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ON WAS RAISED WITH SHEEP.

He ate grass. He walked

~ Slowly. He never roared.

Everyone told him:
You're one of us.
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Years passed. The lion began to
feel something inside him,
A pull. A hunger. A restiessness.
But he pushed It down.
He didn't want to be different.




One day, a REAL lion appeared.
Strong. Fierce. Proud.
The sheep ran.
But the young lion froze.
He didn't Know why,
but something felt familiar.




The real lion walked up to

him and growled:
"Why do you act like them?"
"You're a lion.”
The young lion trembled:
"No...'m not.”



Tyl e = TN o
.--.._-I.'\.- - ﬂ.'_—',;-- a-h__“?ﬁ"ﬁ -
. ."i"‘flq";:"'_'.\-rﬁ.ﬂl:'lﬁ-;ﬂ.?_l ;
3 2 - N _._f,

The real lion dragged him
to a river. "Look."
The young lion saw his reflection.
Not a sheep. But a KING.




In that moment,
something awakened.
The breath. The power.

The ROAR. It shook the valley.

The sheep stared In fear.

And awe.
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He realized:
He was never weak.
He was never small.
He was simply surrounded by
the wrong crowd.




~ The lesson:
Sometimes your environment

convinces you you're
less than you are.

But your true nature doesn't

disappear. It waits.

For the moment you decide to

remember who you are. ROAR.
»




Repost it you like it.

Follow me for similar insights.
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