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Do you remember what you wanted to be when you were young and why? If you do, you will see its influence on your decisions and pursuits. We all want to achieve significance, though our motivations for it vary. For some, it is the fear of failure or feeling insignificant; for others, a compelling drive to solve a problem. And for some, the very definition of significance remains undefined. Whatever the case, everyone must travel the road that leads to discovering the reason for their existence, how to fulfil it, and bear responsibility for their maturity.

Like me, you may have begun by concentrating on a single idea of what winning in life looks like, or what you perceived as your purpose. You imagined a life in which you achieved your dreams. At that point, you likely underestimated the personal development and time needed to achieve those goals. You might not have even considered exploring other interests or possibilities.

Over the years, my experiences have led me on a learning journey, demonstrating that evolution is a continuous transformation process. Hindsight has illuminated the significance of many of my experiences. I now see that success in life has less to do with external circumstances and everything to do with the person. The net effect has been a maturing, more objective shift in my perspective. I have gleaned a sobering lesson: our life experiences are not mere happenstance, but investments that must yield returns.​ It was the influence of this understanding that ultimately led me to write a book, to immortalize and offer life-changing encouragement.

It might be comparatively easier to share practical steps to accomplish goals than to convince you to be patient with your evolution. Patience is not a natural human disposition. If we could control everything and have things go our way, we would. Nonetheless, I am willing to bet that you would be receptive to gradual growth if I said that you will get to where you need to be, and it will be better than you imagined. It holds, no matter where you are in your life, currently.

So, through the tales of some of the seasons of my life, I hope you begin to see that everything you experience is a masterfully designed plan to bring you to destiny, which includes every stop along the way. May you embrace a more meaningful redefinition of personal success and surrender to it wholeheartedly.

The question I encourage you to reflect on as you proceed through each chapter is, “What If You Win?”
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HOW IT ALL BEGAN

​Flashback to September of 1997. Boyz II Men had released their fourth studio album (Evolution), and 13-year-old me had been gifted a cassette tape by his primary school crush. The front part of the case featured the album cover art, and the back was a shade of turquoise. The tape was the same colour. When I first got it, it had her scent. “I think you’ll love this,” she said with a playful tone as she gave it to me. “Thank you! I’m sure I will!” I replied, matching her energy. I had never received a gift like that, and it became my most prized possession.

If that tape could tell a story, it would be a tale of how I played it non-stop! I would listen to it on repeat, wiling away the little free time I had between doing my homework and everything else. I was mesmerized by Boyz II Men’s enchanting singing, vocal range, and flawless harmonies. The lyrics told stories of love, pain, joy, and devotion, illustrating life’s nuances. I imagined myself sounding like them as my undeveloped singing voice relentlessly disturbed the neighbourhood peace. Despite the ruckus, I was too lost in my imagination to care—I idolized this group. A song would come on, and my heart would race with every lyric they sang. In my imaginary world, I embodied them and ‘performed’ while singing along to their songs.

I remember attempting to replicate the distinct velvety tones of Nathan Morris, the smooth falsetto delivery of Shawn Stockman, and Wanya Morris’s effortlessly ethereal tenor. However, I did not bother with Michael McCary’s bass parts because my voice had not yet broken. He sounded like the perfect bedtime storyteller when he spoke on the records in his baritone. Interestingly, our neighbours never came to check​ why someone sometimes sounded like they were wincing at our house whenever I sang along to the music.

I chose to believe they were being patient. When not listening to the tape (it was the only one I owned), I would listen to the radio at every chance. I liked the KBC (Kenya Broadcasting Corporation) English service most because they would play a nice selection of R&B songs, especially early in the morning. I would sometimes listen just before going off to school. KBC also had a radio station named Metro FM, which played hits every morning. They had a special countdown show on Saturdays, where popular songs would get ranked. I listened religiously to learn if my favourite songs were on the charts and catch on to new entries to expand my repertoire. Some of the singers I discovered were Brian McKnight, Usher, Jagged Edge, Jon B, Babyface and Joe Thomas. I was working on having a wide vocal range, so I would also try singing along to Toni Braxton. I was awed by her sultry contralto. I discovered other cassettes in the home music collection that I grew to enjoy, featuring the music of Phil Collins, Lionel Richie, and Luther Vandross. I would listen to these when giving the radio an ‘off day’.

Some of the gospel legends whose music I heard during that time include Ron Kenoly, Reuben Kigame with Sifa Voices, Ian White, Don Moen, Kirk Franklin, some Fred Hammond, and later in the 90s, Mary Mary. What a time that was!

I dreamed of a future where I would build a career out of captivating audiences with music releases and electrifying stage performances. I did​ not know how I would do it, but I was determined to find a  way.

I imagined myself recording music in a studio, proceeding to inspire fans, just like the platinum-selling group Boyz II Men had inspired me. At this point, I had been playing guitar for a little while, having learned the basics from my Mom. I needed to improve my composing and singing skills, so I started by creating simple chord progressions on the guitar and melodies to sing. I did not have a guitar, so I used Mom’s. My short fingers struggled to stretch across the strings on the wide fret board of that classical guitar, and my fingertips hurt a lot from pressing, picking, and strumming. Nonetheless, I was a kid on a mission, and pain would not stop me!

Some of my friends at school aspired to corporate careers, while others wanted to join their family businesses. Others were either undecided or clueless. I
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