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WHAT THIS BOOK IS ABOUT
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"I Am Still Waiting" is the raw, unfiltered continuation of one man's desperate conversation with the universe about miracles that seem perpetually delayed. If "I Need A Miracle" was the initial cry for help, this is the extended conversation, the follow-up appointment with God that nobody wants to schedule.

This is not a self-help book disguised as a memoir, nor a memoir pretending to offer solutions. This is the honest documentation of what happens when prayers remain unanswered, when hope requires daily resurrection, and when waiting becomes both a spiritual discipline and a form of torture.

Written during the actual experience of continued struggle, every word carries the weight of lived reality. The author's authentic voice captures the philosophical wrestling, bitter humor, and stubborn hope that characterizes extended suffering. Whether you're religious, spiritual, or skeptical, this book speaks to the universal human experience of wanting something desperately and not receiving it, yet continuing to live, hope, and even laugh.
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WHAT HAPPENED IN "I NEED A MIRACLE"
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In the first book, readers witnessed a man's comprehensive inventory of desperation. Across ten chapters, we followed his journey through:


	
The Complete Acknowledgment of needing divine intervention for basic survival


	
The Time Anxiety of wondering when help would arrive


	
The Exhaustion of human solutions and traditional advice


	
The Moral Inventory questioning whether personal failings caused the situation


	
The Direct Appeal to God as the only source of power sufficient for change


	
The Method Experimentation of trying prayer, crying, and begging


	
The Paradox of being helpless yet maintaining hope


	
The Existential Questioning through nine philosophical pillars


	
The Faith vs. Reality Tension of celebrating before receiving




The first book ended with a man still waiting, but with his need clearly articulated and his faith, though tested, intact. Readers were left knowing that this conversation with the divine was far from over.
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WHAT TO EXPECT IN "I AM STILL WAITING"
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This continuation takes you deeper into the psychology and spirituality of extended waiting. The tone is more intense, the philosophy more sophisticated, the humor more desperate, and the honesty more brutal. You will experience:

Enhanced Emotional Depth: Where the first book introduced you to suffering, this one immerses you in its long-term psychological effects. The author has had more time to think, analyze, and philosophically process his situation.

Cinematic Detail: Every chapter contains scenes so vividly described you can visualize them as film sequences. This book was written with screen adaptation in mind.

Cultural Authenticity: Set in Kisumu, Kenya, with authentic economic realities, cultural nuances, and linguistic patterns that transport you directly into the author's world.

Philosophical Sophistication: Integration of wisdom traditions, including insights from Don Miguel Ruiz's "The Four Agreements," applied to the context of unanswered prayers and extended suffering.

Universal Accessibility: While deeply personal and culturally specific, the themes resonate across all backgrounds. The questions raised about divine timing, personal worth, and the meaning of suffering speak to fundamental human experiences.

Raw Humor: Laughter born from desperation, wordplay that lightens heavy moments, and the kind of humor that emerges when you have nothing left to lose, including your dignity.
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WHY YOU SHOULD READ THIS BOOK
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If you've never experienced extended hardship, this book will develop your empathy and prepare you for life's inevitable challenges. You'll gain insight into how people survive when hope seems irrational but abandoning it feels like death.

If you're currently struggling, you'll find a companion who understands your frustration with platitudes and simple answers. This book doesn't promise solutions but offers the comfort of shared experience and the revelation that thinking deeply about your situation is a form of strength.

If you've overcome major challenges, you'll recognize the internal landscape described here and perhaps gain new language for experiences you couldn't previously articulate.

If you question the existence or goodness of God, you'll appreciate the honest wrestling with divine silence and the intellectual integrity of faith that doesn't require certainty.

If you believe in God, you'll be challenged to examine your assumptions about prayer, timing, and divine justice while seeing faith maintained under the most trying circumstances.

If you love great writing, you'll encounter a unique voice that blends philosophical depth with conversational intimacy, creating an entirely new subgenre of spiritual autobiography.

This book will make you think, feel, question, and possibly change how you understand both suffering and hope. It's the kind of book that starts conversations and stays with you long after reading.
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READER TESTIMONIALS FROM "I NEED A MIRACLE"
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"I thought I knew what struggle meant until I read this book. The author's ability to find philosophy in poverty and humor in desperation is remarkable. This isn't just about one man's problems, it's about all of us."

- Sarah Wanjiku, Nairobi

"As someone who lost faith during my own struggles, this book showed me that doubt and belief aren't opposites, they're dance partners. The writing is so honest it hurts, but in a healing way."

- David Ochieng, Mombasa

"I bought this book expecting a typical inspirational story. Instead, I got something much more valuable, a mirror that helped me understand my own relationship with hope and disappointment. The author writes like he's sitting across from you, sharing secrets."

- Grace Akinyi, Eldoret

"The humor in this book saved me. I was going through my own dark period when I read it, and the author's ability to laugh at the absurdity of life while still taking it seriously gave me permission to do the same. Revolutionary."

- Peter Mwangi, Nakuru

"I'm not religious, but this book spoke to me anyway. It's really about human resilience and the strange ways we manufacture hope when logic tells us to give up. The writing style is unlike anything I've read."

- Jennifer Otieno, Kisumu

"This author has done something incredible; he's made waiting into an art form. Every person who has ever wanted something desperately needs to read this book. It changed how I think about patience, faith, and what we're owed by the universe."

- Michael Njoroge, Thika

"The most honest book I've ever read. No sugar-coating, no false promises, just raw truth about what it means to hope against hope. The author's voice is so authentic you forget you're reading fiction, if it is fiction."

- Mary Wambui, Machakos

"As a pastor, I've struggled with how to counsel people whose prayers seem unanswered. This book gave me new language and deeper empathy. The author's relationship with God is complicated, real, and ultimately beautiful."

- Reverend James Omondi, Kakamega
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CRITICAL ACCLAIM FOR THE SERIES
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"This author has created a new genre, philosophical autobiography of active suffering. The voice is distinctive, the questions profound, and the honesty breathtaking. 'I Am Still Waiting' proves that the first book wasn't a fluke, this writer has something important to say about the human condition."

- Dr. Wangari

"Rarely does a book manage to be simultaneously heartbreaking and hilarious. This continuation surpasses its predecessor in philosophical depth while maintaining the conversational intimacy that made the first book so compelling. Essential reading for anyone interested in contemporary African literature or spiritual questioning."

- Dr. Ngeso

"The cinematic quality of the writing makes adaptation inevitable. Each chapter contains scenes so vividly rendered that readers can easily visualize them on screen. This is literature with built-in visual translation, a rare achievement."

- Jane 
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A PERSONAL NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR
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Dear Reader,

As I write this introduction, I am still waiting.

The miracle I wrote about in the first book has not yet arrived. The questions I raised have not been answered. The solutions I desperately sought have not materialized. In many ways, my situation has remained frustratingly static.

But something has changed, my understanding of waiting itself.

This book was written in real time, during the actual experience it describes. These are not memories of past suffering, sanitized by time and distance. This is present-tense struggling, documented as it happens, with all the confusion, repetition, and philosophical wrestling that real suffering entails.

I've discovered that waiting can be active rather than passive, that questions can be more valuable than answers, and that hope maintained without evidence is perhaps the most sophisticated spiritual discipline of all.

Whether you're waiting for your own miracle, questioning the timing of the universe, or simply trying to understand how people survive impossible circumstances, this book is my attempt to share what I've learned while learning it.

The conversation continues.

Still waiting,

The Author



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


HOW TO READ THIS BOOK
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This book can be read as a standalone work, but reading "I Need a Miracle" first will deepen your understanding of the journey. Each chapter contains a complete emotional arc while contributing to the larger narrative.

The philosophical questions at the end of each chapter are designed for reflection and discussion. Consider keeping a journal as you read, or discussing the questions with friends, family, or reading groups.

Most importantly, allow yourself to feel whatever emotions arise. This book was written to be experienced, not just read. The author's vulnerability is an invitation for your own honest self-examination.

Welcome to the continuation of a conversation that began with desperate need and continues with determined hope.

The waiting room is open.

Your seat is ready.

Let the conversation continue.
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Chapter 1: Dear Lord
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Dear Lord,

Oh, my Lord.

It feels like we haven't talked for some time despite my daily prayers to you.

Yes, yes, I know sometimes they don't seem like prayers, but in my limited human understanding, I consider them as prayers. Sometimes, I fail to close my eyes, because I am afraid if I close my eyes, something I should have seen (like a miracle) might pass. Sometimes I fail to kneel down, because at times I am forced to pray while walking in public spaces, dodging matatus and trying not to bump into that mama carrying bananas on her head while having this urgent conversation with you.

But here we are again, Lord. Here we are.
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The Prayer Position Dilemma
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You know what's funny, Lord? And I hope you have a sense of humor because if you don't, then we're both in trouble. The other day I was in church, yes, I still go to church despite our... how should I put this... our communication challenges, and Pastor Kimani was preaching about proper prayer posture. "Kneel before the Lord!" he thundered, his voice reverberating through the iron sheets that form our church roof. "Close your eyes and humble yourself!"

But Lord, you and I both know that if I close my eyes for too long, I might miss the opportunity that you've been preparing for me. What if you send my miracle through the church door while my eyes are squeezed shut in what Pastor Kimani considers "proper reverence"? What if the person sitting next to me, let's call her sister Grace because she always carries that worn Bible with pages falling out, what if she's actually an angel you've sent with my breakthrough job offer, but I miss her because I'm too busy performing spirituality with my eyes closed?

So, there I was last Sunday, eyes slightly open during prayer time, stealing glances around the congregation while everyone else was deep in their eye-closed, hand-raised, "speak-to-my-heart-Jesus" moments. And wouldn't you know it, Sister Grace noticed. She gave me that look, you know the one, the look that says, "Young man, your prayer life needs serious attention." But what she doesn't understand, what Pastor Kimani doesn't understand, what none of them understand is that my prayer life has evolved beyond their traditional formats.

I've had to become creative with our conversations, Lord.

Take yesterday morning, for instance. I was walking from my bedsitter to town, because you know the state of my transportation budget, and there was this mama ahead of me struggling with two jerrycans of water and a baby on her back. Any decent human being would help her, right? So, I caught up with her and offered to carry one jerrican. Her smile was so genuine, Lord, that for a moment I forgot about my own troubles.

But as we walked together, I realized this was actually a prayer moment. Here I was, helping someone while having a conversation with you in my head: "Lord, see? I'm being kind even though I have my own problems. This has to count for something in the miracle accounting system, right?" The mama was saying something about her husband being out of work for three months, and I found myself praying for her too: "And Lord, while you're at it, please help this woman's family as well. Maybe you could package our miracles together, bulk miracle delivery to save on divine resources?"

By the time we reached her destination, I had conducted an entire prayer session while walking, helping, and sweating under the Kisumu sun. No closed eyes, no kneeling, no raised hands, just honest conversation with you while living life. But would Pastor Kimani approve? Probably not. Would Sister Grace understand? Definitely not.

You see, Lord, I've discovered that some of my most authentic prayers happen when I'm moving. There's something about the rhythm of walking that opens up the channels between us. Maybe it's because when I'm walking, I can't perform spirituality for anyone else, it's just you and me and the road ahead.

Like that evening when I walked home from another unsuccessful job interview. The sun was setting, painting the sky those colors that make you believe in beauty despite everything, and I found myself saying: "Lord, I don't understand your timing, but I'm still talking to you. That has to mean something." A man on a bicycle passed by and shouted "Bwana, why are you talking to yourself?" I almost shouted back, "I'm not talking to myself, I'm talking to God!" But then I realized how that would sound, so I just waved and continued our conversation more quietly.

But the real challenge, Lord, comes when I try to pray in public spaces, and I mean really public spaces.

Last week, I was at the bus station, waiting for a matatu to take me to another interview. The fare was my last fifty shillings, and I was sitting there thinking, "This interview better work out because if it doesn't, I'm walking back home." The woman next to me was eating mandazi, and the smell was making my empty stomach perform acrobatics. That's when I felt the urgent need to pray, not the polite, scheduled prayer, but the desperate, "I-need-intervention-right-now" kind of prayer.

But how do you have that kind of conversation in a crowded matatu stage? I couldn't close my eyes because I needed to watch for my matatu. I couldn't kneel because the ground was dusty and I needed to look presentable for the interview. I couldn't raise my hands because people would think I was either crazy or directing traffic. So, I developed what I call the "stealth prayer technique", looking normal on the outside while having an intense spiritual conversation on the inside.

"Lord," I prayed while watching matatus, "I know you can hear me even though I look like I'm just sitting here. This woman's mandazi smells like heaven, which makes me think of you, which makes me think this is a perfect time to remind you that I haven't eaten since yesterday's evening meal. Not complaining, just... reporting. Also, Lord, about this interview, I know you know everything already, but just in case you're busy with other people's problems, this one is really important to me. And if you could somehow let me know whether I should spend my last fifty shillings on this matatu fare or save it for something else, that would be helpful. A sign would be nice. Maybe make the mandazi woman offer me one? No pressure, but... well, actually, yes pressure. I'm really hungry, Lord."

The mandazi woman didn't offer me any, but my matatu arrived exactly then, which I took as a sign that I should use the fare. The interview didn't go well, they said they'd "get back to me," which we both know is corporate speak for "don't hold your breath", but at least I tried. And during the long walk home, we had another conversation about what just happened and what comes next.

This brings me to my nighttime prayer challenges, Lord.

You remember my neighbor, Mama Peris? The one with the thin walls and the excellent hearing? Well, she's become an unwilling audience to my late-night prayer sessions. See, the best time for our deep conversations is between 11 PM and 2 AM, when the world is quiet and I can really focus on our ongoing situation. But apparently, my prayer voice carries more than I thought.

Last month, there was a knock on my door at around midnight. It was Mama Peris, looking concerned and slightly annoyed. "Mwalimu," she said, she calls me teacher even though I'm not currently teaching anyone anything except myself patience, "Mwalimu, who are you arguing with at night? I hear you talking and sometimes your voice gets loud. Do you have someone in there?"

How do you explain to your neighbor that you're having heated discussions with the Almighty? How do you tell her that sometimes my prayers turn into negotiations, and negotiations can get intense?

"Mama Peris," I said, "I'm just... thinking out loud. You know how it is."

But she wasn't buying it. "Thinking out loud about what? I heard you say 'But why, though?' at least ten times. And last week you were saying something about 'This is not fair.' Who are you talking to about fairness at midnight?"

That's when I realized I might need to modify my nighttime prayer technique. It's hard to have intimate conversations with you, Lord, when I have to whisper. Some things need to be said with volume, with emphasis, with the full range of human emotion. But for the sake of neighborly peace, I've learned to have our intense discussions in stage whisper format.

"Lord," I whisper-pray now, "I know you can hear me even when I'm quiet, but sometimes I need to use my full voice to express how I feel. Can we set up a soundproof prayer room situation? Nothing fancy, just something where I can talk to you normally without Mama Peris thinking I'm losing my mind, which, let's be honest, might be happening anyway."

But the most challenging prayer situation happened just last week during a job interview itself.

I was sitting across from this man in an expensive suit, let's call him Mr. Expensive Suit, and he was asking me those questions that have nothing to do with whether I can do the job but everything to do with whether he thinks I fit some image he has in his mind. You know the type, Lord. You made them too, so you know.

"Tell me about your five-year plan," Mr. Expensive Suit said, leaning back in his chair like he was interviewing me for a position as CEO rather than the data entry job advertised.

Now, Lord, you and I both know that my five-year plan has been the same for the past three years: survive long enough to see year six. But I couldn't say that. So, while I was giving him some corporate-approved answer about professional growth and contributing to organizational objectives, I was simultaneously having a prayer conversation with you:

"Lord, are you seeing this? This man is wearing a suit that costs more than I've seen in six months, and he's asking me about five-year plans like I have the luxury of planning beyond next week's meals. Can you help me find the right words here? And also, can you help him see past whatever assumptions he's making about me based on my shoes? Yes, Lord, I know my shoes are talking, they've been talking for months now, making that flapping sound when I walk because the sole is separating. But can you make him focus on my qualifications instead of my footwear's commentary?"

The interview lasted thirty minutes, during which I maintained two separate conversations, one with Mr. Expensive Suit about my fictitious enthusiasm for data entry, and one with you about making this man see my potential despite my obvious financial challenges.

I didn't get the job. The feedback was "impressive qualifications, but we decided to go with someone who better fits our company culture." Which I'm pretty sure means my shoes talked too loudly during the interview, or my stomach growled at inappropriate moments, or I looked too hungry for the position.

But here's the thing, Lord, and this is what I want to talk to you about today, all these prayer experiments, all these conversation attempts, all these efforts to maintain our communication despite unconventional formats... they feel one-sided.
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Conversation Resumption After Long Silence
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It's like calling someone who never picks up but continuing to leave voicemails because you know they're receiving them. Except in our case, I don't even get the satisfaction of hearing your voicemail message. I just have faith that you're getting my messages and choosing not to respond immediately. Or at all. But let's assume it's "not immediately" because the alternative is too depressing to consider.

So here we are, Lord, resuming a conversation that I've been having solo for... let me calculate... it's been approximately eighteen months since my last clear sense of you responding to anything I've said. Eighteen months of monologues disguised as dialogues. Eighteen months of questions followed by silence, requests followed by waiting, complaints followed by more waiting.

But I'm still here. Still talking. Still believing that you're listening even when you're not responding.

You know what's strange about long silences in important relationships? They don't feel like absence; they feel like presence with poor communication skills. I know you're there, Lord. I can sense you in the sunrise that continues to happen every morning despite my problems. I see you in the way Mama Njeri at the grocery still manages to find extra greens for my thirty shillings even when she's supposed to be running a business, not a charity. I hear you in the laughter of children playing in the compound, completely unaware that some adults are having existential crises about unanswered prayers.

But sensing your presence and having a conversation are two different things, aren't they?

Sometimes I wonder if you're using the strong, silent approach to our relationship. You know, like those men who show love through actions rather than words? Maybe your response to my eighteen months of prayer isn't going to be verbal, maybe it's going to be circumstantial. Maybe instead of hearing you say "Yes, my child, your miracle is coming," I'm going to experience you rearranging circumstances in my favor.

But Lord, I have to tell you, the circumstantial evidence so far is... mixed.

On the positive side: I'm still alive. I'm still relatively sane (though Mama Peris might disagree). I haven't completely lost hope. My girlfriend hasn't left me yet, though I see her looking at me sometimes with that expression that wives get when they're reconsidering their choice of husband. But she's still here, which might be part of your plan to keep me emotionally stable during this waiting period.

On the concerning side: literally everything else about my situation remains unchanged. The bank balance still performs its daily magic trick of making money disappear without providing equivalent value in return. My phone still receives more calls from creditors than from potential employers. My shoes are still narrating my walks with their flapping commentary. My stomach still has more conversations with emptiness than with food.

So, if you're responding through circumstances, Lord, I might need you to be a little more obvious about it. I'm apparently not fluent in divine sign language.

But here's what I want to know, and I'm asking this with utmost respect for your sovereignty and infinite wisdom: What exactly has happened to our communication system?

I remember when I was younger, not that I'm old now, but when I was naiver about how prayer was supposed to work, I remember feeling like you and I had a direct line. I would pray about small things, and small answers would come. I would ask for help with school exams, and somehow, I would find myself understanding concepts that had been confusing me. I would pray about family problems, and conversations would happen that led to resolution.

It wasn't that you were giving me everything I wanted, you were never that type of God, and I respected that about you. But there was a sense of dialogue, of back-and-forth, of relationship dynamic rather than this current situation which feels more like leaving messages for someone who's either very busy or screening their calls.

What changed, Lord?

Did I say something wrong? Did I cross some line I wasn't aware of? Did my prayers become too demanding, too specific, too frequent? Am I like that friend who calls too much and eventually gets screened to voicemail?

Or maybe the problem isn't with our communication system, maybe the problem is with the scale of what I'm asking for now. When I was praying about exam results, the miracle required was relatively small: help me remember what I studied, help me think clearly, help me manage my time well. But now I'm praying about job opportunities, financial breakthrough, life direction, these are bigger miracles requiring more divine intervention.

Perhaps you have a different protocol for large miracle requests? Maybe there's a waiting period, a review process, a divine committee that meets monthly to evaluate who gets what? Maybe my request has been forwarded to the Department of Major Life Changes, and they're backed up because everyone's asking for financial miracles these days?

But eighteen months, Lord? Eighteen months seems like enough time for any reasonable review process.

Unless... unless this silence is actually part of the response.

What if you're not ignoring my prayers but answering them in a way I don't recognize? What if this waiting period, this extended conversation with uncertainty, this forced development of patience and faith, what if this IS the miracle I asked for, just not in the package I expected?

No, no, that can't be right. Because when I pray for financial breakthrough, I'm pretty specific about what that looks like. I'm not asking for the character development that comes from being broke. I'm asking for the actual experience of having enough money to pay rent without anxiety attacks.

But maybe, and I'm just thinking out loud here, Lord, maybe my understanding of what I need and your understanding of what I need are operating from different perspectives?

You see everything: past, present, future, alternative timelines, consequences I can't imagine. I see only right now: empty bank account, growling stomach, girlfriend's worried glances, parents' diplomatic questions about when things might "turn around."

From your perspective, maybe giving me immediate financial relief would actually harm my long-term development? Maybe there are character qualities, spiritual disciplines, or life lessons that can only be learned in the graduate school of extended waiting?

But if that's the case, Lord, could you maybe give me a syllabus? Could you let me know what I'm supposed to be learning so I can be a more focused student? Because right now it feels like I'm enrolled in a class where I don't understand the subject, can't find the textbook, and have no idea what's going to be on the final exam.
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Prayer Evolution Timeline
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You want to know what's really interesting about our relationship, Lord? How much my prayer style has changed since this whole situation began.

I remember my early prayers about this situation. They were so polite, so formal, so... theological. "Dear Heavenly Father, I come before your throne of grace, acknowledging your sovereignty and perfect timing. I humbly request your intervention in my financial circumstances, trusting in your provision according to your riches in glory. In Jesus' name, Amen."

Beautiful prayers, Lord. Biblically sound, theologically correct, spiritually appropriate. And completely ineffective for expressing the actual urgency of my situation.

Because when you're down to your last thirty shillings and you don't know where the next meal is coming from, formal prayer starts to feel like wearing a suit to go swimming. Technically appropriate for some occasions, but not practical for the current emergency.

So, my prayers evolved.

Phase Two prayers were more conversational: "Lord, you know what I'm going through. I really need your help here. I've tried everything I can think of, and nothing's working. Please show me what to do."

Better, but still missing the raw honesty of actual desperation.

Phase Three prayers introduced emotional authenticity: "God, I'm scared. I don't know how I'm going to pay rent next week. I'm trying to trust you, but it's really hard when I can't see any solutions. Please help me."

Now we were getting somewhere. But even those prayers had a certain... composure that didn't match my internal state.

Which brings us to Phase Four, current prayer format, which sounds more like this:

"Lord, what is happening? What is actually happening here? I have sent approximately four hundred job applications in six months. Four hundred! Do you know what that represents in terms of time, energy, and hope invested? Do you know how many times I've rewritten my CV, tailored my cover letters, researched companies, prepared for interviews? And what do I have to show for it? Exactly seventeen rejection emails, twenty-three 'we'll get back to you' promises that turned into silence, and approximately three hundred and sixty applications that disappeared into the void like I never existed.

"And Lord, I know you're not an employment agency, but you're supposed to be concerned about your children's welfare, right? So, what's the plan here? Because from where I'm sitting, which is on a plastic chair in a bedsitter with a landlord who's starting to look at me with that 'your-rent-is-becoming-a-suggestion-rather-than-an-obligation' expression, from where I'm sitting, it doesn't look like there's a plan.

"Or maybe there is a plan, but it's written in a language I don't speak? Maybe you're communicating the plan through circumstances I'm not recognizing? Because if you are, Lord, I need translation services. I need you to speak to me in plain language, in obvious signs, in unmistakable interventions.

"And another thing, why is it that people with less education, fewer qualifications, and frankly less desperation seem to get opportunities while I'm still out here collecting rejection letters like they're rare stamps? Is there some prayer technique I'm missing? Some spiritual formula I haven't learned? Because if there is, Lord, now would be a good time to share it."

See the difference, Lord? That's how my prayers sound now. Less theology, more therapy. Less worship, more workshop. Less "thy will be done" and more "what exactly IS your will because I can't figure it out."

And honestly, these raw prayers feel more authentic than the formal ones. They represent where I actually am spiritually rather than where I think I should be.

But they also represent something else: the evolution from asking you to change my circumstances to asking you to explain them.

In the early days, my prayers were mostly requests: give me this, provide that, open doors, create opportunities. Classic petition prayers. But after months of circumstances remaining stubbornly unchanged, my prayers shifted toward questions: why is this taking so long, what am I supposed to learn, what are you doing in this situation, how long should I wait?

I moved from asking for intervention to asking for information.

Which raises another question, Lord: Do you prefer request prayers or question prayers? Are you more likely to respond to "please help me" or "please explain this"? Because I've tried both approaches extensively, and the response rate seems similar for both, meaning, effectively zero.

But maybe that's not fair. Maybe you've been responding, and I've been looking for the wrong type of response.

When I pray "please give me a job," maybe your response isn't a job offer, maybe your response is the strength to handle another day of unemployment. When I pray "please provide money," maybe your response isn't money, maybe your response is the creativity to survive without it, or the relationships that offer support during difficulty.

But if that's the case, Lord, I have to tell you, I would prefer the literal responses to the metaphorical ones. When I ask for bread, I would like bread rather than the patience to handle hunger. When I ask for work, I would like work rather than the character development that comes from extended job searching.

I know that makes me sound spiritually immature, but I think there's value in honest communication in any relationship, including this one.

And speaking of honest communication, I need to tell you something else about my prayer evolution: it's become much more specific.

My early prayers were general: "Bless me with provision." But general prayers seem to get general responses, or no responses, so I've become increasingly detailed in my requests.

"Lord, I specifically need KSh 15,000 for rent, KSh 3,000 for food this month, KSh 2,000 for utilities, and KSh 5,000 for miscellaneous expenses including transportation to job interviews and phone credit for following up on applications. Total monthly miracle request: KSh 25,000. This is not a luxury request, this is basic survival mathematics."
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