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Dedicated to my mother, whose strength gave me roots, to

Vebem, who pushes me beyond limits, and to everyone who

dares to believe before they see the result.


Prologue — The First Flight

The night before I left Cameroon, the stars hid behind clouds. The village was quiet no traffic, no noise, just the sound of the wind brushing through the banana trees. My bag sat on the floor beside me, small enough to carry, heavy enough to hold everything I owned. I barely slept. My mind was loud with questions that had no clear answers. What if it doesn’t work? What if I fail? But deeper than doubt was something stronger conviction.

For years I had worked my way through hardship: carrying sand under the sun, picking crops in the fields, studying by candlelight, and teaching others even when I had little myself. Everything had led to this moment. I wasn’t just leaving a country; I was walking toward a destiny I couldn’t yet see but believed existed. When morning came, the air was crisp and still. My mother hugged me a little longer than usual. Her rough hands, shaped by years of farming, pressed against my back as she whispered, “Go with faith, my son.

And don’t forget where you come from.” At the small airport, I stood before the window, watching the plane that would carry me to Dubai a city I had only seen in photos and heard about in stories. It felt surreal. The runway shimmered in the heat, and for a moment, I saw my reflection in the glass the son of a farmer, the boy who once couldn’t afford school, now stepping into the sky.

As the engines roared and the plane began to move, I closed my eyes and whispered the promise that has carried me through every chapter since: “Whatever waits ahead, I will keep showing up until I find my place.” When we lifted off the ground that morning, I didn’t just leave home I left behind every fear that had ever said I couldn’t.


Chapter One — The Beginning of Hunger and Hope

I was born in the northwest region of Cameroon, the sixth child in a family of farmers. My mother, a hardworking woman of quiet strength, raised five children before me and somehow still found the courage to keep going even after my father passed away. She was both our provider and protector working the fields from dawn till dusk, teaching us through her resilience what endurance truly meant. Our farm was small, our means modest, but faith and effort were never in short supply.

Life in the village was simple: the sun woke us, the soil fed us, and the nights ended in stories told by moonlight. Yet beneath that simplicity was struggle the kind that shapes character before you even realize you have one. After my father’s death, my mother carried more than the weight of the land on her shoulders. She worried about how to feed us, how to educate us, how to give us hope. Knowing she couldn’t do it alone, she made a difficult but selfless decision she sent me to live with the headmaster of my primary school, a respected man in our community.

He and his wife welcomed me into their home. She was a nurse, gentle in tone but firm in principles. They were modest and wellmannered people disciplined, organized, and deeply rooted in faith. For the first time, I lived in a household that followed clear routines: prayers before meals, chores done on time, conversations laced with respect. That environment taught me the fear of God, not in the sense of dread, but in the reverence of goodness and the belief that life responded to integrity.

Their home became my classroom of character a place where order met kindness, and where love didn’t depend on blood. I was a curious and receptive child, always eager to learn, to understand, to ask questions. Living with the headmaster’s family shaped me in ways I didn’t yet understand. It formed my conviction that doing good always finds its way back to you maybe not immediately, but surely.

That seed of belief took root early, quietly preparing me for the storms and breakthroughs ahead. Even in those early days between the endless farmlands and our tiny classrooms I learned the rhythm of two worlds: hardship that tested faith and kindness that restored it. And though I couldn’t see it then, that simple balance would one day become the blueprint for how I lived, led, and survived.


Chapter Two — The Return to the Classroom

Two years can feel like a lifetime when your dreams are standing still. After finishing primary school, I watched my classmates move on while I stayed behind. There was no money for secondary school, and my mother’s farm could only stretch so far. The days felt long, the silence heavy. Yet somewhere beneath the uncertainty, belief whispered this isn’t the end, only a pause. During that time, I worked anywhere I could find opportunity. I harvested vegetables, carried sand at construction sites, helped farmers, and took any job that allowed me to save a few coins. It was humbling work the kind that stains your hands and strengthens your heart. I began to understand early that progress doesn’t always look glamorous; sometimes, it looks like sweat and consistency.

Then, one afternoon, after two years of saving, I held in my hands enough to pay my first term’s fees. I can still remember the trembling in my fingers as I walked into the school’s office. The registrar stamped my paper without much attention, but to me, that sound echoed like victory. I had just bought myself a second chance at education. Returning to the classroom after two years away felt like coming home to a language I had almost forgotten. I promised myself I wouldn’t waste it. Each day, I studied like every lesson was a bridge out of limitation. Paying fees, buying books none of it was easy. I walked long distances to school, sometimes barefoot, sometimes hungry, but never hopeless.

At night, I would read by candlelight, determined to stay one step ahead of the discouragement that tried to settle on my shoulders. My teacher’s family the headmaster and his wife continued to be a guiding light. They reminded me that knowledge is more than information; it’s transformation. Their example taught me discipline, their faith taught me patience, and their kindness taught me gratitude. After two years back in school, I wanted more. I began to dream of expanding beyond my small community of seeing what existed beyond those familiar hills. That dream led me to make one of the first defining choices of my young life: to move to Bambili, a town known for its schools and opportunities.

Everyone thought I was being unrealistic. “You don’t have enough money,” they said. “Stay where you are.” But I couldn’t. I knew that standing still was another form of going backward. I told myself, If I can work to feed myself, I can work to learn too. In Bambili, life was both difficult and rewarding. I stayed in a small shared room with other students, all chasing their own versions of the same dream. We became a family of necessity sharing food, stories, and sometimes the same pains. After school, I worked odd jobs helping at markets, carrying loads, or doing small construction work whatever would keep my dream alive one more term.

When I finally passed my exams, it wasn’t just an academic achievement; it was proof that faith and effort, when joined together, make impossible things possible. Those years taught me something no classroom could that vision is free, but progress always costs you something. I learned to pay with effort, sacrifice, and patience. And though I didn’t have much, I always gave all I had. Looking back now, I see those humble beginnings as critical steps in the making of who I would become the early days where endurance became instinct and belief began to mature into purpose.


Chapter Three — Seasons of Sweat and Becoming

High school wasn’t just another step in my education it was a battlefield between my dreams and my reality. Every term began with the same challenge: fees. Each time classes resumed, I’d look at the blank page of my notebook and wonder if I would finish the term before being sent home. Tuition didn’t wait for miracles, so I created my own through hard work. When school closed for holidays, other students rested. I traveled. Sometimes to the South West, sometimes to the South Region, sometimes even farther. My hands became familiar with the tools of survival a hoe, a hammer, a wheelbarrow.

I worked on farms, carried bricks, painted houses, dug trenches, harvested cocoa, bananas, and vegetables. Each journey taught me something different. From the farmers, I learned patience. From the construction men, I learned endurance. From the markets, I learned negotiation. Life was shaping me quietly, molding character out of fatigue and humility. I came to believe that work, no matter how dirty or lowly, could also be prayer a way of showing life that I was still willing. When the new term came, I returned to school lighter in the pocket but richer in experience. My classmates mocked me sometimes I smelled like farm soil, and my shoes wore thin too quickly.

But I didn’t envy anyone. I knew that every scent of sweat on me carried a story of survival, a tuition fee paid, a small victory earned. By my final year, something had changed in me. My confidence had outgrown my fear. I no longer felt sorry for where I came from. I felt proud that I was still standing. The day I finished my secondary education, I stood outside the school gate for a long time. The fields stretched before me, and the sky looked endless. I thought of my father and mother, of those nights when food was scarce but hope was plenty.

I thought of my teacher’s family and all the laughter that held me up. And standing there, dusty and tired, I knew I had kept my promise to that small boy staring up at the stars years ago I had not given up. But life wasn’t done testing me. University was next, and with it came a new round of closed doors. I tried for two years, searching
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