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Author’s Note- This book was written slowly. Not because I lacked words, but because some truths take time to face honestly. Much of what you are about to read grew out of silence, exhaustion, prayer, reflection, and long moments of trying to understand myself in a world that constantly demanded movement and performance.

Although this story is deeply personal, it is not only about me. It is about anyone who has ever smiled while quietly struggling, anyone who has felt emotionally tired without knowing how to explain it, anyone who has searched for meaning while feeling disconnected from themselves, from others, or even from God.

Some scenes in this book are shaped and reconstructed creatively to serve the emotional truth of the journey more clearly. But the emotions, questions, struggles, and reflections are real.

This is not a book written from a place of perfection or complete arrival. It is written from the middle of becoming. From the ongoing process of learning how to slow down, tell the truth, sit with silence, and return to myself without fear.

If these pages help you feel a little less alone in your own journey, then this book has already done what it was meant to do.

Thank you for being here.

— Victor Musembi
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​PART 1: RUNNING 

​Everything Felt Empty
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January 12th, 2022

The city was still asleep when I woke that morning. Faint light seeped through the curtains, brushing the edges of my room with soft gray tones. The hum of the early matatus was just beginning to stir outside, distant and muffled, a sound I had grown accustomed to but rarely noticed. I sat on the edge of my bed for a long moment, staring at the floor as if I could find answers hidden in the cracks between the floorboards. My chest felt heavy, not with fear exactly, but with the unshakable sensation of emptiness.

It wasn’t the kind of emptiness you feel after losing something tangible. It was subtler, quieter, more invasive. It was as if life had continued moving around me while I had somehow been left behind, frozen in a loop of routine and expectation. For years I had measured myself by performance—the work I completed, the smiles I managed, the faith I performed in church on Sundays—but inside, a quiet hollowness had begun to grow.

I remember walking outside later that morning. The streets were damp from an overnight drizzle, the kind that leaves puddles reflecting the neon signage of small kiosks and the occasional fluorescent light from a boda-boda park. The smell of wet asphalt mixed with the faint aroma of roasting maize from a nearby vendor. I tried to inhale deeply, hoping the sensory world would fill the emptiness within me, but it didn’t. The colors were bright. The city was alive. But I felt apart from it.

I boarded a matatu heading toward town, the engine sputtering with the familiar rhythm of the route. Inside, Gengetone music blared from a speaker overhead. Everyone around me seemed to move naturally, talking, laughing, gesturing. I tried to mimic engagement—smiling when someone laughed, nodding during conversation—but each gesture felt hollow. I was present physically, yet entirely absent internally. I realized, painfully, that I had been living like this for years: performing life while my soul quietly faded in the background.

That day, I walked aimlessly through the streets after leaving the matatu. I found myself near the river, watching water flow sluggishly under a low concrete bridge. Occasionally, children ran past, laughing, splashing through puddles as their mothers called after them from the streets. Their laughter pierced something in me I had long ignored. I realized I had been so focused on survival, on meeting expectations, that I had stopped noticing small life—moments that were once sacred in their ordinariness.

Sitting by the riverbank, I allowed myself to feel the weight of years of internal exile. The quiet despair of being present in the wrong way, the constant performing, the pretense of faith, the exhaustion of overthinking every interaction, every opportunity, every failure. And as I sat there, an unshakable thought began to form: I could not keep living like this.

But I didn’t know what “living” looked like anymore.

I prayed quietly for the first time in months—not out of ritual, not out of performance, but in a raw, honest moment of desperation. My prayer was not eloquent. It was not composed. It was a whisper to God that sounded more like a confession:
“God... I don’t even know who I am anymore.”
The city remained oblivious around me. A boda-boda passed, splashing muddy water onto the pavement. The river continued flowing sluggishly beneath the bridge. A dog barked somewhere in the distance. And yet, in that stillness, something shifted. Not dramatically, but subtly. It was the first time I noticed the faintest spark of recognition—that maybe, just maybe, admitting my brokenness could become the first step toward reclaiming myself.

I returned home that evening with a sense of quiet unease. The emptiness had not vanished. But admitting it—giving it voice in prayer, letting myself see it without distraction—felt like the first authentic act I had performed in years. For so long, I had run from my own soul, hiding behind ambition, faith performance, social masks, and busyness. Now, I realized that running only deepened the emptiness. To heal, I would have to stop. To feel, I would have to pause. To live, I would have to meet myself in the quiet, even if the world around me kept moving.

That night, lying in bed, I decided something quietly revolutionary: I would begin observing my life, not just performing it. I would meet myself honestly, and in that honesty, I would start searching for a life that felt whole again.

It was terrifying.

But for the first time in years, it felt like a beginning.

​
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​No One Sees
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February 2nd, 2022

There are certain kinds of exhaustion that never appear on your face until it’s too late.

That was the frightening thing about the season I entered after those long nights of questioning myself. From the outside, my life still looked normal enough. I still laughed at jokes. Still responded to messages. Still made plans. Still walked through crowded streets like everyone else. But internally, something had started collapsing quietly, and I did not know how to explain it to anyone.

I remember waking up one morning feeling tired before the day had even begun. Not sleepy. Tired in the deeper sense. Soul-tired. The kind of fatigue that sits behind your eyes and follows you around like invisible weight. I lay there staring at the ceiling while morning light leaked slowly through the curtains. Somewhere outside, I could hear motorcycles passing and people beginning their routines. Life was moving again. Another day had started.

But inside me, everything felt paused.

I reached for my phone automatically. Notifications. Messages. Random videos. Noise. I consumed them one after another without thinking. It had become instinct by then. Silence had started feeling dangerous because silence forced me to confront myself.

I remember opening Instagram and seeing everyone living loudly. Smiling faces. Relationship pictures. Motivational captions. Business success. Gym progress. Travel photos. Celebration after celebration after celebration.

And suddenly I felt disconnected from all of it.

Not jealous exactly.

Just tired.

Tired of how carefully people edited their pain out of existence.

Including me.

Especially me.

Because the truth was, I had become skilled at hiding what I carried internally. Most people had no idea how much overthinking consumed me every day. They did not see the constant battle happening inside my mind. The fear. The confusion. The pressure to become someone meaningful before life slipped away.

Sometimes I would sit with groups of people and feel completely invisible emotionally, even while actively participating in conversations. I could hear laughter around me, but internally I felt miles away from everyone in the room.

I remember one evening sitting with friends while everyone joked loudly about relationships and money and future plans. I smiled when I was supposed to smile. I even added jokes occasionally. But deep inside, I kept drifting somewhere else mentally.

I kept thinking:
Does anyone else secretly feel lost too?
I looked around the room carefully that night.

One friend kept laughing excessively, almost unnaturally. Another couldn’t stop checking his phone every few minutes. Someone else kept pretending confidence so aggressively that it almost looked painful.

And suddenly I realized something unsettling.

Everyone was carrying something.

Everyone.

Some people simply hid it better.

That realization changed how I saw humanity.

I stopped believing appearances.

The well-dressed guy could be emotionally drowning.

The loud confident girl could secretly hate herself.

The successful businessman could be spiritually exhausted.

The religious person could feel abandoned by God.

The funniest person in the room could be carrying unbearable sadness privately.

Human beings
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