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This isn’t a book about bitterness. It’s not about revenge. And it isn’t written to shame or blame.

This is a story about love real love. The kind that lifts and strengthens, that dreams and dares, that sometimes breaks. Love that teaches us who we are when it’s beautiful, and who we can become when it’s painful.

I didn’t write this book to expose the woman who betrayed me. I wrote it to discover the man who walked through both the wonder of love and the weight of loss.

What you’ll find in these pages isn’t fiction. It’s not polished pain made to sound sweet. It’s raw. It’s honest. It’s real. And maybe, just maybe, it’s a mirror for you too.

Because this is not only the story of a broken heart. It is also the story of every heart

	The heart that once loved and was wounded.

	The heart that is loving now, trembling with both joy and fear.

	The heart that still waits, hoping to be found by love.


I was a man who loved deeply, trusted fully, and fell hard. I was betrayed not with noise, but with silence. Yet by grace, I crawled through the valley of heartbreak and rose not bitter, but better.

Yes, she betrayed me.
But no, this is not her story. This is mine.
A journey from innocence to sorrow, from loss to learning, and from pain to peace.

If you have ever loved, if you are loving now, or if you are daring to love tomorrow this story is for you. It is for the dreamers, the believers, the broken, and the hopeful.

Because healing is real. Forgiveness is possible. And peace? Peace awaits those who choose to walk forward, scars and all.

I loved her. Yes, she betrayed me.
But I chose healing. And now... so can you.
Welcome to my story.

Joseph Kaburu.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Contents


[image: ]


	Chapter 1: Roots of a simple man

	Chapter 2: Becoming a man of the world

	Chapter 3: When Clare walked in.

	Chapter 4: The love that felt like forever

	Chapter 5: The message that shattered the world

	Chapter 6: Living with the Unanswered

	Chapter 7: Trying of Breath Again

	Chapter 8: Visiting the priest

	Chapter 9: Forgiving the silence

	Chapter 10: Martha’s pain

	Chapter 11: The sound of starting over

	Chapter 12: New shoots from broken roots

	Chapter 13: A seed I never planted

	Chapter 14: The Man of the Mirror

	Chapter 15: When peace looked like a person

	Chapter 16: Love without fear

	Chapter 17: What healing really looks like

	Chapter 18: I loved her, yet I healed.


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A Letter to Clare (Never Sent)
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Dear Clare, I don’t even know how to begin this letter. Maybe because it was never meant to be sent. Or maybe because everything I want to say still burns inside me like a wound that never got the chance to heal.

There were nights I sat in the dark, whispering your name into the silence, hoping the wind would carry it to wherever you were. There were days I stared at my phone, knowing I wouldn't call—yet wishing I could just hear your voice one more time, even if it was only to say goodbye properly.

I loved you, Clare. I loved you with a kind of quiet, sacred love—the kind that doesn’t demand attention but gives everything anyway. I loved you in a way that built dreams around your name. And I didn’t just fall in love with you... I chose you. Again and again, even in silence, even in pain.

You weren’t just someone I dated. You were the woman I saw beside me in every future plan. I prayed for you. I fasted for our love. I stood in the rain, in traffic, and in chaos—just to get to you. Just to hold your hand. Just to see you smile.

That’s why the betrayal cut so deep. Not because it happened, but because it came from you. From the person I trusted with the most fragile parts of me. From the woman who knew my weaknesses and still promised to hold me gently.

Do you remember the curtains we chose? The maroon ones with golden flower prints. I see them sometimes in my sleep, hanging in that tiny room we painted together. I remember how you looked holding them up to the light, laughing, so full of joy. I still wonder—was that joy real? Were those moments real? Or was I the only one who believed we were building something sacred?

Clare, do you mean the masses we attended together meant nothing? The prayers we whispered side by side, the fasting, the small devotions... Were they just routines to you? What about our premarital counseling with the priest—those moments where we talked about our future, our vows, and our shared path before God? Did they all forget the moment he touched your hand?

I keep asking myself—where did I fail? Was I too soft? Too trusting? Was there a moment you cried and I didn’t notice? A day you doubted us, and I was too busy believing for both of us?

Clare... Why didn’t you tell me when he first approached you? Why didn’t you run? Why didn’t you fight for what we had before it was too late? What did this man give you that made you let your guard down? Was it attention? Was it charm? Did he promise you something I didn’t? Or was it just a moment... while I was trying to give you a lifetime?

I’m not angry anymore. I think I’m just empty. I think I gave you everything... And when you left, you took the best parts of me with you. And yet, if I had the chance to do it all again, I think I still would. That’s how much I loved you. That’s how deep it ran.

Sometimes, I imagine continuing to love you and even loving the child too—raising her as if she were mine. But then I ask myself... how can I? How do I love a child whose very existence reminds me of the moment you stopped choosing me?

But I can’t keep bleeding for someone who won’t even look back.

So, I’m writing this not to hurt you, but to finally let you go. Gently. Softly. Because I deserve peace too. I deserve to stop waking up wondering what I did wrong. 

Goodbye, Clare.

Not with hatred. Not even with bitterness. But with the kind of sorrow only true love can leave behind.

The full proverb says, “If you love something, set it free. If it comes back, it’s yours. If not, it was never meant to be.”

So today, I set you free.

If you were truly mine, you’d find your way back.

If not... then I thank God I got to love you, even if only for a season.

Love always, Joe. 
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Chapter One: - Roots of a simple Man.


[image: ]


“I came from nothing—but in that nothing, there was faith, struggle, and a dream I didn’t even know I had.” 

I was born into a world where character outweighed wealth and where the simplest things carried the greatest meaning. A meal on the table was never taken for granted but received as a gift of grace. Neighbors looked out for one another not only offering a hand in difficult times but also sharing laughter in seasons of joy. It wasn’t the kind of life that made headlines, yet it was the kind that shaped hearts, forged resilience, and raised men of substance.

I come from a humble family, modest in means but rich in values. Our house may have been small, but our faith filled every corner.

And in that quiet corner of rural life, I learned what it meant to grow up with less in hand but more in the heart.

We didn’t have much, but we had discipline, prayer, and a community that reminded us that no

One truly walks alone.

A Childhood Baptized in Simplicity

From my earliest memories, church wasn't just a place we visited it was a place where we truly belonged.

The Catholic faith was woven into our daily lives, like the very air we breathed.

The sound of rosary beads clicking in my mother’s hands... The wooden crucifix hanging above our doorway...

The Sunday Masses we never missed, even when the roads were muddy and our shoes were worn.

These were more than routines they were rhythms that shaped my soul.

I was baptized as an infant and then later confirmed after catechism those gatherings where children sat on benches under trees, learning stories of Moses, Mary, and miracles.

The stories seemed simple then. But little did I know, those very seeds would grow and support me through life's storms.

Church wasn’t just about religion.

It was a refuge.

The rosary wasn’t just a chain of beads.

It was a lifeline in dark moments. And the Eucharist?

It was the only feast that made an empty stomach feel full.

Seminary Years: A Young Boy and His Quiet Questions

When I reached high school, I attended a minor seminary a Catholic-run school where boys learned both academics and discipline.

I didn’t go there because I wanted to become a priest.

I went because it was organized, safe, and offered something rare in our village: stability. There, I woke up to bells ringing in the cold morning.

We prayed before meals, before classes, and before sleep. Between the prayers, we studied subjects that challenged our minds and asked questions that challenged our souls.

It was during those years that I first began to wonder:

Who am I truly meant to be?

Is there more to life than this narrow path I'm walking?

I didn’t realize at the time, but my heart had begun to whisper about a dream I hadn’t yet

named.

The Long, Silent Pause After School

After high school, reality hit hard. Dreams, it turns out, cost money. And we had none.

My parents had already made many sacrifices to get me that far. But with younger siblings

Coming up behind, I couldn’t be the only one asking for more.

So, I waited. Five long years.

Five years of watching others go off to college.

Five years of seeing classmates graduate, get jobs, wear suits, and post photos in front of lecture halls while I stayed behind, doing what I could.

I carried water. I tilled land.

I worked wherever I could, whenever I could, doing whatever it took to earn a few coins to keep the lights on at home.

It wasn’t laziness.

It was reality.

And during those years of waiting, I learned something many never learn: how to hold onto hope without guarantees.

The Door That Opened Without a Knock

Then, something changed. A well-off, respected cousin living in the capital invited me to stay with him.

He had a good life big house, clean compound, quiet comfort a world I had never experienced before.

For two years, I lived there quietly.

I washed cars, ran errands, and helped wherever I could. I didn’t ask for anything.

But inside, my heart was restless. I wanted to study.

I wanted to become something.

But I didn’t dare ask.

Then one evening, the house help walked into the servant’s quarters, holding an envelope.

The boss said, Tomorrow morning, you're going to college,” she said casually. “It’s already paid.

You'll be doing electrical installation.

Just like that, the door I had prayed for opened. No discussion.

No explanation.

He simply decided and acted.

I was stunned.

I hadn’t even told him I wanted to study, but somehow, he saw something in me.

And that single act changed everything.

The Spark That Lit the Fire

Around that time, the country faced a severe power crisis. Drought had crippled our hydroelectric system.

Blackouts became a regular part of life.

My cousin bought a generator for the house. When the technician arrived to install it, I was told to help him.

I knew nothing about electricity, but I watched closely.

I watched how he connected wires, grounded the current, and created a switch to toggle between power sources.

A few days later, the generator stopped working after the grid power returned. Another technician arrived and was unable to locate the fault immediately.

My cousin explained that I was there during the original installation. The technician turned to me.

“Tell me what the first guy did,” he said.

I explained to him step by step. Based on my explanation, he identified the problem and fixed it. He looked at me. Then looked at my cousin.

Then said something that would change the direction of my life:

This young man is smart. He’s not trained, but with the right education, he could become something.

That’s when I truly understood
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