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To Adonai who brings all things into existence.

To women who are the flowers of His Eye.

To my beloved Mum, the epitome of a godly woman

May your Golden Years shine ever more brightly.
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Welcome to your Golden Years.
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Not the years where you slow down, shrink back, or settle for less. The years where you finally know who you are—and refuse to apologize for it.

This book was born from a simple, powerful need: to help women like you and I realize our incredible worth in God’s eyes. To stop talking ourselves out of our own destinies. To never, ever allow anyone to minimize the value we bring to the world.

Women, like flowers, are meant to bud, blossom, and bloom. Consider this book a gentle hand, helping your lovely petals open fully—so you can enrich everyone around you with your serene beauty, your essence, and your love.

I wrote this book because it has been my dream since I was a little girl. Though I’ve written hundreds of articles over three decades, that nagging feeling of a purpose unfulfilled always lingered. This book? It was a true joy to write. I trust you’ll feel that joy pulsating through every page. It’s my spirit, soul, and mind poured out to you in my own quirky style.

So, what are you holding?

This isn’t therapy (though it might feel therapeutic).

It isn’t a rigid relationship manual (though you will learn a lot).

It’s your holiday survival kit for the season of shared soft laughter,warmed hearts, and deepening insights.

It’s for grown adults who’ve lived long enough to know better... but still appreciate a little harmless flirtation with their evening tea.

These pages hold the wisdom of Nairobi life, the joy of maturity, a sprinkle of cheeky humor, and the unshakable truth that your peace is priceless.

Whether you’re newly single, long-term single and thriving, cautiously curious, or just here for comic relief—this book is for you.

It’s your guide to navigating December with clarity, confidence, boundaries, and a sense of humor that can survive even a “Hey stranger” text at 11:57 p.m.

Make yourself comfortable. 

Grab a cup of something warm—proper tea, not that nonsense they serve in those hipster bougie cafés of Karen or Westlands, where a cappuccino costs the same as a colossal live kienyeji chicken.  

Put your phone on silent (yes, really—the men can wait).

And before anyone texts you 

“Hey (or even worse hae)... buddy/honey/bae/sweet heart/dumpling.” 

Or the sucker trap, “You’ve been on my mind.” 

Or the slippery slide downhill.. “Can we talk?”—read this.

Your Golden Years are calling.  

And lady, the key to this season?  

It’s resting on a very comfortable, very luxurious burgundy cushion.  

The muted vault behind it? Behind the glow? That’s your peace, your standards, your self-respect.  

And we’re not opening that discreetly positioned vault for just anyone. Especially this time of year. 

Not for nostalgia.  

Not for loneliness.  

Not for December delusion.  

Not for men who think “I miss you” is a full sentence and a sufficient apology.

I am so glad you’re here.

With love, laughter, and a whole lot of Nairobi sass,

— Ann Muthoni Wanyoike
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Why December Is the Most Dangerous Month for Grown Folks
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​

December has a way of skillfully beguiling people.

The flashy decorations begin to emerge from dusty closets, Christmas jingles ring through radio channels and malls. Meanwhile the ambiance transfigures like clockwork, every single year. Your hitherto rude colleagues and neighbors begin to smile widely at you (resembling a smirk with some, it’s so rare). 

The weather behaves well. As much as Nairobi weather can behave—which means it might rain at 3 p.m. just to spite your freshly washed hair, or stay sunny until your washing is bone dry and crispy. The afternoons are warm, the evenings are perfect, and for once, you’re not gasping from matatu exhaust fumes or dodging puddles in Town.

Someone starts boiling tea that smells like your early childhood—those Sunday afternoons when life was simple and your biggest worry was whether you’d finish your homework before Vitimbi or Dynasty flickered onto the bulky, wood-encased prized black-and-white TV set. 

You know the one. Draped with embroidered cloth, just like all the furniture. Central station where the entire family gathered without fail every evening. 

Clap twice and holler if you know what I’m talking about. 

Suddenly your brain betrays you and whispers, “Text him.”

My sister in Christ, that is not the Holy Spirit, not even remotely close.  

That is serotonin + nostalgia + the ghost of unresolved feelings wearing a Santa hat and whispering extra terrible counsel.

December is the month where:

- Exes resurrect like Lazarus—minus the character development, the miracle, or any evidence they’ve ever read a single Proverb.

They emerge from the digital grave with “Hey stranger” goofy energy and the asinine confidence of men who imagine amnesia is a spiritual gift.

- Strangers on Instagram become poets at 11:53 p.m., typing paragraphs they’ll delete by morning, but not before you’ve screenshot and forwarded to the group chat titled “ABSOLUTE & TOTAL NONSENSE.” 

They’re suddenly deep and reflective, using words straight out of the 1800s. 

“Pulchritudinous” (beautiful or attractive -1870s-; still a fancy way to call someone gorgeous)

“Love is a ship” (the Titanic more like) 

“Compass to the heart” (this one swings straight into the Bermuda triangle)

“Voyage to Paradise” (the journey into your own personalized black hole) 

All tied up with a neat bow of his deep-felt “soul connection.” 

Three months ago their vocabulary peaked at “Wyd?” Where the only fitting reply for such tremendous mental exertions on their part is a tidy, pat “WYD2.” But I’m not wondering ‘What You’re Doing,’ though. I’m blocking you.

- People mistake loneliness for destiny, and suddenly that man who couldn’t spell “commitment” in July—the same one who thought “effort” was a cologne brand—is now “misunderstood” because he sent a Christmas tree emoji and a “thinking of you” text at 1 a.m.

- Couples you didn’t even rate start posting matching pajamas, coordinated captions with inside jokes nobody asked for, and kitchen selfies where he’s “cooking” (which means he’s standing near a stove holding a wooden spoon while she does everything). 

And you’re here reconsidering your entire life calling while eating pilau straight from the sufuria at 9 p.m., distinctly alone. Licking the wooden spoon absently, wondering if you missed the second memo on the two by two pairing after Noah’s super debut, when everyone became glaring flash banners advertising next level visionary bonding.

But here’s the thing: it’s our Golden Years—Prime Time of sage wisdom, good sense, plus laser discernment that could detect blathering nonsense from three streets away. Reinforced with bionic joints that now warn us before weather changes like a personal meteorologist—we cannot afford some daft December delusion.

We’ve been through too much.  

Absorbed too much.  Prayed too much. Healed too much.

To be out here fumbling our peace for vibes.

We want joy, not emotional gymnastics where you’re doing backflips trying to understand his mixed signals.

We want peace, not WhatsApp arguments that start with an ominous “We need to talk” at 11 p.m. and end at 2 a.m. with someone blocking you, unblocking you, then posting a cryptic status about “fake people.”

We want purpose, not panic-buying red lipstick for selfies you’ll regret when January bills arrive like an audit from heaven, asking questions you cannot answer.

This Deluxe Holiday Edition is your: Warm, witty, faith-laced... 

🌺 Cozy guide (like that tattered ‘blankie’ that’s seen you through breakups, breakthroughs, Telenovela excesses, and those nights when you ugly-cried, binging on your fav comfort food and wailing “Dear God.... Why?!!” through a stuffed up nose, red rimmed eyes and an entire box of pink tissues.

🌺 Comedic shield (because laughter is cheaper than therapy, though both have their place, and honestly if this book can save you even ONE therapy session, it’s already paid for itself)

🌺 Spiritual compass (pointing you back to peace when the world—and your emotions, and that man’s sporadic texting pattern—points you toward chaos)

🌺 Emotional thermostat (keeping your temperature steady when December tries to make you hot and bothered over men who are, at best, room temperature)

🌺 Grown-woman handbook (because we’re too seasoned, too valuable, too anointed to be out here fumbling like we’re 22, wide eyed, trauma free and no-holds barred

...for navigating December without catching feelings you’ll have to rebuke, fast about, and apologize to yourself for in January.

This season, we’re unlocking wisdom instead of drama.  

We’re choosing peace instead of confusion.  

We’re protecting what God has secured.

Let’s begin.
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CHAPTER 1: “Hey Stranger” Season Has Begun
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If December had an official national anthem, it would be: “Hey stranger... long time.”

Sung in the key of Audacity Major, with a chorus of “I’ve been thinking about you” and a bridge that goes “We should catch up.”

Every year—right on schedule, as predictable as Nairobi traffic on Mombasa Road, as reliable as your mother calling exactly when you’re about to do something questionable, as certain as matatus appearing the second you’ve decided to walk—your phone lights up.

And it’s not your pals.  It’s not family. It's not even a wrong number or a Kamiti prison scammer that you can ignore guilt-free.

No. It’s the exact people who contributed NOTHING to:

- Your spiritual growth

- Your rent (or any bill, for that matter)

- Your peace of mind

- Your joy

- Your healing

- Your success

- Your well-being

The same ones who disappeared faster than a Nairobi taxi when you need one at 9 p.m., who ghosted you mid-conversation, who left you on read for 47 days straight...

Suddenly sensing your “presence.”

My sister, it’s not discernment.  It’s not the Holy Spirit. It’s not even a genuine change of heart. 

Its boredom mixed with holiday humidity and the audacity of men who think “Merry Christmas in advance” counts as an apology for ghosting you in March.

Let’s break it down by category, because these December Resurrectors come in very specific types, and you need to be able to identify them like a bird-watcher with binoculars and a field guide.

🥁THE LIST OF SHAME ROLL CALL

1. The December Resurrectors (The Classic Ghost-to-Host)

​These are the men who vanish for 11 months—no calls, no texts, not even a WhatsApp status view. Not one solitary reaction to your evocative stories, where you were clearly looking so vivacious and living your best life—then reappear on December 15th like:

​

“Been thinking about you.” 

Thinking WHAT, John-Mark?

You weren’t thinking when you left me on read in July after I sent you three thoughtful paragraphs.  

You weren’t thinking when I posted that I was sick with flu and you didn’t even send a “pole” or a “sorry, hope you feel better.”  

You weren’t thinking when my birthday came and went (which you KNOW because Facebook reminded you, Instagram reminded you, and I posted cake).  

You weren’t thinking when I got that promotion and posted about God’s faithfulness.

But now?  

NOW that your bosom soccer bonding buddies have gone upcountry?  

NOW that your main situationship is traveling to Diani with her girls?  

NOW that December is here and you’re bored and lonely and your mother is asking, “Utakuja na nani Christmas?” 

(Mums, bless them, universally have a divine mandate to get on your case about which significant someone you’re bringing her.)

Suddenly I’m on your mind?

Dude.  The only thing you’ve been thinking about is how to avoid spending Christmas alone while spending the least amount of effort possible.

Their superpower: Impeccable timing. They text exactly when:

- You’re feeling soft from watching Hallmark movies where everyone finds love in a small town with snow (which you’ve never seen but somehow it’s working on you emotionally)

- Your cousin just announced her engagement and your aunties started the “Wewe pia, si uko next?” conversation...with the inevitable domino effect.

- You’re slightly tired, slightly vulnerable, slightly open to “maybe he’s changed”

- It’s a Friday evening and your buddies are all busy and you’re alone with your thoughts (which is dangerous)

Their weakness: 

- Accountability (they don’t know her)

- Purpose (they’re allergic to it)

- Consistency (it scares them)

- A proper skin-care routine (the ashy elbows tell a story)

- The ability to maintain interest past New Year’s Day (January 3rd, he’ll be gone again like morning dew at high noon)

Real-life example that will make you laugh and cringe:

My buddy Mercy—gorgeous girl, works in finance at a big firm in Westlands, drives her own car (a clean Mazda MX-5 Miata that she services on time), has her life impressively together, prays, tithes, and minds her business—got a text from a guy she dated briefly two years ago.

Two. Years. Ago. Enough time to have finished a Master’s degree. They went on maybe four dates. It fizzled. He moved on (or so she thought). She definitely moved on. Healed. Grew. Thrived.

The text read:  

“Hi Mercy, hope you’re well. Just wanted to check on you. You crossed my mind.”

Now, a younger Mercy—the 25-year-old version—would have responded with something polite like “Oh, hi! I’m well, thanks for checking.”

But Mercy is now in her Golden Years. Mercy has read books. Mercy has been to therapy. Mercy has boundaries thicker than Nairobi traffic on a rainy Monday.

Mercy replied:  

“I crossed your mind or your DMs ran dry?”

Silence for an eternity.

Then:  

“Wow, why are you like this?”

Mercy:  

“Like what? Like a woman with self-respect? Like someone who remembers that you ghosted me after I cooked for you? Like a person who values her time? Which ‘like this’ are we talking about, specifically?”

He responded with:  

“I was just being friendly. You don’t have to be rude.”

Mercy:  

“And you don’t have to text people you ghosted. Yet here we are. Merry Christmas.”

Blocked. 

Beloved!! The audacity! HE vanishes. HE reappears without explanation.  HE acts like time doesn’t exist and actions don’t have consequences. But somehow SHE’S rude?

The December Resurrector playbook:

1. Disappear without explanation

2. Reappear without apology

3. Act confused when you’re not welcoming

4. Blame YOU for having standards

Don’t fall for it.

The Golden Years Response:  You don’t owe politeness to people who were impolite with your time, energy, and heart.

2. The Seasonal Poets (The Suddenly Articulate)

Oh, these ones.  These ones are special.

These are the men who, during the 11 months they were ignoring you
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