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“We are troubled on every side, yet not distressed, we are perplexed, but not in despair, Persecuted, but not forsaken, cast down, but not destroyed.”
2 Corinthians 4:8
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INTRODUCTION


"We are hard pressed on every side, but not crushed..."

2 Corinthians 4:8

There are moments in history when time seems to stop, when life as it was vanishes in a single breath. For me, and for countless others, that moment came in 1994.

I was just a child in Rwanda, i was full of dreams, laughter, and the innocence that comes with not knowing how cruel the world can be. Then, in only 100 days, nearly a million people were slaughtered in the Rwandan Genocide. Neighbours turned on neighbours. Churches became graves. Families were shattered, homes destroyed, and hearts torn beyond recognition.

This book is not just a recollection of horror. It is a testimony of survival, of faith, of a God who held me when all else fell apart. It is about what it means to be human in the face of inhumanity. It is about how light can still shine even in the darkest places.

Pressed but not crushed is not a history lesson, though it carries the weight of truth. It is a personal journey through loss, fear, escape, and ultimately, healing. It is the story of pain, but also of forgiveness. Of walking among the ruins and finding flowers growing between the cracks.

For every survivor who lost someone they loved

For every voice silenced too soon

For every reader who dares to look into history and say, “Never again”

This book is for you.

As you turn these pages, I invite you to remember.

To feel.

To learn.

And to hope.

Because even when we are pressed on every side but we are not crushed



RWANDA BEFORE THE STORM
Rwanda is a small country often referred to as “the land of a thousand hills.” Situated in the heart of East Africa, rolling green landscapes, calm lakes, and mist-covered mountains define its breathtaking beauty. But beyond its scenic charm lies a complex history, a history that would one day lead to one of the most horrific genocides in modern times.

Before the 1994 storm, Rwanda was a nation rich in tradition and community. The people of Rwanda belonged primarily to three ethnic groups: the Hutu, the Tutsi, and the Twa. These were not rigid, separate races, but rather social categories that evolved, particularly under the influence of foreign powers.

For centuries, the Hutu, Tutsi, and Twa have lived together, speaking the same language, Kinyarwanda, and sharing the same culture, religion, and customs. Intermarriage was common, and identity was often based more on family background and livelihood than appearance or bloodline. The Hutu, who made up the majority of the population, were mostly farmers. The Tutsi, a minority, were traditionally cattle herders. The Twa, the smallest group, were forest dwellers and potters.

Social mobility existed, and one could become recognized as Tutsi through the accumulation of wealth and cattle. Likewise, a Tutsi who lost his wealth could be considered Hutu. The boundaries between groups were not rigid; rather, Rwandans saw themselves first and foremost as part of one nation.

That unity began to unravel in the late 19th century with the arrival of European colonizers. First came the Germans, followed by the Belgians after World War. The Belgians brought with them a strategy known as “divide and rule,” which they had used elsewhere in their African colonies. Under Belgian rule, ethnic divisions were formalized and deepened.

The Belgians believed that the Tutsi were more "European" in appearance, taller, slimmer, with narrower noses and lighter skin. Influenced by the racist pseudo-science of the time, they declared the Tutsi to be the superior race, more fit to govern. They placed Tutsis in positions of power and excluded the Hutu majority from education, administration, and influence.

In 1933, the Belgians introduced identity cards that officially labeled every Rwandan as Hutu, Tutsi, or Twa. This single act institutionalized division and sowed seeds of resentment and inequality. These cards would become deadly decades later, as they were used to identify and target people during the genocide.

Like many African countries, Rwanda began to push for independence from colonial rule. During this period, Belgian support shifted from the Tutsi elite to the Hutu majority.

This transition, however, was not peaceful. In 1959, violence erupted in what became known as the "Hutu Revolution." Tutsis were attacked, thousands were killed, and many more fled the country, seeking refuge in neighboring Uganda, Burundi, and the Congo. This marked the beginning of a mass exile that would shape Rwanda’s future conflicts.

In 1962, Rwanda gained independence, and the first Hutu-led government was established. For Tutsis who remained in the country, life became increasingly difficult. They faced discrimination, limited educational and professional opportunities, and were often seen as a threat to national stability. Led by Paul Kagame, the RPF launched attacks from Uganda, hoping to force their way back into Rwanda and claim equal rights.

The Rwandan government, led by President Juvénal Habyarimana, portrayed the RPF as invaders and enemies of the state. Anti-Tutsi propaganda became widespread, fueled by politicians and radio broadcasts that depicted Tutsis as dangerous traitors plotting to take over the country. This fear was deliberately inflamed to unite the Hutu population against a common enemy.

Beneath the surface, Rwanda had become a nation on edge. Political tensions, economic struggles, and ethnic divisions formed a ticking time bomb. What had once been a land of community and shared culture now felt increasingly fragile, as hate took root and suspicion grew.

By the early 1990s, Rwanda was deeply divided. Peace talks between the government and the RPF were ongoing, but trust was minimal. Hutu extremists feared losing their power. They began organizing militias, training young men, and collecting weapons in preparation for what they called “the final solution” to the Tutsi problem.

And yet, life for many Rwandans carried on. Markets bustled, schools were in session, and farmers worked the land. Few could imagine that in a matter of weeks, neighbours would turn on neighbors, and rivers would run red.

In April 1994, when President Habyarimana’s plane was shot down, it served as the spark that ignited a genocide that had been carefully planned for years. What followed was a nightmare that lasted 100 days and took nearly one million lives.

But before the storm came the silence, and before the division came the unity. Understanding Rwanda before 1994 is essential not just to see how things fell apart, but to remember what was lost: a shared identity, a sense of brotherhood, and a belief that people were more alike than different.


/A COUNTRY ON THE EDGE

The night of April 6, 1994, marked the tipping point. A plane descending into Kigali, carrying President Juvénal Habyarimana and the Burundian president was shot from the sky. Within minutes, the sound of the crash echoed through the hills of Rwanda. By morning, a new sound would fill the air: the screams of the innocent, drowned by the shouts of vengeance.
As news of the president’s death spread, the military and Interahamwe militias moved swiftly. That same night, lists of Tutsis and moderate Hutus were pulled from drawers. Names were called. Doors were broken down. Families were dragged from their homes.

By April 7, killings began in Kigali and quickly spread like wildfire. 

Roadblocks were set up across cities and villages. Armed men with machetes, clubs, and guns checked identity cards. If the card said “Tutsi,” death was immediate. If someone looked like a Tutsi or refused to cooperate they were murdered. Children. Women. Elders. Entire families. No one was spared.

Many Rwandans, especially Tutsis, fled to churches and mission compounds believing these holy places would offer protection. Churches had once been symbols of hope. But now, they became graveyards.

In many cases, religious leaders betrayed their own people. Some church officials cooperated with the killers, exposing the hiding places of Tutsis or handing them over. Evil had entered even the house of God.
Perhaps the most chilling part of the Rwandan genocide was that it wasn’t just soldiers or militia doing the killing, it was neighbors, classmates, co-workers.

People who once shared meals now swung machetes. Communities turned on themselves. Teachers killed students. Friends turned informants. Even some family members were forced to choose between survival and betrayal.

It was terror beyond imagination. And yet, among the horror, stories of quiet courage flickered. Some Hutus risked their lives to hide Tutsi neighbors in attics, holes, or forests. Others forged documents or bribed militia to save lives. These acts of humanity stood like fragile candles in a windstorm of hatred.

Before the screams, before the silence, before the endless graves, there was laughter.

I remember it clearly like a photograph my heart refuses to let fade. Our home in the hills of Rwanda was small but warm. We had a banana tree in the back, and every afternoon after school, my siblings and I would climb it barefoot, racing to see who could reach the ripest fruit first. My father would laugh and shout, pretending to scold us: “You’ll fall and break your necks before you ever become grownups!”

My mother’s laughter was softer, but it wrapped around us like a lullaby. She was always busy cooking, washing, and weaving but never too busy to pause and listen to our stories or sing a hymn while peeling cassava. Our evenings were slow and golden. We’d sit on mats, our hands sticky with boiled maize, while my father read us storybook by the dim glow of our kerosene lamp.

Back then, I didn’t know we were poor. I didn’t know there were divisions beyond the playful arguments between friends. I didn’t know that names like Hutu and Tutsi would one day mean the difference between life and death.

I was eight years old, my best friend who lived just nearby. We made kites from sticks and plastic bags and believed they could touch the sky.

School was a simple building with cracked walls and splintered desks, but I loved it. I loved the sound of chalk on the blackboard and the smell of the head teacher’s tea. We sang the national anthem every morning with pride, our hands over our hearts, our voices rising like birds.

Rwanda was my world and I believed it was a good one. But now, looking back, I realize how much I didn’t see. I didn’t notice how some teachers favored certain students. I didn’t understand why my people lowered their voices when talking about politics. I didn’t know why some families stopped visiting or why friends whispered when you said the word “Tutsi.” There were cracks beneath the surface, but I was a child. And childhood, for a while, is mercifully blind.

TIME OF HORROR

Thousands and thousands of people lost their lives during the genocide. Children were left as orphans, and I was one of them, along with many others. Deep scars were inflicted on our hearts, scars that no time can fully heal. I was there and saw things so terrible that words cannot capture them. I lost great people family, friends, teachers, and leaders. They were scholars, patriots, and pillars of wisdom in our community. The strong and wise men left without even saying goodbye. There was no one to bury them; only dogs and eagles feasted on their bodies in the mountains and valleys. These were people who had dreams, plans, and goals, but they achieved none of them. Their lives were cut short before their time.

“Many are the plans in a person's heart, but it is the Lord's purpose that prevails.” (Proverbs 19:21) “Come now, you who say, ‘Today or tomorrow we will go into such and such a city and spend a year there and carry on our business and make a profit.’ Yet you do not know what tomorrow will bring. What is your life? You are a mist that appears for a little while and then vanishes.” (James 4:13–14)

It was during that dark time that I learned a profound truth: no one owns life. We can hold possessions, titles, or wealth, but not life. Life belongs to God alone. We live because He allows us to, and therefore, we must live for His glory. God is the giver of life, and He can take it whenever He chooses without apology. No one decides the day of their birth or the hour of their death because time and seasons belong to Him.

Job understood this when he said, “Man who is born of a woman is of few days and full of trouble. He comes forth like a flower and fades away; he flees like a shadow and does not continue. Since his days are determined, the number of his months is with You; You have appointed his limits so that he cannot pass.” (Job 14:1–5) So what can we say then? Life is a gift, a privilege, and a sacred chance. Our days are numbered, and our time is limited, but within that time, God gives us the mandate to live with purpose. 
In every desert of calamities, God has an oasis of comfort. Among thousands marked for death during the genocide, I was protected by an unseen hand of mercy. From the nails of death, I was delivered. From the pit of despair, I was lifted out. “As the shepherd snatches from the mouth of the lion two legs or a piece of an ear, so shall the children of Israel be rescued.” (Amos 3:12) I was taken out of the hunter’s snare not by my strength, not by my wisdom, but by divine grace.

The genocide spared no one: kings or servants, rich or poor, learned or unlearned, young or old, men or women. No wisdom, education, or human strategy could save anyone. Only God’s mercy could. Now I understand the words of King Solomon: “The race is not to the swift, nor the battle to the strong, neither bread to the wise, nor riches to men of understanding, nor favor to men of skill; but time and chance happen to them all.” (Ecclesiastes 9:11)

It was not by my power, nor by my strength, nor by my cleverness, but by the incredible hand of the Almighty that I was spared. God chose to save me, not because I was worthy, but because He had a purpose for my life. I want to testify several times that I escaped death by God’s grace.


ESCAPES FROM DEATH

A. First Escape

One morning, the killers came shouting and singing war songs. They carried traditional weapons, machetes, spears, arrows and also guns. We climbed a tree to see what was happening. From a distance, we saw houses burning on the opposite mountain. Thick smoke filled the air.

When the killers drew closer, panic scattered everyone. I ran into a banana plantation and hid inside a pit. From there, I could only hear screams and cries. Soon, they reached our homestead. They slaughtered many of my family members, neighbors, and friends. After stealing everything they could, they set fire to the houses and left.

When I finally crawled out of the pit, I was met with a scene of devastation bodies, ashes, silence. I cried and screamed, powerless to save anyone. That was the day my painful journey began a journey without direction, a game of hide and seek against death. And it was the day I became separated from my brother and sister.

B. Second Escape

The second escape came when I was hiding in the bush with about seventy people. men, women and children. Suddenly, killers passed nearby. We held our breath in silence, but then a baby began to cry. The mother tried desperately to cover the baby’s mouth, but it was too late.

The killers heard the sound and came back. They charged into the bush, shouting. They cut down everyone with machetes, even my two uncles’ wives. It was a massacre.

Miraculously, I found my sister again there. She was bleeding, badly injured. As we clung to each other, one of the killers noticed me. He told the others, “Leave this one for tomorrow. He is still young, and we are tired. He will be our breakfast.”
By God’s grace, they spared me that day and took me with them.

C. Third Escape

When we arrived at their place, we were treated like animals waiting to be slaughtered. There was no food, no water only fear. We were locked in a room packed with other captives. That night, women were raped.

Around four in the morning, one drunken killer threw a grenade into the room. The explosion was terrifying. Many people died instantly; others were severely injured. The walls were ripped open, but somehow, I woke up without a scratch.

Through the holes created by the blast, I crawled out and ran into the bush. That was the last time I ever saw my sister.

D. Fourth Escape

Another time, my uncle tried to take me to Congo. On the way, we stopped to spend the night with a group of people. But among them were killers in disguise. At night, they dragged my uncle away to kill him. I silently followed them, hiding in the shadows. After they slaughtered him, I fled into the bush and waited for dawn.

At sunrise, I reached the River Nyabarongo. I hoped to find someone who could help me cross, but the riverbank was empty. Though I could not swim, I decided to risk it. I pushed myself into the raging water. The current, storms, and wind battered me until I lost all strength. Somehow without understanding how I woke up on the other side, alive. People I did not know surrounded me.

E. Fifth Escape

Life did not get easier. One day, I met a woman I knew a relative and family friend. She welcomed me warmly, gave me food, and sheltered me for a few days. I thought I had finally found safety.

But soon, killers came to her house and asked if I was her child. To my shock, she denied knowing me. They dragged me away.

At the killers’ home, the man’s wife whispered to me, “Run away. My husband has killed many people. He will kill you too.” When I tried to escape, her husband caught us. He murdered his wife before my eyes, just to terrify me into submission.

The next day, they marched me to a mountain where people were brought for execution. I stood in line, waiting for death. Two people stood ahead of me. Suddenly, an explosion tore through the killers. Some were blown apart—one man’s stomach ripped open, his organs spilling out. Amid the chaos, I ran. Again, I escaped without a scratch.

F. Sixth Escape

By now, I was starving. Searching for food, I saw people digging sweet potatoes from someone’s field. Too weak to dig, I waited, hoping they would share with me. But the landowner appeared with a machete, furious. Everyone ran, but I had no strength to flee.

He grabbed me and shouted, “I will slaughter you into pieces and throw you into the river!” He dragged me to the riverbank and told me to pray my last prayer. But I was exhausted. I told him, “I have no prayer left. If you want to kill me, kill me.”
Surprisingly, he looked at me and said, “I cannot kill you when you are hungry.” He took me to his house, fed me, and began telling me chilling stories—how he had murdered his own wife and children. His mind seemed broken.

When his fellow killers came to fetch him, they left me behind. The moment they were gone, I gathered food and fled again.

G. Seventh Escape

The journey of survival continued. One evening around 7:00 p.m., I ended up in a group of strangers camping on a football field. Some were cooking, others were preparing to cross into Congo, while many simply lay down in exhaustion.

Among them was a man who had once worked for my family. When he saw me, he shouted, “This is one of our enemies! His father refused to give us money to buy weapons!”
He shot an arrow at me, but by God’s mercy, it missed. I ran and hid in the crowd, trembling. There was no one I could turn to. No one to share my pain or my sorrow.

Have you ever suffered rejection? Has someone you trusted betrayed you? Has your smile been cut off by the very people you honored? That is how I felt. Those I thought I could count on became the ones who tried to destroy me.

Rejection crushed me inside. Pain and bitterness weighed me down, almost burying me alive. It wasn’t only the loss itself—it was the battle in my mind. Pain wanted to erase my destiny.


POISONING MYSELF
I joined the Sunday school with joy, and after some time, I began attending baptism classes. When the day finally came, I was baptized along with others. My heart overflowed with happiness, I felt clean, renewed, and full of hope.

But immediately after the baptism service, something happened that crushed my spirit. We were seated in the special seats reserved for the newly baptized, but an usher walked up to me and shouted, “Leave! You want to steal from these people, you dirty bug!” He chased me out because my clothes were dirty. I tried to explain myself, but he would not listen. His words pierced my heart. I walked away and sat alone under a tree. That was the moment I realized how truly alone I was, excluded from people, not because of anything I had done, but because of circumstances, I had no control over.

Yes, my clothes were worn out, and my hair was unkempt. I did not look good by their standards. But my heart longed to rejoice with the others, and that day it felt impossible. I left that place crying. I sat under the tree, crushed by despair, because of pain, I cursed the day I was born. I said to myself, “Why was I even born? What is the point of living? Even God cannot help me.” In my pain, I made a terrible choice. I could not see the reason for being alive, so I chose to end my life. I mixed rat poison with the liquid from a radio battery, drank it, and lay down under the tree waiting to die, but suddenly, I drifted into a vision. In the vision, I saw my elder sister, my elder brother, and myself walking across the surface of the sea on our feet. The water was calm beneath us, and we moved as though weightless. My heart filled with excitement and wonder.

Then, an Angel of God appeared before me and said, “Welcome to your rest.” As the angel spoke, I saw a staircase stretching upward with no end in sight. Together, we began to climb the steps. When I reached the third stair, the Angel called me by my name and said, “Come back. Your time is not yet. You must bring the answer to the world.”

He stretched out his hand and carried me like a baby. But deep inside, I wanted to stay. I resisted. I tried to fight, but it was useless. In an instant, the vision faded, and I woke up and was still alive.
God in His mercy, did not allow my foolish decision to destroy me. The poison did not harm me. Looking back, I see that He rescued me not because of my goodness, but because of His. At that time, I thought ending my life would end my pain.
But later, I realised I had almost stepped into eternal suffering. That moment taught me a great lesson: it is dangerous to make decisions when you are not sober in your mind.

When emotions are high, wisdom is low. Anger can make you say words you can never take back. Bitterness can make you hurt people who care for you. Shame can make you run away from the very people who could help you. Fear can make you choose the wrong path just to escape your feelings. The truth is that every bad decision made in pain adds more pain to your future.

Think about Judas, the man who betrayed Jesus. When he realized what he had done, he was overwhelmed with guilt. But instead of humbling himself and asking for forgiveness, he chose to hang himself. His decision ended his life and brought sorrow to many. Now compare him with Peter. He also failed, for he denied Jesus three times. But Peter chose a different path. Instead of killing himself, he repented and asked for forgiveness. And God restored him. The difference between Judas and Peter was not their mistake; it was their decision after the mistake. This is why we must be careful, for the choice we make in our darkest moment can shape your entire life in the future.

Friend, maybe you are reading this while feeling rejected, hurt, or hopeless. Maybe life has pushed you to the edge and you are tempted to make a rash choice. Let me speak to you from my own experience. Do not let pain control your decisions. Do not let anger write your story. Do not let shame silence your voice. Do not let fear push you into destruction. Pause, breathe, pray, and wait. Even if you do not see hope right now, do not decide while you are blinded by emotions. With time, light will shine again.

Every decision has a future attached to it. When you choose wisely, you protect not only your destiny but also the people who love you. Wrong choices often leave others broken, but right choices leave them inspired. Pain is real, rejection is real, and hopelessness is real, but none of these should be the reason to end your life or destroy your future. Life may press you, but you are not crushed. You still have a destiny worth living for. When you are tempted to act in despair, remember that decisions made in the dark always lead to more darkness. Wait for the light, because it will come.

The lesson I learned is this: never make permanent decisions based on temporary feelings. Emotions fade, but the consequences remain. Be patient, hold on, and trust that God has set a brighter destiny before you.


SEVEN YEARS OF TROMA
For years, I lived as a prisoner of trauma. On the outside, I tried to look strong, but inside, I was broken. Trauma had hit me so hard that I built a mask around myself. I acted confident, but it was only a defense. Anger became my greatest weapon. It was easier to fight than to show pain. Sometimes I would exaggerate my answers or even ignore the truth just to protect myself. My memory grew weak, my thoughts scattered, and I found it difficult to focus on my future because my past controlled my mind.

That is how trauma works. It is not just about the pain we go through, but about the habits and behaviors we develop afterwards. Pain is like a wound. If treated, it can heal. But when ignored, it becomes infected, and the infection spreads into every part of our life. My wound was never treated, so the fruits of my pain began to grow.

I embraced fear and let it control me. I trusted no one, not even God, and eventually not even myself. I became a slave of fear and of my own thoughts. I felt hopeless and helpless. I closed the door to people who wanted to help me, hiding my inner wounds like a leper hides his sores. I thought if I stayed silent, they would disappear, but instead, they grew worse.

Because of this, I could no longer see the sweetness of life or the meaning of being alive. I hated God, I hated people, and I hated myself. My life began to feel useless and unworthy. I started to believe that nothing had meaning anymore, as though everything around me was just imagination. Frustration and bitterness became my daily companions.

But here is the truth I want you to see: the pain was not the real problem. Pain is part of life. Everyone faces it. What destroys us is how we respond to the pain. My problem was not only what happened to me, but the anger, fear, distrust, and hopelessness that I allowed to grow inside me. Those were the fruits of my pain, and they poisoned my life.

Pain by itself can be a teacher. It can remind us that we are alive. It can point us toward healing and hope. But when we let pain turn into bitterness, hatred, and despair, it becomes a prison. The wound becomes infected, and instead of leading us to strength, it leads us to destruction.

I share this because I want you to understand: you cannot always choose what happens to you, but you can choose how you respond. Pain may press you, but it does not have to crush you. What matters most is not the pain itself, but the fruit that grows out of it. If you water your pain with anger, you will reap destruction. If you water it with faith, patience, and hope, you will reap healing.


A NEW BEGINNING 
One night, I had a strange dream. I saw a man dressed in a white robe who told me to write three letters containing my full address. He promised that he would show me what to do with them. When I woke up in the morning, I did exactly as he instructed.

That Sunday, while I was tending cows near the church, something unusual happened. Even though I hated church more than anything, I felt a strong conviction in my heart to step inside. Reluctantly, I obeyed. That day, a woman was testifying about how she had once been a witch, but God had rescued her during the genocide. Her story touched me deeply. After the sermon, she greeted me, asked for my name and where I came from. I introduced myself, and without hesitation, I handed her the letters I had written. She accepted them and promised to see if any of my relatives were still alive.

A few weeks later, I received news that changed my life. One of our family friends, Yvonne, had discovered through her cousin that I was alive. She came for me, and through her, I was introduced to someone who knew me from my area. With my guardian’s permission, I left to live with Yvonne. At first, life felt like it was beginning again. She bought me clothes, shaved my hair, and even gave me a proper bath. I felt human again, as though hope had returned.

But that hope did not last long. Soon, I realized that I had not been welcomed as family but as a servant. At only ten years old, I became their houseboy. I cooked, fetched water with a wheelbarrow, cleaned the house, washed clothes, and even cared for her younger sister as though I were her mother. For every small mistake, I was beaten. What hurt me the most, however, was that they never allowed me to go to school. Each morning, when I watched other children in uniform carrying their books, my heart broke. I cried day and night whenever I was alone. Bitterness and stress grew inside me like a shadow that refused to leave.

Then, one day, my mother received the news that I was still alive. She came for me, and the moment I saw her, I recognized her immediately. But I could not accept the reality. Overcome by confusion and fear, I ran into a room and locked myself inside. No one could convince me to open the door. She left heartbroken, but after a week she returned. That time, I was calmer. We spoke briefly, and I agreed to go with her.

My mother was overjoyed because I was the only surviving child out of three. I was happy too, but my mind was chained by the past. I could not let go of what I had gone through. I expected that going back with her would mean returning to our land and houses, but everything was gone. We had no property left, no home, no land, nothing. We had to start life from scratch, renting a small house we could barely afford. My mother had no job, so even providing for me or sending me to school was a struggle.

Bitterness took deeper root in me. I became fearful of everyone, including God and myself. Anxiety became my prison. I kept fighting my past in my present, trying to straighten what could never be changed. I refused to forgive anyone, including myself. I found endless reasons not to smile. My energy was wasted chasing after a past that could never return.

Then one day, while children in our neighborhood were playing, they invited me to join them. After the game, they asked me to go with them to their house. I agreed, not knowing that they were the pastor’s children. They were preparing for choir practice, and when they began to sing, something stirred in me. Without thinking, I joined them. They were surprised at my voice and encouraged me to sing more. For the first time, I discovered a hidden gift I never knew I had it.

Their father, Pastor Jean, soon came home, and his children excitedly told him about me. He asked my name, where I came from, and whether I was in school. When I told him my situation, he decided to help. For the first time in years, hope returned. That Sunday, I went with my mother to his church. He gave me school uniforms and paid my school fees. By Monday, I was back in school, something I had dreamed about for so long.

Later, his wife also stepped in to help. She arranged for us to move into a small house that we could finally call our own. For the first time in many years, life began to feel possible again. I will always thank God for them, because through them, He showed me that pain does not last forever, and hope can be reborn even in the darkest seasons.


LIFE AT SCHOOL

Nelson Mandela once said that education is the most powerful weapon which can be used to change the world. It is what enables the son of a poor man to become a lawyer and the child of a single mother to rise and become the president of a great nation.

My life in school was very different from that of other students. I studied in my own way, sometimes reading when I wanted and leaving whenever I felt like it. I was not stupid; in fact, I was sharp-minded. But inside, I carried a bitterness that silently ate me up.

Later on, I met different friends who introduced me to things I had never tried before. Because of the pain and anger I carried, I was easily drawn into them. I wanted revenge on life itself. I began to harden my body, training myself to fight and protect myself in danger. I also started abusing drugs so that I could stop thinking like a living person.

All this time, I was still a member of the church choir. I sang with tears in my eyes, mourning for my people, but I always pretended that I was fine. Deep inside, I hated men—especially those in the church—because a pastor had killed my brother and uncle. He is in prison today, but at that time, the wound he left in me was too heavy. I carried that bitterness for
years, and though I was still young, I felt like an old man. No one could understand what I was going through.

For seven years, I suffered psychologically. My life felt like it was locked in a prison where no one could rescue me. One day, while performing acrobatics, I fell and broke my left hand. The same students who had been cheering me a few minutes earlier all ran away and left me alone. As I struggled in pain, trying to stand, I heard a small voice whisper, “Both the left and the right hand are happy when they are together.” I replied within myself, “But I like being alone.” Yet many thoughts came rushing into my mind, and I realized that every human being needs people. We cannot survive alone.

I dragged myself to the hospital, but for many days my heart was troubled with questions. I remembered a proverb that says if your hope is for one year, you can plant maize. If your hope is for ten years, plant trees. But if your hope is for many generations, plant people. These words forced me to think deeply. Why had everyone left me that day? It was because I had no true friends, no brother, no sister. I had created a world of my own where I thought I needed nobody. But I discovered that this decision was not good.

We all need people. You need people. People are treasures. Being alone is for the hopeless and the cowards. Never admire being alone in life. Love people, and in return, people will love you. I later came to understand that we should treat every person kindly, for the one you despise today may be the same one you need tomorrow.


THE LIGHT ON MY WAY
When the great light miraculously came to my life, from the day I met a man whose name is Jesus.
One evening, I was in the class with all my classmates. Our teacher was teaching. As usual, it was at around 3 pm. I saw a piece of white cloth appearing before me and writing like a man’s handwriting, saying, remove yourself; that scared me a lot. Then I asked my desk mate if she could see anything but nothing she could see.
I got out of class quickly and went to the dormitory to hide, I covered my face, but still, the same cloth appeared. I was disturbed by that. I ran towards the forest where there were no people so that I may talk to that cloth. That fabric was coming daily for three days, so I could not stay with people. Instead, I used to go to the forest, but no sound to answer me when I asked.
“When the sun goes down don’t cry because you will see the stars.”
On Wednesday, I thought of visiting a lady I used to know. She was an honest Christian to see whether she could help me to understand. Unfortunately, she was sick and admitted to the hospital, I went there, but amazingly she could sleep randomly after ten or twenty minutes. When she awoke, she could reveal
the life I lived in secret. Unfortunately, I could not get a chance to talk to her. On Friday, they discharged her because they couldn’t find the sickness. Nevertheless, I went home, though it was far, I decided to feet because I needed to know about that cloth disturbing me.
On my way, I reached where there was a crusade, then approached to hear a little bit. The preacher was a man from Congo. In a few minutes, he said there was a person here who was running away from God, "I want him to come forward because Jesus needs you." he described that I knew exactly that was me, and I was sure shy and fearful. I didn't go in front; I entered the crowd and escaped.
On my way again, I met a madman, and he laughed at me until I became angered, I thought to stone him, but when I was looking for a stone, he said "Jesus went to the pool and found many sick, but he healed only one person and went."
then left laughing at me, and that word challenged my heart because I didn't understand the meaning of it.
I got into that house and found that the lady was sick yet, but many people were there, so I went back home because I could not talk to her. At night, I got dreams and saw a man's handwriting scripture on the wall. Isaiah 60:19 says, "the sun shall be no longer your light by day; neither for brightness shall the moon give light to you, but the LORD shall be to you an everlasting light, and your God your glory.”
I didn't understand this word. The following day which was on Saturday, the same hand came again, writing another scripture from psalms 32:8, which says, I will instruct you and teach you in the way which you shall go: I will guide you with my eye.
I needed clarification more, and no one could help me understand. On Sunday, I went to see that lady again. She wanted to talk to me so much, and when she woke up, she told me that God had set her as a sacrifice to rescue me. She should have died to withstand a case before God and Satan concerning me. She should come back to life, and if not, we should know that she didn't win the case because Satan claimed that I was his servant. She said great words that scared me, so people reported everything to the government.
At around 6 pm, she died, and I had to believe all she said, so people cried a lot, and others prayed after doctors confirmed her death for me.
I didn't know what to do or how to behave because I thought everyone would say that is me who killed her, but suddenly at around midnight, she sneezed and came back to life. Everyone was amazed, and many people got saved. It was 1
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when I knelt and accepted Jesus as my rd and Savior. From that time, I became very light because I was set free. Joy came immediately. I enjoyed the peace of mind, and the burden of my life rolled away. It was the great moment that I have ever experie


HOW I COUNT MY PAIN

In a period of one hundred days, I experienced the worst season of my life. Hunger gnawed at me until I became a beggar, wandering from place to place, pleading for food. Day and night I ran up and down, sleeping outside under the cold air, without clothes to cover me. My heart carried immeasurable sorrow. The weight of rejection, loneliness, and despair pressed upon me so heavily that I thought I would not survive.

Yet when I look back, I now count my pain as a painful stepping stone. What do I mean by painful stepping stones? They are the hurts, betrayals, rejections, injustices, loneliness, sufferings, and hardships that we pass through in life. They wound us, yes—they pierce like sharp stones beneath our bare feet. But as I came to understand, they are not meaningless. They are the sorrowful road that leads us toward our destiny.

Many do not endure the sharpness of these stones. Some break under the pressure, choosing to quit or even end their lives. Others lose their courage, strength, or dignity. Painful stepping stones can make the strong become weak, the rich become poor, the great become forgotten, and the honored lose their value. Yet it is precisely here in the furnace of affliction that true greatness is forged. As Romans 5:3–4 declares: “We glory in tribulations also: knowing that tribulation worketh patience; and patience, experience; and experience, hope.”
When you walk the path of pain, you cannot choose to go back. You can only move forward, and in moving forward, you discover the purpose hidden within the suffering. Pain, I realized, is a book. You cannot judge it by the first page, for the lessons only unfold as you read it to the end. It is a mystery, a teacher that forces you to grow. In fact, challenges are the greatest teacher I have ever seen. School teaches knowledge, parents teach wisdom, but pain and challenges teach life and God oversees them all.

David himself confessed, “Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morning” (Psalm 30:5). Pain sharpens your gratitude, teaches you compassion, and clarifies your true passions in life. It forces you out of comfort zones and compels you to discover strength you never thought you had. Just as a mother in labor must go through her pain alone to bring forth life, so must we endure seasons of pain alone, even when friends or family are absent.

Friends may walk with you for a season, but they cannot carry your cross to your destiny. Their assignment in your life has an appointed time, and when that time is over, they may leave. Do not despair when this happens. Even Jesus, in His greatest hour of need, was abandoned by Peter, who denied Him three times. But this too was part of God’s plan. Some separations are necessary for your elevation. Abraham himself was blessed after he separated from Lot (Genesis 13:14).

Pain also has an expiry date. Like David, who fought a bear, then a lion, and finally Goliath, God allows us to face increasing challenges not because He hates us, but because He is preparing us for greater victories. James 1:12 reminds us: “Blessed is the one who perseveres under trial because, having stood the test, that person will receive the crown of life that the Lord has promised to those who love him.”
So do not quit, even when it hurts. Hold on in faith, for pain is not the end it is the passage. Gold shines only after it is tested in the fire, and so it is with you. You may sow in tears, but in due season you will reap in joy (Psalm 126:5). Your pain is not wasted; it is the soil from which your testimony will grow.


QUESTION OF LIFE

                                WHY AM I ALIVE?

For a long time, I wrestled with one haunting question: Why am I alive? I used to believe that God created me to suffer. Each day felt like an endless cycle of sorrow, and even the most comforting songs or poems couldn’t ease the pain within me. Mourning and tears became my only companions. I convinced myself that my life had no meaning, that I was destined to carry pain as my only story.

But then, something shifted. I heard the truth that God loves me, and that He paid the highest price for me through His Son, Jesus Christ. That truth shook the very foundation of my despair. Yet even then, I couldn’t help but ask, If God truly loves me, why do I suffer so much? If He is alive and real, why does my life feel like misery? These questions consumed me for years. But as I grew, I began to understand something profound: questions are not our enemies. The questions we ask shape the direction of our lives. Some will propel us toward our destiny, while others may pull us deeper into despair. Yet every sincere question, asked with an open heart, carries the power to bring us closer to the true meaning of our existence.

Every person on earth, regardless of who they are rich or poor, powerful or humble must face the ultimate questions of life: Who am I? Where did I come from? Why am I here? What can I do? And where am I going? These are not mere curiosities; they are the compass points that guide us to the purpose of God within us. For me, the most burning of them all was, Why am I alive?
The Bible answers this question beautifully in Jeremiah 1:5: “Before I formed you in the womb I knew you, before you were born I set you apart.” That verse changed everything for me. It reminded me that none of us are accidents. We are not random beings drifting without meaning. We are carefully designed by God with divine intention set apart for a purpose greater than ourselves. Life may bring suffering, but pain is never the purpose; it is part of the preparation. You are not alive merely to exist, but to reflect God’s glory, to fulfill a unique calling, and to shine as a light in a dark world.

Ephesians 2:10 declares, “For we are God’s handiwork, created in Christ Jesus to do good works, which God prepared in advance for us to do.” Through this, I realized something powerful: I am alive because God still has work for me to do. I am alive because His purpose in me is not yet complete. I am alive not to suffer endlessly, but to grow, to overcome, and to testify of His goodness.

When you discover why you are alive, everything changes. Pain no longer defines you it refines you. Trials no longer bury you they build you. You begin to live with focus, courage, and joy. The world often says, “You are born an original; don’t die a copy.” And it’s true God didn’t design you to imitate anyone else. Your calling, your assignment, and your destiny are uniquely yours.

The moment you sincerely ask, Why am I alive? is the moment you begin walking toward God’s answer. And His answer will always be rooted in love, purpose, and destiny. So don’t despise your questions they are often the very tools God uses to draw you closer to Him. Remember His promise: “You will seek Me and find Me when you search for Me with all your heart” (Jeremiah 29:13).

You are alive because Heaven has not finished writing your story.

WHO AM I?

This is a question that almost everyone wrestles with at some point in life. How am I? Who am I, really, beyond what people say and beyond what my circumstances look like? Many people are confused because they measure themselves by the lies of this world. They listen too much to what others say about them, or they define themselves by their current struggles. As a result, they lose their confidence, and the world takes advantage of their ignorance. Those who do not know themselves become prisoners of fear, insecurity, and hopelessness.

But let me tell you this truth: you are more than what you are going through. You are more than people’s opinions. You are not defined by your failures or by the wounds of your past. If you don’t yet know the importance of your being alive, then pause and ask yourself: Why am I still among the living, and not in the land of the dead?
I have come to realize that a human being is beyond imagination. Each person carries a unique life, character, beauty, power, and knowledge. No two people are the same. We complement each other, and it is in our differences that the world becomes colorful. That diversity is the beauty of God Himself.

Think about it: how valuable are we, really? We breathe oxygen freely without paying for it. Our hearts beat without us telling them to. Blood circulates through our bodies every second. We sleep and rise every morning without controlling it. Who orchestrates all this? And if He does, what benefit does He receive from it?

Job once asked God, “What is man that You should magnify him, and that You should set Your heart upon him?” (Job 7:17). King David asked the same in Psalm 8:4–6: “What is man that You are mindful of him, the son of man that You care for him? You have made him a little lower than the angels and crowned him with glory and honor. You made him ruler over the works of Your hands; You put everything under his feet.”
Do you see it? God has invested so much in man. We are not accidents. We are not worthless. God created the sun, moon, and stars so we could have light. He made the earth, plants, and animals so we could have food. He formed seas and rivers so that we could drink water. Everything in creation points to this truth: mankind was created intentionally, with great love and purpose.

I am not a mistake; I am a miracle. Out of five hundred million sperms, God chose me. I am the one He called forth. That means I am God’s purpose wrapped in flesh. I carry treasure within me that cannot be measured. I am fearfully and wonderfully made, a living testimony of God’s wisdom and power.

Yes, I am more than words can describe. I am like water in the sea, like sand on the ground, and like grass in the field, endless in wonder and beauty. You may know pieces of me, but you can never fully understand the whole story of my life, because I am a masterpiece of the Most High.

“I praise You because I am fearfully and wonderfully made; Your works are wonderful, I know that full well” (Psalm 139:14).

So, how am I? I am God’s beloved. I am His design. I am His treasure. That is who I am.
                                WHAT IS A MAN?

A man is not just flesh and blood. A man is the visible hand of God on earth, entrusted with a divine mandate to carry out His will. Humanity is God’s chosen instrument, His natural strength and power, created to walk in dominion and authority over every creature. This was God’s original intention from the very beginning: “Then God said, ‘Let Us make man in Our image, in Our likeness, so that they may rule over the fish in the sea and the birds in the sky, over the livestock and all the wild animals, and over all the creatures that move along the ground.’” (Genesis 1:26).

To be a man is to carry the very heart and mind of God. Man was created to be a vessel of hope, a bearer of vision, and a carrier of dreams. Through man, God builds nations, restores families, heals brokenness, and reveals His glory. You see, everything you need in life is not floating in heaven, waiting to fall down. It is already placed in the hands of people on earth. That is why God answers many of our prayers through men.

When you pray for provision, He may send someone with resources. When you cry for encouragement, He sends a person with words of comfort. When you seek wisdom, He raises a mentor or a teacher. Even salvation itself came through the Man Christ Jesus, who was God in the flesh (1 Timothy 2:5). This shows us the weight and value of humanity in God’s plan.

Now I understand why God kept me alive. It is not because I am perfect, or because I have earned the right to live. It is because God is good, and His mercy is greater than my weakness. He sustains me, not for my sake alone, but so that His purpose in me can be fulfilled. As long as breath is in my lungs, it means there is still a reason, still an assignment, and still a testimony to carry out on this earth.

David marveled at this truth in Psalm 144:3–4: “Lord, what are human beings that you care for them, mere mortals that you think of them? They are like a breath; their days are like a fleeting shadow.” And yet, though our lives are fragile, God still chooses us as His instruments of strength, His voice of hope, and His carriers of destiny.

So, what is a man? A man is God’s reflection, clothed in flesh, moving on the earth with His authority. A man is heaven’s answer to the needs of earth. A man is a living testimony that God’s goodness continues from generation to generation.

WHERE AM I FROM?

Where am I from? What is my true origin? Am I simply the result of my mother’s womb or my father’s seed? Not really. My existence did not begin in the hospital where I was born, nor even in the moment of conception. The truth is far greater than biology. A human being existed in the heart of God before the foundations of the world were laid. We were not accidents, nor afterthoughts, but divine projects in the eternal mind of the Creator.

Scripture reminds us of this truth. In Jeremiah 1:5, God declares, “Before I formed you in the womb I knew you; before you were born I set you apart; I appointed you as a prophet to the nations.” This means that before any parent could plan, God already had a plan. We are not merely products of flesh and blood, but manifestations of God’s will and purpose on earth.

Even when life begins under difficult circumstances—perhaps through poverty, rejection, or even unwanted pregnancies—God affirms life. In Ezekiel 16:6, He says, “I saw you struggling in your blood, and I said to you, ‘Live!’ Yes, I said to you in your blood, ‘Live!’” This verse shows that no matter how fragile or uncertain our beginning may seem, God’s voice of life overrides every limitation.

That is why no human being is an accident. Whether you came into this world through careful planning, through hardship, or even through the mistakes of your parents, you are not here by chance. Your life is intentional, your existence is meaningful, and your presence is divine evidence that God wanted you alive for a reason.

This also helps us understand why abortion is such a tragedy—it cuts short a life that God has already spoken into existence, a life that carries purpose and destiny. The psalmist puts it beautifully in Psalm 139:13–14: “For You created my inmost being; You knit me together in my mother’s womb. I praise You because I am fearfully and wonderfully made; Your works are wonderful, I know that full well.” Each life, therefore, is sacred and carries a piece of God’s plan for humanity.

Ultimately, our true origin is not earthly but heavenly. We are citizens of heaven temporarily stationed on earth for an assignment. Our time here is like a journey, and one day we will return to our Father’s house, where there is no sorrow, no pain, and no death—only eternal life with Him (Philippians 3:20).

So when you ask, “Where am I from?” the answer is clear. You are from God. You are His thought, His creation, His masterpiece. You are not an accident but an assignment. And one day, when the work is done, you will return to the One who sent you.

WHAT CAN I DO?

One of the greatest questions every human must ask is: What can I do? This question does not come from weakness but from a deep desire to understand the capacity God has placed within us. Many live defeated because they believe they are powerless or insignificant. But the truth is that God has given each one of us talents, gifts, and abilities that carry the potential to transform our lives and the lives of others. Paul wrote in Philippians 4:13, “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me.” This scripture reminds us that what you can do is not limited to your own strength, but is empowered by Christ within you.

The question, What can I do? must be approached with faith and humility. We should not compare ourselves with others, because God has given everyone a unique measure of grace. In Romans 12:6, Paul says, “Having then gifts differing according to the grace that is given to us, let us use them.” This means you may not do what others do, but you are capable of doing something great in the area God has designed for you. Your responsibility is to discover it and put it into action.

Sometimes we underestimate small beginnings, thinking we need something big before we start. Yet Jesus taught in Luke 16:10, “He who is faithful in what is least is faithful also in much.” What you can do begins with small steps—encouraging someone, serving your community, praying for the sick, teaching a child, or using your skill to bless others. Every little action counts in God’s kingdom when done with love and faithfulness.

Moreover, what you can do is not limited to your personal success. It is tied to God’s bigger plan for humanity. When Moses doubted himself, asking God what he could possibly do to deliver Israel, God simply asked him in Exodus 4:2, “What is that in your hand?” All Moses had was a staff, but in God’s power, that staff parted the Red Sea, struck water from a rock, and became a symbol of divine authority. The same applies to you. God has already placed something in your hand—be it knowledge, a skill, a gift, or even your voice—that He can use mightily if you surrender it to Him.

The greatest thing you can do is align your life with God’s will. Jesus Himself said in John 9:4, “I must work the works of Him who sent Me while it is day; the night is coming when no one can work.” You are alive today because there is still something you must do for God’s glory. It may look simple or ordinary to you, but in His hands, it is extraordinary.

So ask yourself today, What can I do to make my life count for God? Do not look at your weaknesses, for His strength is made perfect in them (2 Corinthians 12:9). Do not look at your past, for God makes all things new (Isaiah 43:19). Do not look at your limitations, for with God, nothing shall be impossible (Luke 1:37). Instead, look at Christ within you, the hope of glory, and step forward with boldness.

WHY ME?

Many times in life, when difficulties surround us and storms seem unending, the heart quietly asks, “Why me?” This question often comes when we feel overwhelmed, as though we are singled out for suffering, trials, or loss. Yet, just as gold must pass through fire to shine brightly, so too must human beings sometimes endure painful refining to reveal their true beauty and strength. The value of gold is not in its raw state but after it has been purified in fire. Likewise, our hardships do not come to destroy us but to prepare us for glory. The Apostle Peter reminds us of this truth when he wrote, “These trials will show that your faith is genuine. It is being tested as fire tests and purifies gold—though your faith is far more precious than mere gold” (1 Peter 1:7). So, when we ask, “Why me?” the answer often lies in understanding that God allows us to be tested not because He wants us to fail, but because He knows our strength and has invested greatness in us.

Think of the life of a soldier. Soldiers do not rise in rank without enduring harsh training. The higher the rank, the tougher the preparation. Training is rarely pleasant; it demands sacrifice, discipline, and pain. Yet the glory that follows is undeniable. Paul compared our spiritual walk to a soldier’s endurance when he said, “Endure hardship with us like a good soldier of Christ Jesus” (2 Timothy 2:3). In the same way, God, our Maker, allows us to go through challenges because He is preparing us for a greater purpose. Just as manufacturers test a vehicle on rough roads and steep mountains before declaring it reliable, God tests His children so that the world may see His strength through us.

Sometimes we forget that our very existence is evidence of God’s trust in us. He would not allow us to live, breathe, and carry His image if we were not capable of fulfilling our purpose. Paul reassures us of this in 1 Corinthians 10:13: “No temptation has overtaken you except what is common to mankind. And God is faithful; he will not let you be tempted beyond what you can bear. But when you are tempted, he will also provide a way out so that you can endure it.” This scripture assures us that nothing we face is beyond our capacity, and that every struggle is permitted by God because He knows what He placed within us.

When we ask, “Why me?” perhaps the answer is: because God trusts me. He trusts me with this assignment, this battle, this journey, because He knows that within me is strength I may not even recognize yet. Just as a car is not built to fly, but is tested on the road for its true capacity, so are we tested in life according to the purpose for which we were made. God has already equipped us with everything we need for life and godliness (2 Peter 1:3). Our struggles are not random—they are connected to the greatness we are meant to reveal.

Even more, our blessings often outweigh our efforts, showing that God has invested in us far beyond what we deserve. We reap what we did not sow because someone else has sown before us—our parents, mentors, or ultimately, Christ Himself. Jesus paid the greatest price on the cross so that we may walk in victory. When we receive grace, peace, or provision that feels unearned, it is a reminder that nothing is free—someone paid the cost for us. That is why Paul could boldly say, “By the grace of God I am what I am, and his grace to me was not without effect” (1 Corinthians 15:10).

So, why you? Because you are chosen. Because you are trusted. Because your Creator has confidence that you can carry out the assignment He placed in you. The battles you face are not signs of weakness but evidence of your capacity. God says in Isaiah 41:10, “Fear not, for I am with you; be not dismayed, for I am your God; I will strengthen you, I will help you, I will uphold you with my righteous right hand.” When next you ask, “Why me?” let the answer be: Because God believes in me, and He is with me to ensure I overcome.

HOW I RESISTED BITTERNESS AND STRESS
I had to take another step to resist bitterness and stress. Though letting go of my past was difficult, I knew I had to release it if I wanted a better tomorrow. Bitterness and stress are not just feelings; they are spiritual sicknesses of the heart. They come from Satan with one purpose to make you lose direction, miss your way to greatness, and derail your destiny. Bitterness chains the heart to anger and resentment, while stress drains the mind of peace and strength. Jesus warned us in John 10:10, “The thief comes only to steal and kill and destroy; I have come that they may have life, and have it to the full.” Bitterness and stress are the thief’s tools of destruction, but Christ gives us the power to resist them.

Bitterness often arises when people wrong us, while stress takes root when life places demands beyond our strength or capability. Together, they suffocate the soul if left unchecked. Every day, I found myself looking back and asking, What can heal my wounds? What can restore my smile? How can I love people who betrayed me? How can I live while others enjoy what was once ours? Questions filled my mind like heavy clouds. I had accepted Jesus as my Saviour, but deep inside, I knew something was missing. I was saved, yes but not yet delivered.

Salvation is when we confess Christ as Lord and receive His forgiveness. But deliverance is when God heals the pain, breaks the chains, and removes the hidden wounds of the heart. Luke 4:18 reminds us that Jesus came not only to save but to “heal the brokenhearted, proclaim liberty to the captives, and set the oppressed free.” I realized I needed deliverance from the weight of bitterness and stress.

One day, I sat down to meditate on my journey. A quote by Helen Keller touched me deeply: “Keep your face to the sunshine and you will not see the shadows.” That spoke to me. I had been staring at my shadows for too long. I needed to turn my face toward the sunshine toward Christ. I began writing everything I remembered about my past. As I wrote, tears flowed. The pain resurfaced. I mourned what I had lost, but I also began to see glimpses of God’s mercy in between the tragedies. After I poured out my heart, I drew a line on the page. And with that line, I made a decision: This is the past. It will not control me anymore.
Then I looked at my present. I asked myself, What do I still have? I discovered I still had my faith. I still had my strength. I still had my health. I still had life. Why should I keep chasing what I could never recover? Why fight battles that were already over? Philippians 3:13-14 gave me courage: “Forgetting what is behind and straining toward what is ahead, I press on toward the goal to win the prize for which God has called me heavenward in Christ Jesus.” That day, I decided bitterness and stress would not master me anymore.

The process of resisting bitterness and stress was not instant. It required drawing a line between my past and my present, because I realized I could not move forward while dragging the weight of yesterday. I had to acknowledge my scars but refuse to let them define my future. Isaiah 43:18-19 strengthened me: “Forget the former things; do not dwell on the past. See, I am doing a new thing!” God wanted to give me a new beginning, but first I had to release the old.

I also learned to accept what I had and trust God for what I did not yet have. I told myself: What I have, I have it. What I don’t have, I am going for it. That mindset released me from stress, because I realized I didn’t need to figure everything out at once. God’s grace was enough for my today, and He would provide for my tomorrow. I rested on the promise of 2 Corinthians 12:9, where the Lord said, “My grace is sufficient for you, for my power is made perfect in weakness.”
Perhaps the greatest freedom came when I chose to refuse revenge and hand over justice to God. Bitterness thrives on revenge, but the moment I said, I will not revenge, peace filled my soul. Revenge belongs to God, not to us. Romans 12:19 spoke loudly to my heart: “Do not take revenge, my dear friends, but leave room for God’s wrath, for it is written: ‘It is mine to avenge; I will repay,’ says the Lord.” When I surrendered my pain to God, He turned my wounds into wisdom and my scars into testimonies.

Yes, I still carry scars. They remind me of where I have been. But scars are no longer open wounds; they are proof of healing. They are evidence that God carried me through. I learned that bitterness and stress may still knock at the door, but I don’t have to let them in. I can resist them by keeping my eyes on Christ, by drawing a line with my past, by accepting the present, and by trusting God with the future. And now I live by Ecclesiastes 3:1, “To everything there is a season, a time for every purpose under heaven.”
When you understand your time and season, you too will find healing. God will not waste your pain. He will use it to make you stronger, wiser, and freer. I resisted bitterness and stress by surrendering to Him, and you can as well.


THE JOURNEY OF FORGIVENESS

Forgiveness is not a single event, nor is it something that happens instantly in the heart. It is a process, a journey that begins with a deep wound and moves toward release and healing. To forgive means to let go of the offense and the heavy burden it carries, but reaching that place of freedom takes time, courage, and understanding. The pathway to forgiveness begins first with the recognition of pain. Many people want to rush past their wounds, to bury them under activity or false strength, but wounds that are hidden never truly heal. To forgive someone, one must first acknowledge the reality of what was done the betrayal, the injustice, the cruelty, or the neglect. Facing pain honestly is the doorway to freedom, because you cannot release what you refuse to admit exists. Scripture encourages us in Psalm 34:18, “The Lord is close to the brokenhearted and saves those who are crushed in spirit.” God does not ignore our pain; He meets us in it and begins the healing work.

Once the pain is acknowledged, the next stage of forgiveness involves wrestling with the emotions that come from the injury. Anger, bitterness, resentment, and even hatred are natural responses to deep harm. To forgive does not mean pretending these feelings do not exist, nor does it mean suppressing them under a mask of spirituality or politeness. Instead, it means allowing yourself to feel them, to name them, and then to choose not to be ruled by them. If we bury emotions, they grow roots of bitterness that poison the soul, but if we expose them to the light and bring them before God or trusted confidants, they lose their power to dominate us. Hebrews 12:15 warns us: “See to it that no one falls short of the grace of God and that no bitter root grows up to cause trouble and defile many.” Forgiveness begins when we invite God to cleanse our hearts of bitterness and replace it with His peace.

As emotions surface, the heart often cries out for justice. This is the third stage in the journey of forgiveness: confronting the desire for revenge. Every person who has been wronged wants the scales to be balanced, for the offender to feel the pain they inflicted. But true forgiveness requires a surrender of vengeance. This does not mean that evil is excused or ignored. Forgiveness is not the denial of justice it is the choice to place justice in the hands of God rather than taking it upon oneself. Scripture speaks clearly in Romans 12:19, “Do not take revenge, my dear friends, but leave room for God’s wrath, for it is written: ‘It is mine to avenge; I will repay,’ says the Lord.” To forgive is to trust that God sees, God knows, and God will deal rightly in His time. This surrender frees the heart from the heavy burden of bitterness and the endless cycle of revenge.

After surrendering the desire for revenge, forgiveness requires a decision of the will. Forgiveness is not primarily a feeling; it is an act of choice. Feelings may lag behind, and the heart may still ache, but the decision to forgive is like signing a release form in the soul. It is saying, “I will no longer hold this debt against you. I will no longer let your offense dictate my peace.” This decision may need to be renewed many times, especially when memories surface or pain is triggered. Forgiveness is sometimes gradual, a daily act of releasing and choosing again, but over time the decision plants seeds of healing that grow into inner freedom. Jesus emphasized this choice in Matthew 6:14-15, “For if you forgive other people when they sin against you, your heavenly Father will also forgive you. But if you do not forgive others their sins, your Father will not forgive your sins.” Forgiveness, then, is not optional for the believer; it is the very heartbeat of our faith.

Choosing to forgive leads to the next step, which is cultivating empathy and compassion. At first, this may feel impossible. How can you look at someone who destroyed your trust or hurt your family and feel compassion? Yet forgiveness grows deeper when we begin to see the brokenness of the offender. Every evil act is a reflection of a deeper wound or a spirit of darkness at work within that person. Recognizing this does not excuse their actions, but it helps the heart to see them as human beings under bondage rather than monsters beyond redemption. When Jesus hung on the cross, betrayed and tortured, He prayed in Luke 23:34, “Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do.” He saw beyond the cruelty of His executioners and recognized their blindness. In the same way, when we begin to understand that those who harmed us were themselves enslaved by hate, fear, or evil, we take another step toward freedom.

The journey of forgiveness also involves releasing the past and embracing healing for the future. Carrying bitterness is like drinking poison daily and expecting the other person to suffer; in the end, it destroys us more than our offenders. Letting go of the offense allows the heart to breathe again. It does not mean forgetting what happened, because some wounds may never leave our memory, but it means that the memory no longer controls us. The scar remains, but the pain loses its sting. The Apostle Paul reminds us in Philippians 3:13-14, “Forgetting what is behind and straining toward what is ahead, I press on toward the goal to win the prize for which God has called me heavenward in Christ Jesus.” Forgiveness transforms wounds into testimonies of survival, pain into purpose, and brokenness into strength. By letting go of the offense, we reclaim the power that pain once stole from us.

As healing deepens, forgiveness invites the possibility of reconciliation. Not all relationships can or should be restored sometimes safety, wisdom, or boundaries make reconciliation impossible. But where possible, forgiveness opens the door to rebuilding trust, even if slowly and carefully. Reconciliation is the fruit of forgiveness, but not its requirement. Forgiveness is an inner act of release; reconciliation is a mutual act of restoration. The two should not be confused, but both can be powerful witnesses of grace when they occur together. The Bible affirms this in 2 Corinthians 5:18, “All this is from God, who reconciled us to himself through Christ and gave us the ministry of reconciliation.” Forgiveness heals the heart, and where possible, reconciliation heals the relationship.

Finally, forgiveness brings the heart into alignment with God’s own nature. To forgive is to participate in the divine life, for God Himself forgives. When we forgive, we mirror His mercy and reflect His grace in a world filled with hatred and vengeance. Forgiveness is not weakness; it is the greatest strength. It takes courage to let go of bitterness, strength to resist revenge, and love to release the offender into God’s hands. In forgiving others, we find ourselves forgiven. In giving mercy, we receive mercy. And in choosing forgiveness, we break the cycle of pain and step into the peace that surpasses understanding. Ephesians 4:31-32 instructs us: “Get rid of all bitterness, rage and anger, brawling and slander, along with every form of malice. Be kind and compassionate to one another, forgiving each other, just as in Christ God forgave you.”
In the end, forgiveness is not a gift to the offender but a gift to the one who forgives. It frees the mind from torment, heals the soul from bitterness, and restores the heart to peace. It is a narrow path, often painful to walk, but it leads to the wide field of freedom. It is a bitter tablet to swallow, but it heals the deepest sickness of the soul. It is a seed sown in tears, but in time it reaps a harvest of joy. Forgiveness is the choice that transforms pain into purpose, wounds into wisdom, and rejection into redemption. And though it may begin as an act of obedience, it always ends as an experience of grace.


                                KEEP HOPE

Hope is the gentle flame that keeps the heart alive even in the darkest nights. It is the quiet assurance that tomorrow can be brighter, that the pain of today does not define the rest of your journey. Hope is not just a wish; it is an expectation of something sound and real. It is the ability to see the result of your desire before it manifests, the patience to wait for your dream while it seems far, and the trust that what you do not yet see will one day be revealed.

Without hope, the human spirit withers. A person without hope is like a tree cut off from its roots—dry, fragile, and near to death. That is why you must never let go of hope, even when every circumstance seems to tell you otherwise. Keep hope when the nights are long and the mornings bring no relief. Keep hope when your prayers seem unanswered, when people forsake you, when the world feels heavy. Hope is not built on what is seen, but on what is unseen. As Paul reminds us in Romans 8:24–25: “For in this hope we were saved. Now hope that is seen is not hope. For who hopes for what he sees? But if we hope for what we do not see, we wait for it with patience.”
Hope has a way of giving life back to weary bones. It shines on your face like morning light, chasing away the heaviness of sorrow. Hope pushes you to rise again and work for a better tomorrow, even after yesterday’s failures. It adds value to your life, not because all problems disappear, but because it gives meaning to your struggles and strength to your spirit. With hope, obstacles become stepping stones, and closed doors become redirections.

All the people who have ever succeeded in life had one thing in common: they kept hope alive in their hearts. Abraham hoped against hope when God promised him a son, though his body was as good as dead and Sarah’s womb barren (Romans 4:18). Joseph kept hope alive in prison, believing that the dreams God gave him would one day come true. Job held on to hope even when everything he loved was stripped away, declaring in Job 13:15: “Though He slay me, yet will I hope in Him.”
Hope is not naïve, it does not deny the pain of the present. Instead, it looks beyond the pain to the joy that lies ahead. It is the anchor of the soul (Hebrews 6:19), steadying you when storms rage. Without it, you drift into despair, bitterness, and defeat. With it, you rise above the ashes, trusting that your story is not over, that God is still writing the chapters of your life.

So keep hope. Nurture it daily with prayer, with the promises of God, and with the memory of past victories. Even if life gives you a hundred reasons to give up, find one reason to hold on—and let that reason be Christ. For as long as there is breath in you, there is hope. And hope, when rooted in God, will never disappoint (Romans 5:5).


RESISTING REASONS NOT TO SMILE

We can all agree that life gives us countless reasons not to smile. Broken relationships, financial struggles, sickness, betrayal, and unanswered questions can easily weigh down our spirits. But here is the secret: we can resist these reasons by thinking differently.
When you have done all you can in a situation and nothing seems to change, relax and smile. Do not drown in worry. Instead, release the matter into the hands of the Superior Power the Lord who knows the end from the beginning. Realize that every problem carries within it the seed of its own solution, and that God is never caught by surprise.

Smile not because everything is perfect, but because you believe in the One who holds tomorrow.
If you want to find a reason to smile, begin here: count the good things in your life. Too often, we magnify the bad and minimize the blessings. Yet every day, grace sustains us in ways we cannot fully see.

Think of the times you thought you would not make it yet here you are. Think of the battles that seemed impossible, but were won not by your strength, but by God’s hand. Think of the doors that opened unexpectedly, the help that came just in time, the prayers that were answered when you had almost given up.

That same power is still present. That same God who carried you through before is faithful to do it again.

Smiling is not about ignoring pain. It is about anchoring yourself in Christ, who is your true source of strength. Paul declared it with boldness: “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me.” (Philippians 4:13).

Through Him, we can stand when others expect us to fall. Through Him, we can sing when our hearts ache. Through Him, we can smile even when storms surround us.

A smile becomes more than an expression; it becomes a testimony. It tells the world: “I may be pressed, but I am not crushed. I may be struck down, but I am not destroyed. My hope is alive, because my God is alive.”
Let your smile be your silent declaration of faith. Let it speak louder than your fears, more audible than your pain, and louder than your doubts. Keep a smile on your face, and let your personality be your autograph.

Because when life gives you a hundred reasons to cry, you can show life and the world that you have a thousand reasons to smile




LIFE AS AN ORPHAN

After I healed the wounds of my heart, I had to face another painful chapter of life the reality of being an orphan. It was a life I could not choose, but one I had to endure whether I liked it or not. A life where there was no one to run to, no parent to confide in, no shoulder to lean on, no brother, sister, uncle, or aunt to offer comfort. It was a life of loneliness that few can truly imagine. To understand even a fraction of that pain, one might try living a month completely cut off from loved ones  but even that would not capture the depth of living a lifetime without those you once cherished.

Living as an orphan carries heavy risks, especially in times of danger when there is no one to call for help or to share your struggles with. Trusting others with secrets was never easy, because so many in this world seem skilled at betraying and wounding those who are already broken. I remember during my high school years, on visiting days, my classmates would receive gifts, food, and encouragement from their families. Some friends would remember me and share with me, but others mocked me, asking why I always depended on others. Those words pierced me, reminding me of my orphanhood. Many times, I was chased from school because of unpaid fees, and I lacked the courage to explain my situation. My only option was to go away from people, find a quiet place, and weep until I had no more tears, only to return to school the next day still without fees, waiting for the cycle to repeat.

There were countless times I went to school without supplies or basic necessities. I often had to borrow from classmates. Some showed kindness, but others ridiculed and gossiped. Yet in those moments, I held on to courage because I was saved, and prayer became my refuge. I believed in God deeply. I remember fasting and praying for three days and nights, asking God to provide for my school fees. On the third evening, as I poured out my heart, I heard a soft yet clear voice saying, “My son, fear not, I know you. I am your Father.” I was shocked and asked, “If you are my Father, why are you not paying my school fees?” For nearly an hour I sat quietly, wrestling with His words. Then the voice came again: “I know what you are thinking. Get up and go where I want you to go for a mission.” I obeyed, though rain poured heavily on me. I had nothing to protect from the storm, yet His voice guided me: “Do not turn right or left.”

My steps led me to a church. At the gate, the pastor and ushers were waiting with umbrellas. Astonished, I asked how they knew I was coming, and they replied, “God told us before you left.” They welcomed me warmly, gave me dry clothes, and offered me tea. That night, during prayer, they invited me to preach. I had no message, but as I prayed, words came as though written before me, and I shared them faithfully.

Even though I still lacked fees, I obeyed God’s instruction and returned to school. Miraculously, for an entire year, my name was hidden from the lists of those owing fees. When three terms had passed, I reconnected with my mother in Kenya, who sent me $200. then I asked God whether have to pay my fees, He said yes. But when I went to the treasurer, she was astonished, asking, “Where have you been? For the whole year your name never appeared on the debtors’ list.” Word spread until the headmaster heard my story. He called me to his office, I narrated the whole story how I went to pray and what God did, so he saw me as a special people and asked me to pray for his sick child, I agreed. We went together in his house, his young daughter was gravely ill, her body was yellow and weak, but after prayer, she was miraculously healed. Grateful, the headmaster told me not to pay school fees that entire year.

This journey taught me that being an orphan without Jesus is like being an orphan twice because it is only in Him that we find a true Father. The Bible says, “A father to the fatherless, a defender of widows, is God in his holy dwelling” (Psalm 68:5). God Himself becomes the Father to those who have none. He hears the cries of the helpless, as Psalm 10:17-18 reminds us: “Lord, you know the hopes of the helpless; surely you will hear their cries and comfort them. You will bring justice to the orphans and the oppressed.”
Throughout Scripture, God repeatedly declares His love and protection for orphans. He promises, “I will protect the orphans who remain among you. Your widows, too, can depend on me for help” (Jeremiah 49:11). He is the God who defends their cause, as seen in Deuteronomy 10:18: “He ensures that orphans and widows receive justice.” He calls us, His children, to do the same: “Give justice to the poor and the orphan; uphold the rights of the oppressed and the needy” (Psalm 82:3). True religion, James 1:27 declares, is this: “to care for orphans and widows in their distress and to keep oneself from being corrupted by the world.”
God is serious about how we treat the fatherless. He warns in Exodus 22:22-23, “Do not take advantage of the widow or the fatherless. If you do and they cry out to me, I will certainly hear their cry.” And He also pronounces blessings for those who show mercy: “Learn to do good. Seek justice. Help the oppressed. Defend the cause of orphans. Fight for the rights of widows” (Isaiah 1:17).

As I reflect, I see that God never abandoned me. His Word is true: “The Lord Himself goes before you and will be with you; He will never leave you nor forsake you. Do not be afraid; do not be discouraged” (Deuteronomy 31:8). Though I lost my earthly people, I gained a Father who never fails. In Him, I discovered the deepest truth no one who belongs to Christ is ever truly orphaned.

As I conclude I can say Life has a way of pressing us down with unimaginable weight. Pain, betrayal, loss, rejection, and suffering often come like waves that never seem to end. Yet even in the darkest valleys, God has proven Himself to be faithful. My story is not just about wounds and scars; it is about survival, hope, and the triumph of grace. Though I was pressed on every side, I was never crushed. Though I walked through fire, I was not consumed. Though I stumbled many times, the Lord lifted me and gave me strength to rise again.

This journey has taught me that no amount of suffering can silence a soul anchored in God. We may not choose the trials we face, but we can choose how we respond to them. Instead of giving up, I chose to hold on to faith. Instead of allowing bitterness to destroy me, I chose forgiveness. Instead of dying in despair, I chose life. These choices did not remove my struggles, but they gave me courage and a reason to press forward with hope.

To anyone reading this book, remember that your pain does not define you, and your scars are not the end of your story. Every crushing moment can become a testimony of God’s power if you allow Him to write the rest of your life. You may be pressed, but in Christ you will never be crushed. You may be struck down, but you will not be destroyed. You may be overwhelmed, but you are never abandoned. The God who carried me through the storms of my life is the same God who will carry you through yours.

As you close this book, may you open a new chapter in your own life. One filled with courage, forgiveness, faith, and the certainty that you are not alone. Keep pressing forward, because beyond the pain there is healing, beyond the night there is dawn, and beyond every crushing trial, there is victory in Christ Jesus.







I dedicate this book to all who open and read the great revelation in it.


To my prophet, Bishop Dr. Jackson, and his spouse Pastor Florence Solonka, with great concern, they have always been there for me.


A special thank you to the family of FPFK Door of Hope Narok town. May The God who rewards you remember you in all your progress.





“You cannot correct the past but you can change the future
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I lost great people, unluckily they departed from me, scholars, patriots, the most celebrated states-men. The strong and wise men left without a goodbye, there was no one to bury them, only dogs and eagles enjoyed to feast on them.
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Your step matters a lot; it has the power to produce a great impact in your life, it can take you to shame and direct you to hell.
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“I developed strange characters, I embraced fear in my life,


I trusted no man nor God, neither myself until I became a slave of fear and negative thoughts.”
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“If you have hope to live one year, you can plant maize. If your hope is for ten years, plant trees, but if your hope is for many years, plant people.
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“Great work is done by men who are not afraid to be great.”
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“Everything you need in life, first you need to ask yourself ‘How much will it cost me’”
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““Because he loves me,” says the LORD, “I will rescue him; I will protect him, for he acknowledges my name.”








