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DEDICATION

Let me dedicate this book to the youth especially, pupils in schools and students in colleges. I have started a campaign dubbed, I Shall Not Die, to rescue them from drug abuse and alcoholism.

“Kill Me Not!” I cried. “You women, sellers of the illicit brew, drug dealers, drug peddlers... I will never be a slave of your poisonous stuff!” 

BISHOP PETER N. MUYA.
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In this book, Bishop Muya’s faithfully explains biblically how young people are perishing in drug addiction and alcoholism. He believes that they can be rescued by helping them to discern evil behaviors after reading the word of God them.

How I wish this book could land in the hands of every pastor, church member and the community. This is a story of redemption from drug abuse, in a series of self- harm.

There is a great need for the world to know the gospel which can help them to recognize how evil behaviors are destroying our children and youth in this evil times. This important book is written at the right moment, when the drug abuse menace is a problem that definitely should be addressed.

It is our highest time as believers of the word of God to re-define our mission and vision so as to go out to rescue our young people before they die prematurely in drug abuse. We are to go out to make them hear the truth from God’s word which is able to set them free from all types of addiction. They desperately need to hear from us the good news about their deliverance from evil behaviors.

The bible says, if the son of God sets you free you shall be free indeed. Bishop Muya is going around the country trying to rescue the youth from drug-related problems. As the war from evil behaviors rages, many victims are to be rescued before they perish. Bishop Muya loves the youth and that’s why his mission is to make sure they are redeemed from addiction. I too love them and that’s why I joyfully recommended this book as a memoir of redemption from evil behaviors which are destroying our youth. 

You shall know the truth and you will be set free from drug abuse.


Apostle Stephen Kimono.
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In my life I did not experience comfort or fatherly love during my childhood, because both parents were perpetual drunkards. They were impoverished living in a mud and grass thatched hut given to them by their employee- the white settler in those days.

We eventually, had to make illegal homemade alcohol to make money to survive. At home we were given the illicit brew by our parents free of charge. We had a craving for more drinks in our blood as we became teenagers.

We lived a reckless time of trial and error, and in those times drug abuse left us with scars that we carried into adulthood. We suffered physical, mental and emotional damage.

When I became an adult, I tried filling the empty void in my soul with drinks, drugs, pleasure and fornication. But still, I felt empty and hopeless. These mood altering substances caused complications in my stomach. I needed medical treatment, but I ignored it. My life needed an overhaul. I was enslaved by destructive drugs. They had induced artificial feelings of hopelessness. Many were the times I thought of committing suicide.

Drugs created exhilaration, which caused illusions, hallucinations, anxiety and brief reverie of joy. I was also, addicted to pornographic obsessions. These evil images robbed me of my self-respect, freedom, self-control and peace of mind

I was always high and had no regard for God or religion. I had woes, sorrows, contentions and complaints. My eyes were always red and I had wounds in my soul, body as I experienced hell on earth. This was my dilemma. I could not see a way out.

When I was tired of living in addictions, I cried “Kill Me Not! You women, sellers of the illicit brews, drug dealers, drug peddles. I will never be a slave of your poisonous stuff again!”

The time came when I realized that I was a sinner in the deepest hell. I called Jesus Christ to save me from sins, addictions and evil behaviors. Jesus came into my heart and cleansed me with his precious blood. I became a living testimony in the ghettos, villages and slums. I started witnessing to my friends, relatives and neighbors. I joined Full Gospel Church in Kiambogo village.

Today I’m a pastor who is busy rescuing the youths and communities from drug abuse and illicit brew consumption. Join me in my campaign against this threatening menace dubbed “I Shall Not

Die!”

Read this book, Kill Me Not, and I’m sure you will experience salvation, deliverance and healing from drug abuse or alcoholism. I will also help you on how you can consult Doctors or how you can join a rehabilitation Center like “Christ Ordained Kids Organization” a registered [CBO] Under the ministry of labor and social protection, based in Nakuru town. We are in a rehabilitation business, rescuing the street children from all kinds of sexual or drug abuse.
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MY DILEMMA

I sputtered into this troubled and painful world. Thank God I was safely born. I came out from the darkness of my mother’s womb and saw the light of day for the first time. The Bible tells me that “I was born in iniquity and in sin did my mother conceive me” (Psalm 51-5). I was born like any other human being: naked and empty-handed.

The village women celebrated my birth with great joy. They shouted at the top of their voices five times to announce that a baby boy had been born in the house of Muya, in accordance with the Kikuyu customs. Mother wrapped me with old rags and put me in a bed made with sticks.

My parents were impoverished. They were living in a mud-and-grass-thatched hut given to them by their employers—the white settlers in those days. During the rainy season, Mother would repair our hut’s leaky roof. I did not experience comfort or fatherly love in our home during my childhood. My father was a perpetual drunkard, and he seemed to have a grudge against me. At a very young age, I experienced child abuse. I can remember my father beating me many times after school for no reason. The beatings became worse as I started growing up.

I loved my father; despite the bad things he was doing to me. What is wrong with me? I’d wonder. In school, teachers were proud of my classroom achievements, and they’d say I was doing well overall. My classmates loved me very much. My father used to withhold my school tuition fees sometimes, but he would pay my brothers’ or sisters’ fees on time. Many times, I was sent home from school to bring the school fees back. It humiliated me.

When my mother would ask my father why he was mistreating me, he would insult her publicly. He would curse me by saying I would not make it in life. Mother encouraged me, but my father was a significant barrier in my life. I was a very bright boy. And I made it through, even though my father didn’t want to give me any moral support.

Father was very harsh on me. He would throw my report form when I gave it to him and then condemn me in front of family members. I used to go to a solitary place behind the school compound repeatedly and cry for hours, wondering when this abuse would end.

Sometimes all hell would break loose between Dad and Mum because of me. But when my mother went to the market, and I was alone with my father, I would pay for it. Father would beat me when my mother was not around. He would beat and chase me at night, without giving me any supper. Mother would send my brothers to bring supper to me. My sisters knew about this grudge, so they sided with me.

My sisters would signal me to run away before Father would have a chance to catch me. He also mistreated others at home. Sometimes Mother would intervene and defend me. She used to give all of us children her undivided attention to make up for Father’s abuse. I often wondered why my father carried all that hatred towards me.

As a parent, do you love all of your children without discrimination? Remember. Your children are gifts from God. In school, as well as in the village, I used to be a disciplined young man. Many parents in the village admired my good character traits and attributes.

Mother always had a smile on her face after looking at my report forms. The teachers in school wanted to be associated with me. At home, however, we were all enduring hardships. We learned to live a simple life with little means. We endured, and not because we wanted to, but because that was the only way.

My mother tried her best to keep us from the evil influence of some of the villagers. Father used to live recklessly, and he could not afford to buy us a plot for our own house. We lived in the village without hope. Mother encouraged us to study so we could purchase plots for our parents and for ourselves.

I was encouraged by my mother to attend Sunday service in a nearby Catholic church. As children, we were taught to memorize verses of scripture—I related to the story of Joseph in the Bible. I learned how he was mistreated by his brothers and how, eventually, God promoted him. This story helped me to endure the abuse and the beatings from my father.

We eventually had to make illegal homemade alcohol to make money to survive. At home, we were given the illicit brew by our parents, free of charge. We had a craving for more drinks in our blood as we became teenagers. We lived a reckless time of trial and error, and these times left us with scars that we carried into adulthood. We suffered physical, mental, and emotional damage.

When I became an adult, I tried filling the empty void in my soul with drinks, drugs, pleasure, and sexual immorality. But still, I felt empty and hopeless. Little did I know that I was lost and slipping into the deepest pit of hell daily. Every day I was going further down the drain.

My family became involved in many evil behaviors to survive. I hated this harmful way of life. I was addicted to drugs, alcohol, and sexual immorality. I kept company with a bad young man. The Bible says, “Bad company corrupts good morals/habits” (Corinthians 15:33).

My brother and I were caught by police many times because of the crimes we would commit in the village. Our mother paid our fines in court so that we would be released. I would swear that I would never be involved in drugs or alcohol consumption again, yet I would eventually suddenly become hooked again. I was a slave to the evil powers of the devil.

Our relatives and the villagers knew we were drug addicts, so they feared us. These mood-altering substances caused complications in my body, and especially in my stomach. I needed medical treatment, but I ignored it. My life needed an overhaul.

Can my behavior be changed? I wondered. I was enslaved by the destructive drugs. They had induced artificial feelings of hopelessness. Many were the times I thought of committing suicide.

Drugs created exhilaration, which caused illusions, hallucinations, anxiety, and brief reverie or joy. I was also addicted to pornographic obsessions. These evil images robbed me of my self-respect, freedom, self-control, and peace of mind. My heart always felt guilty and dirty. I felt empty and unfulfilled by my life. I was fighting with my age-mates because of girls in the village. I was trapped in many kinds of evil behaviors.

I drowned my problems with more drugs and alcohol. I was always high and had no regard for God or religion. Despite all of my problems, my mother made me attain good grades in school.

We lived together with our father in the same house, but he had abandoned all fatherly responsibilities. I was in mental turbulence and thought I could never find a solution to my problems. I was in a terrible situation. The hand of the devil had gripped our whole family. The villagers branded me as “The Drug Addict.” It was a nickname that accurately described my situation.

I had woes, sorrows, contentions, and complaints. My eyes were always red because of my drug abuse. The serpent called “drugs” bit me hard. I had deep wounds in my soul and body as I experienced hell on earth. This was my dilemma. I could see no way out.

In school, due to the hard life I was being brought up in, I wanted to study and become a preacher like John the Baptist in the Bible. But when I left school, the devil made sure that I could not pursue my dream of becoming a preacher. I wanted to be a preacher so that I may help my family come out of drugs and alcohol. Instead, my life was so hard that I eventually became very bitter towards God and anything concerning religion.

I asked questions like, “Why was I born?” and “If God lives, then why has He allowed us to go through these evils in our family?” Why were these evils following me from my childhood? Early in my childhood, I thought my father disciplined me as his child because I was disobedient. Yet still, as I grew older, the beatings only increased. I could not understand why he always heaped abuses on me in front of the whole family.

Sometimes, Father used to call me in when he was on a drunken spree and tell me that I’m his “Muthoniwa” (in-law), referring to my maternal grandfather after whom I was named. He didn’t even call me his son. “Please buy me a bottle of beer or two, Muthoniwa,” Father told me, but I declined. I had qualms about obeying his orders. I joined the whole family in trying to help Father stop his drinking, but it was all in vain. Eventually, he reconciled himself to the fact that at his age of over seventy years, there was no further harm to be done to his body if he continued drinking.

Even though Father was very violent under the influence of alcohol, we still respected him. He would never regret what he had done the previous day. He cherished his evil habit of drinking very much. How can we get Dad out of this addiction? the whole family wondered. But when my brother, David, and I become teenagers, we joined my father in the drinking dens.

I remember that in my hey-days, I would go around from den to den drinking as well as sleeping with anything that wore a skirt. Thank God that in those days, there was nothing like HIV/AIDS. I’d always manage to go home without the virus and without a penny in my pocket. Sometimes I woke up locked in a police cell, having been caught in the drinking dens unconscious.

I started drinking at the tender age of thirteen. As a teenager, I was spoiled by alcohol and sex. I was young and very stupid. Many times, after waking up in the morning, I could remember my evil behaviors of sleeping with ugly, older women.
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