
 

OVERCOMING THE WAR WITHIN 

“I hate being drunk”, I groan to my pal Einstein.  “I really really hate being drunk”. 

It was 9:00am and desperately trying to sleep in the University library. I’d been 

drinking the whole of Friday night and it was important that I get fresh ‘enough’ 

for my Saturday 1pm class. 

Fast forward to the following Tuesday… 

I meet Einstein again. This time, I’m sober.  

“Hey, I can see today you’re looking fresher than last Saturday. How does it feel 

to be sober?” 

“I hate being sober, I really really hate being sober.” 

That was me 24 years ago at USIU… 

A university I subsequently left because my studies were seriously interfering with 

my drinking. 

I hated being sober in university because I thought being in campus at USIU, 

studying something really important meant being cool, owning a like twenty pairs of 

jeans, not showing up in the first week of school and only studying when I had to - 

the night before an exam. 

It was a miserable life. Obviously. Now, not then, I didn’t have any of those things 

and I somehow thought it was the living standard of being a university student. 

Hi, I’m Chris and I am an alcoholic. I don’t drink and I haven’t had a drink for a 

while now. I can’t drink; at least not like a gentleman. I am also a war veteran. 



 

This I get from the verse I was asked to speak on today: 

Romans 7: 23-25 

23 but I see another law at work in me,  

waging war against the law of my mind and making me a prisoner of 

the law of sin at work within me.  

24 What a wretched man I am! Who will rescue me from this body that 

is subject to death?  

25 Thanks be to God, who delivers me through Jesus Christ our Lord! 

Thank you DCCC for the invitation to be this morning’s speaker; it is indeed a 

privilege and honour to be here. Like really, because three years ago, in 2013, I was 

here also at the invitation of DCCC. And I still remember that verse I was speaking 

about; Isaiah 43:18-19 

18 “Forget the former things; do not dwell on the past. 
19 See, I am doing a new thing!  Now it springs up; do you not perceive it? 

I am making a way in the wildernessand streams in the wasteland. 

It was a prophetic verse because it formed the basis of the New Beginnings 

themed wedding to my darling Wandia. 

I am happily married and thoroughly enjoying what I really believe is truly God’s 

idea. 

Those 24 years ago, had I received this invitation to speak in front of a crowd, I 

would first have had to take about five or so Pilsners to gain courage.  

[Scratch that, no one would have invited me in the first place.] 

But allowing for the wildest of imaginations, and assuming I was invited to speak to 

a crowd of anything over six people let alone all of you, one of a few scenarios 

would have happened: 



 

 I would NOT have enough courage to share what I would need to say 

 I would have forgotten entirely what I had to say and, instead, said 

something totally insensitive and extremely inappropriate 

 I wouldn’t have shown up perhaps out of fear, forgetfulness or misplaced 

priorities (like someone offering to buy a drink just before Chapel) yes, I 

could easily have been found drinking at this time. 

ROCK BOTTOM DILEMMAS 

Family and friends were fed up with me and I was fed with me but for one little 

problem: I did not know what to do and stopping booze didn’t seem like a really 

good idea.  

I was afraid that stopping drinking may mean dealing head on with my failed loser 

life. The prospects of that seemed painful. I was ashamed of who I was, of 

everything I was and convinced that I really did not deserve to be here. 

I couldn’t commit suicide though the thought had crossed my mind several times. 

You, see, in the good catholic school high school when these feelings of low self 

worth and esteem, and a sense of deep inadequacy first emerged - feelings I am 

now told are a normal occurrence at this universal adolescent stage of life- I had 

learned that suicide led you directly to hell. And attempted suicide led you to jail. 

These choices seemed unfair, And with my lousy record, I believed my chosen 

fantasy of jumping in front of a moving truck on Mombasa Road after first getting 

really high, would not only lead to a failed suicide attempt, but also broken bones, a 

really bad hangover and craving another drink; in jail. 

You see, none of the choices that an alcoholic faces- jail and/or a mental asylum, 

death or a new way of life- are easy options to make. 



 

JESUS COULD NOT BE THE ANSWER 

The concept of salvation through Jesus Christ had often been presented by my 

peers in the neighbourhood, by relatives- including an aunt- whom I told in a 

drunken stupor that she really had no authority to tell me about quitting alcohol 

when she herself had never drunk.  

That notwithstanding, the invitation to get saved always felt like something 

between coercion and meeting someone’s satisfaction if I decided to do it their 

way. 

However, there were some issues I often confronted in my active alcoholic life: 

When told by the same friends and relatives that God loved me, my first thought 

was “Why?’ 

Why would he love this treacherous human being called Chris who did a lot of stuff 

that perhaps made the devil blush with glee?  

Why? 

Secondly, they often told me that they did not envy my lifestyle yet to me, they 

didn’t seem to have a hot one themselves. I figured they were condemned to have 

to read the Bible, to have to go to church, they had to follow Christ. How different 

was that bondage to the one they claimed I had? And they did not seem to be 

enjoying it.  

GENESIS OF RECOVERY 

In 1998, I put down the bottle. The craving was miraculously lifted. I learned that 

alcoholism was a disease. A diagnosis, though truly welcome, I felt was letting me 



 

off the hook big time; I believed that I was the devil incarnate - not just an 

alcoholic. And I had lots of evidence to back up my claim. So, to say I was sick 

person rather than a bad one was quite the understatement. 

Eighteen years later, it has really been a boot camp to be a present husband, a 

lover of life and a believer in a God of second, third, fourth chances. 

I discovered spirituality and a relationship with God that was not only refreshing 

but also a true answer to why HE loves me.  

This recovery journey has led to a life of freedom, acceptance, healing and 

purpose. It certainly is not an easy road to take but it has meant adhering to fairly 

simple tenets -Don’t drink; clean house; work on self; help another alcoholic. 

DEPRESSION PHASE  

Just to back up a bit. When I was about five years sober, I was diagnosed with 

depression and I was admitted at a psychiatric unit especially because of the 

suicidal ideation. I went on to take daily anti-depressant medication for the next 6 

years. A time characterized by questions, doubt and cynicism in my recovery. It 

was a scary space because some people told me that I was inviting relapse. 

But it was a preamble to also a time of an expanded faith and personal relationship 

with God.  

Around this time I joined Mavuno church that would just not chase me away 

despite my questions. I desired expansion of my spiritual circle, though I was still 

skeptical about Christians. I had come to a place in my sobriety where I was now 

convinced alcohol was not a solution and I didn’t know the way forward. 



 

CHRISTIAN WALK 

Refusing Christianity and mocking Christians for the longest time were great 

barriers to my ultimate surrender. I felt it was a sign of weakness. I chuckle at 

the insanity of it; actually, at the truth of it. Surrender, though an admission of 

weakness is the way of strength. 

You’d imagine someone who’d experienced the journey of sobriety FOR 12 YEARS 

would openly embrace salvation as being THE WAY OF STRENGTH 

Yet I desired something they had a joy and a consistency and a vulnerability that 

was indeed quite attractive. 

I got into church and enrolled into the discipleship process.  

28th November 2010, I surrendered my life to Christ in what I hope is the most 

decisive moment. 

I think he had been waiting for me. He does that sometimes- actually a lot of 

times. I chose to let Him into my heart in spite of still not completely 

understanding the concept of Jesus Christ.  

My main fear is that I would be like those guys who had tried to “sell” Jesus to me. 

WHAT IT’S LIKE NOW 

I have come into a life that is increasingly satisfying. It is a life of spiritual growth 

and discovery. 

No, it doesn’t have to be boring and dull and all work. I thought being saved was 

boring more so that young Christians were wasting their lives on this thing they did 

every Sunday. Thing is, and this was difficult to admit, these guys were consistent, 



 

are consistent. They seemed consistently happy, joyous, and progressive.  Yes, they 

seemed to do a church a looong time especially on Sundays when there were better 

things to do like get high on Sunday only to have an empty Monday. I wanted to 

have that life, I didn’t know it then. It just seemed to come at a really high price.  

Yes, I did fault them for quoting the Bible too much. Until a few years ago when I 

invited some of them to instead share with me how the Bible had impacted their 

lives PERSONALLY! I met a bunch of Christians who perhaps by design or accident 

had to put up with me asking what seemed like silly questions. Today these guys are 

my Board of Trustees. In fact they are the ones who witnessed the first time I 

gave my sweetheart flowers a week or so after I asked her out. They have 

provided a safe space for me to discover God and understand Jesus. And, yes, to 

still ask questions and obtain answers. I recall when I last decisively chose to 

accept Christ as my personal savior I said I didn’t get this thing but I surrender 

the hypocrisy, the suffering, the shame, ujuajiness- the know it all attitude that  

On New Year’s Day 2015 at Uhuru Park with one of my mentors, I was dating and it 

looked like this is was preeetty serious. 

I spoke about my life, the inconsistency, the unstructured lifestyle that seemed to 

be with me everywhere, my sexual history.  I was ashamed that my investment in 

this relationship was my past. I didn’t want any of this stuff following me into my 

marriage which was looking like a distinct possibility.  

In fact at our wedding planning conversations with the officiating ministers I 

asked that we have a confessional prayer during the service. Just to ascertain, 

there was nothing I was crossing with as I cleaved to my wife. I asked God to free 

me from the bondage of the past in the way he deemed best. Imagine my joy, when 



 

seven months later, I was blessed with a beautiful bride, a companion, a friend and 

a shameless sex life blessed by God...honeymoon continues. *Wink wink* 

The freedom from bondage is real. The grace of God is real.  

And because hormones are neither saved, sober nor married, Jesus not only 

becomes a constant; but a most dependable constant. I have stuff to deal with; 

CATS, Assignments, work, a teenage son. All these are stuff to drink over or run 

from. But with Jesus it becomes another day for me in Paradise. 

I can’t often decide whether I am lucky, blessed or both, let my story inspire you 

to do the right thing rather than be forced by circumstance to have to do the 

right thing or be the one standing here in a few years sharing transformation to 

others. Thing is, tomorrow is not guaranteed.  Fortunately, God’s blessing, grace 

and favour is available to us right now. 

PRAYER  

Pray for three categories of people who may be represented here: 

 Those who may be struggling with a habit or an addiction 

 Those of us who are called to reflect Jesus and as  witness to others that 

we in fact mirror who Jesus is and not our prejudices 

 Accept others unconditionally 

 And those who may be tempted to join the coolness bandwagon and may be 

driven by low self worth or a sense of inadequacy. That they not only to hang 

in there but also that Jesus may show up powerfully for them that THEY 

grow in dignity and integrity. 

 


