous Zuma Rock, one of the most well-known landmarks in Nigeria.

I assumed we were traveling north towards the capital, Abuja. Zuma Rock is on the 500 Naira note. Everyone knew what it was and for me to see it live was a dream come true.

The journey so far had been great and I loved sitting beside the window just staring outside. We had traveled many miles, and by now I had seen almost the ”whole country”. As I said earlier, I chose to sit beside the window just to daydream about bigger things, like being the youngest millionaire in Nigeria in five years time. We were still on the bus, on our way to Europe, thinking”the grass is greener on the other side.”

Europe is a continent where anybody can become a millionaire overnight. Having this understanding from the little we knew, I was spending my time dreaming.

We arrived at a place to eat after a many miles’ drive. My father’s friend asked, ”Do you have any money on you?”

I replied, ”No,” with an innocent expression.

He had anger on his face, but refused to admit that he was cross. He said, ”Why wouldn’t your father give you some pocket money?”

I knew nothing about having ”pocket money”. All I could think of was getting to Europe. I wasn’t even hungry, I was still too excited to be hungry. He insisted I eat and bought me food. We ate and then continued on our journey. On our way to the next destination, they were discussing football. God, I hate football discussions inside a bus. I had no other option but the usual ”sitting close to the window thinking about Europe”. What it would be like, the atmosphere, how all the white people would look and how I would love to show how gifted I was. Most of the times I found myself thinking of the big things I would do when I arrived. I was deep in thought, on another planet. You know that feeling, right? It was always fun and easy for me to do.

We arrived in another state called Kano around midnight. We were about to change car, and a different driver showed up talking about how we’d do it. Meanwhile, my mother called, wondering how things were going. She called me several times throughout our journey. I guessed she might be worried, wanting to know how far we’d come. You know mothers. It got to the point where my father’s friend told me that I could no longer receive any calls. I later found out that it was because they usually did not communicate with people when they were on the road to avoid giving away their location, and it was okay with me. Being the youngest on the bus, everyone’s eyes were on me. I had to shut down my mobile phone. I could no longer make nor receive calls, not to mention texting my girlfriend. She was forever asking me where I was, how far we had come. I would kindly explain to her just so she had every detail. You know how it is, love birds, whatever you want to call it.

I couldn’t text her anymore. I was a little tired after too many thoughts about the future. I would like to say my brain was running 200 kilometers per hour faster than the car I was sitting in. It was a special moment. I just couldn’t communicate with anybody in the car because I was more of an introvert. I cared little about engaging myself in conversations with anyone else. All I wanted was to arrive, be the youngest millionaire and return back to my family, especially my mother and my girlfriend, period.
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