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Dedication

	This book is lovingly dedicated to my parents, whose sacrifices, wisdom, and resilience laid the foundation for my life.
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Author’s Note

	This book is a reflection on the journey of my life, one that began in a small village and unfolded across continents, seasons, and generations.

	As I look back, I see a path shaped by family, faith, hard work, and the courage to step into the unknown. Along the way, I discovered that life rarely follows the straight line we imagine. Instead, it unfolds through unexpected turns, lessons learned through trials, and moments of grace that shape who we become.

	The stories in these pages are shared not only to remember where I have come from, but also to honour the people who walked this journey with me: my parents, my husband, my daughters, friends, mentors, and many others whose presence enriched my life.

	My hope is that readers may see parts of their own story reflected here. Whether you are navigating change, raising a family, pursuing a dream, or learning to adapt in a new world, may these reflections remind you that perseverance, faith, and gratitude can carry us further than we imagine.

	Life has taught me that dreams planted in the heart can grow beyond the boundaries of where we began.
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Introduction

	I still remember the weight of the 50kg bag of coffee beans strapped to my back as I trudged barefoot down the dirt road in my small Kenyan village. The sun was blazing and my muscles ached, but in my heart I carried a dream, a dream bigger than the hills surrounding me, bigger than the challenges life had thrown my way. I did not know then how far that dream would take me, but I held on to it with every step.

	The big question is this: what if life handed you a blank slate, and you had to craft your story from scratch? What if the odds were stacked so high against you that dreaming felt like an act of rebellion? This is the story of a village girl who dared to dream beyond the hills where she was born, a girl who walked miles barefoot to fetch water, yet looked up at the sky and saw herself flying across it one day. It is the story of relentless hope, unshakable faith, and enduring love, a story of becoming.

	So, this is not just a story about where I have been or what I have achieved. Yes, I made it to the big city against all odds. I graduated from university, found love, built a family, and moved across continents to thrive in Canada. But this is not a fairy tale of one success after another. It is a story of the challenges that tested me, the faith that sustained me, and the resilience that helped me rise when life knocked me down.

	Life is rarely a straight line. It is a winding road full of unexpected detours, steep climbs, and moments of grace. Through it all, I learned that the journey is just as important as the destination, and that the lessons, the struggles, and the victories all shaped me into the person I am today.

	As you turn these pages, you will walk through my memories, both beautiful and painful. You will meet the people who shaped me, from a mother who worked tirelessly to keep our family afloat to a stranger who spoke a word of prophecy that changed my life. You will see the girl who carried a 50kg bag of coffee on her back and dared to dream of the day she would fly in an aeroplane. And you will witness how life, faith, and sheer grit turned that dream into reality.

	And yes, this is not just my story. It is evidence of the power of hope, faith, and resilience for all of us. Whether you have faced your own mountains or you are just beginning to climb, I hope my experiences inspire you to keep going, to dream bigger, and to believe in the possibilities that lie ahead.

	So, let us walk this road together. Welcome to Born Searching: A Life of Faith, Hope, and Resilience.

	




CHAPTER ONE

	Roots of Resilience

	Growing Up in the Village

	I’ve told you how my story ends, but I realise I am yet to properly introduce myself.

	In this life of mine, I have answered to many names: Kacheke, Karendi, Aunty Lucy, Mwariwachia, wife, mother, sister, economist, underwriter, risk analyst, manager. Legally, my first name was Lucy Ruguru Kirimi. I was born in Meru District, in Kigane village, the third-born in a family of eight.

	My early life, as I remember it, had many twists. The beginnings were somewhat sweet and enjoyable. Little did I know that this season would be short-lived.

	Both my parents were working, and we lived in the same compound as my grandpa, who was my hero. He was very organised and hard-working, providing for his two wives and their children. My dad was the first-born son, and he had been among the few who were educated. He landed a job with the county council as a clerk. He was funny and had a good sense of humour. He taught us how to make footballs from old newspapers. Playing with those balls made us feel proud enough even to challenge our uncles to a game, which we would lose anyway.

	Dad nicknamed me Kacheke because I was very slim. One of his hobbies was keeping guard dogs, and he gave them strange names. Muruku was his favourite dog. He would come home every day after work bringing dog food from his father’s hotel in Nkubu market, and sometimes he would bring us bread, a rare treat in those days. The dogs were well trained, and they knew him well. Since Mum was also working, I recall that we had a houseboy who cooked and helped with some of the household chores.

	We had young uncles, and we played a lot together, sometimes letting the spirit of competition take over. Two incidents have stayed with me.

	One day there was a bicycle competition between my younger brother Ken and my late uncle Ngonge that almost turned fatal. My brother sustained a leg injury that caused him to be admitted to hospital for almost three months.

	Another evening, while preparing for a game called “Cities and Capital”, which involved hitting a marble from a city to a capital represented by holes, my uncle Mwirigi’s thumb was chopped off as the holes were being dug. I still get chilly feelings whenever we meet and I see the stump that remained.

	Our second-born sister, Hellen, had a daring spirit. She would chase me around the compound, screaming and holding a chameleon, because she knew I had a phobia. I did not like them at all. I was horrified.

	We all had duties after school. Fetching water felt like such a punishment, given the numerous trips required before there was enough for the cows and for home use. I preferred fetching water to cutting Napier grass, which left cuts on my young skin. There was also competition over how the limited milk supply was shared, and I was jealous of my young brothers getting better portions simply because they were younger.

	Childhood was very eventful, but things took a drastic turn when we moved away from Grandpa’s compound to the land that had been allocated to Dad. Dad stopped coming home early, and when he showed up just before bedtime, he was not himself. He always came home drunk.

	The responsibilities of a father dropped away without notice, and from then on Dad became alcoholic and life was tough, being raised by an alcoholic father and a mother desperate to keep her family together. My mum shouldered the burden of doing right by the dreams of all her children every single day. She was the true embodiment of her name, Nkirote, a resilient woman with a soul of the most beautiful kind.

	She woke up early every morning to milk the cows and make us tea, and then she would wake us too. She made sure we had nice warm water to wash our faces, laying out the soap for each of us. After satisfying herself that we had what we needed, she would prepare herself and head off to work, walking six kilometres each way to teach nursery school children.

	Even on that long commute, we were still in her thoughts. As she walked to work, she knitted sweaters for us. That was my mum, ever busy providing.

	As she raised us, my mum reminded me of the woman described in Proverbs 31, “clothed in strength and dignity”, watching over the affairs of her household and never eating the bread of idleness. Educating eight of us was challenging enough, but it was made nearly impossible by the heavy drinking habit of my father. His addiction consumed his heart and his wallet, leaving little space for us.

	Being sent away from school because of unpaid fees was not uncommon for us. On top of that, the tension between my father’s habits and his responsibilities as a dad created dramatic situations that interfered with our studies. My dad had unusual demands. We were summoned at all odd hours of the night or morning, often on a whim, to do everything from slaughtering, preparing, and cooking chicken for him to walking kilometres to the nearest canteen to buy him cigarettes.

	My three sisters and I shared a bedroom, and we would agree not to respond to Dad’s late-night demands. However, I often became the victim because he would call me specifically by my nickname, Kacheke, and I had to respond.

	Growing up as a young girl, I had my own fantasies. I wished to excel, study hard, get a degree, find a good job, meet and marry Mr Right, have two children, own a nice car, travel, impact the world, and then cruise into the sunset of life together, happily ever after.

	With routine disruptions to my sleep and conflict ever present in the home, I often wondered whether I would ever achieve my dreams.

	In my village, I knew of only one lady who had made it to the highest institution of learning. I desired to follow suit and was determined to defy the odds against me. I had a strong spirit within me, a desire to stand out in a positive way.

	From very early in life, I became a habitual hard worker. Strenuous physical labour was routine. Feeding the cows, fetching water, and carrying it uphill were part of our duties after school. I detested cutting Napier grass. It left numerous scratches on my soft, growing skin, and they would burn badly when I bathed.
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