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INTRODUCTION

	I had always known, and it had indeed been a deep desire of my heart, to write a book. I have journalled since my high school days, often imagining that one day I might turn one of those journals into a book… maybe! I have finally written, but never in my wildest imaginations did I think I would be sharing my journey of a fairy-tale relationship that led to marriage—a marriage marked by such extreme experiences that I almost lost my mind, and ultimately led me through the unthinkable: divorce.

	Being raised in a Christian home and doing everything “right” had, for many years, felt like the recipe for a good life. There were ups and downs with my spouse, as with any marriage, but overall it seemed lovely. Sitting here now, writing these words, all I can say is this: you can do everything you are meant to do, everything you know to do, and still have no guarantee that life will unfold the way you planned or imagined.

	In Girl, Get Off the Floor, I take you through my almost perfect relationship that led to marriage—a marriage that began like many others, with hope, joy, and the usual adjustments, and then slowly but surely turned into a waking nightmare. In the beginning of any marriage, there are the natural pushes and pulls—the growing pains that come with learning to live as one. No marriage on earth is without moments of clashing and disagreement. Even when two people love each other deeply, they have been raised differently, shaped differently, and carry different worldviews. Agreement on everything is simply impossible.

	These early growing pains are meant to deepen understanding between spouses over time. Gradually, one learns what brings joy to the other and what causes unnecessary friction, adjusting not out of fear, but out of love and a shared desire for peace. After all, every well-adjusted human being longs to dwell in an environment where peace prevails.

	The first few years of marriage can be especially challenging as couples adapt to one another and learn how to live together harmoniously. Although we can never claim to know our spouses fully, it takes years to understand them more deeply. Over time, we realise that the challenges we face later in marriage are different from those we encountered in the beginning. These, too, are growing pains—meant to stretch the relationship and move it to another level.

	But what happens when these growing pains transform into something darker? What happens when confusion becomes constant, fear becomes familiar, and the relationship begins to lead you down a path of depression, anxiety, and dysfunction—where you dread the moments you must spend with your spouse? This book invites you into that journey, revealing how a relationship that began on such a beautiful high slowly unravelled into something unrecognisable.

	I share the battle it took to get back on my feet—the long, painful journey of learning how to present myself as “normal” again after divorce had brought me to my lowest point. I am not writing this book because I am completely healed, but because the Lord has given me the grace, strength, motivation, and will to write at this moment. This story stands as a testimony to what God can do when you surrender to Him and trust His timing.

	There is wisdom in waiting for His appointed time. When that time comes, He orders your steps with precision, and the scattered pieces of your life begin to come together without force or striving. Writing this book has required great courage. It has brought me face to face with memories I had buried and hoped would remain hidden. Ideally, I would have written this story years later, when the wounds were less tender. Yet here I am.

	This journey has been frightening. I am naturally reserved and value my privacy, but I have obeyed the Lord’s prompting to write. My prayer is that these pages will reach and strengthen those who read them. Sharing a personal story is never easy— readers come to know you in ways you may not have intended.

	One of my greatest motivations for writing this book is the deep compassion I now carry for women and girls who are walking, or have walked, a path similar to mine. Many suffer in silence, unsure of how or where to seek help. As painful as this journey has been—and continues to be—my pain will not be wasted.

	I have chosen to allow this pain to serve a purpose: to help another woman, another girl, recognise her value and her worth, and to know who she is. My hope is that she will not find herself trapped in a situation like the one I endured— or, if she is already there, that she will gather the strength to refuse a slow death in a toxic relationship.

	This divorce took me down. Truly, it did. I found myself flat on the floor. Yet by the grace of God, I refused to remain there. Slowly, painfully, I fought my way back up. Divorce knocked me down, but I refused to let it take me out. And it is with that same conviction that I say to you, if you are down:

	Girl get off the floor!

	 

	 

	


CHAPTER ONE

	Welcome to a World of Pure Bliss

	It’s every girl’s dream (well, if not every, at least most) to be swept off their feet by a man. It wasn’t a dream per se for me. If anything, I felt like I was very content being by myself, serving the Lord in whatever capacity, and seeking to know Him better. The dating life had been good to me; I had had my fair share of heartbreaks, but I had also enjoyed wonderful dating experiences. The heartbreaks had lessons to teach me, and the wonderful experiences also helped me appreciate different kinds of people. All in all, I had learned and grown a great deal. But one thing was for sure: I was in no hurry whatsoever. I wasn’t the type of girl who was just waiting with bated breath to be married. At that time, some of the people close to me worried about my nonchalant attitude towards marriage.

	My life was a very busy one before I got married. I worked with urban refugees as a Counselling Psychologist. This job needed a lot of my focus and, pretty much, a lot of myself. It felt like a calling, a ministry, where I would pour a lot of myself into the counselling sessions I had with my refugee clients. This job was one of the most challenging ones that I have had, but at the same time, it brought me one of the greatest feelings of fulfilment in terms of a job. Just because it was fulfilling does not take away the fact that it was one of those highly stressful types of jobs. It was very hard to listen to the heartbreaking stories of the refugees that I served, and the workplace itself demanded a lot from an individual, based on the nature of the organisation. As much as you may fight it, it would inevitably affect an individual. Without a shadow of a doubt, you would experience vicarious trauma from listening to the clients I served.

	Despite all that, I still maintain that success is the influence that one has on an individual’s life. It was such a tremendous blessing to observe the impact of the therapy that the refugees—most of whom sought out therapy services—who were women, received. This made them blossom right before my eyes. It was such an amazing experience to witness women’s marital relationships being enhanced. The relationships between mothers and children conceived and born as a result of rape improved. Women rebuilt their self-esteem and selfworth, and their businesses began to thrive as they experienced healing through therapy. It’s amazing how healing in the life of an individual will positively affect different facets of an individual’s life.

	What I loved the most were my group therapy sessions with female survivors of gender-based violence. These women were not just clients to me; we were like a family of sisters. During these sessions, I had the opportunity to pour into the lives of these women. I allowed them to have peer-to-peer support because there is nothing as encouraging as being with other women who have gone through challenges similar to yours. Most of all, it was encouraging to have this opportunity to pour my love into the lives of these precious women and do my best to show them that, in this group, they were loved, appreciated, and accepted despite who they were, where they had come from, and what they had been through.

	Gender-based violence (GBV) can devalue a woman more than she ever imagined. Some of these women would tell me how they no longer felt like human beings after going through very brutal rape experiences in their countries of origin. Most of them originated from the DRC, Rwanda, Burundi, Eritrea, Ethiopia, and South Sudan.

	I treated each of my clients with the utmost respect. I did my best to make them feel heard and accepted. Most of them underwent horrendous experiences, such as watching their loved ones being killed and violated. Some lost all their earthly property and fled their country of origin with nothing other than the clothes on their back. I wondered how they managed to survive. I do not know how I would survive that. The pain of that loss, I felt at the time, would just about finish me.

	Several times, most of them would tell me that the only thing that kept them alive through these impossible situations was the fact that they held on to God with everything in their being. With that in mind, I purposed to do and be the very best that I could for every single refugee that the Lord allowed me to interact with. Something as simple as just smiling at a client as I greeted them would make such a big difference to them. The world in this country of asylum could sometimes be very cruel to them (a number of these refugees would flee from their different countries of origin, as mentioned above, and seek asylum in Kenya, where they would make their way to Nairobi, where they could access refugee assistance from different INGOs and some NGOs). Just that small gesture of acceptance and care counted.

	This is the background of what I did. I look back so fondly at that not-so-very-easy season of my work life, but I feel so blessed, and it is such a great privilege, to have been used by the Lord in the way that He did in the lives of the refugees I served. I would find myself barely having time to interact, spend time with people, or do things outside of work. My life was consumed with work but, at the same time, I was content and fulfilled. Allow me to take you back a little bit. Soon after I had completed my initial master’s studies, I went to work in the Dadaab Refugee Camp as a Paediatric Counsellor, offering counselling to children. Before then, I had taught in Sunday School for five years. One of my greatest passions is children, whom I love with all of my heart.

	When I stopped working with camp refugees and returned to Nairobi and began working with urban refugees, I did not quite go back to Sunday School since I began attending a different Church than I had previously, which only had one main service. There used to be a one-hour service for the church workers before the main service. So, for example, if one was in the Sunday School ministry, the one-hour service was to suffice since they would be teaching children in Sunday School when the main service was ongoing. In essence, if I was to teach Sunday School in this new Church, I would have to miss the main service. As much as I wanted to serve the Lord in a church ministry, I could not fathom missing the main church service.

	I struggled with not serving in any ministry for quite a while until the Lord enabled me to see that my job was a full-time ministry. I was pouring into the lives of my clients from Monday to Friday. Therefore, on Sunday, I needed to go to church and be fed. Isn’t God so wonderful? He settled it for me. I no longer allowed anyone to make me feel guilty because I was not serving in a ministry on Sunday. I was already in full-time ministry five days a week.

	It’s important to know what God thinks about an issue: seek God, and ask God. He will clarify things for you so that you are not caught up in the judgement of people who feel all ‘holier than thou’. What the Lord thinks about you is of much more value and importance than what people think of you. Seek to please God, not man.

	Amid my busy work life—or rather, just a busy life—I made time to at least attend family gatherings. I enjoyed meetings with my closely knit extended family. It was in one of these gatherings that one of my relatives, Aunt Saeba, began to initiate the first steps to introduce me to a gentleman who was one of her family’s friends. They had met years ago in one of the countries where my relatives had been living. Aunty Saeba told him a little about me and told me a little about him and then let us ‘see where things would go’. One thing to note about me was the fact that I never needed help with getting a man on my own, but I thought this could be fun. I mean, I do my best to be open to new experiences and am one person who enjoys interacting with people. That, my friends, is how Levian and I were mutually introduced.

	Levian was living in a different country at the time. We made the most of what technology had provided us at the time. One thing about him that stood out was the gentleness in his voice. His voice alone made me feel safe. We kept in touch for a few months. I remember thinking how wonderful this man was and what a nice person he must have been, even though I had not met him.

	As with long-distance friendships or relationships where two people have never met, our communication dwindled. Being the girl that I was, I never liked to feel as though I was in a situation where I was the one constantly initiating conversation. When I felt like a man was acting as though he was doing me a favour by talking to me, it was time to go. Adios. One thing I knew was that no matter how busy an individual is, they will always make time for what matters to them. For me, being very busy was a lousy excuse not to keep in touch with me, yet I was supposedly a priority. I started to withdraw and carried on with my life. I continued to go on other dates.

	A few months down the line, a few days after my birthday, I received a call from an international number. I didn’t recognise the caller identity. On receiving the call, I realised that it was this mysterious man wondering how I was faring. The most interesting thing was that as we talked, I prayed to God to enable me to meet Levian, even if we would not end up together. I liked him so much. He had such a soothing voice and sounded so charismatic. I desired to meet him in person.

	After this comeback, he told me that he would like us to finally meet. I thought he was just being polite and saying things that most men would say to keep a girl around. I decided I would go along with this and see just how far all this would go.

	We finally agreed that we would both attend a conference in Côte d’Ivoire, West Africa, and meet for the first time. During my preparations, I still didn’t believe everything that was happening. When I went for my visa, I still wasn’t fully in it but kind of just seeing where things would go.

	Meanwhile, I also began to pray and told the Lord that if He didn’t want me to go, He should make something happen so that I end up not going. So, believe me, I was on the lookout for anything that looked like a sign that I shouldn’t go. It all just felt surreal. Normally, we go and meet a date for lunch or coffee in our city, but here I was going all the way to Côte d’Ivoire to meet this man. I was quite apprehensive about meeting Levian for the first time. I encouraged myself by reminding myself that my relatives knew him and had told me what a wonderful person he was. But what if I didn’t like him? What if we didn’t get along? Yes, I know it felt like we had connected over the phone, but someone can be good on paper and then you end up not connecting in person.

	The trip was going to last one week. There were so many concerns I had, so many what-ifs, but Levian managed to assure me that it would be alright. He had everything planned out: my airport pick-up and the hotel in which I would stay when I arrived. It seemed like everything was under control. It was exciting and scary at the same time, but you only live life once.
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