

    
        
          Nyokabi

        

        
        
          Torn Between Tradition and Rebellion, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Wangui Turner

        

        
          Published by Wangui Turner, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      NYOKABI

    

    
      First edition. July 4, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Wangui Turner.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227141439

    

    
    
      Written by Wangui Turner.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Nyokabi

Chapter 1: The Weight of Expectations (November 1949)

Chapter 2: The Spark in the Red Dirt

Chapter 3: The Charity Case

Chapter 4: The Edge of the Wire

Chapter 5: The Secret in the Embers

Chapter 6: The Shadow on the Horizon (LA 1949 Transition)

Chapter 7: The Message on the Jeep

Chapter 8: The Name on the Scrap

Chapter 9: The Corridor of Shadows

Chapter 10: The Barefoot City

Chapter 11: The Bahati Registry

Chapter 12: The Frost at the Table

Chapter 13: The Ring of Fire (1952 Emergency)

Chapter 14: The Bitter Water

Chapter 15: The Final Blessing

Chapter 16: The Final Crossroads

Chapter 17: The Sentinel on the Tarmac (September 1959)

Chapter 18: The Famous Flight of 81 (September 1959)

Chapter 19: The Harlem Brownstone (September 1959)

Chapter 20: The Yard and the Crucible

Chapter 21: The Secret Layer (The Letter from Harlem Suggestion)

Chapter 22: The Chasm Between Us

Chapter 23: The Ash on the Wind

Chapter 24: The Baptism of Fire (The Courthouse Gallery Suggestion)

Chapter 25: The Ring on the Green

Chapter 26: The Frame Closes

Chapter 27: The Final Sacrament

Chapter 28: The Courthouse Vows

Chapter 29: Kensington Law and the Gray Mirror

Chapter 30: The Whistleblower

Chapter 31: The People's Law Office

Epilogue: Njogu & Johnson — Justice for All

Sign up for Wangui Turner's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To my family

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Nyokabi

[image: ]


Nyokabi closed her eyes, trying to conjure the sharp geometry of her childhood home. But the away-years had blurred the edges, leaving only a hazy, bruising yearning in her chest. She reached deep into the quiet spaces of her memory, hoping to catch the phantom echo of her little brother’s laughter, or the deep, resonant cadence of her father’s voice.

Instead, her mind conjured her father's face as it had been on the day she left for America: a mask of fierce love fracturing over suppressed pain, his eyes bright with unshed tears as she waved goodbye from the tarmac. He was longing for her return just as desperately as she hungered for home.

A sudden, impossibly familiar scent broke her reverie. Nyokabi inhaled sharply. It was the rich, earthy aroma of her mother's kitchen—stewed yams and roasted meat.

“It can’t be,” she murmured, her eyelids fluttering open.

The illusion vanished, replaced by the sterile plastic and narrow aisles of the airplane cabin. But the scent was real. Down the aisle, flight attendants were rolling a steaming metal cart. A soft smile broke across her face as she noticed the tail fin emblem on the crew’s uniforms. Kenya Airways. They were serving authentic Kenyan cuisine.

The older passenger in the seat next to her was staring, her brow furrowed with gentle concern. Nyokabi offered an embarrassed, tight-lipped smile. “It’s nothing. Just feeling nostalgic.”

As she accepted her tray, her thoughts drifted to her brother, Mburu. He had been a tiny child running on stubby legs when she boarded the flight out of the United States. She had mindfully packed a toy car for him in her suitcase. Her chest tightened, and her brows knitted together in sudden horror. He is a teenager now. Almost a man. A toy car is an insult.

Automatically, her teeth found the soft flesh inside her cheek, biting down rhythmically—the nervous habit that had followed her across oceans. The cabin suddenly felt suffocatingly small. Leaving her food untouched, she unbuckled her seatbelt and walked unsteadily down the aisle toward the lavatory, driven purely by a desperate need to burn off her anxious energy.

What if they don’t like the presents? What if the country has moved on without me? What if I don't fit in anymore?

Locking the bathroom door, she stared into the mirror. The face looking back at her was older, styled in the fashion of an American university graduate. She had accumulated a lifetime of milestones—degrees, heartbreaks, legal battles—and her parents hadn't witnessed a single one.

With trembling fingers, she pulled a folded square of paper from her blouse pocket. The edges were creased to thin threads, the surface stained by years of handling. Carefully, as if it might dissolve, she unfolded it.

Nyokabi, I hope you are doing well. We miss you very much and would love to see your face one day soon. Love, Mom and Dad.

A profound sense of calm washed over the static in her brain. “I miss you too. I am on my way,” she whispered to the mirror, pressing the paper back against her heart.

By the time she returned to her seat, the cabin lights were dimming, and the flight crew was clearing the remaining trays. Only two hours remained until descent. She pulled the thin scratchy airline blanket up to her chin, closed her eyes, and let herself drift into the heavy, ancestral memories of home—the blinding warmth of the African sun, the rhythmic thrum of drums that used to vibrate through the soles of her bare feet. She could feel the spirits of generations past reaching up into the clouds to welcome her back.

Then, a cold draft of reality cut through the dream. She sighed, her thumb tracing the unfamiliar weight of the diamond ring on her left hand. Will they accept Devon?

The intercom crackled to life, shattering her thoughts with the captain's smooth voice.

“Ladies and gentlemen, we are beginning our approach into Jomo Kenyatta International Airport. The local time in Nairobi is 10:00 AM, and the temperature is a pleasant twenty-three degrees Celsius. To our visitors, welcome to magical Kenya. And to our citizens and residents, we say, Karibuni Nyumbani. Welcome home.”

The announcement repeated in flawless, rolling Swahili, the words wrapping around Nyokabi like a warm embrace. But as she adjusted her seat upright and looked out the window, looking down at the emerald valleys fracturing into steep, tumbling waterfalls, her jaw clenched.

Kenya was independent now. The British flag had been lowered. But rumors had traveled across the Atlantic to her dorm room—whispers that the new government had simply adopted the old colonialist constitution.

Were her people truly free? Or were they still confined to the boundaries of the old land reserves, begging for rations under a new set of masters? Was Kenya still tethered to the pocketbook of Great Britain?

“Are you okay, dear?” the lady next to her asked again, pointing gently. “You look terribly worried.”

Nyokabi realized she was biting her cheek so hard she could taste copper. She forced her hands to unclench. “I am okay. I just... I haven’t been home in a very long time.”

“Going back is always a shock to the system,” the woman said kindly.

Nyokabi looked down at her lap. “I have to tell my father that I am getting married soon. The man is not Kikuyu. He is an African American.”

The woman gasped softly, her eyes widening. “Oh! You must be terrified of what the elders will say.”

“Among other things,” Nyokabi murmured. “His family wouldn't even know how to begin a traditional dowry or wedding negotiation. We don't know what we are doing.”

The woman reached over, her weathered hand covering Nyokabi’s trembling knuckles. “If his heart is willing to learn, child, our people will always show him the way.”

Nyokabi turned back to the window as the tires shrieked against the Nairobi tarmac, tears finally spilling hot and free down her cheeks. She didn't bother to wipe them away. She was home.
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Chapter 1: The Weight of Expectations (November 1949)
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The shrill, rhythmic clanging of the school bell shattered the afternoon heat, marking the end of the lesson. In an instant, the classroom erupted into a chaotic symphony of scraping chair legs, rustling papers, and the high-pitched chatter of young boys eager to escape into the compound.

Nyokabi stayed seated, her fingers smoothing down the edge of her exercise book. At the front of the room, Sister Madonna stood behind her heavy oak desk. The nun looked directly at Nyokabi, a slight, familiar arch tilting her upper lip—a subtle tell that Nyokabi had learned to read over the years. Sister Madonna was keeping a secret, and she was excited about it.

“We shall ride back to the convent together, Nyokabi,” Sister Madonna said, her voice a calm, clipped British cadence that cut effortlessly through the fading noise of the departures. “Please, wait a moment while I gather my things.”

Nyokabi offered a compliant nod, but a small knot of apprehension tightened in her belly. She knew there was more to that request.

As Sister Madonna packed her fountain pens, Nyokabi studied her mentor. The harsh African sun had not been kind to the nun’s pale, English skin. Over the last few years, the delicate flesh had burned, peeled, and freckled until it was nearly as dark as the wood of the school desks. Deep, permanent creases bracketed her mouth, deepening into trenches when she smiled, and a few silver strands of hair had escaped the strict pinning of her black veil. Her petite frame seemed thinner beneath the heavy fabric of her habit. Nyokabi frowned slightly, wondering if the older woman was falling ill, or if the unrelenting stress of the country’s creeping violence was simply wearing her away from the inside out.

Sister Madonna stepped down from the dais and approached her, her green eyes bright and searching. Nyokabi stared back into those eyes, still harboring a childhood wonder at how a person could see the world through a gaze the color of young grass.

The nun reached down, squeezing Nyokabi’s hand. A wave of genuine warmth swept over the young girl. In a country fracturing along racial lines, where the very phrase “white people” was spoken with growing bitterness in the markets, Nyokabi loved this woman. When the world outside grew terrifying, Sister Madonna had stepped into the empty spaces of her life like a surrogate mother.

“How are you holding up, dear?” Sister Madonna asked softly.

“I am well, Sister,” Nyokabi replied, though her brow furrowed automatically.

“You have not visited your family’s reserve for several weeks now,” Sister Madonna said, her trenches deepening with a wide smile. “And I find myself desperately craving some of your mother’s roasted yams. What do you say we pay them a visit this afternoon?”

The anxiety vanished, replaced by a sudden, brilliant flash of joy. “Can we? Truly?”

“Absolutely,” Sister Madonna chuckled, clearly delighted by the reaction. “Besides, I have a rather important matter I’ve been meaning to discuss with your father in person.”

Nyokabi scrambled to gather her textbooks, her hands suddenly clumsy with excitement. A heavy history text slipped from her fingers, clattering loudly against the floorboards and scattering loose sheets of paper. Sister Madonna knelt down with a soft laugh, helping her scoop them up.

But as Nyokabi stuffed the papers into her schoolbag, the brief rush of euphoria began to cool. A low, persistent dread took its place. She looked out the high classroom window toward the dusty road. A weekday? And so late in the afternoon?

The road between the school and the reserve was no longer just a strip of red dirt; it was a hunting ground. Everyone knew the stories whispered in the dead of night. The Mau Mau—the secret army of freedom fighters hiding in the deep forests—had begun targeting the colonial home guards, killing those they believed were collaborating with the British settlers. Just a few weeks prior, a midnight raid on a nearby reserve had left villagers and guards dead in a bloody crossfire. Her own mother had refused to let Nyokabi walk the kilometers between the village and the school alone, which was the only reason Sister Madonna had negotiated for Nyokabi to live within the protected, stone-walled safety of the convent.

Sister Madonna noticed the sudden stillness in the girl’s hands. She smoothed down the front of her habit, her expression shifting to one of quiet assessment as she looked at Nyokabi.

The girl wasn't a child anymore. The baby fat had melted from her face over the last year, revealing high, sharp cheekbones and a delicate, elegant jawline. Beneath her simple white school blouse, the soft curves of womanhood were beginning to assert themselves. Nyokabi walked with a natural, quiet grace that exuded self-respect—a trait that hadn't gone unnoticed.

Lately, when they walked through the village, the local boys would stop and stare, hypnotized by her movement. Nyokabi always looked down, biting the inside of her cheek, uncomfortable with the heavy weight of their lingering gazes. The village girls looked too, their eyes flashing with a complex mix of admiration and sharp disapproval. Just yesterday, Nyokabi had caught a cluster of younger girls whispering about dowries and arranged marriages as she passed.

Tradition dictated that a girl her age should already be preparing for marriage. Most of her childhood friends had already dropped out of school to become wives. Nyokabi was the only girl left in her class. Education offered her a dizzying world of logic, books, and possibilities, yet the ancient, unyielding weight of Kikuyu tradition loomed over her like a shadow.

“Let us drop your schoolbag off at the convent dormitories first,” Sister Madonna said, breaking the silence and patting Nyokabi’s shoulder. “I will meet you out by the van in ten minutes. I have some important administrative papers to collect from the office.”

Nyokabi watched the nun walk away, the black fabric of her habit swaying rhythmically down the corridor.

The trip home felt dangerous this time. Sister Madonna’s cryptic mention of her father, the heavy silence of the changing countryside, and the unseen threat of the Mau Mau all swirled violently in Nyokabi’s mind. She adjusted the strap of her heavy bag, a deep intuition telling her that whatever conversation awaited them at the reserve, it was going to alter the course of her life forever.
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