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Author's Note

This book is a personal account of events I experienced while navigating a legal process without representation. It reflects how those events unfolded as I understood them at the time, and how they felt while I was living through them.

Legal proceedings are rarely neat or linear. Much of what happens occurs over long stretches of time, often under pressure and uncertainty. In telling this story, I have focused on the moments that shaped my understanding of the process and my decisions within it, rather than attempting to reproduce every exchange or procedural step exactly as it occurred.

Where conversations, impressions, or reflections appear in these pages, they are included to provide context and meaning rather than to serve as transcripts or formal records. My aim has been to convey the experience honestly, even where memory is imperfect or perspective was limited.

This is not a guide, but a narrative -- offered in the hope that it helps demystify what it can feel like to move through complex institutional systems alone, and to persist anyway.

I dedicate this book to my father, who passed away in October 2019, and to David, who left us in August 2025. They walked part of this road with me. This victory is theirs too.

It was 8:46 p.m. on a Wednesday evening in July 2019 when my phone buzzed.

The message was brief, blunt, and impossible to misinterpret: my employment had been terminated with immediate effect. There was no warning, no explanation, and no conversation -- just a few words delivered by WhatsApp that erased a year of work and left me facing financial uncertainty overnight.

Most people would have accepted the decision and moved on. I did not. Instead, I chose to challenge it, without legal training, without representation, and without any clear sense of what lay ahead.

What followed was a six-year journey through three courts -- the Industrial Court, the High Court, and the Court of Appeal. Along the way, I encountered procedural complexity, institutional resistance, long periods of doubt, and moments where continuing felt irrational. I also encountered unexpected humanity, quiet resilience, and the slow accumulation of understanding that comes only from staying the course.

This book is the story of that journey. It does not offer legal instruction, nor does it promise easy answers. It is simply an account of what it took to persist, alone, through a system that was never designed with individuals like me in mind -- and of what it meant, in the end, to win.





CHAPTER 1 -- 8:46 PM

It was 8:46 pm on a dull Wednesday evening in July 2019 when my phone buzzed.

I was 46 that year.

The light in the room was yellow and uninspiring, the kind of light that flattens everything, leaving shadows where none should be. I looked down at the screen. The blue bubble glared back at me. I read it once. Then again. The words didn’t change.

It didn't.

"Take note your employment with the company is with immediate effect terminated."

No call.

No HR meeting.

No prior warning.

No explanation.

Just those words, digital and absolute, delivered with the same effort someone might cancel dinner plans.

I sat frozen, thumb hovering over the screen, feeling the burden of a year's work compressed into a single sentence. I remembered the first week of joining the company: the excitement in the office, the handshakes, the target charts on the walls. I recalled completing my first sales pitch and securing a big deal -- a 5-delegate registration from a public-listed company for a high-level business conference I had been tasked to sell. I remembered colleagues like Samantha from the production department, whose energy and dedication had made the office feel alive.

All that effort -- those relationships, those late nights -- was reduced to a WhatsApp notification. The company's reason, I suspected, was cost-cutting at my expense. I had seen interns being interviewed for sales positions weeks earlier.

The immediate consequences hit like a cold wave. Salary ceased the next day. Commissions I had earned and counted on vanished without explanation. Bills didn't pause. Rent didn't negotiate. Life continued, indifferent and relentless.

Fear, sharp and uninvited, settled beside me like a shadow.

I called my brother first. His voice was measured, calm, almost resigned.

"Why fight this? It's a lost cause. Just move on."

Minutes later, I called my mother. Her tone was careful, cautious, as though she were walking on thin glass.

"Please be careful, son. Don't let this ruin you."

I didn't answer immediately. I needed silence more than reassurance. They were right to worry. Yet they didn't see what I saw: a process built on assumption. The assumption that most people would leave quietly. That they would let the official record stand unchallenged.

And I wasn't most people.

I pulled out a notebook and wrote at the top of the page:

"Understand the machine before it decides for you."

Six years. Three courts. Industrial Court. High Court. Court of Appeal.

I had been here before.

In 2018, I had stood before the Industrial Court in a different dispute -- and won, without a lawyer. I knew its rhythms, its procedures, its particular language. I knew that the person presiding was called a chairman, not a judge, though the role was the same: to hear evidence, weigh arguments, and decide.

That familiarity did not make the prospect any easier. The Industrial Court is a specialized tribunal, built for employment disputes, with its own rules and timelines. I had succeeded there once. But each case is its own world, and 2018 had taught me something important: the court could be navigated, but never assumed.

I didn’t know how many times I would stop.

But I knew one thing clearly. If I did nothing, this version of events -- termination by message, erasure of effort, financial precarity -- would become the official record.

I wasn't ready to let that happen.

The Immediate Aftermath

The first weeks were a blur of phone calls, messages, and calculations. Every day reminded me that life doesn't pause for personal crises. Banks didn't ask why salary hadn't arrived. Landlords didn't care.

Institutions -- legal, financial, corporate -- simply kept moving. You either navigate them, or they crush you.

I began documenting everything: emails, WhatsApp messages, informal notices, pay slips, even casual conversations. Every piece of paper, each screenshot, every timestamp mattered.

I created multiple notebooks. One for communications. One for financials. One for procedural notes. The pen moving across paper was the only thing I could control.

Everything else -- the company, the money, the future -- had already slipped out of my hands.

Friends offered advice -- sometimes practical, often well-intentioned -- but I learned quickly how assumptions operate. People assume compliance. Resignation. Passivity. That assumption, I realized, could become my shield. If I understood the apparatus where others saw only chaos, I could bend its inertia to my advantage.

I was lucky to have David. He is a confidant and close friend three years my junior. He had faced his own legal battle with a previous company a few years earlier. His loss had made him sharper, smarter. In hindsight, his advice on being adequately prepared for all possible questions the company's legal representative might ask during cross-examination was very wise. That 2018 win had taught me that courts were not infallible -- a lesson I would need again.

The Year Before the Industrial Court

Despite my diligence, the formal legal process did not begin immediately. Months passed. Letters and complaints to HR were met with formulaic replies, vague promises, or silence.

Referring my case to the Industrial Court took nearly a year from my dismissal - a delay that would later make me appreciate the importance of precise documentation and timing.

During that year, job searches were unsuccessful. It was challenging to find a job once prospective employers learned about my dismissal. Age was another factor. The repeated rejection made me reevaluate my self-worth.

I filed a separate claim for unpaid sales commissions against the company at the Magistrate Court but lost. That loss stung sharply but also taught me the value of proper legal strategy. I lived in quiet urgency. Days were filled with research, reflection, and preparation. I studied statutes, procedural rules, and prior cases. I charted timelines. I noted deadlines. I cross-referenced precedents and annotated forms.

Each principle learned was stored carefully -- indexed mentally and in notebooks -- ready for the moment it might be needed.

Financial pressure remained constant. I lived frugally. Meals were simple. Entertainment was minimized. Every dollar was accounted for. Stress became a companion.

I realized then that resilience was not resisting despair. It was using constraints to refine strategy, attention, and execution.

Social interactions changed too. Friends and family expressed concern -- often well-meaning, often discouraging in their assumptions. I developed an almost clinical detachment when filtering advice. Practicality mattered. Assumptions of defeat could not touch me.

Learning to Navigate the System

Bureaucracies run on habit. Learn the habit, and you learn the shortcuts. It took me months to see what a clerk could have shown me in minutes. Each delay, each form returned for minor errors, each clerk's sigh was a signal -- not an obstacle.

I cataloged patterns.

I created checklists: For every submission, I logged date, recipient, copies, mode of delivery. Each interaction was recorded: purpose, witness, tone, potential documentation.

Procedural nuances were cross-referenced with Industrial Court rules and case precedents.

By the end of the year, I had built something I couldn't have named at the start: a blueprint. Not of the law, but of its rhythms. When to push. When to wait. When a delay meant nothing and when it meant everything.

Small victories mattered. A form accepted without correction. A response received. Each reinforced confidence. Failures were analyzed, not lamented. Each setback added knowledge. Each delay taught patience.

I became comfortable with the rhythm of the system. Slow. Bureaucratic. Maddening. But navigable. Knowing that the Industrial Court would eventually hear my case gave months of otherwise uncertain effort purpose.

Emotional Toll and Reflection

The year was long. Anxiety ebbed and flowed like tides.

Late at night, I would sit alone with my notebooks and reflect on fear, failure, and perseverance. I imagined worst-case scenarios. Losing the case. Financial ruin. Professional damage.

I imagined giving up entirely.

And yet, the spark remained.

The WhatsApp message -- the abruptness, the indignity -- was catalyst enough. It reminded me why I couldn't let the system dictate the story. It became a narrative I had to reclaim.

I reflected, too, on family and their roles. My mother's caution was love. My brother's pragmatism was concern. Both were valid.

But their views reminded me of the assumption the world had: most people will surrender. Observing them allowed me to separate emotion from necessity.

Preparing for the Court

When the Industrial Court finally accepted my case, I was no longer reacting purely from emotion.

I had developed a method, though I didn't think of it in those terms at the time. It was more like a set of instincts, hardened by repetition: document first and react second; learn the procedures before trying to act within them; treat every interaction as potential evidence; assume no one will cut you slack; focus on what I could control and accept what I could not. These weren't rules I had found in a book. They were truths the year had carved into me.

Readying myself was now part ritual, part strategy. I reviewed case management schedules. I studied form layouts. I memorized key legal clauses. Even online case management meetings -- introduced later due to Covid-19 procedural updates -- became part of my map. A new procedural requirement made every timestamp official and traceable.

Every participant, every note, every timestamp mattered.

Looking Back

That first year was both the hardest and the most instructive. The abrupt termination had thrown me into a world I barely understood but the months that followed transformed fear into method.

By the time the Industrial Court accepted my case, the calendar had flipped to 2020. The world had changed. My fight hadn't. I was not the same person who stared at that WhatsApp message in disbelief. I had learned the rules. I had anticipated obstacles. I understood that persistence -- careful, disciplined, informed persistence -- could bend a structure built to ignore individuals.

That message was a match struck in the dark. I had learned to build fires that would burn long after the match was gone. As the Industrial Court loomed on the horizon, I knew that fire had only just begun to burn, but I hadn't anticipated the challenges.
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