I am the first born in a family of four, three girls and one boy. We have all been brought up in different care homes, though I am out of the care home my three sisters are still there. Being born in a single parenthood family, I have never experienced fatherly love and only experienced motherly love for a short period. All of us, that is my sisters and I, have different fathers whom we don’t even know nor have we ever seen. My mum was a commercial sex worker, and  I am saying this with all due respect to her because this is all she could do in her capacity to feed us, thus the reason we all have different fathers. My mum passed on when we were all so young to realize the loss we had incurred.
In 1995, before My mum’s death, I knew she was sick. She could not raise enough money to atleast keep us going. I had to go to the streets to sell some polythene bags for people  doing grocery and sometimes beg for money or steal  where need be. While on this erands I got arrested and taken juvinile remand homes. While in the remand homes is when my mum passed on. I learnt about her death after my acquittal a year later.  She had succumbed to HIV|AIDS. I had nowhere to go since my younger sisters had been taken away by relatives whom I didnt even know after my mother’s death, resulting in a separation that would last for more than 10years. I went back to the streets doing all vices done by street kids which includes but not limited to doing drugs, sexual immorality and fights.
It is from this background that I found myself in a care home called International Children’s Mission in Nakuru Kenya in the year 1998. Here I found people I could identify with because we had an almost similar background.  Upto to this time, I had not gone to school since my mother could not afford the fee. I was about 9 years old. I had a passion for education. I remember when my mum was still alive I had requested her to take me to school but she tearfully said she could not afford it. The previous night I had had a wonderful dream that I was in school uniforms and sitted in a classroom. I was the happiest person on earth  but my joy was shortlived when I woke up in the morning. 
In October 1998 I was introduced to kindergaten and I didn’t even finish two months before I was promoted to class one which is equivalent to grade one. This is because I proved to be too bright for kindergaten and also because there was that program of promoting  bright students to the next class. It only took me 5 years instead of 9 years that normal students take to clear primary school level. In the year 2003 I sat my Kenya Primary National Examination and passed with 411 marks out of the possible 500. This a very high pass in our standards and big schools came calling for my admmission. But the owner of the care home could not let me go because I was an asset to him in other fields.
In our Care Home, there were plenty of activities available to be done including music, agriculture, mechanics, carpentry, computer training e.t.c. I got hooked on music and computers. Musically, I learned how to play the guitar, piano and recording and went on to become a producer for our choir’s album in 2005. Actually music opened up big doors for me. In 2004 our choir had been invited in a function to lay the foundation of a hospital in Nakuru. We had caried our music back up player and a speaker only to find out that there was no power. Luckly one of the white men in the guest list had  an acoustic guitar. As the choir leader I approached him borrowed his guitar which he gladly gave me. After playing the guitar the owner was very impressed with me that he bought me my own guitar. We became good friends with this man and it was until later that I realized this man was the son of American’s country music legend and Icon, Johnny Cash. John Carter Cash is the son of Johnny Cash and June Carter Cash from Carter Family which is credited with the first recordings of the country music. He has been supporting me in school since 2006 by paying my study fees. He filled the father figure in my life. He has been advising and guiding me all along.
I was also among the two boys chosen to train in multimedia. I was video graphics very fast and I stood out in the training and in December 2005 when one of the renowned ‘prophets’ came calling for a personal video editor and cameraman, I was picked and taken out of the orphanage. This presented a very Important experience in my life because I was taken to live in a very affluent home which is connected to a very powerful politician in our country. I was also taken to a very expensive school. At first, I thought all these was a dream and I felt like I did not fit here. I could not behave or talk like this rich kids did and I felt very inferior but I could not show it outwardly. I somehow felt out of place but it did not take long before my presence could be felt by everyone in our class. In my first exam I scored a straight A yet i was at the same time working for the ‘prophet’. I won favour from the school owner who was actually sponsoring me. The students admired me too. Unfortunately all these did not last a year due to some disagrement between me and the ‘prophet’.  We had to part ways and that meant leaving the affluency life. It was not an easy decision.
On the other hand being  brought up in a care home has had it’s own negative effects on us. It has not been an easy lifestyle. Back in the care home I remember there were couple of times I contemplated suicide due to the abnormal kind of life I had been subjected to. I use to ask God why would he put me in such a place while other people are enjoying life with their families? When visitors came with their families I would be both happy and angry at God. I did not understand why God would take my mother away from me yet I did have a father that was not fair considering other people had both parents. How did he expect me to cope at that tender age? When somebody said that God loves me I could not understand then what love meant, persecuting somebody? I had so much anger in my heart. 

In the care home we had a poor diet due to our large numbers. We were about 350 boys. This led to mulnutritioned growth. Personally i was so thin that I suspected i had HIV/AIDS because that is the analogy here. This large number also resulted in poor sanitation and lack of proper health attention. Speaking about proper health attention, it reminds me of a very sad story. I had this friend of mine Called Kiplagat in grade 4 who was also my classmate and deskmate. He had complained of a headache several times on this particular day but his complaints were ignored. He consequently collapsed and died on his way to hospital. I was so mad at the management for Kiplagat’s demise.

Another negative side effect that comes with being from a care home is the tendency of looking for sympathy. You find a care leaver wants people to feel sorry for him/her simply because he/she is an orphan. Why would we want to be compared with the beggers in the streets? This poor vice affects us because we were used to be fed and clothed and when we come out of the homes we expect the society to continue doing so. It takes time before a careleaver can understand that he has to win his bread. I don’t opine that just because I am an orphan and I come from an orphanage, people should pity me. I am well able just like any other kid from a good family. I am in law school at the University of Nairobi and if you do a research nobody in my class knows that I am an orphan. They treat me just like any other student. Care leavers let us show the society that we have the capacity to compete competently in all areas of the corporate world given the platform.We are not from a special family we are a proper family.
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