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PROLOGUE 
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There are years that feel heavier than others. For me, 22 carried the weight of questions I didn’t know how to answer, dreams I wasn’t sure how to reach, and expectations that 

pressed down harder with each passing day.

It wasn’t always dramatic — most days looked ordinary from the outside. But inside, I was wrestling with myself, with society, with time. I kept wondering if I was already too late, or if maybe this was just the beginning.

This story isn’t about perfection. It isn’t about having all the answers. It’s about the cracks, the doubts, the laughter, the small wins that barely anyone noticed — and how all of it stitched itself into who I am becoming.

At 22, I didn’t have it all figured out. But I had a heartbeat, I had a pen, and I had hope — fragile, but still alive.

And that was enough to begin.

☆☆☆☆☆
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CHAPTER ONE: ALREADY 22
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I am already 22.

At least, that’s what my ID says. The calendar, the years, the birthdays—they’ve all kept count faithfully. But when I look in the mirror, or when people look at me, I don’t always see 22 staring back.

I’m short—very short—and my face has never quite caught up with my age. Strangers mistake me for a child. It happens in the market, in matatus, even at the shop when I hand over money. Sometimes they ask, “Ati, you’re how old again?” And when I say 

22, the silence that follows feels like an invisible slap—like I’m pretending to be something I’m not.

The truth is, sometimes I don’t mind it. Sometimes, I even like it. Looking younger has its perks. It shields me. It makes it harder for certain people to approach me, like the world has quietly built me a layer of protection. For a moment, I can disappear into that illusion and escape the weight of adulthood.

But most of the time, it stings. Because no matter how hard I try to walk with confidence, the world keeps shrinking me back into a child I no longer am.

Take alcohol, for example. For most people, buying a drink is just that—buying a drink. For me, it becomes a full performance. I pick up the bottle, walk to the counter, and brace myself for the look. Then comes the inevitable question: “Do you have your ID?” Always. Every single time. It’s as if 22 written in numbers means nothing when your face says “maybe 15.” Sometimes I wonder if the cashier is secretly waiting for me to stumble, to confess I’ve been lying all along.

But the worst moment, the one I’ll never forget, happened at the mall.

I just wanted a normal day. A simple trip to browse, maybe buy something small. I was alone, walking through the entrance, when the security guard stepped in front of me.
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