
MY LIFE STORY 

 

My name is Ouma Martin Ogondi, born to the Late Lucas Ogondi Otiende and the Late Mama Fleriah 

Juma Ogondi of Kaduong’ Kagak Village. My Grandfather the Late Mzee Thomas Otiende Owich 

married three wives namely Late Esther Ang’ong’a Ogondi, Late Wilfridah Anyango Ogondi (Sisters) 

and Obuya Otiende. Esther was the first wife of Otiende and my Dad is her Second born among the 

sons. My Dad had two wives, the Late Monica and my Mum. My Mum had 5 sons and a daughter. 

Two sons passed on at their tender age and three live. I being the first son, Cyrus Ochieng second 

and Fredrick Otiende the last born. My Sister Wilfridah Adoyo is married and has 5 children; 3 sons 

and two daughters. My mum the Late Monica had two daughters. One, Jackline, passed on and one 

survived and is a mother of 3, a son and two girls. 

 

I started school in 1994 as a class one without going through the current long preliminary stages of 

schooling. What I can vividly remember was that we had two categories of class one. One side was 

referred as the side of the ‘fools’ and the other side for the ‘clever’. The fools side was considered 

weak and slow learners. After about 3 to 4 months, I managed to cross over from the ‘fools’ side to 

the side of the ‘clever’. This happened because I joined school when I was already strong and was 

very stubborn and I could touch my ears across my head. The ability to touch your ears across the 

head was a test to confirm whether one was old enough to be in class one. At one time in class one, 

my late sister Jackline from the other mother who was my class mate helped me do an assignment. I 

was congratulated for the good work but she was wasn’t praise at all. When we went home, she 

reported that I copied her and that’s why I was marked right. Mum used to check our work on a daily 

basis. I was thoroughly caned by my Mum and I vowed never to copy anyone. At the end of the year, 

I luckily managed to join Standard two. I was fabling with my learning but was eager to know more. 

It went on with that spirit with an automatic promotion to the next until 1996 when my parents 

started sickling. Learning was interfered with and it was high time for my Mum to return home fully 

leaving my Dad in Muhoroni when he worked. The illness of my Mum prolonged and she had to 

return to Dad for treatments. All these long I lived with Grandmother and the parents used to visit 

me once in a while. I admit I was very stubborn and too playfull and couldn’t survived life in town 

with moving vehicles. I would visit my parents in Muhoroni every closing holidays but was still a 

friend of my late grandmother.  

 

In 1997 December holiday, I was in Muhoroni and Mum was very sick. I used to look at her helplessly 

and a times shed tears. When she grew weaker, she was transferred to Nyabondo Mission Hospital 

for further medication. At that time Dad was also sick but was trying to harden up to help us. I still 

remember at around 11am when we were playing, cries was heard in our house and when we 

rushed there, the report was that Mum had gone. We were taken home and we mourned our Mum. 

The bitter day came when her body was brought from the mortuary, it was the saddest moment in 

my life. We wept and finally she was laid to rest.  

 

Life was to continue. We got another Mother who was a close relative to my Mum. She was to stay 

with us and take care of us and our Dad. Unfortunately, Dad grew weaker and he used to vomit and 

wasn’t going to work. The new Mum had to leave and until now we have never seen her or hear 

about her. In 1998, we went back to school as usual and had to bear with the bitter situation of life. 

Mum who used to visit us with good things from Dad was no more. Dad who used to send us the gift 



is bedridden and we had to drink the bitter part of life. I had repeated class 4 by that time since the 

teachers felt I needed time to heal and couldn’t manage new concepts in class 5.  

 

That year, 1998 February became more sad for us. Dad followed Mum. Oh my God! It was horrible. I 

personally cried when Mum died and I would have died if I did the same thing over Dad. I remember 

what my instinct had foreseen for me. At one time in life I asked myself a question of who I would 

wish to die among my parents. I could answer that Spiritual question and if it was compulsory, I 

would have released Dad. Now that Mum had gone instead, I couldn’t do anything when now Dad 

followed. We cried day and night until I could sleep in crying mood and wake up and continue crying.  

When all the rituals had been performed, relatives decided to divide all our belongings and all my 

siblings were also divided. I went with my uncle Okoth Peter to Athi River and was taken back to 

class three and yet I had repeated class 4. At the end of first term I excelled in all the exams except 

Kiswahili. The following term I was promoted back to class 4. We changed our parents names and as 

for me I was now Martin Ouma Okoth. I used that name until class 5 in 1999 and I felt it was not 

comfortable to use my uncle’s name even if my Dad had gone. I was there to carry on the family 

lineage. The conviction made me to accept the reality and be an orphan like other children. I started 

engaging in very bad behaviors that was very common with street children. I used to fight the street 

children and never would I submit to their oppression. I even started stealing which as for me I felt it 

was right for survival. The rest of my siblings didn’t find life easy where they went to. They joined us 

in Athi River. Due to the high number of children, my uncle couldn’t manage with the little income 

since he was only a tailor and Aunt was just selling Mandazi(wheat flour products).  

 

In 2000, we had to be transferred including the children of my uncle to our paternal aunt. Life in 

town was too expensive and uncle used work so hard and sends us money. In 2001, the aunt also 

felt overwhelmed and we all had to be transferred back home to leave with the grandmother as we 

receive their support and support from all wishers. I survived and managed to sit for my final 

examination in 2002. I managed 288 marks out of 500 and that was the beginning of my life doom. 

The grandmother who used to comfort me also passed on that year. I didn’t excel as expected and 

the option was to go for tailoring training. My uncle came home and accepted to take me with him. 

He didn’t specify why he wanted me to go with him. One of my uncle who is the eldest from the 

second grandmother called me for an advice. He was the headteacher of the school where I sat my 

final exam. He said he wouldn’t wish I go back to Athi River for training and instead to back and 

repeat class 8. At that time I had known how to use the tailoring machine and I felt no need to 

depend on it. I accepted the advice and went back to school the following year. I managed to get 367 

marks out of 500 in the 2003 final exams. I was very happy but the question was, what will those 

good marks help me with? 

 

My Uncle who was the head teacher, Mr Olawo, tried to get me sponsorship from all sectors but all 

was in vain. I stayed at home until we received the news that our Member of Parliament was going 

to be at his home and all who had problems to see him. We went there very early in the morning 

and by 6 am we were with Mr Olawo in his place. Unfortunately, he had left few minutes before our 

arrival. One of his friends came and took my details and adviced I go to any school and they will send 

bursary to me. I had received a calling letter to join Nyabondo Boys High School and requirements 

alone were to amount to thousands of shillings. I didn’t have anyone to offer me even a cent. Not 

that they disliked me but all their hands were tied.  



 

News came that Miriu Secondary had a very good Principal who accept anyone with difficulty in 

payment of fees. My sister who by then had been married bought me uniform and gave us 2000 

shillings for other expenses. By the Grace of God, I joined Form 1 in Miriu Mixed Secondary School. 

As promised, I received a bursary of 6000 shillings and one of my Aunt’s son also sent me another 

4000 shillings. I was almost clearing the fees! The year ended and I proceeded to Form two. By then 

we had been introduced to partnership link with a school in England called Thomas Adams School. 

We used to write articles and exchange with the students of Thomas Adams School. The included 

poems, stories, life experience, jokes among others. It went on and the school managed to compile 

our articles in a magazine. Since our class had very bright students who had various family 

challenges, the cry in most our articles was how life will be in the future and our wishes. The 

exchange of articles elevated to visits; the students in accompany of the teachers. 

 

In the year 2005, when I was now in Form 2, the exchange of Partnership grew very strong. The 

problem arose when most of us will be staying at home due to school fees. I was not an exception 

since the bursary only came once and relatives also had their own problems to take care of. Due to 

this, our cries were considered by Thomas Adams School in Wem. Their students and teachers 

started raising funds and sending to us as our school fees. I don’t know how the Sponsorship scheme 

was operating but later on we learnt that there was an organization by the name Zest For Life which 

was fully in care of our welfare. Some of the officials who can remember their names were; Sue, 

Dave, wendy, Ben, Hillary, Keith, Karen among others. Hope came to my face when I was told never 

to go home for school fees and only take my time in my studies. That was good news but still there 

was a problem. I had to walk long distance and a times have little food at home. The small ratio of 

food was due to over population of my uncle’s house. This would make me eat excessively in school 

when there was an opportunity. We had what we call “adisho”. I would never miss it. Adisho meant 

serving again after everyone has served. Our cook was very keen and one can imagine the kind of 

conflict I had regularly with them. 

 

The sponsorship scheme grew and many students came to Miriu until the funds couldn’t cater for all 

the fees. So there was a fraction that the parents were to pay. My problems were renewed and I 

started the life of on and off in school. It went on in that manner until I finally sat for my final exams 

in 2007. I managed to get 57 points which was a C+. This wasn’t my standard but I had to accept the 

situation. Mr Charles Okuche who then coordinator of the scheme, offered me a course in Kenya 

Polytechnic and promised me that the sponsors will pay all the fees. As I was planning to take the 

offer, I had a dream at night and saw myself back in class. One of my best friends Felix Obote, who 

had been my desk mate also had a dream that I was the top students in a final exams. In his dream, 

only me had qualified for university. When I linked Felix’s dream with mine, I took my books and 

went straight and ask for a chance to repeat. I had no money but relied on the mercies of the school. 

They accepted me and was admitted without a single cent. They took me back to the scheme and 

told me to ask my relatives to send something to school. No one was able to assist me until the 

school pays my registration fees. Thank God I paid back the registration fees after school.  

 

Surprisingly, when the result came, I managed the university grade and Joined Maseno University. 

More hopes came to me when I got the direct link to my high school sponsors, Mr Keith Edwards 

and Karen Jones. They catered for all my needs including fees and accommodation. I used to manage 

the funds well and even use the same to support my younger siblings and relatives. My life in the 



university was a bit enjoyable now that I had people I would ask anything I needed and they would 

give without hesitating. Keith and Karen were like a father and mother to me yet they are people 

from different family. These two even came and visit me literally in school which none of my 

relatives ever did. I always believe that my life made a turn through these two who have been and 

still are too close me. They paid my fees for my first degree in Bachelor of Science and for 

Postgraduate Diploma in Education in full. Great people! 

 

It was in the university that I met my sweetheart Winnie Apiyo. I met her the first time I went to 

Library and she was trying to explain some Chemistry concepts to me. After the long discussion, she 

went away and in my heart were many questions. I don’t know whether I fell in love with her by 

then but what I know we remained friends for some times and later on we parted ways for quite 

sometimes. We used to attend the same class but her lifestyle was totally different with mine. She 

loved lonely life and had very few friends. As for me I loved visiting friends and would not take a 

whole day in one place. After graduation, my friends were no where and I realized the lonely life was 

now my portion. My time to make a choice for a marriage partner came and from all the ladies who I 

met in the University, Winnie was to be the best wife. An orphan like me, familiar with hard side of 

life, had faced storms of life, not easily carried with peer pressure, … I had to call her and let her 

know my mind. At first, she opposed it but with time as I insisted she gave in and we met and talked 

at length. The next time we met our Bishop and planned for a wedding. We had a very beautiful 

wedding on 19th November 2016, had our first born on 19th October 2017 whom we named after 

Karen who have been my long time sponsors representative and close friend. 

 

After and before my PGDE graduation I managed to teach in the following schools before I finally got 

my permanent employment with the government: 

• 2009- August 2010, Miriu Mixed Secondary School, Mathematics Teacher;  

• April-August 2011, Ramula Odowa Secondary School, Mathematics And Physics Teacher; 

April-August 2012, Bishop Mugendi Secondary School, Mathematics And Computer Studies 

Teacher; 2014-2016, Nyakach Girls High School, Mathematics And Computer Studies 

Teacher;  

• Jan 2016-April 2016, Sigoti Complex Girls’ Secondary, Teaching Practice (Mathematics And 

Computer Studies),  

• August 2016 to August 2017, Thurdibuoro Secondary School, Mathematics and Computer 

Studies Teacher.  

Now I am employed with Teachers Service Commission at Inaya Secondary where I serve in many 

dockets. 

 

The following is the summary of educational back ground:2015-2016,Maseno University, post 

graduate diploma in education; 2010-2014,Maseno University, bachelor of science; Mathematics 

and Computer Science option; 2004-2008,Miriu mixed Secondary Kenya certificate of secondary 

education, B plain of 65 points; 1994-1998 Ramula Odowa primary, 1998-1999 Athi river Primary, 

2000 Ayucha primary, 2001 Radienya primary school, 2002 to 2003 Ramula Odowa primary where I 

sat for Kenya certificate of primary education and attained 367 marks. 

 

I have also managed to serve my community in the following sectors:2012 to date volleyball and 



football coach and referee;2014 to date assistant pastor, ministry of Repentance and Holiness.; 2008 

to date , worked as a communication link for Zest For Life; 2013-2016 Parent Association 

Representative, Bishop Okoth Ojola Girls’ ;2012-2013,Student Representative Leader, Maseno 

University; 2003-2008 ,Christian Union leader and a prefect, Miriu Mixed Secondary school.  

Now I can boldly say that this far, its not by my own might but by the Grace of God. 


