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I thought I had reached paradise. Oh, no, no, no!

Fate has so much in store for a person. When I received the text to join university, I saw myself at the gates of paradise. I didn't know what fate had planned for me; I forgot to make enquiries about real life. My good grandfather, Mr. Joseph Siocha Oboyo, had tried to talk some sense into me, yet life can be funny. Back then, I hadn't listened or responded as I should have. I was too proud. Oh, what a fate! I wish I had the chance to do something for myself, to make a single cent before entering that lost city, that lost kingdom.

I remember I wasted precious opportunities. Imagine, from morning until late in the evening, just walking, moving from one doorstep to another. Oh, life had not yet impacted me; I hadn't truly tasted how life appears with its ups and downs. I thought I was a king, yet life can humble a soul to a church mouse. Life is full of mystery. Back then, what I said was final; no one could argue because they saw me as mature—a school leaver soon joining Maasai Mara University. That pride, that ignorance, stopped me from working hard to earn something that would support me in campus.

The unknown reality is this: in campus, no one asks if you have pocket money. Unlike high school, where a parent leaves you with a good sum to support your daily basis... oh, life, it was just the beginning. I wish I knew how life could be a grindstone for me. My family was humble; I can't say much more. I wish someone could have come and whispered to me that life beyond Siocha's compound is so complicated. Where was my guardian angel then to show me that? Did my angel try, and I ignored it? Maybe. What about my friends? Did they inform me? I believe I was now on a journey of self-realization, a journey of discovery.

I recall it was early October when I was joining the university. I entered the gates of Maasai Mara University with my Uncle George. I remember him well from when I was young; he had taught me how to calculate weeks. He didn't just help in primary school; he also played a role in some of my high school assignments, explaining how to handle each problem to arrive at the answer. High school and primary weren't cheap, yet I tried my best to make myself a person for the future, someone everyone would admire. So what happened after the national secondary school examinations to turn me into an irresponsible vessel? Just questions loading in my mind with zero responses.

The questions now made a sound in my mind: Ti ti ti!, Ti ti ti! Oh,they had created a musical element—so funny, it was the rhythm of a song:

Yaani ti ti ti!, For your love let me Be a butterfly, Yaani ti ti ti

Let me walk, With you, Ups and down, Holding me ti ti, Yaani ti ti ti.,

For I take one, For fate, Made me one, Yaani ti ti ti

Yaaaani ti ti ti tinah, My best friend, One for life, Yaaaani ti ti ti

First day I saw you, Kweli ni titi, For me, Ni ti ti tinah.

What amazing entertainment for me. Yet, it's life; we had to keep moving. Those were some of the sweet memories and melodies.

We cleared the admission process, and then my uncle left. I had to say farewell until the Christmas holiday, which was only a week away, I later discovered. I was now left with my roommate, Elvis, who was like a brother to me. We started life, and it was as sweet as sugar to lick. Yet, no life is completely full of ups without downs. It is completely impossible to tell who is a friend in this campus life. Someone you see as a father and mother can lead to your separation. If I say it, you might not believe me.

This is how things went. I recall very well we had issues with the rent payments. The landlord, who I saw as my father, and his wife, as my mother, told me so many times: "Your brother eats money and pays no rent. He spends time with girls with the money. We are afraid soon we will be forced to lock the house." I was left wondering what to do. I couldn't see the house being locked! I couldn't handle the constant complaints from the landlord. I saw it as wise to start looking for a new place, as the situation was becoming unfriendly. The landlady was even ready to support me to trace a house. So frustrating indeed! Which mother does that to her kids? Tell me. Wanting to see two sons go apart? Mothers are always advocates of love. Yet this mother failed me. She made me regret the day I was born for moving out of Elvis's place. May God forgive me, for my mind was corrupted back then. So frustrating indeed.

I moved to the new house the landlady had found for me. It was impressive, yet staying alone isn't simple. I used to have someone to share a chat with before sleep. Now, I was lonely as the sea. I didn't realize my mistake, but life was soon going to place me in a situation where I kept wondering, "Why did I move from that house?"

I remember very well it was a hot, sunny day. I had come from school and bought a bed, moving it directly to the new house with other important things. I was left with the decision to go back to the other house to pick up my clothes, shoes, and a few other things I had purchased. I went, determined. I found no one there. I called Romeo to assist me in carrying the bag as I carried the remnants. I closed the padlock and didn't look behind. I still regret that decision I made out of hurry and haste. Fate knew what waited for me after betraying a friend and a brother. So touching indeed.

The first days at my new house were as sweet as sugar to lick. I thought life would continue like that. It was frustrating to learn that those were the only happy memories I would have there, for the dark days were running toward me like lightning. The darkness was enjoying punishing me for my ill deeds.

Have you found yourself in one misery after another? That is what followed me. I thought being lonely was sweet, but it is painful. I had to learn never to let emotions and anger make my judgments for me. Never make a move in haste, for decisions made in hurry rarely appear good. That is what life had taught me. The new house appeared to me as a new beginning and a new chapter.

The fantastic moments we had shared were no more. The chapter was closed; there was no way it could be re-opened. I felt like crying sometimes, yet I admit that I made the decision myself. "Let me enjoy the fruits of my decision," I thought. "Let me harvest what I have sown." I remember well that even our Lord Jesus Christ had disciples—John, Peter, James, Matthew, Judas—to give him company. For me, I was lonely as a cloud. No love, no friend to visit; only I and my room. The sweet time had gone; now dark moments were dominating. The containers were transparent; you could see them going from full to empty. My phone calls home? The situation there was worse than here. No one to hear your call; if you get a response, expect it after two or three days.

Life can be so strict until you ask yourself: Are you an example for others to follow? Are you a character in a story people are told to avoid? I couldn't find a correct response for any of my problems at all.

The place people admired and adored, to me, was my hell. I felt like shouting to the world so they could know the reality, yet I found myself unable to. Imagine the incident: you have no food at the house, you call home, and no one is picking up. Yet you are still believing that you are in paradise? How sad is that? You see the rich kids enjoying everything; you can't even afford a "sambusa," yet you tell me that this is paradise? That mentality? Such thoughts would kill me before my time.
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