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A Message to My Readers

Dear friend,

If you're holding this book, you're either continuing a journey we started together in "I Need a Miracle" and "I Am Still Waiting," or you're about to discover what happens when desperation meets divine timing in the most unexpected ways.

This is the third book in my miracle series, and perhaps the most important one. It's the book where everything changes. Where waiting transforms from suffering into anticipation. Where small miracles become the foundation for unshakeable faith in bigger ones.

But let me be honest with you - this isn't just a book about miracles. It's a book about the exact moment when your perspective shifts from "Why me?" to "Why not me?" It's about that Sunday when you wake up broke, desperate, and somehow by evening you're smiling like a child who just discovered that Christmas comes twice a year.

Whether you've read the previous books or not, this story will speak to you. Because we've all been in that place where we need something - anything - to change. We've all stood outside our houses, looking up at the sky, wondering if anyone up there is actually listening.

Spoiler alert: Someone is.

With love and anticipation of your own miracles,

The Author
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What You Need to Know: The Journey So Far

[image: ]






	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Book One: "I Need a Miracle"
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In the first book, I took you into the depths of desperation. I showed you what it looks like when everything that can go wrong does go wrong. Rent due, clothes falling apart, shoes literally laughing at me, girlfriend getting worried, friends getting tired of helping, creditors thinking I'm joking with them.

I walked you through air-bagger days (surviving on air when there's no food), my special relationship with Mama Njeri, the grocery lady who somehow makes sh30 stretch into a meal, and the mathematics of extreme poverty where you account for every single shilling.

The book was my raw, honest cry for divine intervention. Ten chapters of "I really do need a miracle," exploring every angle of suffering, faith, and the exhaustion that comes from trying every human solution only to realize that only supernatural intervention will do.
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Book Two: "I Am Still Waiting"
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The second book was deeper, more emotional. It was the book where I allowed myself to truly cry on paper, to beg not just God but anyone - even the devil if necessary - for a miracle. Because when you're desperate, you lose the luxury of being choosy.

Thirteen chapters of raw emotion: prayers that felt more like arguments with God, literal crying and lamentation, public petitions for help, watching others receive their miracles while mine seemed stuck in divine processing. I did my own SWOT analysis, listed the exact miracles I wanted, and confronted the possibility that maybe, just maybe, the miracle might never come.

It was the book of endurance, of learning to wait when waiting feels impossible.
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What Makes Book Three Different
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"I Will Wait" is the transformation book. It's what happens when you're at the absolute end of your rope, and then - in the most ordinary moment on the most ordinary Sunday - something extraordinary happens.

It's the book where I learned that miracles don't always come in the packages we expect. Sometimes they come through Hustler Fund apps when you're desperate for data money to video call your girlfriend. Sometimes they come exactly 30 minutes after you pray, in amounts that are small enough to keep you humble but large enough to restore your faith.

This is the book where waiting changes from punishment to preparation.
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Reader Testimonials from the Series
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"I read 'I Need a Miracle' during my own season of waiting, and I felt like the author was speaking directly to my soul. The humor mixed with raw honesty made me laugh and cry in the same paragraph. When my own miracle came three months later, I understood exactly what he meant by 'Is this it?' This series is therapeutic."

	Sarah K., Nairobi


"The way this man describes Mama Njeri and the grocery shop interactions... I have my own Mama Njeri, and reading these books made me appreciate her quiet kindness in new ways. The sh30 budget philosophy is something every Kenyan can relate to."

	Michael O., Kisumu


"Book Two made me ugly cry. The chapter where he's begging anyone - God, humans, even the devil - for help? That's exactly how desperation feels. But it's not depressing; it's honest. And honest is healing."

	Grace M., Mombasa


"I bought Book One thinking it was just another self-help book. It's not. It's a mirror. It's therapy. It's a friend telling you that you're not crazy for believing in miracles. The philosophy mixed with Kenyan street wisdom is chef's kiss."

	David L., Eldoret


"The way he writes about walking everywhere to save money, talking to his feet like they're giving up on him... I felt seen. This series doesn't just tell you to have faith; it shows you what faith looks like when you're broke, hungry, and scared."

	Mary N., Nakuru


"Read all three books in one weekend. Could not put them down. The character development from Book One to Book Three is incredible. You watch someone transform from desperation to hope without losing the authenticity that makes you root for them."

	Peter W., Machakos
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How to Read This Book for Maximum Impact
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If You're New to the Series:
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Welcome! You can absolutely start with this book. I've written it so you'll understand everything you need to know. But I guarantee that by Chapter 3, you'll want to go back and read Books One and Two to fully appreciate the journey.
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If You've Read Books One and Two:
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Get ready for the payoff. This is the book you've been waiting for. Watch for the evolution in my voice, the shift from desperate questioning to confident declaration, the way small miracles prepare the heart for bigger ones.
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If You're Going Through Your Own Waiting Season:
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Read this book slowly. Let each chapter marinate. Pay attention to the proverbs at the end of each chapter - they're designed to be meditated on, not just read. Keep a journal as you read; you might be surprised by your own miracle moments.
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If You've Already Received Your Miracle:
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This book will help you appreciate it even more. It will also prepare you to recognize the next miracle when it comes - because they do keep coming, just in different forms.
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A Note on the Humor:
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Yes, this is a book about faith and miracles, but it's also funny. Not because poverty is amusing, but because sometimes laughter is the only thing that keeps you sane when everything is falling apart. Don't feel guilty for laughing - even in the midst of struggle, joy is a form of resistance.
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A Note on the Philosophy:

[image: ]




I've woven wisdom from various sources throughout these pages, including insights inspired by works like "The Four Agreements." When I reference other people's wisdom, I give credit where it's due. But mostly, this is street philosophy - wisdom learned from walking too far, budgeting too little, and hoping too much.
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CHAPTER 1
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Is This It?
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You see, I woke up today, and it is Sunday. To some extent, it was just any other Sunday. I woke up still broke, still with an empty stomach, still in the same bed I have been sleeping in for as long as I can remember. The bed that has witnessed my tears, my prayers, my frustrations, my late-night manuscript writing sessions, and my early morning panic attacks when I remember that I still don't have solutions to problems that have been stacking up like unpaid bills on a coffee table.

Yesterday, Saturday, I slept just like any other day - on an empty stomach. Well, not completely empty. I had my usual rice cooked with water and salt only. At first, this used to bother me tremendously. My stomach would growl in protest, my mind would race with memories of better meals, and my heart would sink with the reality of my situation. But currently, I consider it a healthy lifestyle. Yes, you heard that right. I am taking care of myself. I have convinced my mind, and somehow my stomach, that this is intentional fasting. This is detoxification. This is spiritual discipline.

The human mind is remarkably adaptive, isn't it? It can find ways to make even the worst situations bearable. I have become an expert at reframing my circumstances. When you have no choice but to sleep hungry, you either go crazy or you find a way to make it meaningful. I chose meaning over madness.

I slept complaining, as usual. My complaints have become as routine as my prayers. "God, why is this taking so long? When will things change? How long must I wait?" The complaints flow out of me like water from a broken faucet - constant, predictable, and seemingly unstoppable. But I also slept not hoping for anything to change because, honestly, I had started to get used to my situation. There's a dangerous comfort in familiar suffering. At least when you know what to expect, you can't be disappointed.

I slept still needing a miracle. That need has become as much a part of me as my heartbeat or my breathing. It's not something I think about consciously anymore; it's just there, humming in the background of every moment. I slept still waiting for a miracle, because what else was I supposed to do? Stop waiting? Stop believing? Stop hoping? No, that wasn't an option. Even in my exhaustion, even in my growing numbness to my own situation, the waiting continued.

I slept as I slept. There's something profoundly simple about that statement, isn't it? Sometimes we complicate our suffering by trying to sleep differently, to feel differently, to be different. But that night, I just accepted that I was sleeping as a broke man in a difficult situation, and somehow, that acceptance brought peace.

When I woke up - or let's say when I realized that I was not lucky enough to get the miracle of death (yes, I had started considering death as a potential miracle, a permanent solution to temporary problems, though I wasn't actively pursuing it) - something strange happened. The only thing that seemed to change was my orientation in the bed.

Now, this might sound crazy, but hear me out. I slept with my head facing west, the same position I'd been sleeping in for months. But when I woke up, with my eyes still closed, I felt like my head was now facing east. The sensation was so real, so convincing, that for a moment I wanted it to be true. I actually hoped that something had fundamentally shifted in my world, that maybe this physical reorientation was a sign of a spiritual and financial reorientation.

I lay there with my eyes still closed, trying to hold onto that feeling of change. In that liminal space between sleep and wakefulness, anything seemed possible. Maybe I would open my eyes to find money under my pillow. Maybe my phone would be buzzing with good news. Maybe the universe had finally decided to rearrange itself in my favor.

I actually tried getting off the bed with that eastward orientation in mind, genuinely believing that my world had shifted. But the wall - that same, familiar, unchanged wall - told me to stop dreaming. Reality has a way of slapping you back into consciousness, doesn't it? The wall was exactly where it had always been, and so was I.

After getting out of bed - and honestly, what was I doing there anyway? It was already 11 AM, and lying in bed doesn't pay bills or fill stomachs - my stomach made its presence known. It was no longer cooperating with my denial tactics. My stomach has always been more honest than my mind. While my mind can convince itself that hunger is spiritual discipline, my stomach knows the truth: it's just hunger.

I went straight to boil water so that I could drink what I have come to call my "Japan breakfast." Now, before you think I'm being culturally insensitive, let me explain. I call it Japan breakfast because it feels Zen, minimalist, intentional. One cup of hot water, drunk slowly, mindfully. I have learned to love this ritual. There's something meditative about the simplicity of it. No decisions to make about what to eat, no worry about whether I can afford ingredients, no complicated preparation. Just water, heat, and gratitude for having both. At times I would genuinely convince myself that I have forgotten to add milk and sugar in it, and since I was busy and I have started drinking it anyway, I should just continue, anyway ni leo tu, kesho nitakumbuka kuweka. That trick worked well the first few days but currently it seems my stomach and brain are done pretending that I am being genuine.

The beautiful thing about giving difficult situations noble names is that it makes them bearable. "Japan breakfast" sounds so much better than "I'm drinking hot water because I can't afford food." Language has power, and I've learned to use that power to preserve my sanity and dignity.

After finishing my breakfast - and I refuse to use quotation marks around that word because it was truly my breakfast, humble as it was - I sat down wondering what to do with my life. This is the question that haunts every unemployed, broke, educated person in Kenya. What do you do with your life when your life seems to be doing nothing with you?

But since I had already had my breakfast and I wasn't sick, I decided to do something productive. I didn't want to be guilty of wasting the energy I had just gained from my heavy breakfast. Yes, I called it heavy with a straight face (na huwezi nishow kitu). When you're used to nothing, hot water feels substantial.
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