FROM ASHES TO RICHES OF LOVE

DEAR READER,

When I sat down to write this about from ashes to riches of love I had no idea what lay ahead .I knew I had something that was a story Inside me burning to get out o very inspiring story I needed to tell .it was the story of I and my brother what we had went through our childhood back in the streets and how a precious gift of LOVE came along after long suffering love was a nutty incorrigible thing that changed all my life and I knew if I shared it with some people it would change lives of many millions of orphans and less fortunate people who were abandoned back in the streets.

  Saying goodbye to streets life was not an easy decision to make by sharing this I knew I had touched on something bigger not the story for I alone ,not  just for my fellow colleagues back in the streets not only for the discriminated disabled people in my former children’s home but of the journey that human beings take together the ups and downs ,the laughter the tears the joys the heartbreaks. A journey worth taking for all .

            For one year I wrote in solitude darkness mostly in predawn darkness not quite believing that anyone would want to read and about my very ordinary life . Then an amazing thing happened those whom I shared with a few words with came in daily torrents especially the streets boys and girls and many of them  nearly said the same thing ‘IT WAS LIKE YOURE DESCRIBING MY LIFE”  most of them became my friends, making me laugh out aloud and occasionally came to bite my lips. They’ve  embraced me like a member of their own families.

           In 1990 I lost the most  treasure gift I had ever had gift of love because my both parents died in a road accident I was very shocked beyond expression of words my parents were stolen away by death  they left eleven of us in my family I dreamed that someone could come and fill the gap but I was not that lucky as I had thought my sisters and brothers who were older than I turned out to be pathons of the world they negrected I and my brother in a big city of Nairobi no one to take care of us they said they didn’t even know us when we called them for help they said we were strangers to them who were mistaking them for someone familiar  what a disaster that befall me and my brother at the age of eight years old .The Nairobi city was a very beautiful city tall buildings I thought I was in another continent that would help my out from the nightmare I had in such a day as innocent as we were no home to sleep no food to eat no love and no friends to play around but I was mistaken I had one friend a small boy  came from no where and  was smoking glue and a cigar he embraced me and said welcome to this world of nowhere and l was very afraid of him he was smelling very bad but I couldn’t put myself that such a thing would have occurred to me I a few hours he showed us every where ,what they ate and shared the little he had a piece of rotten bread and a packet of bad milk but due to hunger my brother gave in and ate the food but refused to eat when night came I knew more lay ahead of us the boy showed us a very big dustbin told us to get in covered us as it was raining then that was the day for that night.

             We had to agree this was not a nightmare but the reality and we had to face it we cried together no one to wipe away our tears no one to offer us food and it was such a terrible life and that’s what made me to change when I came out of the street. The morning came it was a broad sunny day I saw new faces big boys whom were strangers to us they came and welcomed us by telling us we had to adhere to the rules and regulations of the streets life and they would not see us crying again. We were taken to a small cartooned house there was the leader of the other boys we were told to take an oath  I was shocked to death when I was told to drink someone’s blood  and I had to cut my finger and the same would happen to me someone else would drink mine too it was a must and later you could join the two wounded fingers together and mix the two blood as a sign of unity in the community of street boys and girls and if you broke it you  had to be sexually assaulted and you had to stick to that agreement no matter what .Life became very hard for me I saw a lot of girls being raped some having sex at such a tender age it was a sinful world most of the boys and girls died of torture policemen would attack us in the middle of the night and you were whipped got very painful wound was this a world with human beings or animals I had no one to answer my questions who was I to turn to only god knew it was such a terrible and an endurable life to us .

        I  used  to smoke glue drugs and cigars for five years  my health got bad as day went by then I just decided this was too much to bear because lots of days we could go without food and when we had something it was foodstuffs from bins or stolen food from marketers or even food we bought by ourselves through the money we stole from tourists or from our fellow Kenyans I decided to bread the oath and in exchange I underwent a very painful in my life I was raped by a group of fourteen boys all aged between 15 to 27 years it was a day to live to remember I couldn’t walk my fellow girls laughed in tears as I was undergoing such a terrible moment I was helpless I prayed the ground could divide and swallow  me up but that didn’t happen at all it was unforgivable act to those who mad e me suffer such a trauma. When night befall and I was healing the wound I had screams outside it was such a merciless noise lots of screams lots of cry for help but I couldn’t even walk what a life I had a very painful thing land on my back it was a whip the police slashed me but I was helpless to do anything but at least I had spared my self some strength to scream out my worries if anything be fell me and my sick brother I told the policeman to have mercy on me but when he saw I couldn’t make myself walk he knelt beside me and looked me with sorrowful it was about 7pm he lifted me up I showed him where my brother was sleeping and he promised to pick him later he carried me out and laid me in a safer place went and picked my brother up and when he saw we were both safe he boarded a taxi took us to hospital and left us there and promised to check on us the next morning we got the necessary aid and later we slept soudly in hospital beds what a nice place I dreamed to be .

         The next  morning the police took us to a children orphanage we were welcomed but lots was on our way we used to be disciplined severely sometime no food as a punishment for a whole day was there love I searched for it but was no where to be found not even in shops and small markets was there love which could have cured my uncurable disease of hatred .Love was the only medicine which would have healed my wounded heart but it was no where to be found how unlucky lady was I .After 3yrs in the orphanage the worst still came we were sold as slaves to a family of two couples who didn’t have children of their own but stayed with five girls whose mum had passed own we were auctioned in a broad daylight but we were helpless to do anything we went with the family .The couple were rich but there was no love in the big house the children we found there mistreated us by snatching away the little food we were offered as left we received severe beatings we were taken to school but there was not peace at school  from the wounds I had  attained through the beatings I could not make my self sit down well in a chair my classmates made fun of me and I had no place to at least  have a fresh breath .

      When I saw this was too much for me to bear I ran away from slavery home and it was during the night I was just looking for help and I walked almost 32km looking for nothing else but love and someone to rescue me from such a nightmare it was such a disgraceful experience for me who was I to turn to. I arrived Dagoretti children home t 5am in the morning and I slept just outside the gate for no one would have allowed me at such an hour when morning came I entered the gate and waited patiently for the director but when she arrived she turned her back on me she told the watchman to throw me out of the compound I couldn’t believe it an couldn’t understand why all this had to happen to me I went out of the compound sat outside the gate and was deep in thoughts and crying hysterically I saw a man coming towards me I was really afraid of him and hated him more whenever he cam e near me I ran as fast as my feeble legs could have carried me but he ran after me I was very tired and could not run anymore I just waited for him to kill me if I really deserved death but I had judged him wrongly he was there to help me he sweet talked me bought some lunch for me later I confided in him he bought a pair of shoes for me because I was barefooted he took me into his house  he told the wife about  my troubled situation they gave me a place in their heart and that’s when I came to know that love really  existed how lucky was I got a warm birth hot food and love from their two children Alice and Daniel .

I  had a better day for the sleep the next morning the man told me he would only direct me to a court if only I couldn’t  SAY his name at the court he had a car of his own he dropped me off to the court and before I came out of his car gave me a big hug and I think that left a mark in my heart because from then on I started thinking positively about my life and others as well. I was welcomed in the rights of the children court I did not have any support me I was I alone I gave out my problems I told them about my worries and they agreed to take me back home if  only I was ready to repeat what I had narrated to them once we arrived home .We took off and when we arrived the compound I was really wet from sweat I couldn’t imagine  me facing the two couples when we entered the gate and the lady saw me she started insulting  me and throwing stones towards me and that’s when the people from the court intervined  she was so ashamed of herself she had thought that I was alone but was quiet when she saw uniformed police and four ladies  she stopped the insults turned out to be friendly to them to and extend to offering a cup of coffee to them.

They talked silently and I was called later to narrate the story I had offered them at the court it was  a tempting moment for me but I had to FIGHT FOR MY RIGHT AND OTHER PEOPLES LIVES WHICH WERE SCATTERED LIKE MINE”I gave out nothing but the truth they were told never ever to touch or raise a finger to me or my brother or else the government would take an action by detaining them for life and from then on I said I will always fight for other peoples life because the government went ahead of detaining the lady who had sold as  slaves and was later sacked from her job.I stayed with the family and even though life was not as simple I thought would be there was ups and downs but I conquered the battle by forgiving them and gave them a place in my life now I am a very strong lady encouraging boys and girls never to give up and love is still there for those who really need it my heart is full of water of love and if anyone needs a cup of it just feel free and come and quench you’re  thirst accept that SUCCESS DOES NOT COME ON A SILVER PLATTER AND SOME DAY YOU WILL BE A WORRIOR.

I have done catering as a course I used to work in masai  mara  sopa lodge but not everyone wants good for you I got sacked in year 2006 I stayed at home for almost 8months but was utilizing my time by volunteering in a slums area also meeting my former street boys and girls encourage them I also got myself  a miracle through a scolarship I earned through two couples from Germany who had liked how I had offered my services to them  during my work at the hotel  and out of my hard work one boy aged 26years left the street life got himself a place in a catholic school and will be graduating this year in august with a degree in social work and youth organization project that’s remind me that “HARD WORK NEVER GOES UNREWARDED” SO youths who have suffered the same life and you ought to give up don’t give up  there are people somewhere who care lets arise and share this cake of love and lets heal the broken hearted with this strong medicine of love which I got it though some years back it was very expensive to achieve just a piece it only needs team work open your hearts and you will never regret you have a future ahead of you just have to accept yourself .     

            If need be you can reach me through this address 

ESTHER WANGUI KIHARA 

PO BOX 28689

NAIROBI 

CITYSQUQRE

EMAIL:estherkhr@yahoo.com

TEL:+254723781553

JENNY YOU CAN GIVE YOUR GROUP A COPY AND LETS WORK TOGETHER AS A TEAM AND IF YOU DO HAVE EXCHANGE PROGRAMS BACK IN INDIANA I AM REALLY WILLING TO WORK WITH YOU AS A TEAM WITH LOVE ESTHER.

