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Author’s Note

This is the story of my life – how I wasted my life in the world of drugs – until the power of God delivered me.

Names, characters, places and events in this book are as I recall them.


DEDICATION

I dedicate this book to all people who are struggling with addictions – in schools, rehabilitation centres, prisons, and detention facilities.

I write this book to let you know that your condition is not final. I was in the condition you are in – maybe mine was worse. I was hopelessly lost in the world of drugs. But God delivered me, and set me free. Today, I live a drugs-free life.

There is no height too high for God; no depth too low for God; no breadth too wide for God. He will reach you, wherever you are.

God can do for you, what He did for me.
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FOREWORD

We are living in an era of a generation that is a target of the enemy. On a daily basis, individuals are lured into what ends up being destructive and devastating to their destiny. Many lives are lost in the world, not knowing the power of God. Pastor Joseph Njuguna is a living testimony of the transforming power of the living God. He does not need to give a testimony; he himself is undisputable evidence of the unlimited power of God.

Through my relationship with Pastor Njuguna, I am convinced that he has a relevant message to all people, and especially the young ones. He has a great passion and zeal to relay a timely message that exposes the traps and deception of the devil through drugs. In this book, “The Hidden Traps in Drugs,” Pastor Njuguna has narrated his life story - how he was delivered from the hand of the enemy. He was deeply engaged in the world of drugs, but the hand of the LORD was not too short to save him. He has clearly explained how a desire becomes a habit and eventually a lifestyle hard to break from. This book is not written from a book read or a movie watched, but from pastor Njuguna’s life experiences. He demonstrates how bad character can ruin good morals.

What makes “The hidden Traps in Drugs,” unique is its openness. Pastor Njuguna has exposed all his days of captivity without shame. Books have been written but “The Hidden Traps in Drugs” is a warning in print of what the devil can do and is doing to young people. It’s also a clear demonstration and an echo of John 10:10, “The thief does not come except to steal, and to kill, and to destroy. I have come that they may have life, and that they may have it more abundantly.”

Reading this book inspires one to know that God is able to save. Pastor Njuguna’s life narrated in this book is a testimony of the power of redemption that raised him from the streets of London and from the world of drugs. He tried many alternatives to change his lifestyle before realizing that only Jesus could break the bondage. This book is a voice to this generation that rehabilitation, prisons and other ways cannot break the yoke of addiction to sin.

Like any excited inventor, Pastor Joseph is a gift to the body of Christ. He has two real messages, among others: 


	That the wages of sin is death.

	That no matter where you are, Christ can reach and save you.






I truly believe that “The Hidden Traps in Drugs” is a valuable resource that every individual should own. 



To the young people, this book educates on the power of making the right choices. To the parents, this book helps us to understand the world in which we are raising our children. I would encourage everyone to read this book, not to fall in what is written in Hosea 4:6, “My people are destroyed for lack of knowledge. Because you have rejected knowledge, I also will reject you from being priest for Me; Because you have forgotten the law of your God, I also will forget your children.”



Apostle David Karanja

Senior Pastor, Christ Harvesters Ministries Intl.

www.christharvesters.org

PREFACE

“Almighty God, give me freedom!” 

I screamed as my body burned with craving for heroin and cocaine. I was hungry, tired and in tatters. I was at the end of the road. I was homeless, living in the cold streets of London. There was no doubt in my mind— heroin, alcohol and other drugs were going to kill me.

Indeed I had watched many of my friends who were drug addicts destroyed by the same drugs I sought for daily. I had watched eight of them slowly glide to insanity and eventually fade away to death. 

Drugs controlled me in ways I could not explain. I had been in and out of prisons on two continents – Africa and Europe - on many occasions. I had stolen from homes and shoplifted from stores. Now I was starving, hopeless and homeless in the cruel streets. I was addicted to cigarettes, alcohol, marijuana, cocaine, and heroin; yes, even heroin, the most dangerous drug in the world. It is illegal in every civilized country on planet earth.

Heroin was my favorite. When I injected it into my bloodstream, it crawled through, exciting the nerves before lodging in the brain. My whole body would be enveloped by false ecstasy. I would then lie motionless. My imagination would make me drift to the end of time. I would see my end. Heroin was going to kill me. I had been pronounced 96% dead and only 4% alive.  What the doctors had used to determine my degree of being dead versus my degree of being alive was beyond my understanding.  

“Surrender!” 

This word kept ringing in my mind. It bombarded my brain like waves crashing into the seashore. All I knew was that I had surrendered my life to heroin, prison, constant torture, detox and rehabilitation facilities. I had also surrendered my life to mental sicknesses as well as insane institutions. It was a matter of time before I passed on. But, my family never lost hope; they fervently prayed for me to surrender to Jesus Christ.

In one of the Narcotic Anonymous Meetings (the 43900 weekly meetings that are held in over 127 countries for recovering drug addicts), the steps that would make me surrender were outlined:

First, I had to admit defeat. I was powerless to my addiction and my life was in danger.  

Secondly, I had to believe that there was a greater power that could knock out the power of drugs out of my system. That power could restore me to sanity and health. I had to make a decision to turn my life to the care of God.

“I hate you heroin,” I whispered as I began to surrender to Jesus Christ. I said it more loudly as the power of God - greater than anything I ever imagined - slowly overwhelmed my body. Gradually, I began my journey of taking in Jesus everyday. He was my new drug!

“I hate you heroin!” 

Those words by Jason Todd Oerter would lead me to my freedom. They became my new song and a source of inspiration. 
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I HATE YOU HEROIN! 
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I hate you heroin for what you did to me

When I first met you

I thought you were cool

I thought you were good and that you are the one

I now know that you are not

I know you are the devil.

I never thought you could make me lose hope

That you would make me insane

That you would make me walk in the streets of London, naked

I never knew that you would kill eight of my best friends

And then attempt to kill me.

I hate you heroin!

I was in King George Hospital three times

Because you made me overdose

You put me through detoxification and rehabilitation

And watched me shake helplessly

You made my bones ache

You got me arrested and imprisoned

You made me steal from the ones that I loved.

But now it’s time for me to rise up!

It’s time to conquer you!

I have in me a power that will destroy you.

Heroin; you will not kill me

I have the power of Jesus inside me

I have the power of God running through my veins.

I do not need you.

I hate you heroin!

PART 1

––––––––
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WASTED YEARS

CHAPTER 1

My Journey Begins

I began my journey through a great woman, my Mom. She loved me when she gave birth to me, and she has loved me ever since. She told me I was born a healthy baby in Pumwani Hospital in Nairobi. I was her pride, her blessing from God. She tells me that my eyes were full of hope when I came into this world. I was her dream come true. From Pumwani I was taken home to a small town called Kerua, in Muguga, in Kiambu District. But before I could learn how to count, our family moved to Uthiru. That was in 1983.

Uthiru is a town, also in Kiambu District. It is about fifteen kilometres to the west of Nairobi, Kenya’s capital city. The town is next to the highway that moves agricultural goods into the city centre. It practices the culture of the city in a somewhat rural way. During my young years, I came to learn that Kenya’s economy was growing well. The exchange rate was twenty Kenya Shillings for one British Pound. 

My parents were doing their bit to make Kenya a better nation. My father was working with the Ministry of Works. My mother was a businesswoman. She ran a big clothes’ shop.  

My early childhood was same as that of other kids growing up in the environs of the capital city.  We all nursed our individual ambitions. We worked hard to achieve our goals. The spirit of competition and hard-work was everywhere. In school, we would do exams every end of term and be graded in numerical order. The position I would attain at the end of every term was very important to my parents. 

I was not the top student in the class, but I was not the bottom one either. I was an average student.  My brain, however, was full of wonder. I wanted more. 

Failure in Kenya was punished in a severe way when I was growing up. For this reason, I grew up wanting to be successful. As Baron Henry Peter Brougham said, “Education makes a person easy to lead and difficult to drive; easy to govern and impossible to enslave.” I hungered for education so I could be free to pursue great things and have an independent mind. This was before I encountered the pleasures of this world – pleasures provided by cigarettes, alcohol, ecstasy and other drugs; pleasures that would lead me to the brink of self-destruction.

I attended Loresho Primary School in Kenya. It was then a school for kids from middle income families. I was good at soccer, and also long distance running. Kenya had become famous for producing great runners.  As a kid, I wanted to be the next Kipchoge Keino, the record-setting Kenyan in athletics. I enjoyed competing with other kids on our way to and from school. However, my competitive nature sometimes led me into trouble. I got into arguments that ended up in fights. I would fight with teachers and other students. Why this happened, I can’t tell to this day. All I remember were blows and kicks flying from my arms and legs.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
ARG SIHHDRE
JOSEPH ROBERT NJUGUNA






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





