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Chapter 1 : The Drizzle That Brought News
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The early morning mist rolled over the Gusii hills like a white blanket being laid across a sleeping child. It was the kind of morning when sounds were muffled, and thoughts drifted easily into the past. The wet red soil of Bomachoge clung to sandals, and the eucalyptus trees danced gently in the breeze, releasing their sharp scent into the air.

Mama Kwamboka was outside, seated on a short, three-legged stool beside the hearth. Her strong hands, though weathered by years of farm work and raising children alone, stirred the ugali in rhythm. She worked without needing to look—her mind knew this motion too well. The children had already left for school, and the compound was quiet except for the cluck of a mother hen chasing its curious chicks.

As she stirred, she hummed an old hymn her late grandmother used to sing during long harvest days. Life had been hard, yes, but not without peace. She’d managed. After all these years alone, she'd stopped expecting anything new to happen—until that day.

Suddenly, Kemunto, her neighbor's daughter, burst through the gate, panting and barefoot.

“Mama Kwamboka!” she cried, her face flushed and her forehead glistening with sweat. “Come quick—there’s an old man at the stage. He says he’s looking for you!”

Mama Kwamboka straightened, still gripping the cooking stick.

“An old man?” she repeated.

“Yes,” Kemunto said between breaths. “He looks tired... I'm very tired. He said he's coming home after thirty years.”

The stick fell from Kwamboka's hand and landed in the pot with a soft plop. Her heart dropped into her stomach. The wind paused. Thirty years.

Could it be?

But no—she had buried him in her mind, in stories, in silence. The Nyamweya she married had vanished like the morning dew. First, the letters stopped. Then the money. Then came the rumor—he’d died in a riot in Nairobi.

She'd cried once, then swallowed her pain and moved on. Alone, but proud. She raised their children. She built the house. She bought land. And now—thirty years later—he was “coming home”?

Kwamboka stood slowly, wiped her hands on her apron, and said calmly, “Let’s go.”

The road to the bus stage curved through banana groves and patches of napier grass. As they walked, every footstep pounded memories loose in her mind.She remembered the young Nyamweya—tall, boisterous, a man who laughed too loudly and made promises even louder.

“I’ll go to Nairobi,” he had said, “and I’ll bring back riches! Our children will never lack!”

He left with one suitcase and a heart full of fire.

He never returned.

The village had whispered, of course. Some said he had another woman. Others said he joined a gang, maybe even fled to Tanzania. A few, mostly elders, shook their heads and said, “He was swallowed by the city.

When they reached the bus stage, the drizzle had turned into a steady mist. There were a few boda boda riders waiting under the tin shelter, their motorbikes glistening wet. And then—there he was.

Seated on an old metal trunk, wearing a brown trench coat too big for his shrunken frame. His grey beard was patchy. His feet were wrapped in plastic sandals, swollen from the cold. He looked like a ghost—one not quite sure it had returned to the right world.

He stood up when he saw her. Slowly.

“Kwamboka,” he said.

Her name. Spoken the same way he had always said it—low and deep, with that little pause before the last syllable.

Her mouth refused to open. She studied his face: the deep lines, the eyes dull with time, the hands that used to lift her when she laughed.

“I came back,” he said softly.

Still, she said nothing.

“I didn’t know if you’d still be here,” he added, his voice cracking.

Silence hung heavy.

Then, finally, she said, “You're late.”

He gave a tired smile. “I know.”

She turned and began walking back toward the homestead. He followed, limping, dragging his trunk behind him. People watched them silently—some curious, some shocked. A few whispered, “Is that... Nyamweya”

Back at the homestead, the chickens scattered as the gate creaked open. The house, freshly painted last season, looked unfamiliar to him. The mango tree he planted when Kwamboka was pregnant with their first child was now tall, bearing ripe fruit that fell with heavy thuds onto the grass.

Their daughter, Moraa, stood at the door. She was wearing her university sweater—University of Nairobi. She was his last-born, though he’d never seen her in the flesh. He had left when Kwamboka was barely two months pregnant with her.

Moraa stared. She didn’t smile. “Who is that?” she asked.

Kwamboka dropped the bag she had carried. “Your father.”

Moraa's eyes widened. “What?”

“He’s back,” her mother said. “Let him in.”

Moraa stepped aside without a word, then disappeared into her room.

Inside the house, Nyamweya looked around as if searching for pieces of himself. Photographs of his children lined the wall—graduation portraits, weddings, birthdays. None of them had his face. The living room had modern furniture, a television, and a bookshelf filled with Bibles, schoolbooks, and a framed certificate that read:

> “Moraa Nyamweya – Bachelor of Commerce (Finance), First-Class Honors”

A pang of pride—then shame—hit him.

“You did all this?” he asked.

Kwamboka nodded, her hands folded.

He sat down slowly on the edge of a wooden seat. “I... I don’t know what to say.”

“Then don’t,” she replied. “There’s food on the table. You must be hungry.”

He looked up at her. “I didn’t expect a welcome. But I’m grateful.”

She didn’t reply. She poured tea and set the cup before him.

As he sipped, she stared at him—not with anger, but with something worse: indifference. Time had built a wall between them, and it had hardened.

Later that evening, Moraa sat outside on the veranda. Her heart was a mixture of questions. The man in the other room—her father—had been a ghost her entire life. She had grown up with stories of his absence, not his presence.

Now he was real. Old. Tired. And... here.

Her mother joined her with a blanket.

“He looks sick,” Moraa whispered.

“He is,” Kwamboka said. “But that’s not my burden anymore. He came with his own time.”

“Will he stay?”

“That’s for all of us to decide.”

Moraa pulled the blanket tighter. The drizzle was starting again.

Inside, Nyamweya stared at his feet. And the walls of his memory started crumbling.
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Chapter 2 – Kwamboka’s Burden
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Kwamboka couldn’t sleep.

The old mattress groaned beneath her as she turned, but it wasn’t the creaking that kept her awake—it was the presence of a man who once defined her dreams, then disappeared like vapor. A man whose name had sat in silence for decades, whose return had caused more discomfort than joy.

She had carried so much over thirty years. Raising five children without a husband had cost her not just sweat, but her soul.

In the early years, she waited—truly waited. Every Sunday she’d dress in her brightest kitenge, take the children to church, and return hoping to see a letter, or a visitor bearing news. But there was nothing. No word. Nobody. No grave. Just whispers.

She remembered the humiliation when people asked, “Has he come back?”

Or the cruel questions: “Have you tried witch doctors?”

Others, more practical, would just sigh and say, “Maybe he started another family.”

At first, she defended him.

Then she started lying—“He’s in Dar es Salaam... maybe Mombasa...”

Eventually, she stopped talking about him at all.

Instead, she worked.

She tilled land while pregnant. She sold bananas by the roadside. She sewed clothes using a lantern light. She begged for bursaries, walked to chiefs' offices, and took loans with insane interest rates just to pay school fees.

When the firstborn, Nyakundi, joined Form One, she celebrated by slaughtering the only chicken she had. And when Moraa passed her KCSE, Kwamboka borrowed a thousand shillings from a women’s group just to send her bus fare to Nairobi.

The house they now lived in was built from those sacrifices. Each stone was a decision, each wall a wound. There was no room for a ghost.

And yet, here he was. In the same house.

Sleeping in the old guest room, breathing the air of children he never raised.

At sunrise, she stepped outside to sweep the compound. She always did it before anyone woke. The cold kissed her feet, and she inhaled deeply.

Then she heard a sound—soft coughing. She turned.

It was him.

He was already up, wrapped in a kikoi, looking frail and unsure.

“I couldn’t sleep,” he said.

She didn’t reply.

“I didn’t know whether to say sorry or keep quiet,” he continued.

“You said that yesterday,” she said flatly.

“I know. But it’s true.”

She set down her broom. “What exactly happened?”

Nyamweya exhaled deeply. “I was robbed. The year I left. Lost everything. Then I was ashamed to come back with nothing.”

“Nothing?” she said. “Thirty years of nothing?”

“I tried... I was in Nakuru, then Eldoret. Small jobs. I fell sick. I had no phone. No strength to write. No courage to return. So I let time pass.”

“Time passed,” she said. “And so did your place.

She turned and walked back into the house.

Nyamweya stood alone, watching the mist rise from the hills—knowing that though his feet had found home, his heart had not yet been allowed to enter.
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