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“Come and hear,

all ye
that fear

God, and
I will declare

what He
hath done for my soul.”

(Psalm.
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Preface

​


More
often a politician speaks because he has to say something but a
prophet speaks because he has something to say. I believe the
writing of my story is not prompted by “Me too—I have to say
something!” It is, rather, because I have something to say—a story
to tell. This story will first and foremost give God all the glory
and I believe inspire somebody; it will be a stumbling block to
those who have chosen to grope in the darkness and a building block
to those who seek the light of Christ to shine in their hearts and
illuminate their paths.

At one
point it was impressed in my heart that I should tell my story but
as usual, I kept on postponing it. I convinced myself that I will
write it at one time or another—or better still, when I am old so
that I can bring together everything I have experienced in my long
journey of an eventful life.

 


I was
surfing the internet one day when I came across a discussion forum.
My attention was drawn to a case where a lady was seeking help to
get a lost friend. It turned out that the discussion that ensued
revealed some little personal leanings. The lady had some personal
challenges and I felt that I could help. We withdrew from the forum
and started corresponding by e-mails.

I felt
that it was God’s will to share with her part of my story to
encourage her that she had a hope. It was when we were
corresponding with her that a voice spoke to me to tell my story
not only to her but to the world. Of course, I didn’t tell her
everything. I only told her what I believed was relevant in her
situation at the time. I felt that by sharing part of my story with
her, she would see that she wasn’t the world’s most
destitute.

One thing I have come to learn is that when you are sick, for
example, you may easily overrate your sickness until you go to the
hospital and meet people who are sick—some so sick that death is
knocking at the door of their life. This is when you may stop
making a big deal of a sickness that isn’t so bad after all. When
we share what we have gone through or what we are going through at
the moment, we are likely to help someone not make a big deal out
of a small deal of a challenge. This can be remedial. For example,
I once met 19 year-old young man who was depressed because years
were piling on his age yet he had no job. I told him that I was 40;
had dependants in my home country not to mention my family, yet I
didn’t allow the fact that I was jobless to depress me. That helped
him.

 


Okay then, now I would tell my story to the world, but just
how much do I tell? Because of the sensitivity of some cases, I
decided to write under a pseudonym. I struggled with this idea for
a while. The reason is that I am not good at hiding. I am
real and open; want to
be God’s open letter to my neighbourhood. I always prefer to
identify my face and personality with my background, beliefs,
experiences and utterances. If I chose a name that is meant to hide
who I am, the purpose of this story may be defeated. The story
would be authentic if I show my face with it and reveal my
identity.

There was no doubt left in my heart that I shouldn’t hide if
what God made me to be and the mission He assigned me to carry out
was to be accomplished. It was settled that I shouldn’t attempt
to hide under any
circumstance.

 


I
believe God spoke and guided me along a path whose horizon beckoned
the story of my life. But deciding on what to write and what to
hold back became another difficulty. As I decided to tell it the
way it is, I must confess that I will breach some confidential
codes here and there as well as “betray” a number of people (not
for malicious motives). This is because there is no way I can tell
a complete story of my life in isolation of other people whom I
have related with in one way or another. I have not consulted them
to get a green light to write about them as I write about
myself.

As all know, in life one is wont to relate and interact with
people in different circumstances where some of these interactions
may reflect negatively as others glow with brightness and eulogy.
The fact that someone may be portrayed to have played a negative
part does not mean lack of forgiveness; neither does it imply that
I am putting in record the ills that transpired in such
relationships. According to me, the bad things I have experienced,
whether they were betrayals; beatings; persecutions,
poverty, etc.
have all worked together to leave a positive mark in my life. I
harbour no bitterness. If the joy that I have had in life is
something to admire then it is a testimony that all things work
together for the good of those who love the Lord (Rom.
8:28).

I am
trusting God to help me give out my life as an open letter as far
as it is sensible. But even as I talk about diverse things some of
which are secret and sensitive, I must confess that there are two
or three things that I am not permitted to talk about in the public
sphere.

Why keep some things secret? To answer this question, let me
give an example: You may go and confess that you killed someone’s
son, father, mother, etc. but you may not go and say to a
man: Now I am saved and I want to confess
all my sins—I have been having an affair with your wife! Please
forgive me for it. Actually, I know of a
case where someone did exactly that. After getting saved, a man
went and told another man how he was sorry for what he did to him.
He explained that he was saved and wanted to clear his conscience.
He told the man that he had been having an affair with the man’s
wife. The enraged husband almost killed him—he got a scathing
beating. The woman was also critically beaten and divorced.
Something like this you may only confess to God and He will
forgive. The few things I intend to keep do not have anything to do
with fornication or adultery but I used the above example to show
that some cases may not be wise to talk about.

 


I pray
that as I release some of the secrets and the sensitive issues,
they will not boomerang on me as lack of wisdom. I also pray that
those whose cases appear here in a negative light—whether they are
part of my family; relatives; friends; brethren or
acquaintances—should know that the intention is not malicious: it
is not meant to scold or shame them in any way at all. I wish I
could tell my story in a vacuum, that is, without referring to
anyone. It is understandable nevertheless that there is no story
one can tell about himself without talking about the people that he
relates with in one way or the other.

 


I may be
asking for an impossibility but I will ask it anyway: I want to be
the one to tell my story. I have explained this into details in
chapter 1 and justified why I beseech the reader to let me be the
one to tell the story, especially the sensitive parts.

 


May God
bless you as you read!

 


Daniel
O. Ogweno

Skien,
Norway

July
2008.

 



****************

 


​ Part 1:

The Childhood Days and the Long Journey to School

 


Introduction to Part 1:

 


In part
1, I will show my background. I will pick it from what I can
remember. This means that I may not involve some details that could
only have been available if I had to interview my parents. At this
moment, that is technically not possible.

I talk
about the challenges I faced from my childhood days and how things
unfolded with Divine protection keeping me from
disasters.

 


I have tried my best to put things chronologically.
Nevertheless, there are some things that read well in a context
away from the time they happened. When this is the case, I will
use “fast forward” or “fast backward”
to show that what I am talking about belong to a
different period of time. This is not only in part one but in the
whole book. In some cases, the reader will be in a position to tell
which period something happened as I will try to give good context
to help in this.

 



***************







 


​ Chapter 1

 


SETTING THE STAGE:

AN INTRODUCTION

 


I am giving you a block: Will it be a stumbling block or a
building block?—the choice is yours!

 


 


May I Be the One to Tell My Story

​


When I decided to tell my story, and in the process tell
God’s story in my life, it wasn’t difficult doing so. As I have
indicated in the preface, the difficulty was how much to say and
how much to hold back. There are some issues that I would be very
reluctant to let into the public, yet my story wouldn’t be complete
without them. This is not to claim that after including them my
story would be complete. The completeness I am referring to is that
which would give the reader the gist of where I have come from and
why I have gone through what I have gone through. What I was
contemplating leaving out explains why I had some dreams: why I
live where I live, etc.

In my book, The Pursuit of
Commitment, while expounding on the fact
that an encounter with Christ is not to be kept secret, I
maintained that we have to tell the public if we have touched the
Lord or if He has touched us. I will come back to this in chapter
21.

There are some issues in my life that I would have loved to
keep “secret” but this will not give God the glory. I earnestly and
desperately shouted to God to hear me. When He did, it is only
consistent that I “shout” my gratitude. And there is no way I
can shout out
something and still keep it secret. When you shout people hear.
Some of the things written in this book are the “shoutings” that I
have done to appreciate what God has done in my life and the life
of the whole of my family.

In The Pursuit of
Commitment, I exhorted people to ‘shout’
whatever God has done in their lives. That is how God prepared me
into shouting my confidential matter. Based on this, I don’t want
to be wilfully hypocritical—asking people to do what I am unwilling
to do. Because of this, I may tell some things that some people
would say: You didn’t need to make that
public!

I
believe Jesus has touched me and I have also pressed my way to
touch Him—I just have to tell the story. It is my way of shouting
my gratitude to Him. I would have succumbed to the “warnings” to
keep quiet about certain things but the Lord had me “cornered” when
He first gave me the revelations I referred to in the above book.
Little did I know that I was being “set up.” After I had written
the book and equally loved the revelations that were given to me, I
felt compelled to personally identify with all the things God
revealed to me to share with His people. That is when an inner
voice made a case that I could neither silence nor dispute, least
so, ignore:

 


You have asked people not to keep secret their encounter with
Christ—whether He has touched them or they have touched Him. Have
you touched Him, or has He touched you in any way and you are
succumbing to the comfort and strict warning not to talk about
it?

 


Your
guess is as good as my knowledge of the things I would have wanted
to keep away from the public.

 


I want
to tell my own story with my own words; pulling the right cords and
setting everything into context. This will help people who can be
helped but stumble those who don’t have the Spirit of Christ. The
reason is that some cases will be “juicy” enough to provoke
gossiping appetite; they will be “greasy” to lubricate the wheels
of slander, and they will be “spicy” to make a vilifying mouth
salivate with libel. I wish I could say that it doesn’t matter to
me but the truth is that it matters to me what the reader will
choose to do, for I care and that is why I have done this chapter.
I also know that there are people who will be humbled. Such people
will sober and reflect on the intricate relationship with Christ
and the fact that He still does His wonders albeit in ways that may
not capture the attention of the lofty and the carnally minded. It
matters to me only for the sake of the reader, but it doesn’t
matter to me the ills that may be directed to me. God has placed me
above trading in malevolence. You throw a ball at me, I don’t
become a wall that will make it come back to you. Instead, I will
always ask God for grace to be like a mattress. When the ball hits
me, it will be cooled by the softness of the mattress.

However
itchy your tongue is; regardless of how part of what you are about
to read burns in your bones, don’t tell this story for me. If there
is someone you’d really love to hear this story, let the person
hear it from me, that is, let the person read this book for
himself/herself. If the person is not the reading type, then
probably this story is not for him/her—for now.

 


 


If you are told a secret and asked to keep it but you instead
decide to tell it to one person and you in turn ask him to keep it,
you shall have told that person not to tell you a secret if he has
one.

 


 


Certain things that I would have loved to keep secret and of
which I decided to share in this book are still “strictly
confidential” until further notice. The only people allowed to get
access to my secrets are those that are willing to get it “first
hand”, that is, sit at my feet and listen to me tell my story. The
reader is “free” to breach this solemn request, but I have to state
that I have appended my disclaimer: I will
not be held accountable for any possible
repercussions.

At this point, someone is asking: If
you still want to keep your story confidential, why tell it
then? I may not go into details to justify
my position, but believe you me, there is a credible reason for it.
There is, however, no need to take space here to talk about this.
For now, it will remain an open secret.

 


Secret Management

​


After
giving the restriction above, may I also digress a bit and say
something about secret management. Secrets are not like words. You
can give your word and keep it—this is positive, but you can’t give
away a secret and keep it.

After giving your word, it depends on you to keep it. Secret, however, after
being given away, it depends on the trustworthiness and good will
of the recipient to keep it. When someone tells us a secret and
asks us not to pass it on, would it still be a secret when we tell
it to someone and equally ask that person not to tell it to
anyone?

The
essence of a secret is its absence from “the public domain.” The
more people know about something, the more it ceases to be a
secret, but what is the yardstick? How many people ought to know a
secret before it ceases to be one? A secret ceases to be one when
you tell it to your next even after having been asked not to tell
it to anyone.

The way we handle confidential things tell so much about us.
When you tell other people’s secrets they asked you not to
disseminate, you may be telling your listeners about yourself more
than you are telling them of the secret. Did you know that if you
are told a secret and asked to keep it but you decide to tell it to
one more person and you in turn ask him to keep it, you shall have
told that person not to tell you a secret if he had one? The reason
is that if you were asked not to tell anybody and you told him, he
will know that his secret will not be secure with you. A secret
will soon lose its “name” if it is given away to people who warn
others to do what they themselves failed to do. Most people may not
say it with words but they will act it thus: If the secret is so “juicy” that you failed to keep it
yourself, how do you expect me to keep it?

If you
tell me someone’s secret which he asked you not to tell to anyone
and ask me to keep it, you need to trust me enough to know that I
will do what you failed to do—i.e. keeping the secret. Many a time
we tell people about whether we are trustworthy or not without
realising it.

Secret
management is like the management of freewill—there is always
someone who would not benevolently manage it. When God gave mankind
freewill and asked him to be responsible with his choices, mankind
chose to misuse the gift of choice and after doing so, he has ever
since tried to run away from responsibility.

A friend
of mine shared with me some very disturbing secrets in his
marriage. They were so bad that for him to share them with me, it
was truly a sign how much he trusted me. This trust was so
precious. The things he told me are surely not meant for
circulation.

It is
good to be trusted by a friend, but we always want to have it both
ways—that is, we want to be trusted while at the same time betray
the trust. There are people who would be hurt to realise that you
don’t trust them but at the same time the very people wouldn’t
think it is acting untrustworthy to share your secrets to at least
one person. There are people that we may trust so much that we
entrust them with what was not originally meant for them. There is
always an urge to tell a secret to at least one more “trustworthy”
person. That trustworthy person also has another “trustworthy”
friend or relative to whom he will tell the secret. Before you know
it, the secret will be securely in the public domain, sometimes
with very damaging versions. The reason is that some of the
so-called “trusted friends” are not trustworthy at all. There is
nothing as difficult to manage as a secret. But this is not a
licence to betray the trust. Betraying a trust and still demanding
to be trusted is an insane insensitivity.

 


 


I decided not to lean on a mistake but to learn from
it.

 


 


On a
number of occasions, I have got very “convenient”, “suitable” and
“relevant” circumstances that would justify telling the story of my
friend’s marital problems. The authenticity and potency of the
story would be enhanced if the identity of my friend was revealed.
In this way, one would underscore the axiom that there is more than
meets the eye. If only you can help people get to know what lies
under the surface! Sometimes the “suitability” of telling someone’s
secret is premised on good intentions, that is, to ‘help’ the
person it is being told to.

I have
never and will never identify my friend’s marriage woes with him. I
learnt first-hand how it feels to confide in a friend only for him
to pass it on. I will tell more about this in chapter 21. My friend
who betrayed me made a mistake but mistakes also have positive
side, namely, they teach powerful lessons. Anyone who cannot learn
from mistakes is in a serious condition.

Learning from what my friend did to me, helped me maintain
that I will not do the same to a friend. I decided not to lean on a
mistake but to learn from it. If only we can keep the golden rule
into perspective! Don’t do to others what
you wouldn’t have them do to you!

With
that, may your conscience help you manage the things you read here
in a responsible way. I will, in the process of telling some
sensitive parts of my story, tell the reader specifically what I
would not encourage him/her to do. Have I asked for impossibility?
Maybe I have.

 


With
that, here we go, this is my story!

 



*******************


Chapter 2

​


MACALDER TOWNSHIP, NYATIKE

 


At his birth, a new-born baby greets the world he is entering
into by an emotional expression of pain—crying. At his death, after
his life is lived, people mourn on his behalf—hence, pain at birth
and pain at death!

 


 


I Was There but I Can’t Remember a Thing

​


However
sharp we are as far as memory is concerned, our entry into this
world is something we can’t have recollections about. I was there
when I was being born but I can’t remember a thing about it. I wish
I could remember the facial expressions of my parents as they
beheld me at my birth. I would have described the joy, or the
indifference or melancholy on their faces.

The day was Thursday; the date, 25th April; the year, 1963; the
place, Macalder Township in Nyatike, South Nyanza, Kenya; the
parents, Musa Ogweno Gati and Elizabeth Anyango; the occurrence, a
new life ushered into the world.

Somebody
must have shouted, or rather announced, “It’s a baby boy!” My first
communication to the world must have been the emotional expression,
a cry—an innate response that signified that I had been born to a
cruel world; a world of pain. The world that was ours but which we
relinquished its control to Satan when our first parents traded
their loyalty to God with an affinity to the devil. They had
misused the best gift that was given to man—the free
will.

 


My
father was working as a miner in Macalder—mining copper among other
minerals. I was the third born after a brother and a sister
respectively. The sister died, at birth. Behind me was a girl who
also passed on. I don’t know how old she was when she passed on. In
fact, I don’t even remember seeing her. This means she must have
died during the early days of her life. At a time when photos were
not common in our part of the world, there is no chance to see how
they looked. I wonder how they looked and what they could have
grown up to be.

Initially I was called Hosea. I was named after the good
doctor who helped my mother during my delivery. This name was
officially used on me until I was six years old when we travelled
back to our rural home. After some unfortunate incidences, as I
will explain below, I went to stay at my uncle’s home. He never
liked the name “Hosea”. My uncle, the elder brother of my father,
made me hate the name. He pejoratively referred to it as a name
belonging to a jamwa (an African none Luo—the latter is my tribe). Luos are very
proud people. Being “isolated” from being Luo, even by name, was
something we would do everything to avoid.

Too young to know the origin of this name or what it meant, I
started distancing myself from it. I wouldn’t want to be identified
with a jamwa. My
uncle told me that I shouldn’t let anyone call me by that name. My
interpretation of ‘not letting anyone’ was that I should sort it
out with anyone who tried to use the name on me. This led to many
fights with my peers. When they realised I didn’t like the name,
they used to taunt me with it. But because I was an ardent fighter,
they soon gave up. I never used to intentionally wrong anybody but
if anyone wronged me, the person had to brace for a fight. I was
the type who wouldn’t let anyone get away with crossing my line.
And my peers hated fighting with me because, as one person once
described my valour after I had overwhelmed a boy who was much
older than me, Owino kiro adhon’g ka tie
punda machien (Owino sprays punches in the
manner of a donkey’s hind kicks). The only people who continued
using this name were the adults, but when they also noticed that I
never liked the name, its use dwindled and soon died. In its stead,
Owino picked up. The latter was the name of one of my uncles who
died long before I was born.

 


​
Three Days with Leopards in a Hole

 


In
Macalder, things were generally normal in our family until tragedy
struck. It must have been mid or late 1968. My father got an
accident. He fell into one of the abandoned mines. The mine had
turned to be a deep wide hole, residence for leopards and other
wild animals.

Since he
fell at night and was alone, nobody knew his whereabouts, let alone
the fact that he had fallen into a hole. My mother had contacted
all the people who could have known his whereabouts but all was to
no avail. He had been to some place and all those people could say
was that he left at night—the night of his disappearance. For the
three days he was in that hole, it was a traumatic and anxious time
for us in the family. Although my brother and I were young, the
chill in the house and the mood of our mother told us that
something was really bad. We had also begun missing our father whom
we couldn’t remember being away that long. Nobody knew what had
become of him—whether he was alive or dead.

He was
unconscious until the early morning drizzle on the third day
revived him. Wounded, hungry, weak and disoriented, it was a puzzle
how he climbed out of that hole and got his way home. Nobody even
attempted a theory to speculate on how he got out of the hole—it
could only be described as a miracle. And this was not all. Another
thread of miracle was the mystery of leopards and other wild
animals not finishing him off.

He could
have been the one to describe how he got out of the hole but even
him he didn’t know how he got out. He could only say that he knew
he fell in the hole because of the pitch darkness on the night of
the accident. He didn’t even know that he had been in that hole for
three days. To him, it was like he was out of the hole as soon as
he fell in. How he came out of the hole is something he didn’t
understand himself.

 


 


Although my brother and I were young, the chill in the house
and the mood of our mother told us that something was really
bad.

 


 


God gifted me with a good memory even from that tender age. I
still remember my father tumbling into the house one afternoon; his
body covered with blood that had dried and turned black; I still
remember the smell that wasn’t that offensive but all the same
“scaringly bizarre”—a smell that I can only describe as
the smell of death. I
remember my mother boiling water and arduously washing away the dry
blood. My father writhed in pain as my mother tried her tender
hands to massage him and in the process wash away the blood that
had securely cemented itself on his body. Even the dew and the
drizzle of that morning couldn’t wash away the dry
blood.

There
was another strange thing about his coming home. Although it was
believed that if he was unconscious for the three days, he must
have been revived by the drizzle of rain that fell at dawn, why did
it take him the whole day to reach home? If he took all that time
struggling to come out of the hole he could have remembered. For a
normal walking pace, it could take less than half an hour to walk
from where he fell in the hole to reach home. Because he was hurt,
hungry and weak, it was understandable for him to have taken so
many hours on the way home. But this also brings another brand of
brainteaser: how could he struggle the whole day on the way without
meeting anyone to help walk him home? He had come home
alone.

 


My
father was short but very athletic. He was a fast-runner that if he
lived his youth in this age, he could have picked a spot at the
Olympics, and probably won a medal. After he passed on, his peers
used to remind me of how he would chase an antelope and catch up
with it. This sounded hyperbolic because antelopes are extremely
fast for a man to catch. Whatever the case, it was enough to
emphasise that my father was fast. What I remember is that one of
his jobs was to light dynamite at the mines and run to safety
before the explosion.

After
the accident my his health was poor and he couldn’t work at the
mine anymore. He was understandably incapacitated. The work in the
mines needed physical fitness and good health. When he stopped
working, it was time for us to go back to our rural home in Kisui,
Mbita, where we would lead a humble subsistence life
thereafter.

What I
didn’t know was the fact that our journey to Mbita was the
beginning of the disintegration of a family and a commencement of
an uncertain, cruel and tricky future—one of the most difficult
life one can imagine had just begun. How could life be so ruthless
to subject “untrained” small boy to face cruelty at its
crudity!

 


 


My Mother Left

​


It was
soon (must have been two months later) after we left Macalder that
my mother went away, abandoning us. Reasons for her leaving I
didn’t know, I still don’t. She left us with our ailing
father.

My
father was not in a position to fend for us. Because of this, my
brother and I naturally slipped into the home of his elder brother
(our uncle) and took refuge there—thanks to strong extended family
ties in the rural Kenyan Luo communities.

The
little he could struggle was now to take care of himself. Caring
for two boys was understandably too much for the ailing father. He
died in 1975, six years after my mother left us.

I was 12
when he died. We used to attend Sunday School in a PAG (Pentecostal
Assemblies of God) church before it was overtaken by the dubious
New Apostolic Church.

I
wouldn’t claim that the teachings about resurrection meant any
practical dimension that far. The general knowledge was that if
someone died, that was the ultimate end—gone forever.

When my
father died, however, I convinced myself that his case was a
special one. He couldn’t just die and be done with. I waited
eagerly that he would resurrect before he could be buried. I sat
next to his body for the three days before he was buried, waiting
that he would start breathing again.

Usually
people would run when a body that has been dead for a while begins
to move, but for me, I wouldn’t have run if he began moving because
that was what I was eagerly waiting for. The kind of expectation
one has would influence the kind of response one gives when things
happen. Expectation is one of the ways to get prepared. Although he
was not directly caring over us, my father loved us and his humble
mien used to tone down hostilities that we were then facing from
our cousins at our uncle’s home. Personally, I loved my father
deeply.

 


In our
new home, Mama Nora received us as her own children—she was a real
mother, a God-given gift. I found a special favour with her. No
sooner had I joined her home than there developed a special bond
between her and me. Life could have been normal despite being
raised up by foster parents had it not been for our cousins in this
home.

Though
we found refuge in this home, our welfare was undermined by the
extreme violence we had to go through—it made life not worth
living.

I took it upon myself to help Mama Nora with the domestic
chores. Regardless of how hard I worked—milking at least four cows
before going to school; fetching both firewood and water; fishing;
digging, looking after the cattle after school, etc., one of my cousins counted me
as a worthless boy. He always reminded me that there was nothing I
was helping with in the home. Interestingly, he was the one who
used to do nothing except, roaming around and only coming home to
eat.

If I say
that our cousins were hostile, it would be understatement, maybe
“wild” can paint a faint picture, but still inadequate. It was so
bad my brother (the first born) couldn’t cope with the cruelty and
physical abuse in this home. He ran away; went to stay with some
distant relatives some faraway place. I stayed behind. All the
beatings were now concentrated on me. Because of the closeness I
had with my new mother, I never thought of running away, though
later I almost took my own life (as I will soon
explain).

The
cruelty and abuse started even before my father died. Our
non-confrontational humble and ailing father couldn’t do anything
to help us. Mama Nora was overwhelmed by her sons, especially the
younger of the two. They wouldn’t listen to her to ease out on me.
My uncle Andrea meant that my cousins were “teaching” me. He meant
that the beatings would help me be disciplined.

Since
1969 when my mother left, I never saw her until 1981 when I took
the initiative to meet her. I travelled to Nairobi, the capital
city of Kenya, for the first time. Nairobi is about 400 km south
east from our rural home in Mbita. It was not difficult getting her
because my elder brother by this time was in the city working as a
watchman in one of the security firms. They even lived in the same
area.

For whatever reason she left, it must not have been initiated
by my father, except it be something that was either unintentional
or one he had no power to control. People used to call my father,
Ogweno toto:
“Toto”, is a Luo expression referring to a baby. My father was as
humble as a little baby. The 12 years I had a privilege to relate
with him as a father and a son, I can only say one thing—he was a
good man; one of the most humble persons I have ever
known.

When he
died people said, “Ogweno must have gone straight to heaven!” The
culture around which I grew up maintained generally that good
people are headed for heaven. Though goodness always has some
religious overtones, there are many good people out there who may
not necessarily make it to heaven. But the possibility that my
father didn’t know Christ enough to be redeemed is something I
cannot deal with.

I
usually tell people to face situations and overcome them, but one
thing I have tried to play escapism with is the thought about my
father generally and his fate in particular. More than 30 years
later, I still once in a while shed tears when his memories either
force or sneak their way into my mind. The memory of my father is
my emotional weakest point. That makes writing this part of the
chapter very difficult. Actually, as I write this, I can’t hold my
tears back. I would have been okay if I knew for sure that the Lord
received him into paradise. This, however, is something I don’t
know, and regrettably, there is nothing I can do about it—and that
is what makes it painful. I realise why the (false) doctrine of
purgatory as taught by Catholicism was a hit. If it were true that
some souls are in purgatory waiting to be “bought” out of that
place, I would deny myself, including the most basic things, so
that I could save enough money to buy him out of an uncertain
destiny.

Despite
all the difficulties I have personally gone through and the general
unfairness of life, I have decided not to question God and His
wisdom. Nevertheless, one thing I get tempted to ask God why, is
the uncertainty of my father’s destiny. This is something that I
find extremely unsettling, something that if I didn’t play
“escapism” I may not have coped with. Why did my father die at a
time when I cannot be sure that he knew Christ in a personal way?
If God knew that He’d save me, why didn’t He spare him until I was
saved so that I could lead him to Christ? But somehow, I know that
God knows how my father was important to me that He must have done
something in his life so that a sweet surprise is awaiting me.
Sometimes I fear that this might be a wishful thinking.

Humanly
speaking, sometimes I feel that some people may fail to get to know
Christ due to lack of exposure to the right Gospel. My father was
religious enough to even thank God for water. This is something I
remember very well: any time he was taking water, he would always
remember to thank God for it. All the same, there were things like
smoking a pipe that I find odd for a committed
Christian.

 


 


Long after his death, his peers used to remind me of how he
would chase an antelope and catch up with it.

 


 


I care for everybody and I love mankind with an undivided
steadfastness. If it was within my power, I’d love to see everyone
make it to heaven. Nevertheless, meeting my father in heaven would
be something more than I have words to express. As at now, I would
but leave it there. I let God be God even if it is at the expense
of “common sense”. I have decided to relax my rational leanings and
affinities. This is because the Bible advises me not to bother
struggling with it; that “the foolishness of God is wiser than
man’s wisdom, and the weakness of God is stronger than man’s
strength” (1 Cor. 1:25 NIV). What this means is that when I
am at the best of my reasoning, God wouldn’t be “challenged” enough
to make Him start reasoning to justify Himself or His ways. His
most banal act is swathed in infinite codes of wisdom that no man
can decode without God Himself providing the insight.

At one
time when I was overwhelmed by compassion over human suffering, to
the extent that I felt God could have done better, an attitude that
was in a way implying that I could do better if I was in a
position, a voice spoke within me saying:

 


However much you think you love people and care for their
welfare, you don’t love and care for them more than God
does.

 


That was simple enough to understand but difficult to
practice. How does someone just relax when overwhelmed by a concern?
Nevertheless, I have since retreated and adopted a solace
stance—I don’t love people more than God
loves them.
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My Father and my elder brother, Lucas.

 


 


​ Something to Thank God for

 


About
four years after I got saved, God laid it in my heart to intercede
for the salvation of my mother. I called on God for over ten years
for her case. She finally got saved and I could see her doing to
people what she didn’t do to us. The fact that she was caring for
other children in itself could have been a problem. It is easy to
get jealousy over the fact that she failed to be a mother to us,
only to be a mother to others.

My
mother was taking care of her nieces and a nephew, even struggling
to give them money to pay school fees. Twice she approached me to
pay fees for them.

I
remember going through primary and secondary schools in extreme
poverty without receiving any help from her—at all. To me, it was
like she never existed; to her, it was like we never existed. The
fact that I experienced dearth in the most acute manner; the idea
that my mother never made any attempt to show goodwill even if she
was not doing well herself, is something that could have left a
permanent sore in my heart. But I thank the Lord God for Jesus! The
heart and attitude of Christ which has become the primary pursuit
of my pleasure made it possible for me to see something positive in
my mother—the transformation in her life. With the attitude of
Christ revealed in my heart, it was not a problem seeing her being
a mother to somebody to compensate for the lost opportunity to be a
mother to us—her own children. It was important for her to make up
for what she lost even if we, her children, were not the direct
beneficiaries.

I have come to learn that people see what they
want to see. Bad or good
things that happen, people have the trait to gratify their
leanings. My gratification comes from seeing transformation.

I tried
to get my mother out of Nairobi and back to the countryside where
life was manageable—especially because she would be surrounded and
secured by extended family ties. This could be very important for
her because as she was aging, it was a matter of time before she
would depend completely on people around her. In our developing
countries we still don’t have old people’s homes where the
government would take care of them. When someone gets old to the
extent that she cannot manage things by herself, there have to be
relatives around to help in every way. Being jobless and yet living
in the capital city can be tricky. This is why until recently she
was living in a slum part of the town. I didn’t want to get her a
good house in Nairobi because I wanted her to go back home where I
had planned to build her a house.

One of
the things that stood in the way of getting her out of Nairobi was
the fact that she was staying with an old man who also had his fair
deal of life’s tragedies.

The man
was doing well in the pre-Amin years Uganda. When the Ugandan
dictator came to power, it turned out that this man was doing well
at the wrong place, or rather at verge of a wrong political
dispensation. He was a Kenyan working in Uganda. One day he came
home to find that his wife and children had been burned to death in
the house. Idi Amin’s agents of wickedness had picked a bone with
this man even though the latter didn’t even know about it. To get
him, Amin’s agents had politicised his presence and dealings in
Uganda. He never knew a thing about this. Had he known he could
have left for his home country, Kenya, in good time.

This man
was told by sympathisers that he was actually the one the killers
were looking for. He escaped from Uganda back to Kenya empty-handed
and worst of all, without his family.

This is
the man that was then staying with my mother. Taking my mother back
home where she left us over forty years ago meant that she would
leave this man.

Knowing
what happened to him in Uganda, my mother’s compassion was stirred.
She told me that she had a problem abandoning the man and
subjecting him to another round of loneliness and
disorientation.

When my mother told me this, the impulsive thought that hit
my mind was: She never had that compassion
to my humble, yet ailing and incapacitated father. Now she looks so
concerned about a man with whom she is not even formally
married! That was a flash of a thought—I
never entertained it long enough to influence what I would tell my
mother. I could almost imagine a voice telling me that the thought
that had just crossed my mind was not the right way of looking at
it—there would be a better way of looking at it. But, really, was
there anything good in this? Isn’t it only scratching open an old
wound—the wound of being abandoned with an ailing
father?

Without any premeditation and with words that I believe were
not mine, a voice whispered within me: Wow, what a change! My mother has really changed; she is
compassionate. If she wasn’t compassionate then, she is now—what a
positive change, a true demonstration of a transformed life!
This kind of observation was compatible with the
heart of Christ that the Holy Spirit testifies to and identifies
with in my heart. My face beamed with joy to know that I finally
have a mother who is compassionate.

 


 


The heart and attitude of Christ has become the primary
pursuit of my pleasure.

 


 


With the attitude of Christ, it doesn’t matter to me who
benefits from an act of compassion, it matters that someone
benefits from this invaluable virtue of Christ. Isn’t this one of
the deep insights the Prodigal Son’s story teaches (Lk.
15:11-32)—the response we give when what belongs to us is passed on
to someone else—more so to someone who doesn’t deserve it? The
elder son who had all along done everything right
failed by taking offence
when his father passed on favours to the wayward son.

The
Spirit of Christ taught me that my mother being a mother to someone
when she was never there for us was not something to arouse
jealousy. Taking care of a man when she wasn’t there to comfort my
father in the evening years of his life and bury him when he passed
on is not something to stir bitterness in me. What I saw, may I
repeat, was her transformed life—I gave God the glory for this! I
loved her deeply. I know she had her reasons for leaving but she
never talked to me about them. Whether the reasons were excusable
or not was not my concern. My concern was that I had a mother whom
I loved and whom God showed mercy and saved. Praise God!

If I
harboured bitterness and embraced unforgiving spirit in my heart
against her, she wouldn’t have seen Christ in me—she probably may
not have received the Lord in her life. I have solemnly decided not
to give anyone, including people that may be perceived as my
enemies, a credible excuse to reject Christ. That is my mission in
life.
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My Mother and my sons: Jim-Jif and Victor.
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​ Chapter 3

 


CHILD LABOUR OR LABOURING FOR SURVIVAL?

 


Being sick and yet not even aware of it is a life-threatening
condition, but being poor and not even conscious about it is a
life-lightening position. While sickness is definitive, poverty is
relative.

 


 


Toiling for Survival

​


In many
parts of the world children work arduously in order to survive. In
most of these cases, working or not working spells the difference
between eating and going hungry; putting on cloths and going
naked.

The
world criticizes child labour—and rightly so, but what has it done
to address the underlying reasons for child labour? The focus is on
the skewed capitalism where there is organised and structured
exploitation of the labour of the disadvantaged child. Whether a
child labours because of exploitation by those who own the means of
production, or because of necessity (for survival), that small
children toil long hours instead of doing what children do best,
namely, playing, is one of the major failures of
mankind.

If we
talk of stopping child labour, it would be moral to provide an
alternative for their survival. The basic things to do include
stopping exploitation; cutting on the long hours and generally
improving on the working conditions and also making sure that no
work is allowed to come between the child and schooling. The other
alternative is to address their basic needs so that they don’t have
to work to survive.

For a
child who works out of necessity, it may not be morally plausible
to derogate his work when an alternative means for survival is not
available. In some cases, the child labour that results from the
need for survival may be much heavier than those of capitalistic
exploitation.

There
are thousands of ways that resources on planet earth can be
distributed so that nobody agonises in extreme poverty. But that is
by the way—it’s definitely not what I am pursuing in this
book.

 


When my
mother left and my father was not in physical shape to fend for us,
it meant that there were several things we had to either forgo or
work hard and for a stretch of time in order to acquire. For me,
and this was not exclusive, working was natural. The difference,
however, was that those who had their parents didn’t have to
completely rely on themselves to acquire what they
needed.

 


A Sack for a Blanket

​


One
thing I thank God for is that though we were desperately poor, we
were not even aware of it. The reason is that almost everybody was
in the same level. It was also good that there was no spirit of
comparison so that even some of us who happened to be at the very
base were not looked down upon. The claws of poverty are sharpened
by the spirit of comparing oneself with the rich. Poverty bites
more if the poor is exposed to riches and yet having none of
it.

Another
good thing was that
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