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n one sunny day twelve years ago, my classmates and our then 
head girl announced that all grade twelve pupils needed to 
assemble in the hall for a talk. As was the norm at Dominican 

Convent High School, every one abided and off we went to the Hall 
eagerly anticipating “The Talk”. I’ll be very honest with you; I don’t really 
remember what the talk was about but all I remember is being asked what 
it is I wanted to be after high school. By the way, that happened after we 
had gone back to our classroom (12E) with an appointed motivator. I told 
him that I wanted to be a medical doctor. My answer was not based on 
what really, I wanted out of my life but what I was meant to believe. I never 
for once heard anyone talk of being an engineer in my classroom or even my 
circle of friends, it was just a non-starter. The first time I heard of a female 
engineer (Chemical Engineer) was at the career’s exhibition we had at 
Lowenthal Theatre in Ndola. She gave a very good motivational talk but 
still I wasn’t convinced that engineering would be a thing for girls. 
Perhaps I had read too much of Ben Carson and maybe just maybe that 
contributed to my idea of being a doctor. Every time I came across 
profiles of pupils in the newspapers, their aspirations where that of getting 
six points and becoming medical doctors thereafter. Dad (MHSRIP) always 
talked about how beautiful it is to be a medical practitioner and 
encouraged me to consider studying medicine. It seemed like everyone 
around me had very high regard for medical doctors as if they were the only 
intelligent people around. 
 

 

I am not trying to talk down medical doctors, they are very intelligent 
people. Actually, I have had an encounter with a good number of them and 
believe you me, they have such sweet personalities. They are very humble 
people and very accommodating. I’m not sure how this is the case but it 
seems to me that they are one of the sweetest people I have come across. 
They are very understanding. Whether or not it is the nature of their field that 
makes them humble is a mystery. However, not everyone is destined to be 
them. Just because you get six points doesn’t mean you can’t pursue other 
careers like fisheries that seem to be looked down upon. 

 

 

Anyway, back to the main story. “The Talk” happened at the time we were 
almost starting to prepare for our general certificate school exams. Because I 
knew that entering med school requires very good high school results, I 
studied more than I had ever done in the previous years. I studied ahead and 
revised more. My day usually started at 02:00am. I would wake up to study 
for at least three hours before I started preparing for school and retired to bed 
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at 10:00pm. The only day I rested was Sunday when I would attend the 
morning mass and there after watched the repeat of top billing on SABC. 
Probably that could be the reason I even managed to get a three (merit) in 
pure physics because I was so bad at it that I thought a six (credit) was 
inevitable. We wrote the exams and by God’s grace they were fair. I managed 
to get nine points even though I wished for six but I was happy because that 
was the least I expected and not anything worse. At this stage everything now 
seems rosy because everyone is busy congratulating you and getting you this 
and that not knowing that the real struggle has just began. 

 

 

A few weeks later, everyone excitedly talked about applying for a place in 
university. My friend and I would usually go to the internet café to review 
websites of different universities in Africa but did we really know which 
programs to apply for? I honestly didn’t know what program to apply for 
because I knew deep down that I never liked the hospital environment. So, 
applying for a place in med school was just out of the question. Looking at 
the University of Zambia portal, I knew one thing for sure that I wouldn’t 
apply for any program in the school of humanities. I’m not confrontational 
and I don’t like debating, so why would I attempt pursuing law? What does 
an economist do anyway? What are library studies? Demography, what about 
it? Political science; who wants to be a politician? I talk but would I do that 
all day? Definitely not and teaching is just not my thing so I won’t even 
review the school of education. I downloaded the application form from the 
UNZA portal and just kept it because I couldn’t figure out what to do with it. 
The next website I reviewed was that of the Copperbelt University which 
seemed to have had interesting schools particularly the “School of Built 
Environment”. I had no idea what Building Science was or even Real Estate, 
Architecture and worse off Civil Engineering. I thought  this  was  where  I 
would find a program like “Interior Design and Landscaping” or anything of 
that sort but I unfortunately only saw strange names. Being the first child 
means exploring and discovering things for you and others. Just in case you 
didn’t  know. 

 

 

At this point I went on to download application forms from other African 
Universities and fortunately enough I found landscaping and interior design. 
Whenever I told someone that I wanted to pursue a degree in landscaping and 
interior design they asked me where I would take such papers here in 



Zambia. I had my first set of potted plants in grade nine when I was about 12, 
I love plants. I always watched Top Billing, the South African lifestyle TV 
show on which Dumisani of Isidingo presented. Home Channel was my 
favorite and still is. I love decorating, and art, so why wouldn’t this program 
do it for me? I listened to what people had to say because I too had no idea 
where I would take my interior design and landscaping degree. 

 

 

In July of 2009, my mum and I attended the Zambia International Trade 
Fair and one of the exhibiting organizations we visited was the Copperbelt 
University. She said to me “this is your perfect chance to apply for a place in 
this university because you will fill in the application and hand it in right now 
instead of you having to travel to their offices.” So, one woman at 
the university’s booth asked me what program I was applying for. I told 
her I loved design of buildings and landscaping so any program to do 
with that would be okay. Then she said “with these results, if you can draw 
your face perfectly well then choose Architecture otherwise Civil 
Engineering would be a good choice”. Drawing my face? Lord of Heavens I 
can’t do that! I love art but that doesn’t mean I can draw my face. So 
that’s how I chose Civil Engineering and on every other application I made 
civil engineering was my choice. At University of Zambia, I applied for a 
place in the school of natural sciences with intentions of pursuing civil 
engineering. The acceptance letter from UNZA came way later than that 
from Copperbelt University and I had already processed everything that 
side. So yeah, that’s how I ended up in the Civil Class at CBU. 

 

 

Problem solved right? Wrong! The day I got my registration form in my 
freshman year was when I knew that Chemistry and Physics were actually 
part of this program. Oh God! What a nightmare. I never really liked 
chemistry and physics and geography in high school. Lord what is this! This 
might seem like a joke but truth is that most freshmen don’t know what 
exactly their programs are all about. Whenever I was asked what program, 
I was pursuing at CBU and I answered “Civil Engineering”, people would 
be like eeh! You’re that intelligent? Are you sure you wanna build roads? 
This question was confusing to me because I knew that I wasn’t here to learn 
how to build roads but residential and commercial structures and 
probably landscaping. Well, I guess the freshman year is always a roller 
coaster for most people or at least it was for me. I had never been in 
boarding school 



which meant that I was always surrounded by familiar people. Living with 
total strangers in this new environment was quite difficult for the most part of 
it considering that I was somewhat a very reserved person. I never easily 
made friends not because I was antisocial but because I wanted a certain 
degree of familiarity before getting acquainted. Adapting to the environment 
is just one of the difficulties I encountered. Learning in a very big but 
somewhat overcrowded classroom was just another difficulty because since 
primary school that was not the case for me. I won’t lie to you; I was missing 
home most of the times. There would be times when my roommates and I 
would be at loggerheads over what I would deem now as petty. We wouldn’t 
talk for days which only made me miss home more because then I wasn’t the 
type that would tell anyone off if they stepped on my toes. I was just hurting 
inside. Nevertheless, I’m glad I met and learnt a great deal from them, they 
are good people. 

 

 

Class 1: learn how to talk things out with people and know when enough 
is enough. Set boundaries. 

 

 

Before I knew it the year was coming to the end and exams where about to 
start. We had about two weeks in which to prepare for exams. Looking back, 
it seemed like I had a whole library of books to read and understand in just a 
minute. There was so much data coming from people and all of it different 
and seemingly important. What was I to do? I don’t know honestly, they only 
helped me lose focus. 

 

 

Class 2: Always stay grounded. Never lose focus. 
 

 

The day for publication of results is the most dreaded at the Copperbelt 
University for every student, it brings so much anxiety. You tend to feel so 
many emotions, confusing and sickening at that. Everyone prays for a Clear 
Pass (CP), hopes for Proceed and Repeat, dreads Part Time (PT) and never 
ever wanna hear ever or even talk ever of Exclude (EX). Palabipa mwana! I 
started receiving calls from people telling me about who had made it and who 
hadn’t from my class but no one told me whether/not I had made it. You 
don’t want to know what was going through my head. I recalled the whole 
academic year starting from the day I was driven to CBU by mom. After that 
something kept telling me that I was going to repeat either chemistry or 
physics or even both. I knew that if I was only going to repeat one course 



then chemistry it would be. Trust me you will always know your results 
beforehand. Before the day ended, I knew my results and boom! I was 
going to repeat chemistry. 

 

 

When we opened, I remember someone telling me that if you never got 
an “A” as a freshman, trust me you will never ever get one at this 
university. Thankfully, I got them along the way, only God has the final 
say over your life! People would say all sorts of hurtful things just 
because you are repeating a course. The stigma towards students who 
have failed a course or even courses before is very real. Most of the 
times and surprisingly, the stigma is from fellow students. It’s even 
worse when it comes from the lecturer. No wonder I noticed a trend in the 
same students repeatedly failing especially if they had been on part time 
before. Failing robs you of your esteem and thinking capacity to some 
extent. It’s even worse when backed by stigma. Students who are repeating a 
course or more are the most vulnerable emotionally and mentally and I think 
this is the worst kind of vulnerability. 

 

 

Class 3: Sometimes motivation is very hard to come by. If you find 
yourself surrounded by negative people and it seems almost impossible to 
find a motivator, let the hate speech be your motivation. Prove yourself right. 

 

 

Okay, so this was now my sophomore year in university and I still hadn’t 
been accommodated within the university. I decided to rent myself a bed 
space at a haunted boarding house. I say “haunted” because I usually and 
unknowingly wronged my landlady. We rarely conversed and this was the 
time in my life when I wasn’t as outspoken as I am right now. If you are not 
careful, people can turn you into the Kansiime Anne stage character. You 
become all crazy and always on guard ready to pounce on someone. Most of 
the time was hell fire at this house and I still don’t understand how it 
happened. I don’t want to speak on behalf of my housemates but I think it 
was hell fire for everyone except that I was more of a black sheep. I always 
asked myself where I went wrong but couldn’t just figure it out.  So,  the 
moment I realized I couldn’t figure out anything I decided to take her as just 
someone who loves speaking perhaps to the right people at the wrong time 
and about wrong things. I don’t want to go into details but thing is that I lost 
some stuffs which I later saw her with. When I asked about them, she said all 
sorts of hurtful things so when she decided to replace them later on I refused. 



Then she woke up one morning yelling and told me to vacate immediately. 
Well, I called home and explained that I had been told to vacate. When mum 
came, she changed into this very good woman who doesn’t yell and said that 
she was sorry for all the hurtful things she had said and that I should not 
vacate because it was just a joke. What an expensive joke that was on a day I 
had a test! At this point I thought I had had enough of the drama and so I 
moved to a new boarding house two days later. If I hadn’t moved, I would 
never have known what it felt like to live with peaceful people. Since that 
day, God had been very faithful to me. Every boarding house I had stayed at 
thereafter only constituted of  peace  loving  people. 

 

 

Class 4: At some point you will go through hell fire but before you know 
it, God will intervene. Just never give up. 

 

 

Class 5: You will appreciate better what is good after encountering the 
worst. 

 

 

A day before starting my exams I received news that mom had been 
involved in a car crash in Tanzania, a place very far from home. I cried that 
day and for the next months to come till I saw her start walking. I remember 
crying in the exam room when I was writing my repeat course, chemistry. I 
cried for two reasons: first because I was telling God to spare me from going 
on Special Part-Time for failing a repeat course and secondly for not 
knowing whether/not my mother had died because I hadn’t heard from her in 
a while and no one wanted to update me on her progress. Everyone went 
quiet on me because they wanted me to write my exams in peace but I guess 
they had no idea how bad that was on my side because I was in limbo. All I 
thought was that she had died and they only waited for me to be done with 
exams to break the news. Anyway, I was done with exams then travelled to 
go see her. To me that was the worst condition I have ever seen her in but I 
am told she was worse weeks before I saw her, so I guess she had died a 
little. When the results were published, I had cleared everything and this time 
with better results than what I had in first year. So, I guess taking hate speech 
as your motivation works. 

 

 

Class 6: When you have prepared adequately for your battle and God 
knows that you don’t need any more lessons, everything will fall into place 
no matter the obstacles. 



 

My third academic year was about to start and mum was still being bed 
ridden but I still had to go anyway. It was usually my grandmother 
(MHSRIP) and I that were on her bed side. This was a very emotional 
experience for me and I used to cry because mum would also cry sometimes. 
I never cried in her presence though. I remember one night she awoke and 
just started crying when everyone was asleep. Ah! ah! What is it now? I 
asked myself. I always made sure I never cried in her presence because my 
very loving aunt told me to cry only if she had died. This was also the time I 
started getting close to my grandmother because we hadn’t been close but 
before I knew it she passed on. My cousin drove me to school and that’s how 
the academic year started. I stayed at a very nice boarding house, good 
landlady and roommates. God knew I needed such an environment. 

 

 

The year proceeded well even though I later discovered I had a mutation in 
a part of my body. When I went to the hospital I was scanned and the 
operation date set to aid the laboratory tests of the growing tissues. Every day 
that passed meant lesser days remaining before the operation. I had never 
gone under the knife and that thought alone was more than frightening. What 
if they find out that it’s a cancer? What if I bleed to death during the 
operation? I never shared my fears with anyone but one thing for sure was 
that negativity was the last thing I ever wanted from anyone. I distanced 
myself from every negative person because they were more toxic than 
whatever I thought I carried in me. The operation went on well and the 
tissues were taken for tests but I was told I would only know the results after 
my exams. That meant I would only know my results a month and half later. 
We closed school and the first thing I thought of was going to get my test 
results from the hospital. I’m forever glad it was just an abnormal growth and 
not a cancer. 

 

 

Class 7: Having a confidant is important in life. If you can’t trust any of 
your friends with advice, at least seek a counsellor or priest. Have someone 
to share your fears with. They might just crack a funny joke about your 
fears and you will soon realize it’s not worth worrying about. You can also 
read a book, it’s therapeutic. 

 

 

Publication of results was here and funny enough, every school had theirs 
published except for the school of engineering. I was so relaxed this day. I 



started questioning myself if I was normal at this point because I am the type 
that’s never scared of exams but results so how come I was not anxious to 
check for my results? Something was very fishy about this day. I tried 
checking for my results in the afternoon at the office but I couldn’t manage to 
open the university’s portal so I told myself I would check at night when I’m 
home. That was on a Friday by the way. When I knocked off from work, I 
went straight home and never bothered about checking my results. Around 
10:00pm I managed to login and all I saw were a joker’s results. I’m 
repeating three courses? No way. I logged out and logged in again, still same 
results. Okay. Whoever I told I had gone on Part-Time thought I was joking. I 
too thought I was joking anyway. I never cried or screamed I just never 
reacted but continued going to work like nothing had happened. I just never 
thought about it but one thing I realized was the difficulties I developed in 
swallowing just anything. I even went to see the doctor for suspected 
tonsillitis. When he examined me, he discovered that truly I had developed 
tonsillitis and so he prescribed antibiotics. Within two days the tonsillitis had 
been cleared but I still felt that thing for the next five months or so. I also 
noticed that I had become so audacious that I was never scared of any one 
regardless of their status. 

 

 

I constantly thought I either needed a break from school to think through 
my life or change schools. I seriously considered a gap year because I just felt 
tired and uninterested especially in the three courses I was going to repeat. I 
was going to be learning only three courses the whole year which didn’t even 
interest me at all. The only course I had ever enjoyed was “Engineering 
Drawing” thus far. I went to CBU with no slightest idea of Geometrical 
Drawing but I always had the ambience to learn. “Engineering Drawing 2” 
was even more exciting. Every time we had an assignment, I would draw 
my heart out even through the night. When I made a mistake, I would start 
out another drawing and never tire. I was not the best student in drawing 
but I definitely might have been the most interested. 

 

 

Taking a gap year seemed like a good idea but I knew no one would allow 
that so I just decided to repeat the year. This time around I never cared who 
said nor did what but if they went overboard, I had to put them in their place. I 
never hid the fact that I had failed so I didn’t expect anyone to think they 
would bring me down any further when I was already standing on the ground. 



People will try to bring you down and they will succeed but that’s not the end 
because they will want to bring you down further. So, my friend if you have 
managed to bring me down to the ground where do you want to draw me 
further, to the earth’s mantle? You got to be kidding me, right? 

 

 

Class 8: Never give in to bullying of any sort. You were born to win. You 
are the head and not the tail. Stand your ground. 

 

 

Since I noticed that I had enough time to pursue other passions during this 
year, I chose to do some soul searching. I needed to talk to my inner self and 
discover what I truly like and dislike. I read a good number of motivational 
books which I hadn’t done in a long time. The Bible is a very good 
motivational book and I won’t lie, I rarely read it before. Motivation is like 
oxygen, no matter how heavily you breathe now you will still need to breathe 
again in the next minute. No matter how motivated you get right now, you 
will need more of that motivation the following day and the next. In the few 
months I read these books, I learnt of how important it was that I motivated 
my neighbor and how I also needed to be motivated. No wonder you don’t 
need just any friends but those who will uplift you, you need a husband/ wife 
who will inspire you every day. Parents need to inspire their children often 
and children need to acknowledge their parents often because it inspires them 
too. We all want to be motivated. If you are not feeding your dog, it won’t be 
zealous enough to serve its purpose and will in the end stray. Food is its 
motivation. People get motivated in different ways, if you’ve heard your 
friend talk about how delighted she would be to have chocolate why not buy 
for her if you can afford? Eclaires would serve the purpose as well, I’m sure. 

 

 

Class 9: You need motivation as much as you need oxygen. Make it a 
habit to read something that will awaken the giant in you every day. It could 
be a Bible verse, a quote on Facebook or Tweeter or even LinkedIn. It could 
mean you reading a motivational book every week or having a friend to do or 
tell you something good every day. Whichever way you do it baby, make 
sure you get motivated every day. 

 

 

If I was not studying the three courses, I was either reading a book or 
watching Kansiime Anne’s skits or writing down any funny thing I think of. 
I’m fond of writing posts on Facebook that usually come out funny but with 
hidden lessons. Most of them are inspired by my everyday life encounters. I 



wrote an unfinished story with my friend, Fred, a very talented poet and story 
writer in the same year. We thought of finishing the story and having it 
published but for some reason that was not possible. When I wrote my exams 
for the three courses, I decided I was going to work in a publishing house 
instead of joining a civil engineering- o r i e n t e d  firm. Fortunately, I was 
accorded a job in one of the publishing houses, Mission Press, where I copy 
typed books, transcribed recorded interviews and edited them. I learnt a lot of 
things about books from designing using computer software to printing and 
binding. The house publishes Christian magazines and books and so I read 
quite a good number of these. I was encouraged to be a contributor in one of 
the magazines but then I had never really thought of what I would write 
about. 

 

 

It was time for me to go back to school and this time around I had 
proceeded to full time, fourth year. When I was about to leave my boss, 
Brother Camillo Venturini, told me to treat school like I depended on it 
because it was the only job I had. I was always motivated not just by his 
words but deeds most of the time. I liked the fact that every morning before 
starting to work we would gather as an organization and worship together as 
one big family. He always read the scriptures of the day and explained them 
before leading us in prayer. Every time we came back from the  prayer 
meeting, I would feel revived and ready to do my work. That was the trick 
you see, daily motivation. We did the same thing in high school and I only 
wished we did the same thing in university. 

 

 

Class 10: Always treat school like you depend on it because as a student 
it is the only job you have. Someone is paying for your tuition; don’t steal 
from them by not staying focused. 

 

 

I left mission press and a few weeks later I launched my blog where I 
would post anything I thought of writing just for record keeping. I have 
continued writing ever since though I don’t always post everything on my 
blog. Some things I write on other social networks while others I write on my 
laptop or journal. I think I have fallen in love with writing. Sometimes I don’t 
post as much on Facebook where I can write only short scripts because I 
don’t want to be that addict. Well at least not while I still have books waiting 
for me to be read. 



 

Class 11: It takes intentional reflection to discover what you really like 
and dislike. If you don’t create for yourself an opportunity to retreat and 
reflect it will take you forever to discover who you really are. You don’t want 
that, do you? 

 

 

I noticed you really love drawing and you are very good at it. No wonder I 
jokingly said you would make a good Architect but that’s just my opinion. 
Don’t allow anyone to choose a career path for you. Yes, they may guide you 
but the decision remains in your hands. Think critically about whatever 
anyone thinks you should do with your life before you make a final decision. 
Every human being craves for happiness in life and the job you will do is one 
of the many things that will bring or rob you of your happiness. You don’t 
want to be miserable. I know you are a good boy; you don’t play games all 
the time but your love for play stations inspires me. No one buys them for 
you but you save to get them. You are willing to forego certain things that 
you would have bought but you choose to save for play stations because of 
the love you have for them. If you choose a career path that you are 
passionate about, you will be willing to overcome all odds and succeed at it. 
If for example you choose to walk the path of a journalist, no one will have to 
remind you to study smart to get into college. When you know your purpose 
for studying smart or saving for things dear to you, not even the worst cynic 
can have an impact on your decision. 

 

 

Beloved one thing you should know for sure is that big sister is not perfect 
and neither are you nor any other person under the sun. However, this should 
never ever make you feel inadequate or unworthy of pursuing your dreams. 
Telling you my story one on one would not have been as effective as putting 
it in writing for you. In written form, you will read and digest every little 
thing. You can read the story over and over if you feel like you need a 
reminder to be that person you’ve always wanted to be. Writing this is my 
expression of the love I have for you otherwise I would have no business 
writing what won’t help you in anyway. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Temptations 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



uring holidays the temptations of watching television or planting 
and weeding flowers or even just chatting was intense. To 
overcome these temptations, I would usually go to the nearest 

library to read a page or two of my class notes. I was in an exam class so 
this was definitely expected of me. Holidays are the only time you have to 
catch up on that topic you didn’t understand. They are the times you can 
read that novel you love or even watch plenty of TV because once school 
opens, it’s serious business. They are also the perfect time to reflect on the 
previous term or semester and plan ahead. 

 

 

When at the library, I met a lot of students from different schools whose 
sole purpose was to study just like me. Once I was studying principles of 
accounts and I failed to grasp certain concepts from my notes so I had to ask 
the Librarian for any accounts text book if Frank Wood was not available. 
She pulled out a text book from the shelf for me which my teacher actually 
used when she taught that topic in class. I noticed most pupils would come 
with their own text books and only used the library as a study booth. This 
practice is very common among pupils. Most of them are not utilizing 
libraries to the fullest. They only use them as study booths for school subjects 
and not as referencing points for other subjects in general. 

 

 

My boy, make it your habit to read widely. 
 

 

Young man, before you stick to pursuing whatever it is you want take time 
to read about it. Acquire some knowledge about the field. It will help you 
prepare adequately for your career journey. Do you feel like pursuing a Law 
degree? Take time to read about it. If possible, find a lawyer to help enlighten 
you on the subject. What skills do you need to be one? What qualities or 
personality traits must a lawyer possess? Is the career a perfect fit for your 
personality? Does being a Civil Engineer sound like a good idea? You have 
me to enquire from, ask all you can about the field. Knowledge is very 
important and it helps you plan for the future. You can’t plan for what you 
don’t really know. You are able to plan for your mathematics exam because 
all you need to pass is read about it. Without reading or being taught you will 
have no idea that there is Transformation, Linear Programming or 
Mensuration in syllabus D. Without prior knowledge about civil 
engineering, you will have no idea that tunneling is also part of the field. 

 

 

Most people have an illusion that civil engineering is all about roads and 
buildings. A few people know that water engineering is also part of this field. 
No wonder most graduates opt to work for building contractors other than the 
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fact that they might get better pay in construction. Others don’t even know 
that a civil engineer can serve the purpose of arbitrator in contractual 
disputes. Legal studies are just a small portion of civil engineering but one 
interested in settling disputes can choose to further their legal studies. 
Actually, such a person would be in a better position to settle contractual 
disputes arising from civil works. Economics is also one such portion in civil 
engineering that is overlooked. A civil engineer can choose to further his/her 
studies in economics and serve better the purpose of environmental 
economist. All these things are overlooked because of lack of a wider 
coverage of the field in depth. 

 

 

Although I found the program challenging and somewhat boring to learn, 
civil engineering is a very interesting field in practice. Someone who loves 
adventure might consider pursuing this field but you have to be patient and 
tolerant in the classroom. You will rarely enjoy learning the subjects let alone 
typing the assignments and writing the tests and quizzes. As an intern with 
Kafubu Water and Sewerage Company, we would visit different places that 
the utility served. I always enjoyed this even though it was tiresome. It was 
more interesting to be out there in the field than staying in the office all day. I 
visited places I had never been to which would have taken me forever to 
know about had I not joined the utility. At Nkana Water and Sewerage 
Company the same thing happened. If I hadn’t joined the utility, I wouldn’t 
have known many places in Kitwe. I had heard of places like Chimwemwe, 
Bulangililo, Wusakile but never a place called Buchi or Miseshi, Kamatipa, 
Kawama and Kwacha. We visited all the above places and many more. At 
Nukustar we once worked at a community school in Sakania as a 
construction firm. I only heard of this place but I had never been there before. 
There will be times when you will have to construct long stretches of roads. 
Though you will be a “man at work”, you will still enjoy the adventure that 
comes with it. You will come across farms or plantations, streams, hills, 
flood plains, monuments or even hot springs. Others might have to really 
plan for  a road trip  to see such  features  but yours  will be a  voyage of 
discovery incorporated job. Get yourself a camera. 

 

 

It’s not just the adventure that’s exciting, if you are a people person you 
will have a good time choosing this career path. I have met more people than 
I could have ever imagined just through my works. When you are a cashier or 



teller for example, you get to meet a lot of people who you rarely converse 
with on a personal level. I have never shared any of my problems with a 
Shoprite or bank teller unless they give me less change. When you are a civil 
engineer, you meet people that you will converse with most likely on 
personal matters affecting them. When building a school for a community, 
the people are major stakeholders. They will tell you how the building will 
benefit them but before that they will let you know about their mischiefs. 
They will let you in to their daily lives. As a civil engineer you must have 
a heart for the people. You will at some point have to learn to walk at 
least a mile in people’s shoes before you critic. Selfishness is barred in this 
profession. 

 

 

Where did my narration end? Alright, so the Librarian pulled out that book 
and gave it to me. I noticed a change in my mood. A few minutes before 
asking for the book I slowly started losing interest in studying because my 
notes suddenly sounded Greek. A voice inside of me was suggesting I pack 
and go but then I knew the temptations of abandoning my books were high if 
I decided to head back home. Night was the only conducive time to study 
after everyone had gone to bed but boy, I wanted to sleep just as much. So, 
I thought going back home early was no option and that’s how the book 
saved me from wasting my day. Studying from home is very challenging 
especially if you like watching television or chatting. You need a certain 
degree of discipline to study from home. 

 

 

If you have your eyes set on that goal, discipline is not an option but a 
mandate. 

 

 

As soon as I did away with my final high school exams, I stopped going 
to the library. What for if I may ask? I had no test coming up and no 
homework whatsoever, so I needed not even read anything else other than the 
Bible and Catechetical books which prepared me for my baptism. I spent my 
gap year doing a lot of things but reading a lot. During the freshman 
orientation in university, we were shown around the library and it didn’t 
matter so much to me. I hadn’t been to any library in a long time and so I had 
forgotten the importance of even going there. It took me several months of 
struggle with vital information about my modules before I entered the library 
for the second time. What took me there was the fact that I had failed my 
physics tests for the second time and so I needed to man up even though I am 



no man. I went there only for the purpose of finding a physics text book that I 
would find easy to understand which I didn’t even succeed to do. So, I opted 
for the book shop and got myself a good book but at a price. 

 

 

This brings me to the fact that bookshops are not there to fill up shelves 
with books to collect dust. Invest in books my dear. You might go for soft 
copy books if they are downloadable otherwise learn to buy hard cover 
books. They are assets. Though they don’t appreciate in value, books can 
bring you some revenue when you don’t need them anymore. So, 
buying books is not a waste of money. Another advantage of buying 
hard cover books is that they are good for your eyesight unlike soft copy 
ones which require you to stare on a computer for long hours. When you 
have your own copy, you won’t have to wait for the only copy the library 
has to be returned by someone who had borrowed it because it can 
be annoying. In my sophomore year I would borrow a certain book from 
the library which was at the “short loan” section. The conditions at this 
section were that one could only borrow a book for two hours and use it 
within the library or get it for the whole night at about 08:00pm then return 
it by 09:00am or 10:00am the following day. I have forgotten the exact 
time set for returning books borrowed for a whole night so bear with 
me. In the library you are not allowed to chew any food stuffs and I 
love my study sessions a chewing expedition. Besides, during the day I 
would be too busy to sit in the library and review a book just for 2 hours 
so I preferred borrowing for the night. I was staying at a boarding house so 
going to get the book after 08:00pm was risky business. It was even more 
annoying when I found the book already taken. I had to “woman-up” and 
got myself an even newer edition from the bookshop. Books can be 
expensive so you will have to put those pizzas on hold for a while. 

 

 

At this point still I was only able to visit the library for academic books 
related to my program alone. The books I bought from Book World were also 
civil engineering related only. The time I failed three courses out of eight and 
went on part time, mum got me a book titled “100 ways to motivate 
yourself”. It was at this point that I started investing in books other than those 
related to civil engineering. By this I don’t mean motivating books only, 
recipe books and African literature where a new category on my bookshelf. 
The first time I heard Beyonce’s “Flawless Song” I for whatever reason was 



moved by the part where Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie said her feminism 
words. It wasn’t actually the words that captured my attention because I 
didn’t even hear what she said at first. What I liked was the uniqueness in her 
voice. I would usually repeat this part just to hear the voice ‘til one day I got 
the message. 

 

 

I don’t know what exactly transpired on that day but towards the end of 
2014, I religiously googled Chimamanda and found out she was a writer. 
Ooh! How nice. From google, I went on to YouTube. Forgive me but when I 
mean to stalk online, I make sure not to leave any stone unturned - Sighs. I 
watched all her Ted Talks and interviews. I discovered she is one very good 
story teller and I think her deep-ish voice adds more sass to her story telling. 
She is beautiful with a natural sense of humor and above all that she is 
intelligent. After having watched all her talks, I rushed to the nearest book 
shop to get myself “Americanah” and unfortunately “The thing around your 
Neck” was the only book available authored by her. I settled for it and ended 
up in cell one. 

 

 

What am I trying to say? If you find reading a boring thing to do you have 
platforms like YouTube where you can get yourself well informed. When I 
feel bored to read a book coz, I too get bored sometimes, I go looking for 
information on YouTube. You can learn Mathematics, English or Science 
just by watching YouTube videos. There are so many ways of getting 
informed. Whichever way works for you baby, just make sure you don’t lack 
the basic knowledge. Go out looking for it, it’s readily available waiting to be 
sort after. 
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