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MIRRIAM AUMA – My Story 

My	 name	 is	 Mirriam	Auma	 and	 I	 am	 the	 third	 born	 in	 	 a	
family	of	 four	 children.	 I	was	born	 in	1996	 to	my	parents	
Joan	Akinyi	and	Raphael	Ochieng	in	Nairobi	County.		I	have	
two	sisters	and	one	brother	who	passed	on	April	2017.			

Life	as	an	Orphan		

My	parents	were	both	 infected	with	HIV	and	AIDS	but	my	
mother	only	learnt	about	her	status	when	she	delivered	my	
last	 born	 sister	 who	was	 also	 infected	 	 during	 birth.	 This	
annoyed	my	mother	and	quarrels	with	my	dad	started	from	
there.	 She	was	 so	 annoyed	 that	 she	would	 abuse	 him	 the	
whole	night	 and	 this	 resulted	 in	 fights.	 Life	was	never	 the	

same	 again	 in	 our	 house	 and	my	 dad	 took	 to	 taking	 alcohol	 and	 coming	 very	 late	 at	 night	 and	
sometimes	he	could	not	come	at	all.	

Two	years	after	the	delivery	of	my	sister,	my	mother	could	not	with	stand	the	fights	and	quarrels	
and	she	packed	her	clothes	and	left	us	with	our	father.	She	went	to	stay	with	her	parents	in	Siaya	
County.		All	this	l	time,	my	mother	was	in	self-stigma	and	had	refused	to	adhere	to	taking	her	drugs	
as	instructed	by	the	medics.	Her	health	deteriorated	so	much	that	after	one	year	my	mother	gave	up	
and	passed	on	in	2004.	Her	death	never	affected	me	so	much	because	I	was	young	and	my	father	
was	with	 us	 and	we	 never	 attended	 the	 burial.	 Immediately	 after	 the	 	 burial	 of	my	mother,	 dad	
brought	in	another	woman	as	his	wife.	It	was	as	if	he	was	waiting	for	my	mother’s	 	death.	 	Death	
was	not	tired	with	our	family	because	in	2005,	it	was	there	knocking	on	our	door	again	and	left	with	
my	father.	We	were	total	orphans	with	a	step	mother	who	really	never	loved	us	and	felt	we	were	a	
burden	to	her.	She	was	advised	by	her	mother	to	take	us	all	to	our	grandparents	in	the	upcountry.	
This	was	 a	 life	we	had	never	 experienced	and	became	very	hard	on	all	 of	 us.	 It	was	a	 life	 full	 of	
struggles	with	an	old	grandmother	and	a	young	sister	who	was	ailing.	Sometimes	we	slept	without	
food,	we	would	walk	for	miles	in	search	of	water	and	most	of	the	time	we	were	out	of	school	due	to	
school	fees.	

Back	to	Nairobi	as	Beggars	

When	I	was	in	class	six	my	elder	sister	took	a	bold	step	and	traveled	back	to	Nairobi	to	hustle	and	
carried	our	kid	sister	along	with	her.		She	left	me	with	my	brother	and	our	aging	granny.	Life	was	
very		bad	and	I	dropped	out	of	school	with	my	brother.	At	the	end	of	that	year,	my	sister	invited	us	
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to	Nairobi	when	 she	 learnt	 that	we	 had	dropped	out	 of	 school.	 She	 enrolled	me	at	 City	 primary	
school;	I	had	to	repeat	class	six,	but	my	brother	decided	to	be	hustling	with	my	sister	to	get	food	
and	rent.			

We	 struggled	 so	 much	 that	 we	 became	 beggars	 in	 the	 whole	 estate	 and	 people	 knew	 our	
predicament.	They	started	avoiding	us	and	we	were	nicknamed.	 	By	 this	 time	there	was	a	young	
man	who	was	 in	 college	 and	we	used	 to	beg	 from	him	now	and	 them.	The	man	decided	 to	 take	
advantage	of	me	by	showing	love	which	I	was	seriously	looking	for.	He	started	treating	me	well	and	
giving	me	gifts.	I	fell	into	his	trap	when	I	was	still	a	young	girl	of	14	years.	He	promised	to	take	care	
of	me	as	his	girlfriend	and	after	sometimes	he	had	sex	with	me.	I	was	so	vulnerable	that	I	just	gave	
in	without	a	lot	of	thought.	After	two	months,	I	came	back	home	and	found	that	the	man	had	shifted	
to	another	place	unknown	to	me.	

That’s	the	time	I	realized	I	was	pregnant	and	I	was	scared	to	share	with	my	sister	as	I	didn’t	know	
much	about	pregnancy.	Three	months	down	the	line	the	pregnancy	started	being	noticed	and	my	
sister	demanded	to	be	told	the	owner	of	the	pregnancy.	When	she	heard	it	was	from	the	man	who	
used	to	buy	food	for	us,	she	was	so	annoyed	and	felt	I	had	failed	her.	By	then	it	was	in	February	and	
was	in	class	eight	and	had	just	registered	for	the	[KCPE]	exam.	I	was	forced	to	drop	out	of	school	
and	started	staying	at		home.	My	sister	lost	her	job	the	same	month	and	started	hustling	for	us	to	
get	our	daily	bread.	After	two	months	she	got	a	job	somewhere	else	and	this	forced	us	to	relocate	
from	Ngara.			

Life	as	a	Young	Mother		

I	delivered	in	December	 	2014	a	beautiful	baby	girl	who	I	named	after	my	mother,	Blessings	Joan	
Akinyi.	I	added	Blessings	because	she	was	born	on	25th	of	December.	This	brought	great	change	in	
my		life	and	it	was		never	the	same	again	.	Nursing	a	small	baby,	I	was	a	child	myself	and	there	was	
nobody	to	teach	me	how	to		handle	an	infant.	As	a	nursing	mother	I	could	go	for	days	without	food	
hence	my	baby	had	less	milk	from	my	breast.	It	was	hell	on	earth	and	it	reached	a	point	where	my	
sister	sent	me	away	with	my	baby.	I	came	back	to	Ngara	to	a	woman	who	was	willing		to	take	me	in	
if	I	would	agree	to	go	back	to	class		and	prepare	for	my	exams.	Her	name	is	Rachel		Ng’ong’a	and	she	
stood	with	me	 like	my	mother.	 I	did	my	KCPE	[Kenya	Certificate	of	Primary	Education]	exams	 in	
November	2015	and	got	220	marks	out	of	500.	After	my	exams	I	continued	staying		with	my	new	
mum	since	I	had	no	guardian	to	pay	my	school	fees	to	join	high	school.	

In	2017	Mama	Rachel	got	me	a	sponsor		who	paid	my	fees	to	pursue	a	technical	course	in	electrical	
engineering.	I	was	in	college	for	one	year	and	went	for	attachment	at	Kenyatta	Hospital.	This	is	the	
time	my	elder	sister	learnt	of	the	course	I	was	doing.	She	quarreled	with	me	and	discouraged	me	
that	it’s	a	course	for	men;	she	even	called	Mama	Rachel	and	informed	her	the	same.	I	dropped	out	of	
school	without	telling	my	mama		and	when	she	learnt	of	it	she		was	very	annoyed	and	she		stayed	
for	a	month	without	talking	to	me.	
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My	Scar	Turns	into	My	Shining	Star	

It	was	hell	staying	with	my	mama	without	talking.	I	kept	waiting	for	the	day	she	would	chase	us	
away	since	my	younger	sister	had	joined	us.		One	Friday	morning	my	mama	called	me	to	the	sitting	
room	and	informed	me	she	loved	me	like	her	own	daughter	and	that’s	why	she	was	annoyed	with	
me	because	of	dropping	out	of	school	just	like	that.	She	asked	me	whether	I	still	wanted	to	learn	
something	else	and	also	to	stop	listening	to	my	sister	who	was	not	supporting	me	in	anyway.		I	
apologized	to	her	and	informed	her	I	was	ready	to	learn	whatever	she	wanted.	She	believed	me	but	
cautioned	me	on	being	influenced	by	my	relatives	who	are	not	there	to	stand	with	me	when	I	am	
down.	

The	following	day	we	prepared	and	she	took	me	to	Baraka	Women’s	Center	and	sure	enough	it	was	
“Baraka	“	to	me	meaning	blessings.		I	met	with	a	lady	called	Wanjiru	Ngigi	and	she	informed	me	she	

is	 the	 program	 director	 at	 BWC.	 	 She	
listened	 to	me	 as	 I	 narrated	my	 past	 and	
never	 minded	 me	 crying	 in	 between.	 By	
then	 my	 mama	 had	 left	 me	 and	 gone	 to	
hustle.	 I	 later	 learnt	 	 that	 she	 had	 visited		
BWC	 	 before	 and	 found	 that	 I	 could	
acquire	many	different	skills	from	there.	I	
told	Wanjiru	I	would	train	in	all	skills	as	I	
believe	 I	can	use	 them	all.	 	 I	 joined	Barak	
Women	Center	in	November	2018	and	as	I	
am	narrating	my	story	now	I	am	a	changed	
young	 mother	 and	 have	 benefited	 in	 the	
following	ways:	

I	 have	 acquired	 skills	 in	 both	 hair	 dressing	 and	 beauty	 therapy	 which	 today	 I	 go	 plaiting	 and	
braiding	people	in	the	estate	and	get		paid.		

I	have	become	an	expert	in	beading	and	designing	different	products.		

I	have	gained	entrepreneurship	skills	and	have	developed	and	written	my	own	business	plan.		

I	have	become	a	better	leader	of	myself	and	my	family.		

I	have	been	counseled	and	mentored	by	Madam	Teresia	and	Wanjiru	and	I	am	strong	enough	now	
and	can’t	give	in	to	any	man	for	material	gains.		

My	self-esteem	has	gone	high	and	am	recruiting	young	mothers	to	join	Baraka	Women’s	Center.	

	

Baraka	Women	Is	a	Small	Heaven	for	Women	Who	Are	Heavily	Burdened		

This	is	a	paradise	for	women	and	young	girls	who	have	lost	hope	in	life	and	they	feel	emotionally	
and	 socially	 crushed	 down.	 This	 place	 has	 made	 me	 open	 up,	 to	 fall	 in	 love	 with	 myself	 and	

Mirriam talks with Wanjiru Ngigi at BWC 
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appreciate	who	I	am,	and	I	have		been	equipped	with	five	skills	in	my	life.		I	was	bitter	with	my	baby	
girl	and	now	she	is	a	flower	and	the	shining	star	to	me.		I	am	advocating	at	the	roof	top	for	BWC	to	
women	who	are	vulnerable	and	young	mothers	 like	me	to	 join	 the	Center	and	they	will	get	 their	
bearing	in	life	again.	It’s	a	place	where	one	gets	lifted,	not	judged	or	discriminated	and	showered	
with	love.	The	management	just	loves	us	and	mentors	us	to	become	mentors	to	others.	Instead	of	
giving	us	 fish	 to	eat	 they	always	give	us	 the	skills	of	 fishing	 for	our	selves	 .	Long	 live	BWC	and	 I	
LOVE	THE	ORGANIZATION!	

__________________________________________ 
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