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    To my future child, or children when you read these words, know that I walked corridors that tested conscience, endurance, and principle. Though I may not be present in every moment of your lives, the path I charted is yours to continue. In your hands lies the continuation of justice, the preservation of dignity, and the courage to stand firm where others bend. Carry this torch with clarity, with conscience, and with unwavering resolve. In your steps, my quest is fulfilled.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Even when the corridors are silent, the conscience speaks; even when authority bends, principle remains unbroken."
-Tobias Otieno Ogola
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PREFACE
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This book is not fiction of convenience; it is a reflection, a documentation, and an artistic rendering of experiences at once personal and universal within hierarchical institutions. It explores how authority is exercised, how marginalization is normalized, and how integrity can survive in spaces designed to erode it.

Cosmus Otieno, my narrator, is a composite rooted in lived experience, sharpened by observation, and guided by principle. Through him, readers will navigate the quiet violence of favoritism, the subtle terror of selective enforcement, and the resilience required to endure and witness without being broken.

This book is for those who have walked corridors where power whispers, where duty is weaponized, and where conscience must remain the compass. It is for those who still hope to rebuild a system that honors integrity over hierarchy, mentorship over dominance, and humanity over blind compliance.
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CHAPTER 1: THE FIRST GATE


[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Part I: When the Letter Arrived Before the Welcome
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The letter came quietly, without ceremony, on the first day of July. It bore the seal of a ministry that speaks often of service, equity, and nationhood, yet rarely of the bodies that must bend to keep those words alive. I remember holding it the way one holds a fragile promise, careful not to crease it, careful not to believe too much. It said I was posted. It did not say I would be received.

On the third day of that same month, I traveled to the place named for stone and height, a land of folded hills and watchful silence. I arrived early, because I had been taught that arrival itself is a form of respect. My bag was light, my documents heavy: transcripts, letters, copies of letters, copies of copies. I carried patience. I carried hope, though I had learned to fold it small.

At the first office, eyes scanned my name before they scanned my face. The pause was brief but practiced, the kind that happens when recognition is not of a person but of an origin. I was told I could not be accepted yet — not because I lacked qualification, not because I had come late, but because I lacked things that were not required. At least not yet.

They asked for a logbook that is only required on the day one reports, not on the day one is received. They asked for a temporary license issued by a council two counties away, in a city that does not wait for travelers. They asked for affidavits, stamped and sworn, even after I placed original transcripts on the table, even after photocopies lay beside them like obedient witnesses. Each request was spoken calmly, politely, as though procedure itself were neutral, as though rules do not know how to choose their victims.

Between the third day and the thirteenth, I became a traveler without rest. From the shores of my home I moved toward the capital and back again, like a messenger chasing a message that kept changing its language. Mbita to the city. The city to the council. The council to lawyers' chambers. Lawyers to commissioners of oaths. Stamps. Signatures. Seals. Each one cost money. Each one cost time. None of them brought acceptance closer.

I spent fifteen thousand shillings in those ten days — money set aside for rent, for food, for the quiet dignity of beginning work without debt. I did not protest. I did not argue. I told myself this was how beginnings are sometimes shaped: by inconvenience mistaken for rigor, by endurance mislabeled as professionalism.

What troubled me was not the distance, nor the expense, nor even the fatigue. It was the pattern. Others reported and were received with fewer questions, fewer pauses, fewer demands. Their names moved faster through offices. Their documents were lighter. Their presence was not interrogated. I watched this without envy, only with a growing clarity that something unseen had already begun to sort us.

When I finally returned on the thirteenth, armed with everything they had named and more, the acceptance letter was issued as though nothing unusual had occurred. No apology. No explanation. The ink dried quickly. The smile was brief. It was as if the previous ten days had been a test, not of competence, but of how much inconvenience I could swallow without speaking.

I walked out holding the letter, feeling neither victorious nor relieved. Only aware. A gate had opened, yes, but it had closed something else behind me. I understood then that this place did not only measure skill or discipline. It measured silence. It measured how softly one could carry injustice and still call it duty.

I did not yet know the names of what awaited me: the voices, the threats, the tilting of a name tag, the brooms, the shouting offices, the forced apologies, the gates that would later refuse my body passage. But the soil had already been prepared. The first lesson had been taught gently — that arrival does not mean belonging, and acceptance does not mean safety.

I folded the letter and placed it carefully in my bag. Not as proof of welcome, but as evidence. Some documents are not meant to open doors. Some are meant to remind you, later, that you were never imagining things.
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