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To my late Mother and every child who learned to carry themselves too early.
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Ten years ago, I first appeared on Hillary Murani’s career empowerment program on Y254 Television. As a guest, I shared insights on interviews, career transitions, and building resilience. I was immediately struck by Hillary’s sharp questioning, command of the camera, and deep care for every conversation. 

He listened attentively, fostering an environment where young professionals felt safe to share, learn practical tools, and find renewed hope.

Our collaboration quickly grew into a partnership based on mutual respect and a shared goal: empowering youth by blending Hillary’s lived experience with my skills in training, mentorship, and job placement.

Through his resilience and sense of purpose, Hillary developed as a host, journalist, and storyteller who reframes challenges honestly. That authentic voice echoes throughout TOSSED: Finding Home in a World That Wouldn’t Hold Me, which vividly recounts displacement, survival, and self-reclamation.

Hillary writes with striking courage about a youth marked by uncertainty about growing up stripped of guarantees, navigating cultural dislocation, and searching for a place to belong, yet steadfastly resisting the bitterness that pain can breed. This is not a story of surrender, but a genuine testament to building inner stability from even the most fragile ground.

Hillary’s story turns personal pain into universal insight. His bare feet symbolize perseverance, laughter with siblings signals hope, and his early notebook of stories marks humble beginnings that have grown into a voice recognized internationally.

Having known Hillary Murani for a decade, first as a collaborator and then as a friend, I affirm the person in these pages is true to life. The interviewer who empowered others now shares his honest perspective, giving readers a map of faith, resilience, and self-reclamation.

With a decade of experience in human resources and career development, I recognize Hillary’s remarkable ascent from unpaid roles to international leadership in journalism and communications as the result of a character forged in adversity. This book will resonate with anyone who has ever felt “tossed”: orphans, displaced children, underestimated talents, or professionals carrying childhood survival skills into adulthood.

This book meets readers in discomfort and gently guides them toward hope. Hillary’s voice serves as both witness and guide. He acknowledges hardship without letting it define the outcome. He celebrates those who shaped him and invites readers to claim their own sense of home and empower others. TOSSED demonstrates that resilience, often found in vulnerability, can open doors once closed. It shows that instability can teach a rare and valuable balance.

Hillary Murani has turned movement into meaning. If you have ever felt unsteady, let this book guide you. What does not break you shapes you. I am proud to have accompanied him on his journey and recommend this memoir for its demonstration of how to transform pain into purpose and uncertainty into stability.

If life’s currents have ever tossed you, this book will meet you. For those ready to build inner strength, Hillary Murani’s story offers guidance. With admiration and respect,

Jane Mutisya

Award Winning HR Professional and HR Strategist

Nairobi, Januray 2026
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I have spent my professional life telling other people’s stories. As a journalist, my task has always been to observe, to verify, and to distill complex realities into clear narratives for a global audience. I am trained to look for the “why” behind the “what.”

For a long time, I applied that lens to everything except my own history. I avoided the work. The stories remained untold, the truths unnamed, until now.

This book applies that same journalistic rigor to my own life. It is a report on the mechanics of resilience. One truth emerged: resilience often disguises itself as vulnerability. It is the art of pushing forward when the world sees you as fragile. I set out to understand how a child, born into “fire” and moved like cargo in a plastic bag, ends up standing in the newsrooms of the world’s most respected media houses.

What I discovered: the world often views the displaced, the orphaned, the underestimated as broken. I once believed detachment and self-reliance were the keys to survival. I was wrong. There is a specific kind of strength that comes from having the ground shift beneath your feet. You learn balance. You learn to read the wind. You understand that stability is not something you find on a map, but something you carry within your own values.

In these pages, I have recorded the facts as they were, the bitterness and unpaid labor, the faith and the mentors who saw what I was building.

I wrote this for anyone currently in motion. Your beginning is not your verdict. If you are being thrown, watch where you land. What doesn’t break you gives you direction.

This is what I saw. This is what I learned. This is how I found my way home.
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Prologue
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Some children are born into cool, shaded gardens.

I was born into fire.

By eleven, childhood had loosened its grip on me. Loss accelerates time. When I was orphaned, I became difficult to hold, not because I lacked value, but because grief, hunger, and need make people uncomfortable.

I learned early how quickly duty tires.

My life became a series of transfers. “They will stay with you now,” voices would say, and my world compressed into a single plastic bag. I moved from house to house, my hands toughened by labor long before they learned to hold a pen. I worked where I was placed.

There is a truth about things that are thrown: if they do not break on impact, they begin to understand motion. Balance. Direction.

Years later, I stand in rooms the world once closed to me; a journalist, a communicator, a storyteller whose work has appeared on Al Jazeera, The Guardian, El País, and Euronews. People remark on my calm under pressure, my ease in crisis. They do not know that after a childhood spent too hot to hold, deadlines are gentle things.

This is not a story about what was taken from me.

It is a story about what was formed.

Where you come from does not define you. Who you become does. How you grow, even when the ground keeps shifting.
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Chapter One: Machakos Town—The First Ground
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I sit in the vast plenary hall of the United Nations Environment Assembly, UNEA-7, pen poised over a fresh page of my notepad, the faint scent of polished wood and recycled air mingling with the low hum of simultaneous interpretation whispering through headsets like distant rain. To my left and right, colleagues from international wires and broadcasters shift in their seats: a murmured French headline here, the soft click of a laptop there, the rustle of credentials dangling from lanyards like talismans of access. 

In front of us, the tiered rows rise like a global amphitheater, occupied by dignitaries whose faces map the world, silk turbans from the Sahel catching the light, sharp suits from Brussels, flowing robes from the Pacific islands, the quiet intensity of ministers who carry entire coastlines or dying forests in their briefcases.

I offer a few quiet hellos, nods and half-smiles to familiar faces across the press rows, the small currency of recognition in this temporary capital of concern.

Then the session pauses for a translation break, and my gaze drifts from the dais to the high windows framing the Nairobi sky. In that suspended moment, the mind slips its moorings.

How did this chair become mine?

The question arrives not as doubt, but as quiet wonder. Once, the United Nations and its assemblies existed for me only in textbooks and grainy news clips, distant ceremonies where leaders spoke in measured tones about crises too vast to touch a boy’s daily life in Machakos. Now I breathe the same filtered air as the negotiators, hear the same gavel fall, watch the same documents pass hand to hand. What was abstract geography has become the room I occupy.

The thread pulls backward, unspooling years like a river tracing its own source.

I was born in Machakos, a town that sits quietly between hills and long, patient roads. My beginnings were ordinary, unremarkable, as most beginnings are. Nothing about the moment suggested that life would later demand so much movement from me. It was a grounded beginning, structured, familiar, and held together by family, at least for a time.


“Where you come from does not define you. Who you become does.”  

~Hillary Murani    


Those first years passed quickly, yet left their mark. Machakos gave me my earliest taste of order, a world with patterns, steady rhythms, and comforting predictability. Though that certainty faded, its impression lingered.

Before I was old enough to form lasting memories, my parents separated. The reasons were complex, shaped by family disagreements and pressures larger than any one individual. I have learned, with time, that some conflicts are not about right or wrong but about timing, expectation, and the weight of inherited histories.

My grandmother, my father’s mother, had never truly accepted my mother. From the beginning, there had been an invisible wall between them, built brick by brick from unmet expectations and unspoken judgments. Grandma was a woman of particular standards, formed in a different era, hardened by her own struggles. She had specific ideas about what a proper wife should be, how a daughter-in-law should carry herself, what respect looked like in gesture and word. My mother, independent and strong-willed, did not fit the mold Grandma had carved in her mind.

The tension simmered for years before it boiled over. Minor disagreements became larger ones. Silences grew longer and heavier. My father, caught between the woman who raised him and the woman he had chosen, found himself unable to bridge the gap. Perhaps he tried. Perhaps he didn’t try hard enough. The truth of it remains locked in moments I was too young to witness, in conversations held behind closed doors, in the gradual erosion of what might have been.

When the separation came, it felt both sudden and inevitable. 

It was like a storm that had been gathering on the horizon, finally breaking overhead.

My mother decided to leave.

It was not a dramatic departure. It was measured, thoughtful, necessary, and protective. She chose movement over stagnation, possibility over tension. That choice defined our lives.

But I was not her only child. My siblings remained behind, their fates tied to a father searching for solutions to a fractured family. After the separation, my father faced a household in disarray and the judgmental eyes of a community that measured a man’s worth by his ability to keep his family intact. This was a heavy burden for him, though he never spoke of it directly. Men of his
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