1.PARENTS 
[bookmark: _Hlk168478020]If we do not know what is possible, we will settle for what is available. This was not the case with Christopher Sifuna Wamae and Salma Webukha Wamae. They knew what was possible and went for it. A married couple with five children, two gentlemen and three ladies. Let’s start from the beginning. Dad Wamae from Navakholo in Kakamega County and Mom Salma from Mumias in Kakamega County still, met in 1998 at the age of 25 and 18 respectively. It was that Wamae saw Salma for the first time when he was visiting his cousin who was hailing in Mumias. He set his eyes on this beautiful lady not knowing she would one day make good wife and mother of his children. I think on first seeing Salma he said I his mind “I have seen many but like this not yet”. Dad Wamae my dad at the moment loved to sing in church and attended to KAG church whereas my mom was a Muslim. All of my mom’s people were Muslims. Islamic reached to western through their great grandparent and leader Nabongo Mumia who brought many Arabs and Nubians for trade to western and who also were Muslims and very influential. Due to the increase in their number, it greatly contributed to many people from the region adopting and copying their religion.
My parents both coming from polygamous families had been through a lot and that did not mean that the struggles and the hard situations would stop after their marriage. In the early 1999 they decided to get a customary marriage. Both of them reflecting to their past experience put in extra effort to get out of poverty. My dad’s childhood life was like a science fiction movie. Born in a family of ……brothers and….sisters, …..step mothers, it was tough. They say the rejected stone becomes the corner stone this man’s life is actually one of which tells of it. At the age of two, he got sick with polio and as per culture and traditions, ha had to be thrown away to the forest for it was considered one with polio was a bad omen to the family.  The only way to be rescued was if a stranger would pick you and treat you which was the case for him. If no one shows up and picks you it was bad luck since that would be your end. He was picked by a stranger woman but from the neighborhood, who slowly treated him with herbal medicine till he fully recovered and his body regaining its shape again. She lived with him till he fully recovered and returned him home since she lived not far from their home. Through his hardships and struggles one thing never left his mind, “if I don’t know what is possible, I will settle for what is available”.
In class seven, dad’s stepmom poisoned him so that he could just die that she could be left with a big portion of land for her children and another reason because he was brilliant and sharp in class, but all the plans were scattered. They were coming from school he and his younger brother when they were offered a soda. He took a sip and since his brother was young he drunk both his soda and my dad’s soda. Moments after they had arrived home they started complaining about stomach aches since they did not know they had been poisoned and took time to get to hospital. On arrival, it was too late for my uncle for he had already passed but my dad survived but let’s just call it luck. This became a stepping stone for him for he knew he had something special that they wanted to kill. He passed in his primary education and was called upon to join chebuyusi secondary school. Payment of his school fees was through the supply of kales to the school since grandpa is a farmer and this was the only way to clear the school fees.

My grandpa coming from the lineage of Wamae, who to me is my great grandpa who was given the name Wamae which means one who loves war, the name given to my dad for to him his life was a battle and the environment around him was a war zone. Most of the time my dad would go to live with his relatives since the situation at home did not favor him. At some point his relatives started having negative thoughts about him but that is the only place he would feel safe. He put all this behind him and focused on the main agenda which he had and that is his studies. He passed in his exams and as he waited for results he went to Nairobi to look for a job. He was working in a hotel where he was under paid and over worked. He had worked there for some time when his uncle Situma saw the potential he had and the marks he had and decided to take him for further studies. My dad’s uncle, Situma, who is my grandpa, really helped my dad by taking him to school for further studies. He had seen the life my dad was going through and how bright he was in class. This made him adopt my dad under his wing, dedicated his time and resources to make sure my dad got a certificate. My dad is now a responsible family man and many thanks to my grandpa for the sacrifice he made. As a grandson, I pray that he may live long to see the fruits of his labor for generations to come. He joined Kenya science for a teaching course, where after his teaching practice at Masii, graduated with a first class honors. To me it is a co-incidence for the first school he ever taught was the school I was called to join after my primary school education “Masii Boys High School”. It was not long after he went back home and enrolled at Lubinu Boys High School. 
The teaching passion he had was something he did not know he will one day be a teacher. He did it because he needed finance for sustainability. During his time in Lubinu it is when he came across a beautiful lady who today I call mom. I wasn’t born by then but I know my dad fell in love with the pretty looks, tender face, beautiful, slightly taller than him and disciplined. Due to the commitment, determination and dedication he had put into teaching, he was called to Kimilili Boys High School. He became used to it and fell in love with teaching. On the other side he kept his relationship strong and intact. It is in his first year at Kimilili that they decided to get a marriage. It was a customary marriage on 21 march 1999, and it perfectly worked for today I and four others are the product of that marriage. After marriage they both moved to Kimilili. Mom by that time was managing their family cereals store. They both merged their mind together put their effort together, saved some money and purchased land of up to date is the land they have built in and invested in. The same year they got married is the same year they purchased the land.
My mom on the other side being an innocent, lovely and charming, had her challenges too that she faced before she got married. The first challenge was not being able to live with her parents. She lived with her grandparents. She too passed in her exams but lack of funds made it hard for her to proceed with further studies. She always recalls of loving to go to madrasa and going to the mosque to pray. She had a good relationship with her two sisters and a step brother. Going to school by foot for it wasn’t far. The challenge was during the lunch hour going back home to get lunch, then you find there is nothing to eat and you have to go back to school hungry but again on foot. Her life too had ups and downs but as we know when the road gets tougher the driver becomes more skilled. After buying the land they decided to go and built a house on the land to keep it busy do some farming as time went by. Mom remained home for development while dad was still in Kimilili but frequently visited mom home. They decided for their bond to get even stronger they have to have a baby. This is when I am introduced into the world for I am the first born of dad and mom Wamae. It was on a twenty seventh of April in the year two thousand at around 1:00 Pm when my got the labor pains and since she had no finance of getting to the hospital and dad was not around she had to deliver me in a bathroom behind the house. With the help of four women Marisiana, Anyango, Clementina and Maria who in their old age and had some experience in matters helping someone deliver. Moms’ dad died the day I was born. I am told that the last words he said a blessing to his grandchild and the eldest of his grandchildren who is me.
 
It was just after my mom had delivered that my dad entered on the spot. If he would have arrived earlier then he would have taken her to hospital. My mom at the time didn’t have the finance to go to hospital and it is when they had migrated to the land they had bought and recently built so everything they had they had put in the construction and the purchase of the land. I am forever grateful to the four women who aided my mum for it’s through them that I was delivered. At the same time my grandma was in hospital and required an operation which forced my dad to pay for her for the little she had been left with. At this point in life it was like everything was not making sense. Eating had become a problem. I recall mom telling me, “My son, do you know you actually finished a whole week without any cloth just a showel she used to cover me. It is after a week that my grandma sewed two shorts and brought them to me, that is when I got something at least to wear. On the third week is when my dad came back with some new cloth and food stuffs. By then my mom was using nappies for pampers had not yet been common during that time. 
[bookmark: _Hlk168475802][bookmark: _Hlk168475896]Due to the situation at home, I got asthmatic at a tender age. My dad was still being attacked. It came to an extend that they started attacking him spiritually trying to make him mad and to kill me. There is an incident am reminded of my dad getting mad and trying to kill me because of the spiritual attack. My mom hid me under a chair which to this moment is still home for remembrance. I am told that after dad had gotten mad, it was like it was not him anymore. It is like something had taken over not just his body but soul. Nothing seemed good to him even me his son. It is like his mind had been filled with negativity. For most of the people in our African communities, who have become obsessed with the western culture, they get into a depth in which they engage with dark activities. Many people in our communities have become sadists; they enjoy causing mysteries and sufferings among others. God’s people are unaware and lazy in prayer not knowing how desperate the wicked people are determined and working hard to bring them down. Some members of the community oppress others through spiritual attacks. This is the case with some of the immediate neighbors we had and still have since our migration to Matungu, the land my parents bought. This cult was not only for my neighbors but also some of my relatives from dad’s side who have unanimously tried to attack his spiritual life. Witchcraft is just about tradition and cultures, of which is very dangerous to believers. Occultism is a system which the bible describes about rulers of the world. A religion on its own that do not believe in the living God but have a purpose and someone or something they worship. Satan controls our minds through witchcraft in a way that whatever the witches do, they instill pain and suffering. My relatives tried to trap and bring down my dad since his childhood by poisoning him and other dark behaviors due to his brightness and brilliant nature in class. There have been a lot of arguments between the battle of Jesus and Satan, but the bible says whenever the devil sees or hears the word of life (Jesus) is mentioned, he flees away. And that’s what has kept our family united in Christ. 
This incidence actually triggered my mom making her make a decision that to date am ever grateful. It is because of this incidence that my mom decided to look for Christ in her life. She decided to let go the Islamic religion and find salvation in Christ. This decision she made more than twenty years ago is the decision she says is the right, best and greatest she has ever made in her life. Due to the spiritual attacks to our family my mom had to stand firm and proclaim Christ in her life and our family. On her knees every day in prayer for the family that was now getting started, for his husband who was being attacked each and every day.
[bookmark: _Hlk168476021]When I would visit my grandparents, my grandfather would be like, “has your dad given you sugar to bring for me?” Mostly the sugar symbolized money. At the same time my grandma would be like, “my husband what have you brought for your wife. Till today I do not know why he referred me as his husband but my grandpa never objected. Visiting them was fun since any time I would visit as per tradition a big fat cock would be slaughtered for their grandchild. This makes me want to visit on a daily basis but I surely will finish their chicken. My mom’s parents though Muslims, they really like it when one praises God. 
This decision she made brought salvation to our home. Ever since, she has taught all the children she has conceived, friends and those close to her, to walk in the way of the lord Jesus Christ as the light of our life and for He brought salvation to our family and home. Her prayer life became more powerful that led my dad change from apologetic Christian (one who just goes to church enjoying singing and because it is necessary) to a true believer of church. This was the foundation that our parents instilled to us. Our family life was centered on Christ as the only way and in Him we found refuge.  Ever since my parents have contributed to many church plants and because of their determination in fellowship this has really impacted our lives to follow in their footsteps as their children. Our lives were centered on the churches, of which there were ten within the towns limit alone. The protestant churches, seventh day Adventist, Orthodox Church of Africa, the Baptist churches, full gospel churches, KAG, AIC churches and of course the Roman Catholic Church. Every church considered itself dominant and superior to the others. We belonged to one of the protestant church around the junction of Matungu. It was known by the way it conducted its prayers and all the events that were about Christ and Christians. 
Dad decided to further his studies so he joined Moi Chepkoilel campus in Eldoret. By then I was the age of four when I first boarded my first vehicle to Eldoret. When school would close I would visit my dad in Eldoret and during the school season I was home with my mom. My dad graduated and got a job not far from home. He was called to teach at St. Teresa’s Kabula mixed High School. He did his job well but some of his work colleagues always tried to find fault in his work always being on his neck. My dad loves children in such a way that when he comes across any, the first thing he says to them is that, “ I bet you’re the smartest kid in your class”. This is what he is used to’ even to his own children. I hate to say but most people blame stuff on their parents, which they still use it to excuse their behavior. My dad or mom…..he/she didn’t love me…… that is why I became an addict, or any other stuff going on in their lives.
Both of them really love it when people understood the teachings of the day. Maybe that is the reason why my dad is always given a chance to speak after the summons. At times when we come back home after the service, my dad is always like, “today reverend Billy was full of the holy spirit. I hope you heard that part about the scripture where Jesus was talking about the ten leapers”. I usually would answer year, sure dad. He is really good at questioning seeing whether you got anything from the service and teachings.                                                                


3.STORY OF ME
In 2000, Matungu, Mumias, which is located in Kakamega County, was a place like many other small rural towns in Kenya. It is a place where the weather always favors the local farmers. A place where it is always rainy most part of the year, and this is the time when I was born and introduced into the world, coming from a humble, God-fearing and economically average family. Only five channels came in on the radio, and to those who had televisions, only four channels came in. Instead, our lives were centered on the church. From Monday to Saturday people would attend to their personal businesses. But people would attend church services on Sunday, those of the Roman Catholic Church, P.C.E.A, and the protestant churches. My father a teacher, and mum a business woman, did their best to make me know about church and about the teachings of God.
Due to my father’s profession, I grew up under the care of my mother but not for long. She is a sweet, gentle and nice lady, the kind of mother most people dream of. It was not so long that my dad now working in the city brought me along with him at the age of eight, after the post-election violence. The 2007-2008 crisis was a violent political, economic and humanitarian clash tha erupted in Kenya after the former late president Mwai Kibaki was declared president and winner of the presidential election held on December 27 – 2007. By then my father was hailing in the slums of Kibera (Linesaba), with my uncles and cousins. Ghetto was not the place where my father would want to raise me, but the situation and circumstance forced him into raising me there. Being born and raised in a poor neighborhood, where drugs, violence, extortion, murder and prostitution were common, many of my immediate neighbors were alcoholics, smokers, cocaine addicts which led to fighting both verbally and physically. A place like this could either break a kid or make one. My siblings didn’t get to experience most of this street life for they spent of the tie with my mom at home. I can say my siblings especially my sisters have had the best from my parents. My brother Stramy Wamae two years younger than me, my sisters, Depenered Drakeners, Bosic Livian and Dratcan Spiral who all-share Wamae as their sir name, who are 7, 9 and 12 years younger than me respectively. I have not spent most of my time with them but I know they have been raised and have learned from the best. I expect to them as their eldest brother doing something they have told is wrong. The ghetto was no place better but it is the only option some people have. If given a choice and chance, most people would not have chosen to live in the ghetto. 
Living in a Mabati house where you can hear what your neighbor is saying and at the same time what they are actually doing. At times it sounds good but raising your next in line in this vicinity is a death wish. They get to chew more than they can swallow.  At times you have a story with a visitor, friend or family, but the neighbor contributes too by laughing for all that time they have been listening. Some of the neighbors are ‘head bad’ for they drill a hole to the Mabati wall that is bordering you and them. They peep and try to see everything that is going on on the other side. They never really miss an action mostly at night. They are so crazy that the moment that never passes them is when their neighbor is having sex. They could go to an extend of sharing what was going on in their neighbors house. This is a place where you can know more people by just faces not names. A place where ‘mamachangaa’ a local illicit brew vendor is in between churches, and no one minds another person’s business. A place where the church is in between pubs, and no one ever minds. There is an incident where one of the young lads well known for his burglary behavior, whose house was bordering three houses. For three month the only time he came out of the house is when he was going to the washroom or bathroom. Never had a job or went to look for one. Everyone would wonder how he survived. Because the houses are made from mabati, to all the three houses, he removed nails to one Mabati for the three houses which served as a door to him. When the neighbors would go to their respective jobs during the day, he would use the doors which he had made go to his neighbors, cook using their food stuff, wash the utensils and return them how he found them. The neighbors would complain daily about their foodstuffs disappearing without knowing how really it was disappearing. He was so organized that they really thought there was a ghost in the neighborhood. He did this for all the three houses every day. One day one of the neighbors pretended he has left for work locked the door but from inside and went back to his bed slowly ready to see what really happens when he is not around. To his surprise, after sometime, he heard one side of his house being moved as if someone was forcing his way in. He remained calm to see what was going on. And because these houses are not big, the bedroom is just next to the sitting and kitchen he could see everything. The neighbor Papa came in as usual did whatever he does best without even noticing that he was being watched. Cooked, cleaned, and went back. One of the neighbors was now fully aware how things were disappearing. All three neighbors had a meeting on how to finally reveal their neighbor who was taking advantage of them. They moved him from that house and made him migrate. 
Realistically, hiding from peer pressure is hard, but deciding on what you want to do, stating your position and taking control is a way that you can deal with peer pressure. Most of the neighborhood friends were not just friends but peers since we were all age mates, schoolmates, teammates and many more things we did together. Most of my peers in the ghetto, took it as a system or a religion that they were never willing to let go. When trying to see the inner sense or innocence, you could end up seeing the inner sin. The ghetto was under financial crisis and everything seemed edible. Yielding to peer pressure made one become like a robot that is under control. Most of the people in the ghetto lacked that identity, which guides or helps one make decisions that are effective. For me to make my friends not to think that I am boring, I end up doing things that they are doing even if it is known to me that the things I am about to do or doing is bad or wrong. Peer influence also contributes a lot since the stories our peers have, or talk in our presence makes us want to contribute and we don’t stand a chance to contribute if we have not been involved in the related activities (sex, masturbations and bodily addictions). To escape the fact that our friends and associates have a powerful molding effect on us is one of the hardest things to do.
Crime was rife in the area for we had different criminal groups running the entire vicinity. All these people involved in these groups were my neighbors. The people I would see and meet on a daily basis. Lucky enough, every house hold had electricity. The district officer’s office (D.O) was nearby so most crime scenes were from different villages for the area was divided into small villages. We had Makina, Linesaba, Dc…each of which had a gang related activity and run by gangs. Each gang had their own “turf.”  The gangs would fight each other, but in the event an outside gang would come they would combine and fight for they both had a common enemy. Most of the gang members were not bad at all for anything containing Gods word, they would cooperate and listen. Becoming known by any gang member was really key for that marked your security in other territories. I was lucky for one of my uncles who went by the nickname ‘Mwalimu’ a Manchester united fun, who was known by almost everybody in the area, even by the related gang members for any place I could go and say ‘Mwalimu’ is my uncle I could have access without interruptions. His nickname came by for he was only the youth who did a teaching course when all his peers decided to go for other courses. My dad was not famous for he whenever he was free, he would be indoors organizing his work for he too did the teaching course but did not really interact with most people but he too was known as ‘Mwalimus’ brother. For your family members, sisters, brothers, cousins, parents or even any distant family member to be safe, one of a family member had to belong to a gang, and not just any random gang. A gang that was superior to more than three villages. My uncle ‘Mwalimu’ was closely involved with Chief Sacco, a gang that had taken over almost every territory. Some of the people, who were involved in these gangs and would cause violence even if not necessary, lacked that father figure deprivation. The pain of not being able to be with their fathers and being raised in extreme poverty by their single mothers led them to be extremely violent not including feeling in whatever they were doing. Most of this gang members on their stories, on how they did a robbery or how they acquired things from people, made robbery look easy. Most of them were known for how violent they could get and how easy it was for them to kill. Most of them getting inspiration from Mafia and Crime movies, which in most cases the drugs they had taken impaired their judgment. This is a place where it took more than a three gun shots to draw a crowd. Fighting, sex and drug addiction were the dramatic manifestations of the needs of the gang members. Most of their hopes and goals in life were when they got a new cape ‘topper.’ Most of them would be shivering because they did not a coat but they would not lack a ‘topper’ on their head.
I fell in love with street football where we would meet every evening with my peers and enjoy till late. As time passed by and was adding years to my age, I became so popular that I started getting access to dangerous areas where my father and uncles would not allow me to go. This made my father want to change the environment around me. My father worked his way out of Kibera and moved to the slums of Kawangware where I too had to go with him. In Kawangware we moved to Wanyee area in Kabiria. A place where you could wash your cloth, hang them to dry and miss them. A place where there warm welcome was to steal from you and due to this, we again moved to Congo area in Kawangware. This is a place where many young people were idle. I remember on my first day going for an evening stroll, there was a group which according to their height, we were not far apart in our ages. They were leaning against the side of a building beneath a sign saying “NO IDLING.” All dressed in ragged trousers with white shirts all printed ‘MAKAVELI’ who all but one of them was smoking, and all of them looked dull and bored. I was high alert for anyone who exhiabited any weird behavior approaching me, that would immediately send my alarms ringing.
Few blocks ahead, there were clubs and opposite were some video shows, a place where people would spend most of their time watching movies. It only cost Ksh 5 to watch a (1-2hrs) movie. Besides its walls, was another group all wearing lags shoes which are distinct, deeply grooved outsole design of shoe which is super versatile to wear. It has a slight heel elevation which creates a gap between the midsole and the ground that maximizes traction and stability, commonly known as ‘Lagunya’ in sheng. After sometime in the area, I realized that this was a gang that publically conducted violent activities. From a distant I could see all of them had a tattoo on their arm written ‘world boss’ with a marijuana (bhang) leaf drawing beneath it. Still in the search of a football training field, I came across one. A famously known training field which goes by the name, ‘Hope Center.’ On its sides, were men around ages (35-40), smoking and chewing card busy yapping, laughing on everything their friend was saying. It was not a surprise for me for this was the trend in Kibera. I realized that there was no Police Station nearby. I lacked sense of identity and hanging out with older peers than me, seeking affirmation from them. This sense of affirmation and belonging is what I wanted. It led me to a friendship that exposed me to many vices and things of which some I knew, but some were new to me I didn’t know before. I decided to get involved in one of the gangs around ‘Coast area of Kawangware’ the gang was so big that it ruled till ‘Mlangosoko’ and its outcasts which are all in Kawangware slums. 



2. EDUCATION
I am ever thankful to my parents for one of the greatest gifts they ever gave to me was a good education. I joined my preprimary school in our rural home under the care of my mom. There were many public schools around; Emanani primary school, Matungu primary school, Mwira primary school among others which were around the vicinity, but my parents decided to take me to a private school that was opposite Matungu primary school. It was known for its discipline, the efforts and determination the teachers put in their work. To them they believe that success never comes on a silver platter. One had to work smart for success. I schooled there till my sixth grade when my dad took me to Nairobi. Jamhuri primary school, along Ngong road, passed the Junction mall, was my new school which I joined the seventh grade. It was a class that was “well balanced” in terms of gender, in fact there were more girls than boys, which was not in my former class. The class even had some students of Sudanese nationality. Coming to Jamhuri, I knew what was expected me since I came from a rural school. Apart from working smart in class I also had to adapt their way of life, language (sheng) among others because coming from a rural school was another environment.
On the first day of class, I was among the last students to arrive. Coming in just a few seconds before the bell rang, I was entitled to a back seat. Miss Rabala, in her tall, beautifully knitted, flower patterned dress, greeted everyone with a “halloo” tone, sort of singing the last syllable. I bet she was single coz of the way she was friendly to everyone and the many smiles her face displayed.
On the board she wrote the word “self”, which to me my mind already thought of how she loved herself too much. Under the word self, she wrote; self-awareness, self-confidence, self-esteem, self-motivation among others. Looking to my right and left, I noticed some few pretty girls in class. I couldn't help but just stare at them helplessly. While my mind was still distracted by their striking beauty, I noticed that the whole class was staring at me, not knowing what was going i stood up and in a shaking voice answered 'YES MUM.’ The whole class busted out in laughter on my confused reply. Then it dawned on me that, Miss Rabala was asking me to introduce myself. At this moment the whole class was busy gossiping in pairs. Mostly when my class mates wanted to make fun of me they could call me ‘yes mum.’ One of the things the class was talking about was me not being a girl, that’s when I realized they were expecting the new pupil to be a female but to their surprise it was me a 'village boy. ‘Then Miss Rabala called Mitchel, a beautiful well-dressed girl stood up just two sits ahead from where my seat was. She was asked to take through all the school and class rules and show me around the school. It later dawned on me that Mitchel and I came from the same area code.so whenever I was going home I'd wait for new friend and we'd walk home together. In the morning I'd find her waiting for me at the gate so that we'd walk to school together. She was always smartly dressed, beautiful, brave and at the same time bright, no wander Miss Rabala liked her. After some days I then realized Mitchel took after her mother who worked in the Nairobi government offices. 
After many days of socializing and making friends, I decided to join the school's football team. In my rural school I didn't get much time for extracurricular activities for it was home-school and school-home. Apart from the holidays, when i got the chance to visit my mom, the routine was pretty simple. I had gotten fond of hanging around Mitchel, it was at this moment i realized unlike other girls, she didn't spend her time yapping and gossiping. She focused mostly on her studies. She used most of her time buried deep in books and focused on what brought her at school. This is he reason most girls did not like her for she minded her own business. After sometime, I joined the school football team. Joining the team evening training sessions wad one mandatory practice to be in the school team. One thing is pretty sure, I not just good at football because I work hard but also because it is a family talent. Most of my uncles are footballers who have been closely associated with the famous AFC Leopards and some have gotten the chance to go abroad to the Arabic countries to play football. Since my childhood, I have loved not just playing football but watching any football match even to the ones considered small. Mitchel had that deep feeling for me for by then I thought she just accompanied me to my training sessions to encourage, support and back me up. I am now grown I have come to know all she did was pure love for we were young and didn’t know what love felt like. There was a time in class, since I was a backbencher, I joked to a certain girl named Veronica that I loved her, not knowing I got the attention of the whole class including Mitchel whom to my surprise, got angry at me and never wanted any association with me for a full week. That week felt like I lacked something with me and in me. It was on a Saturday afternoon after classes for we left school during the lunch hour, that it took me a whole two hours to explain myself to her. Coming from the ghetto, apologizing or even trying to explain yourself to a lady was sort of an offence, but I had to take the blame and carry the cross for my actions.  
Though I had myself started being involved in some bad company, gang related activities and drugs. Being involved in all this, Mitchel was always cheerful no matter what was happening around her. I swear, that girl never said a bad thing about anyone or anything. Whenever her name came up, most people would say, “the world would be a better place if there were more people like her.” 
Trying to fit in with the boys, made me start missing school to go watch movies with Lewis Mwangi who was the football captain and so influential that most people followed what he did or said. There were times when I would wear home cloth inside my school uniform for I would change along the way and go watch movies instead of going to school. One time my dad told me he was off and since the trend was pretty simple; to change on my way to school, little did I know that my dad was following me behind slowly. I changed, went to the movies but he did not interrupt me then, he went to school and made an inquiry concerning my attendance and performance. On the dreadful evening getting home thinking that all was well, my dad started asking me about school, how my day at school was, little did I know I was being tricked since I made an assumption my dad was home the whole day, I decided to lie. My dad on realizing that I was lying gave me a beating that I will never forget.
Due to my changed behavior, and my dad’s anger, I was taken to a boarding school back home in class eight. I was separated from everything from the city back home to start a different life and to learn the lesson of disobedience. I was separated from Mitchel, who I have never again seen till date for on my coming back to the city, they had moved to an unknown place. I was taken to Shamta Academy in Kakamega county, Luranbi sub-county in Maraba, around five kilometers from Kakamega town where at first life was not easy for me. A place where socotoce (githeri) was the staple food, included in every breakfast and lunch and sometimes super. Apart from ‘githeri’ ugali and kales was a suitable substitute. Coming from Nairobi had its advantages and disadvantages. Almost everyone in the school had never been to Nairobi so my network and presence grew faster in the school. This time round I could not miss any school activity for I was the odd one out. I became famous and known even to the school owners children who the only pupils were coming from home. For my life to get a little easier and favorable, I devised a plan and started flighting with the school owner’s daughter who was a class ahead of me. The school had a mixed primary and secondary in one place. She went by the name Jackie. Becoming familiar and known to her, made my life really good for she would bring me meals at times. Getting favors from her and even just being known by her was like winning a lottery or hitting the jackpot.
She had few friends and socialized to even fewer people. Most of the boys were jealousy because I was new in the turf winning the trust of Ambituck. I remember one of the boys who letter became my best friend by the name Eric, once fought me for just finding out I had been kissed. Though life became favorable, I did not forget what took me there. I had to put in extra effort and work my way back to the city. I really would love to go for games which we only attended during P.E sessions, but because this was a private school, they chose not to go for those competitions, rather, focus and compete in studies. Doing my national exams, one thing kept running in my mind, to work my way back to the city. I did my exams and when the results were out, I realized I was called to the school my father went for teaching practice Masii Boys High School in Machakos County, Mwala sub-county, approximately twenty five kilometers from Machakos town along the road connecting Machakos and Kitui, two hundred meters from Masii town with a big sign post at its entrance written in bold, “THIS IS A DRUG FREE ZONE.” Its nickname which went by “TEKE CAMPUS,” for being a giant in all its activities academics included. The name is a direct translation from slung, meaning fast which resulted in being first, which was written on almost every class and in almost every wall including the dining hall and the dormitories. Most of the artists in the school did their art work in the toilets walls and dining hall tables. The most valuable and guarded assets were the plates and spoons for the table system had not yet been introduced. The most valuable lesson which was never missed was the P.E. the most frequented place being the canteen, toilet and kitchen. Saturday being a day most of the students cherished since it was the entertainment day. On Sunday it was compulsory for every student to go to their respective denomination Christian union leading with most of the students filling its services.

We had Muslims, those of the seventh day Adventist, and then the Protestants who were all urged to join the Christian union. The most loved teacher was the careers teacher for she never ever even yelled at a fly. She was sweet kind and gentle loving and caring for every students. Not that the other teachers were bad but this specific one never corrected with a beating, she just talked to one nice and gently. The school nurse was the most despised person for he never believed if one told him they were sick. Every time one could go to him saying they are sick, it was hard for him to admit that they are actually sick until they fainted and passed out. To him it was considered that students are liars just pretending to be sick to go home. The most feared teacher being the deputy Principal Mr. Masuki for after I joined the school stories went around that he left the military for a teaching profession. Everyone including the senior students never wanted a weird eye contact with him.  I kept my contact with Ambituck though I was miles away from her. I would visit her when I made a visit to my rural home. I explained to her the reason she was a person of interest that nothing was personal and all I did was to try make my life easy in Shamta and she understood.
I am one person due to studies I have been able to live in different places and environments adopting each one of them. Getting to a new place where everything was going to be absolutely new, my dad told me “we Wamae’s always adopt and accept change.” This is when he had taken me to my form one enrolment. This time, the instructions were really crystal clear from my dad. He never wanted me in the football team or my involvement in the team. This time the climate was always dry most part of the year. The meals were fairly good for our principal by then Mr. F M Muthusi did his best to make the life of the student good and the environment suitable. Though we had bullying which mostly came from the senior students the student council did its best to fight the bullying by making sure the junior students had a school father from the senior classes. The big problem was the stealing of personal items and attires the senior students had claiming that they too had to go through the same process to be now members of the school. We had eleven dormitories n the school and each class had four streams with the capacity of more than fifty students each. I never got the chance of using my own bucket until I was in form four where I came across it with my admission number on it in the showers abandoned. This was the first time I used my admission bucket. An admission bucket was a requirement by the school for a new admitted student had to go with a stainless steel bucket to aid in the washing of cloth, for the school had showers to help the students in taking a bath. This was a place where you could keep watch on your washed uniforms for a minute wasted you could not find them. I joined the hockey team witch no form one student dared to join. Most the students had joined football, handball, basketball, table tennis, tennis and volleyball. After weeks in the school, I was the only form one student who had joined hockey, with some coming but never finishing a single training session. 
There were stories going around that boarding the school bus was something precious. There are those who were in form four but had never boarded the school bus. Not only the school bus, but also the school truck, the last option in the school. A school truck is the type of a customized lorry, owned by the school which aid in transportation of students or any school related activity. In my first term in the school, I boarded the bus and went for the national games with the hockey team. At times I went for football drills where the teacher associated with football always wanted me to join the team but it was so hard for me for I had promised my dad never to be involved in football, and again since almost everyone was in football, I really don’t like to be benched during games. Everyone knew to kick the ball forward but playing is where the problem was. I feared to train hard and get benched or be a water boy. 
Life was good in Masii, most of the students hating the days with ‘muthokoi’ meal. The teachers were good in teaching and each one of them committed to reach a certain school target. No lesson was ever missed unless it was during the holidays or school function. The school supported talent and was committed to make a student achieve anything by financially supporting them. I am proud to say that the school has provided some of the most prominent and famous people in the country. The famous Sammy Kioki, the comedian and many more others. Those stories associated with sneaking, drugs and girls never lacked since most people expelled or suspended for the above offenses. During the holidays, it is when you would see the true colors of most of the students. Those who would go smoke, drunkards, those who loved fighting neighbor schools and those who loved to visit brothels for sex. I lived with my brother and cousin who were younger than me. They always encouraged me to look for a girlfriend for them to follow my footsteps. I found a nice kamba lady named Musee. She was my first real girlfriend, though it only lasted for a few months. She dumped me for an older guy than me who had some cents in his pocket. She was gotten pregnant and dumped.
Back at school I was elected hockey captain in form one third term for I had something to add to the team. Ninety percent of the hockey team latter came from my class. Since hockey was in first term and football in second term, I rejoined football in form two but not as an active player just attending training sessions. I lacked sense of identity and hanging out with older peers than me, seeking affirmation from them. This sense of affirmation and belonging is what I wanted. It led me to a friendship that exposed me to many vices and things of which some I knew, but some were new to me I didn’t know before. My curiosity led me back to drugs again taking the identity of those close to me. One of my new and best friends at the time was in the student council and used that as leverage to sneak drugs in school. At this time I was re-introduced into smoking marijuana for relaxing and feeling better. The hardest thing for me was to escape this trap since I was so secure and I was provided for marijuana. Smoking with someone in the student council was just the coolest thing to do. This went on for a while till I was comfortable and secure to smoke. 
When the school had been closed we would pass by a liquor store sip alcohol tots together then leave for home. During the holidays, I thought I smoked because marijuana was being provided for me. I became conversant with where to get drug dealers and where to get drugs at cheaper prices. By then, anytime I wanted to feel good, I would reach for marijuana or alcohol to feel better. Repeated use made life situations worse. I developed a tendency of asking for money without a reason. When schools would open, I would go back to school with my stock for the term, since getting drugs in wasn’t so difficult for I had had a friend who would do it without problems or suspicions. As time passed by, I became more conversant with how to get drugs in the school and the secure areas of where to smoke. The trend continued until I was now in my form four level. Already an addict at this time, I influenced some of my hockey teammates. I started to experience the strongest risk factors for smoking. Poor school performance, high-risk behaviors (excessive dieting), poor problem solving abilities, poor self-esteem and neglect appearance (lack of interests in good clothing, grooming and looking good).
I did my form four exams with high expectations of passing, in which my parents had high expectations too. I personally apologize to my parents for not meeting my target. When the results were out, I performed fairly well, although I knew it was not my best. My parents didn’t give up on me. My grades actually earned me a college. I joined Karen Technical Training Institute for The Deaf located in Karen, one kilometer from Karen town, opposite the waterfront mall, just walks off Langata road, linking Karen town and Bomas. I was sent back to the village this time to go and try to figure out life for myself since I took everything for granted. By this time my mom had been ailing and seriously down. Arthritis had taken the better of her. All of the house chores were now my duty since I had been taught most of the things at home with both my parents. After my chores the next stop would be with fellow drug users to spend the rest of the day with them. Since in Karen tech there was no hockey, I fully joined the football team. Most of the time when I wanted to go for a hockey training session, I would join the Impala hockey team which is located along Ngong road just a few meters passed the Junction Mall.
Like any other college, students have freedom on what to do and what not to do. We formed a group within the institution by the name BBC (Big Boys Club). Some of the members went by their nicknames, Milasho, Mbappe, M-coasty, Marcus, struffer, Chwani ya Jaba, Munaa, Mbaba, Bozaa, vokez, Akoko and I went by Mc Gregor. BBC dealt with drug usage, supply and ran the turf. No one could deal drugs without our recognition. Most of us owned a kangool like the famous movie (Peaky Blinders) as a symbol. A kangool is a famous British headwear, well known and reflects the original material for production.  The school security was well aware but we stayed in the safe zone avoiding trouble. Most of the people were in relationships, some for sex, and others for fun, others just for friendship. 
Tutors in the institution never missed classes. They were all focused on the well-being of the students and their future. In college I was so deep in drugs, that to me dating was a waste of time. Most of the girls I was with I called it a situation-ship not a relationship for it was just a situation or circumstance that brought us together. Meals were being provided from breakfast to super. Though I was in all this, my effort in studies and the zeal to become best in my studies never seized for I never doubted my believes, and never believed my doubts.  


4. DRUG LIFE
By planting negative thoughts in my mind, just as the unwanted weeds would spring just and give forth to their own, so did my negative thoughts give forth negative action, talk, habits and character, not knowing that this negative thoughts I keep on having are just weapons of my self-destruction.  Coming from Kibera in Nairobi, 4.1 miles from the city Centre. It is the largest urban slum in Kenya and in Africa. The government owns all the land here. 10% of the settlers in Kibera are shack owners. Then moved to Kawangware in Nairobi, which is the second largest slum area in Kenya with a high population. In Nairobi, 60% of the population lives in the slum, a place where most of the drugs and substance are used openly without considering who is watching or who is around. Seeing someone smoke or drink looked like it was a cool thing to do. Most of the older people I would come across would have a cigarette always hanging sideways from their lips, a can of beer either in the side pockets or in their hand. Their logic was simple, you hate whatever they hate and love whatever they love. Most of them made it look easy to purchase and to use. Some claiming to reduce stress after usage, others just for relaxing their mind. Some were influenced by their selfish desires, the desires of the heart, and then their conscience pointed them in the wrong direction. 
We are all aware that the brain is wired to make us want to repeat experiences that make us feel good, and with this psychology, they were motivated to do again and again which overtime, the brain got used to extra dopamine (the urge to take more of the drug to get the same good feeling), in which most of the people in the neighborhood got used more and got to an extra effort of using other types of drugs they had not used before. Some of my friends at a tender age were send to get drugs by their parents, which to them set an example encouraging most of them into using, others in their old age still claiming “my dad or mom started sending me to go and buy him illicit brew (busaa) at the local mama (changaa) den when I was young.” For the first few months they would take the full amount of brew as they had been sent. Later after sometime the interest to want to know what was it they were sent and how it tested grew in them. “The zeal to want to know why it made my dad/mom so happy after consumption,” was what they were after. On the side walk there never lacked a drunkard laying there. When one would stoop to help, he could be cursed. Gun shots were heard daily for gang related activities were a common thing. Those households that contained a compact cassette, an analogue magnetic tape for audio recording and playback, founded by Lou Ottens or a DVD/CD player, a digital optical disk data storage format developed in 1995. Most people never lacked a prison break CD, which is an American serial drama, produced on 29 august in 2005 and a breaking bad movie CD which is an American crime drama, produced in January,20, 2008. Then in the year 2012 to 2016 when technology had advanced and we now had come to an era of flash disks and the internet where accessing the movies was easy and cheap, came Queen of the South, an American crime drama series by Spanish Author Arturo Perez. Those of either gang related scene movies, or movies that contained drug related scenes. We also had the ‘DJ Afro’ movies which caught the attention of most children, and was common to those who went to the video shows. 
There is this scenario where we had a neighborhood married couple. They were both hardworking. During the day, they would attend to their chores well; but during the night, they would fight because each one of them came home empty handed spending all the money they had made during the day on liquor and illicit brew, not even retaining a cent to purchase meals and household items. They both would come home drunk, tipsy not even able to walk straight. Each night, because the houses were of mabati, they would fight throwing everything against the wall and hurling abuses and those words a child was not supposed to hear at each other. One thing I never understood is that was it the alcohol they took that made them fight or it was just the money problems they faced. On their faces were always all kinds of bruises and cuts.
My life in drugs started at an early age when I was in Jamhuri primary school, and my involvement with drug users led me to drugs. I, in my teenage life had a lot to cope with.  Little did I know that this is a flawed way of coping, the more I frequently used drugs the more things started falling apart. It became a part of me that I must do to feel fine and okay. The repeated use made life situations worse. The urge to explore a different experience led me to a completely different path. You would hear people at the nearest ‘mama pima’ joint tell each other add a little more it is to let go everything. In my childhood, coming from the ghetto (slums) is one of the contributing factors that led me in drugs. Mama Pima or mama changaa have the same type of hustle. They sell illicit liquor which is locally distilled from fermented flour and additives of sugar or molasses. Some of those from the safe mountains and those from the homes of responsible middle-class families do not simply know how ghetto life is or if it even exists. Not those all who are in the ghetto or come from the ghetto are users or addicts. Growing up, I always thought that drugs are usually free until I was into it. One of the places I could find peace and happiness is with friends and peers. 
One of my friends I had in our neighborhood who went by ‘Ochibo’ introduced me to drugs and substance use. Before our football training sessions he would take bhang claiming to get better in football and having confidence. And because I was still young, the drugs were being provided to me by him. He always had unkempt hair, a bored expression, his room ill-smelling most of the time, and always in an oversize t-shirt, claiming to be Pablo Escobar, the famous Mexican drug dealer. I bet most of those in drugs have watched the Narcos movie an American crime drama based on Columbian narco terrorist, Pablo Escobar leader of the mendelin cartel and billionaire through production and distribution of cocaine. Ochibo was a dope addict. He never lacked a roll of bhang on him. He was always argumentative claiming to know everything and everywhere. I guess this is where I got this trait, for I always argue without stopping, with the aim of not losing. His true nature portrayed when he is hungry and broke. He worked at a car wash that served most of the people within.  Most of the teens in the region, were always idle just looking for company. But first, let’s start from the top. I started smoking just with a single puff, started alcohol with a single sip day in day out the consumption level started rising since the substance use ranged from sporadic to severe use. The long-term started ranging from minimal, to minor, to life threatening circumstances and the frequency of use. We would follow those ahead of us for they were older than us and had a better experience of surviving in the ghetto (slums). I lacked sense of identity and hanging out with older peers than me, seeking affirmation from them. 
This sense of affirmation and belonging is what I wanted and needed. It led me to a friendship that exposed me to many vices and things of which some I knew, but some were new to me I didn’t know before, and it did not take long till I was now one of the older ones. Doing drugs in private, before and after every training session, seemed an ok thing until it was hard to train without taking a puff. The first thing I would do after entering the field and changing was to smoke several puffs. It went on till I now started to get access and know different peddlers; in slung they are known as, ‘peddy, daktari, and plug, (someone who sells drugs). I familiarized with the area in and out till I knew most spots, known as ‘base’ and in slung ‘zabe’ I would smoke without disturbance from the public and the police who are also known as the cops in slung ‘masanse, njege, magava, blue boys’. Smoking weed in public at the time was a thing that caught attention. At the base, we would share stories, some true, others fantasies, others hallucinating stories, then most of them were always false stories, also known as ‘story za jaba’ in slung. A ‘base’ can be a room with seats all round, with an ashtray placed at the center, or an outdoor, mostly bushy, either in a forest, bushes or on a riverbank where one lights a blunt which goes round in a chain. Chain is where one would light up a blunt, have two puffs and pass it to the next person till each one of us had had a puff. At the end of the session, you could find yourself having smoked more than enough blunts. One blunt could be passed on and on till the last person, and sometimes it could start the second round over and over again. One rule of a chain was that it was a must for the blunt to be passed on the left hand side with the left hand, and if you are chocked, you would immediately pass it to the next person. This would make one become a pro. 
While in the base smoking, everyone is always active and happy chatting with each other, until moments later, you start seeing different behavioral changes; sleepy, eyes turning red, a bored expression, some laughing by themselves and some look angry. At this point, we called it meditation, which in slung; it is referred to as ‘medi, cloud 9, VIP, tops’. Every time I could go for a session, my mind would always think of a secure and serene environment, where my mind could chill and relax, meditating on the blunt I had taken whether it was strong or weak for blunts too varied according to value, category and peddler. When it comes to value, one considers the high-grade content (T.H.C) of the blunt. Tetrahydrocannabinol (T.H.C) is a terpenoid found in cannabis. It is the principal psychoactive constituent of cannabis. It is the main psychoactive chemical in marijuana. Value, content and peddler go hand in hand. One takes their value where they get the best content and from the best peddler. Not all peddlers had good content weed. We have different varieties of weed. We have the local; whish is grown locally, harvested locally and rolled locally. In short, as the name local implies so is the weed. Its THC content is the lowest. It goes for Kenya shillings (10 – 20). Then we have the ‘hashish’ also known as “shashola” in slung, which have an improved THC content level and is from pure hemp. Hashish is what I smoked mostly. Its value ranged from Kenya shillings (50 – 70) and again the peddler mattered a lot for some sold pure hemp others stash. Then we have the foreign, and as the name implies, it is imported from other countries. Its THC content is the highest. Its value ranges from Kenya shillings (100 – 150). It was the best since it gave a relaxed meditation. 
Not all peddlers sold the foreign for one had to be strategic. Strategic in such a way that customers would be available. Local, hashish, and foreign, are all in one category, for they are all called weed, which in slung, they are refferd to as; “ngwai, zaza, tire, ankada, joint, and blunt.”  
When it comes to the peddler, one goes to a peddler first, for good content, which is quality and quantity. The quality and quantity emphasized on the size of the blunt, and THC content. Second, one goes to a peddler who appreciates them. Most peddlers I went to always lit a blunt for me to keep me always going to them. If I would purchase more than four blunts, they would add me one to keep me in their turf. As it is in real life, we go where we are appreciated, so is it with peddlers and customers too. Third, one goes to a peddler who offers them security and cares for them. There have been many scenarios where a peddler has to pay off the cops for people to smoke at his base. The other way he can offer security to his customers is by ensuring he knows the safe and unsafe areas around him. The way he takes care of them is by ensuring that he gives what the customer asks for without questions and complications. The last thing about peddlers is that if you do not have any business with them, you better not go to them for they will not be lightly or friendly to you. They are rude in the fact that if it is not your money you’re taking to them they will not negotiate with you lightly or even in the attempt to purchase a blunt on loan fails for they do not like giving their products on loan except if you are a daily and only trusted customer. Some offer to deliver in cases where one is held up and can’t make it in time to reach to their bases. The drug peddlers always wanted me to bring my friends along. At first it was hard but I was an influencer and it was easy for me to influence my friends. Anytime I would go to the base with my friend, I would be treated very well. At first I was the one looking for my friends, but after some time, they were the ones to come home looking for me.
I in my attempt to explore more, I started taking cigarette, khat and alcohol. In the early stages my parents did not notice anything neither did they suspect I would be involved in drugs. . After getting used to smoking of bhang and cigarette, and drinking of alcohol, the upkeep money my parents provided for me to use after training, I would convert it to purchase either bhang or alcohol. I was so good at getting off the smell of alcohol, bhang and cigarette. Always having bhang with me and buying it even if I can’t afford was a trend I adopted from Ochibo. I was not an alcohol or cigarette guy so I tried to maintaining one thing, so I maintained bhang smoking. I would at times drink or smoke cigarette but I always felt uncomfortable. The friends I started with ventured into other life threatening drugs in their early life. Due to their involvement in more drugs, some dropped out of school, some were involved in robbery with violence to sustain their drug purchase and got killed, and some ended up in hospitals for loss of memory.
The more I became careful not to be caught, the more I found myself heading from the shallow end swimming to the deep end. Privacy and carefulness not to be caught only led to the increase of my consumption level. My situation got worse for I started smoking more bhang than I wanted to and for longer than I thought I would was what I was encountering. I started skipping training sessions only to go and smoke. The pressure grew and my discipline declined. By then, anytime I wanted to feel good, I would reach for marijuana or alcohol to feel better. Repeated use made life situations worse. In form 3 heading to form 4, I started living with my brother Stramy in form 2, Cousin Nathan in form 3 and a close family friend by the name of villa, who had just recently joined Kenyatta university. He never lacked a bottle of alcohol on him. Anytime he would feel to drink, he would buy his bottle and buy us another one claiming not to take drugs with highschoolers, but purchasing drugs for them. Girls from the neighborhood started frequenting our place knowing very well they will not be bored. There is a friend of mine by the name of Sharon, who in one time was sort of my girlfriend for some time, till date whenever we meet, she is always offering me a drink claiming to remember the good times we shared together, the times we spend on drinking and laughing. I developed a tendency of asking for money without reason. When schools would open, by the time I was in high school at Masii boys, I would go back to school with my stock for the term, since getting drugs in wasn’t so difficult for I had had a friend in the school governing council who would do it for me without problems or suspicions for we would latter smoke together for he too had his stock. I became more conversant with how to get drugs in the school and the secure areas of where to smoke. The trend continued until I was now in my form four level. Already an addict at this time, I influenced some of my hockey teammates since I had dropped from football for not being given most chances to play and in the hockey team, I was the school hockey captain giving myself all chances to play. I always experienced the strongest risk factors for smoking, which is Poor school performance, high-risk behaviors (excessive dieting), poor problem solving abilities, poor self-esteem and neglect appearance (lack of interests in good clothing, grooming and looking good) but always saw myself better off than most of the people in school for I was better off in many activities.
I did my form four exams with high expectations of passing, in which my parents had high expectations too. I personally apologize to my parents for not meeting my target. When the results were out, I performed fairly well, although I knew it was not my best. Due to the stress of the results, the consumption level went up. My behavior changed a lot. I changed my friends and started hanging with known drug users for I thought I had nothing else to loose. As usual, my dad is a respectable person and likes his respect. I was sent back to the village this time to help my mom with works, since most children in Kenya are always expected to do many house hold chores and try to figure out life for myself since I took everything for granted. It got worse for me in the village since I became popular with the village peddlers and conversant with cheap liquor. Most of my friends were all in the same addiction level as I was. At home, there are those friends my mom would see them coming home to check on me, she would know immediately that they had come to signal me to go and either smoke or for a drink. Any time I would smoke, excessive dieting is one of the things I did best. At times I would sleep like one who had not slept for a couple of days. Mostly my eyes would turn red and I would look dull as if I had over worked. I was a terrible liar during those times so anytime I would get someone off guard; they would regret it listening to me. I was good in extorting money from my friends for either alcohol or bhang. My siblings apart from my brother, always wondered of my behavior. They never understood me at all. At times I look sick due and bored due to smoking. At times talkative and irritative. I became part of the founding members of Chief Sacco, where every evening we would meet up to at most twenty the leas being fifteen only to smoke and drink alcohol without discussing any important matters. All our events were drug related. Some of the members of Chief Sacco I was with went by Zulu, Ombi, Sultan, Mature, Madollar, Roba, Devie, cyrill, Rooty and many more. This are the people who when they could get high, even the sky was not the limit for them. Some would become like possessed people doing all kinds of stuff. To some, it could be the best time for them to approach a lady for the confidence they had during that time was unimaginable and unexplainable. Others would just laugh at anything or anyone. I was the guy with most stories. There was this time that cyrill thought he was hallucinating, while in real life, he was beating up his family members, his father mother and brother. You imagine he was one with a big body and so energetic that they had to call Bodaboda guys to come and catch him. To Devie, someone knocked at the door when he went to open, he was astonished when he saw police boots at his door step. I do not know how he ran from his own house, I try to imagine when he narrates the story to me but he wasn’t caught. In fact the cop who went to catch him, was surprised too for how this guy escaped narrowly under his armpit.   
We would at times meet in a forest and roll our own blunts for we had all contributed and bought a G-bag. We never lacked a rolling flag and rolling sleeves (Rizzler) which in slung is called ‘rizz’. Most girls were in active for we met during odd hours and they feared to either get home late or be raped. We were so notorious in the region but only feared the police and a famous gang syndicate in Mumias and its outcasts Matungu, Harambee, Shianda, Ekero and many others which are in Kakamega County. The 42brothers committed crime, murder, rape, talk of any evil activity. They killed their victims by chopping off their heads. It was until the government through Fred Matiangi, who was the in charge of interior security at the time, deployed a GSU taskforce in the region and placed a six to six curfew that all the groups in the region were neutralized.
I decided to change my trading ground to a new location along with three members from Chief Sacco. I wanted nothing to do with groups; rather I wanted to only do my stuff. But again the option we had made was dangerous since for us to get drugs we had to board one motorcycle five at the least to six people which after getting high we would do dangerous stuffs on the road. We would shout at people for no reason, go to a Mutura base eat and leave without paying. Mutura is also called the African sausage made either from small intestines or large intestines of either cow or goat. Vendors or home grilled roast it over a charcoal stove until it achieves a golden brown colour. The place where the vendors sale the Mutura is the Mutura base. I never liked going to disco nights for I never stayed home for a long time and was so insecure during the night.  I joined college and due to low self-esteem and low self-worth I needed to be recognized by other students. I wanted to be affirmed by those individuals who had great influence in the institute. Drugs and substance was the only way of creating affections and getting to be known. Now in college, sincerely speaking, it was my first time to use khat (Miraa) and at times Chaves (ndovu). This was due to the influence of my friends from Mombasa. They were so used to drugs that all the time they were always high. Every Friday with or without money, it was a must for them to chew Miraa. For them it was only on Friday, but we had other gurus. Fred AKA Chwani ya jaba, from Nakuru but we were in the same college, and Brad AKA mamba from the outcasts of Nairobi, who also was my college mate, never missed a day without khat. At first it seemed as a joke but how they maintained it was a surprise to me. 
Then we had Omwami also known as Mbappe. He owed all the peddlers in the institution and out of the institution. This guy did anything for drugs and to get drugs. He had a sweet tongue to everyone. There were times when everyone would be broke. The solution was always pretty simple. If one had to smoke weed or drink alcohol, a contribution would be made and the largest contributor would as well be the controller. One would come with even a sum of Ksh five, just in order to be counted in on the ongoing deal. There is also Francis who always after getting high, thought he was in the forces. At times in the police, other times in the army but everyone always understood him. He is praised for breaking the record of escaping from most rehabilitation centers. 
I used to go for my own G-bag so as not to be disturbed by anyone. In college I had an ashtray that I set a target to fill it. I had routine of smoking, in that I would smoke before and if possible after every meal. With or without money I had to find a way of getting a blunt. Before attending to any errand I would again smoke to stimulate my spirit. If by any chance I came across a friend i have not met for some time, the best way to compensate for the long-time no see was by smoking. There was this certain girl by her nickname Firemama; she could not do anything without smoking. She was in the catering department but I do not think she always attended her lessons. She was always high. During her birthday she had 42 rolls of bhang which we smoked all of it till we all were looking like zombies. She never would miss to celebrate 4; 20. This is when stoners or weed smokers declare to smoke for it is a worldwide holiday for them. It is 4; 20 for it is on the twentieth of April, which is the fourth month of the year. We would make ganja tea from bhang buds as tea leaves. After taking it, there is nothing that seemed impossible. All the confidence was ours.
When it came to alcohol, the rule was pretty simple. It is not how big you are, it is how big you play. Some times when we got to the club, it was like a contest the cashier of the club was waiting to see who can lose the most money. There was this time I went to my cousins birthday party, I got drunk till the next morning. I dozed off, on my waking up I found out that I still had alcohol on my table to finish. My breakfast was of a BEST alcohol drink with bread.
There is this story of a sixty year old by the name Isaiah Mugambi, who was narrating to me when he was young he was an addict of cigarettes. He had to go to extreme danger to make sure his smoking continues. While in school, smoking wasn’t a problem since there were old unused toilets that were not really used by the students for we had new ones around. Because I had to keep it as a secret, I had to device a way to discourage those few students who were still using the old toilets. I had to influence and recruit a few friends for doing this alone seemed weird and so insecure.  One day on our way home, we came across a huge snake on the road. We killed it and since it was just the two of us, one of my friends and I, the thought of using it to discourage students from using old toilets dashed into my brain by planting the already dead snake on the way to the old toilets. Once the other students saw the snake, they had to get discouraged and to us the plan had already worked, so all the freedom was ours to smoke
A narration from Sean Eugene, an age mate, and close friend in college, not having learned the outcomes of drugs from his dad’s ordeal. Started dealing drugs when he was only 14. At first he thought of it as having fun. He had just joined high school. A national school in Meru [Meru School]. Making friends wasn’t his stronghold character but here he blended in easily and stood out easily. Being a city kid and a good basketball player really helped it. He hadn’t even settled in the school when he realized he was targeted by the popular kids in the school. They ensured he was one of the student council members while still in form one. At the moment he thought of it as a blessing or luck, little did he know he was being molded into one of their puppets. At first they didn’t allow him to consume the drugs. He was just the lock and the key. Slowly they started teaching him how to smoke bang, how to mix bang with meals and drug innocent kids. At the time he never saw the bad side of what we were doing. He felt untouchable and very important. 
There were cases where I would be arrested but due to having a sweet and soothing language I would be released. There was a time I was arrested within Nairobi CBD but denied the allegations. I was taken to a cell then the police officer who arrested me brought me marijuana in a sack and told me if I will not comply he would say the sack was mine and I was a supplier ruining lives of youth. I had to pay for the requested fine to get out and this time I did not involve my parents. A friend of mine by the name DullaDulla, a reformist of drugs and street crime from the slums of Mathare, Dandora and Mwariro market in Nairobi came to my rescue.  Questions kept dazzling me after getting out of the cell. I was willing to quit but it was just too soon doing so or may be the fear to let go the feeling and friends I had in drugs and from drugs terrified me. What was I to do and all my friends were drug users. Most of the times, I narrowly escaped from the hands of the authorities. There are many scenarios where running was the only option i was left with. At times running to places I do not know just not to be apprehended by the cops. Not just in Nairobi alone, also in kakamega, Nakuru where I visited but not so frequently. 



[bookmark: _GoBack]5. DELlVERANCE AND SALVAION - 
[bookmark: _Hlk168482912]It was until October 2021 when my three friends, William, Samuel, Alfie and I were narrowed by the authorities apprehended, arrested and taken to Karen police station. It was a scene that caught the attention of the whole institution. Everyone’s eyes was red confused for the spot we were caught was the safest in the whole institution.it was something that surprised everyone since we were the ones who led BBC the group that distributes drugs, affirms drug dealers, and offers protection to drug users. I will never forget that fateful day, where I had to face the consequences of my actions. Most of the students in the institution had been arrested but now how comes the four of us got arrested. As much as I was surprised with myself, my followers were also surprised of what had aspired. In most of my life situations there are times that I have been disappointed by myself, I have disappointed my family and friends, but this time this was a huge blow right to my face. Everyone was forced to call their parents to come get them. It was every man for himself though we were caught smoking together. My parents always understood me and my situation. It was always their prayer that I get salvation. This incident was like an answered prayer to them. Though it was costly, but it was for the greater good. 
As a young boy growing up, my mother showed me how to dig out this pesky weed called blackjack. It is a terrible weed and it would really spread if you did not get it out by the roots. I know you may have had the same experience but maybe with a different weed. This weed would grow with other food crops and really corrupt their surroundings. The end results will always be a bad harvest. At times when dealing with the weeds which are unwanted plant, we ended up affecting and uprooting the food crops that really cost time and resources to be planted. Uprooting the weeds at times led to uprooting the crops. The weed I was dealing with in my life was drug addiction. Letting go something that I had planted and taken as part of me, and finding something I liked most of the time I went overboard. I was where I was because that is exactly where I really wanted or felt I deserved to be. Overcoming addiction was a challenging journey, each time craving for drugs.
The times I would say I am quitting or detoxing, those are the times when I would be offered free drugs by friends and at times total strangers who just felt the need to buy me drugs. This are the times when I was helpless and vulnerable, for I could easily slip and fall for the trap. To escape the fact that my friends and associates had a powerful molding effect on me was one of the hardest things to do. Peer influence also contributed a lot since the stories my peers and I have, or talk, made me want to contribute and I didn’t stand a chance to contribute if I had not been involved in the related activities (sex, masturbations and bodily addictions). Although efforts had been made earlier by my parents and close friends who wanted me to change and leave that life behind, that final and inner decision from my inner self had not yet been made. The thought of letting go, was the thing I never had or tried to think of.
Addiction is a relentless and overpowering force that took hold of me, leaving me feeling powerless and overwhelmed. My addiction was a formidable obstacle and caused challenges on my path of spiritual growth and connection with God, preventing me from experiencing the fullness of a spiritual life. It acted as a significant barrier to my spiritual growth by consuming my thoughts, time and energy prioritizing my cravings. It led me to a characterized sinful life and behavior, hindering me from the renewal of my spirit disrupting my fellowship with God, at the same time hindering me to realizing my purpose. My recovery from addiction had to rekindle the connection of my spirit to God. It was not just about quitting a harmful habit, but renewing and transforming my life, identifying my triggers both internal and external; euphoric recalls, certain environments and to some extend certain people. Moving to a new space ‘Mavuno church’ increased my distance from my daily triggers and the temptations I faced. I had to go to an extra mile into educating myself about addiction and understanding the power behind it. I had to evaluate my relationship and prioritize to those that contributed positively to my recovery setting boundaries to my triggers. I had to set clear and achievable goals for my recovery, detoxing countless times celebrating small wins which greatly boosted my progress and motivated me.
The guilt of being the eldest child in the family made me reflect on what was my purpose in life. Mt heart needed more time to accept what my mind already knew. Out of prison, I really thought what good will it do me to be out of a physical prison back in to the free world and still be in the prison of my own identity? What if God was using this scenario to turn things around? I started attending church services at Mavuno church Karen, and given a chance to serve as an usher. My determination was to multiply my commitment, divide my distractions, subtract my excuses and add my faith. At times I could dream of thousands of reasons why I could not quit addiction, instead of finding one solid reason why I could. God had chosen me for a greater purpose and I was flashing away my life to the enemy. 
In Mavuno family there is always a gathering that is held for three to four days, with all Mavuno and non-mavunites invited. So there is this gathering I attended in the first quarter of 2022 and when the senior pastor, Pst. Muriithi Wanjau started praying, for what he had earlier taught about the power of surrender, and the whole sermon was about the power of Amen. He called upon every young life that was in addiction to stand on their feet, surrender their lives to God and believe that God was going to do something in the lives of the young people. At first, it seemed like it was an ordinary prayer. I felt like it was me who was being prayed for. We were many who were standing, everyone with his addiction but I deeply felt that prayer was mine. Those prayers made me reach to a conclusion and realize that I must not only give what I have, but also give what I am to God. I had to decide to be willing to experience change. I was called not to respond to criticism, but to respond to God. I had to advocate and share my progress, challenges I faced in quitting and setbacks, to friends in addiction and out of addiction and to family.
My dad started spending concentrated time with me not provoking me but by educating me about drugs and establishing support systems with love and not with judgment. At times he would just call me to spend the day together as father and son. He never would miss to tell me the words of Hugh Prather, “there is a time to let things happen and a time to make things happen.” To me, getting help was strength not a weakness. I had to maintain as part of my personal and family life those practices that focus on continued spiritual growth, disciplined worship, submission and communion with God, frequently reading the bible and other religious literature, including the records of the lives and past experiences of friends. Any time I would speak with my mom it was all prayers for God to manifest himself in me.  Guidance through spiritual leaders also made a big influence and impact on my life and has continued to do the same till date. The moment that I would feel I was going out of Gods pace, pressure would always accompany me. I had to let go the thought that others know me better than myself, giving my account to God not anyone else’s account. 
At times I had my own euphoric recall or those from the narration of my friends. Those incidences where I had both dangerous, and good times with friends doing drugs would pop up in my mind luring me back into using of drugs. Listening to a friend narrate a story of what they had gone through the night before always tempted me into wanting to also go through the same experience. My own euphoric recall is when I was called by my best friend Ann for an expedition at Ngong hills, located in Ngong, Kajiado County, for her birthday which hosted seven people, 5 boys and 2 girls. Each one of us had to go with either a roll of bang or a bottle of expensive liquor. This expedition was risky for wed did not get in through the main gate. We gate crushed and entered through the fence. Found ourselves a good chilling spot. We lit uncountable rolls of marijuana cigarettes accompanying with excessive alcohol. Each one of us had red eyes, staggering, slurred speech due to the alcohol and full of laughter. We were all shouting making screams running up and down, destroying the birthday cake before it was even cut, throwing the cakes cream at each other. Because we were drunk and had smoked a lot of weed, it was hard for each one of use be calm. It was not so long after we saw the guards matching towards our direction. Because we had gate crushed, we were forced to take off and because the ladies could not run, we were forced to carry them on our backs in turns since we were double their number. Running through the thorny bushes, a steep slope, carrying someone on the back was one heck of a job but we had to do it or be captured. I fell severally due to the loss of my stability as well as my friends. This type of dangerous stuff is what Ann liked. Each one of us got bruises but we all had to continue to flee for we had gone interior into the hills. After all that running, we realized that our judgment was impaired for the people we were fleeing from were just some customers were had also come for an expedition. Though it was dangerous it was fun doing those things. Anytime I meet with Ann or any one I was with, this same story pops up.  
As john the Baptist said in (John 3:30) He (Jesus) must increase, but I must decrease. This was the case with me. I had to decrease for Jesus to increase and take control of my life. I had to make something of myself not something for myself. My love for God and His word motivated and shaped me. A miracle of restoration and transformation happened. Accepting to be a sinner in need of giving everything to Christ made life easier, better and happier. I thank God I did not go through the rehabilitation process but His sufficient and amazing grace did wonders in me. I decided that my 23rd birthday gift and the gift that will best fit me was my change. Me breaking from the chains of addiction (alcohol, bhang, khat, Chaves), and become a new being in Christ. Not that I was not a Christian or not attending church services, but the guilt of not keeping my body holy and clean had become my goal. I had to get a clear picture of what I wanted, and refuse to be a captive of my environment. I have had some friends who have tried to lure me back to drugs but only for their own benefits for it is easy to believe in people when they are succeeding or have succeeded, while on the other hand it is hard to believe in people when they are failing or have failed even if the information they are sharing will bring life or change for a greater good. There are two voices and forces that kept on warring against each other inside me. One saying, “You can’t” while the other was saying, “with God you can.” During all this time in addiction I maintained my code of ethics and maintain the teachings given to me by my parents. I did not involve myself to dangerous stuffs like; theft, robbery, sex or any other activities that would ruin my reputation. Giving my life to Christ really changed a lot. 
One of the significant hurdles in my addition was the illusion of control, thinking to manage my addictions through self-discipline. Surrender was the weapon and is centered to overcoming addiction. At times I willed to change, but my own efforts often fell short. I had to surrender. This involved acknowledging my inability to control my addiction on my own. Overcoming addiction was not just an instant transformation; it involved the renewing of my mind and embracing the transformation offered by God’s grace. I had to recognize that my own understanding and efforts are limited, and that I need to lean on God for guidance and understanding. For me to completely break from addiction, I had to renounce my destructive behaviors. I had to make most of the difficult decisions in my life for freedom allowing and encouraging openness to receive healing. 
It came to my understanding slowly that; repentance was more than just being sorry for my actions. It involved a genuine desire for change. I had to involve prayers, a conversation where I could express my thoughts, feelings, needs and desires to the creator, nurturing a personal relationship with Him. I knew that through prayer, I could draw near to God in truth and authenticity, allowing Him to fill me up with his goodness and strength. In addition, through continuous teachings and guidance, I came to understand that prayer served as my spiritual armor and protection and a proper way of aligning my desires with Gods will, acknowledging Gods sovereignty and thereby inviting him to help me through my struggles. A miracle of restoration and transformation happened. Accepting to be a sinner in need of giving everything to Christ made life better and happier. I thank God I did not go through the rehabilitation process but His sufficient and amazing grace did wonders in me.
These things I have spoken unto you, that in me ye might have peace. In the world ye shall have tribulation: but be of good cheer; I have overcome the world. (John 16: 33)
This is the verse that has kept me going and kept me out of drug life. My strive was to maintain the integrity of my inner and outer life in the spiritual journey, my work and my family responsibility, and how to manage my commitments, so that over commitment, worry and stress do not diminish my integrity in the Lord. For I have had some friends who have tried to lure me back to drugs but only for their own benefits but I pray for strength from God to help me not avoid them but love them and use me as a vessel to help them change, becoming an example to those who are and maybe struggling with addiction, giving a profound sense of purpose. I had to start living a life that reflects my values and faith, being accountable thus reinforcing my commitment to a greater good and change, seeking God’s forgiveness and believing in His cleansing power. RECOVERY IS A MARATHON NOT A SPRINT.

