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​Subtitle: A Stud’s Field Guide to Staying Sharp When the World Gets Loud: Navigating the Noise with Strategy and Style.

​CHAPTER 1: THE LAST SEAT ON THE BUS (AND THE HAT THAT SAVED MY LIFE)

It’s 11:00 PM. The bus is hurtling through the dark, and inside, it is a complete and utter mess. My coworkers are all at the front, buzzed on the high of a "successful" team-building day. They’re laughing over inside jokes I don't care about and probably screaming along to some radio song that’s been overplayed for three years.

Outside the window, Nairobi is dressed up for Christmas like she’s trying to impress a mother-in-law who’s already decided she hates her. There’s tinsel on shop windows, strings of colored bulbs blinking through the dust, and people lugging plastic bags of shopping home to families. Usually, those lights make me feel something—warmth, maybe? Tonight, I just want to reach out the window and smash every single one of them.

I’m huddled in the very last seat, as far back as the metal frame will let me go. The overhead lights are off, which is a total blessing. In the dark, nobody can see that my face is a literal riverbed of dried-up salt. I’m staring at my reflection in the glass, but I don’t recognize the person looking back. I just see The Hat. Honestly, I look ridiculous, but I don't even care.

I haven't taken this hat off for fourteen hours. Not to eat, not to "bond," not even when the Nairobi heat was making my scalp itch like I had a family of lice living up there. It wasn't a fashion choice. It was a bunker.

Let’s talk about the "Event."

The day started great. I was vibing. I was smart. I was on it. But then, the Directors arrived. You know the type—the ones who look like they breathe "Corporate Strategy" and exhale "Market Growth." They decided we should do a "wrap-up" circle. Just a "casual" chat about our views on the company. One by one.

I was fourth.

The moment the first person started talking, my body decided to initiate a self-destruct sequence. The moment the second person started talking, my heart wasn’t just beating; it was trying to escape through my ribs to find a better life. By the third person, my throat had already developed its own pulse. By the time it got to me, I wasn't even a person anymore. I was just a collection of anxiety symptoms held together by a denim shirt.

I stood up. Or I think I did. I couldn't feel my legs. I started talking, and my voice... oh, the voice. It wasn’t mine. It was this shaky, vibrating thing that sounded like a goat being driven on a bumpy road. I could hear myself from "backstage" in my own head, thinking: “Who is that? Why is she vibrating? Is she about to explode?”

A Director asked me a question. My brain went 404: File Not Found. But being the "Brains of the Family," my mouth apparently has a backup generator that figures out what to do in this state of mind. It just started saying "Professional Words." I hope they made sense. I hope I didn't accidentally resign.

The worst part? The closing prayers.

In Nairobi, you know the drill: caps off, heads bowed. But there I was, standing there like a rebel in the sanctuary. I couldn't take the cap off. Taking it off felt like peeling off my skin. I stood there, heart hammering, cap firmly on, feeling the heat of a thousand judgments that probably weren't even there.

I sat down and hated myself. I asked: “Lex, what are you afraid of? You’re literally a former public speaker!”

But that’s the thing. Society has been dimming my light since I was small. They’ve spent years telling me that "people like me" shouldn't even be in the room. So when the spotlight hits, my soul tries to dive for cover. My guts were shaking. Not just a little flutter, but a full-blown internal earthquake. They’d seen the "weirdo." They’d seen the girl who forgot to read the "Normal Woman" script.

I cried all the way to the bus station, and I’m still crying now.

It’s funny, isn't it? I’m the "brains" of my family. I’m the one who survived a home where my father used his belt to keep my mother quiet. I’m the one who taught herself to code, who mastered the "professional" accent to pass interviews, who hustles 18+ hours a day to build a life out of thin air. Look, I’m the brains of the family, so at least that proves I’m not gay and dumb. 😂

I can fix a thousand lines of broken code in the middle of the night, but I can’t figure out how to stand in a room of "normal" people without feeling like an imposter.

The woman sitting three rows ahead of me laughs at something—a bright, easy sound. She has no idea what it's like to calculate every single step you take. She doesn't know the weight of a secret that’s years heavy. As the bus hits a pothole, I realize you can’t fix something that isn't broken. The world is what’s broken.

I’m Lex, I’m a masculine woman, and society treats my existence like a technical error. If I’m going to exist, I might as well tell the truth. Even if my voice shakes. Even if I have to do it from the back of the bus.

​CHAPTER 2: THE WOOLEN FORTRESS AND THE GOOFY TOP

PEOPLE LOOK AT ME NOW—THE firm handshake, the short hair, the achievements—and they think I’m just some "tough" woman. They don’t realize that this version of me was built brick by brick in a house where being a woman meant being a target.

If I close my eyes, I can still hear the sound of the belt hitting my mother.

I was so young—the age where your only job should be playing with dirt and wondering what’s for lunch. But in my house, lunch depended on my father’s mood. My dad paid for my books, but he also stole all the air out of the room. He treated my mom like a piece of furniture he hated.

The memory that really breaks me is the night she ran into my bed. She was shaking, exactly like I was shaking at the team-building event. She crawled under my covers, looking for a shield in a four-year-old kid. Then the door burst open.

My father didn’t even see me. He didn’t see the terror in my eyes. He just saw a woman he wanted to break. I remember the sound—that heavy, rhythmic thud of leather on skin. I remember begging him to stop, my voice sounding high and thin, disappearing into the dark. He didn't stop.

The next morning, the sun came up like nothing had happened. I sat at the table and looked at my mom’s eyes—they were so swollen she could barely see to pour the tea. To be honest, they looked exactly like mine do right now. 😂💔

In that moment, a switch flipped. I made a vow: I will never be that. I will never be soft. I will never be the one under the belt. My brothers, Lee and Jay, and I love our mom more than anything. Even though Dad was the breadwinner and paid for our school, that bread always tasted like salt and fear.

​The Christmas Top Fiasco

BY THE TIME I WAS TEN, I was deep into my transformation. My mom would try to buy me matching sandals and floral tops for Christmas, and it felt like she was trying to dress me in my own funeral clothes. I fought for anything that felt like it had "teeth."

One Christmas, mom took me to buy clothes. I was being sneaky—I picked out an outfit that had shorts, but it came with this goofy-ass top. I only wanted the shorts, but I figured I’d lie about the top later.

Christmas morning came, and I absolutely lost it. I cried my eyes out because I refused to wear that goofy top. It was hideous and it felt like a lie. They eventually found me a plain t-shirt, and I felt like myself again. Mom realized then that if she took me to pick clothes, she’d better let me choose or there’d be a riot. Of course, I chose boys' clothes.

Then there was the time Dad was supposed to take me to the optician for an eye check-up. He looked at what I was wearing and told me he wasn't going to go with me if I was wearing shorts. Can you believe that? He’d rather I stay blind than be seen with a daughter in shorts.

​The Sweater Sanctuary and the Panga

THEN CAME "DEVELOPING." For most girls, it’s a milestone. For me, it was a betrayal. My chest started to grow, and all I could




​Ms. Rhea and the First "Pull"
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​Shaping My Tongue






​The Tomboy Denial



​CHAPTER 4: THE FRACTURED SOUL
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​CHAPTER 6: THE TWENTY-THOUSAND SHILLING MASK
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