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            In the quietest moments, we find the strength to confront the storms of life."
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To my father

Your courage, your strength, and your unwavering love for your people have shaped my life in ways words can scarcely describe. This story is for you. You are the hero of this tale, and I am proud to carry your legacy.

To the islanders of Lake Victoria, who shared your truth and taught me the value of stories. This book is a tribute to your resilience, your culture, and your enduring connection to the land.
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PREFACE
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There are stories that live within the soul of a people, stories that shape and define them for generations. Some of these stories are whispered in the shadows, passed down from one generation to the next, never fully realized in the world outside. But once in a while, the stories break free from their quiet origins, becoming larger than life, echoing across time and place. This is one such story.

This book is not just a work of fiction, but a tribute to a tale that has shaped the lives of my family, my ancestors, and an entire community. It is based on a real event one that occurred on an island in the heart of Lake Victoria, a place where the lines between the human world and the natural world blur. The story centers around my father, a man who confronted a crocodile that had become a menace to the village and its people. His act of bravery, of vengeance, and of love for his friends, is the cornerstone of this narrative.

However, the tale you are about to read is more than just a retelling of that moment. It is an exploration of courage, the cost of sacrifice, and the bond between man and nature. It is a story of how the islanders, who had lived with the fear of the beast for years, found both terror and redemption through a single, fateful encounter.

I first heard this story during a visit to the island in 2020, where the elders spoke of my father's heroic act as though it were a living legend. They shared their recollections, their wisdom, and the way his bravery had woven itself into the fabric of their community. These stories, told with reverence, became the heart of this novel. They are the foundation on which I built this fictionalized account, blending fact with imagination, history with myth.

I owe a great debt to the islanders for sharing their truth, to my father for his strength, and to the memory of the men and women who walked the shores of that lake. This story is for them. It is for those who have fought silently and bravely for their homes, their families, and their futures. It is for those who have never been fully recognized, but whose legacies remain etched in the hearts of those who remember.

This book is for them and for all of us who seek meaning in the tales passed down through the generations.
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1.0 CHAPTER ONE: SIRO, WHERE THE WATER BREATHES BLOOD
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1.1 The Island’s Secret Heart






Siro was not just an island it was a breath between worlds. In the lazy shimmer of Lake Victoria, where water kissed stone like memory pressed to a scar, the people of Siro lived with a rhythm older than their own language. It was a place that remembered. Every ripple, every echo, every scream swallowed by its shores became part of the lake’s great, endless song. And in that song, there was a verse no one liked to hum aloud the verse of the beast.

As a child, I knew the fear before I knew the words. There was no need to tell us we saw it in the silence of returning fishermen, in the way old women stopped singing when the wind shifted, in how children played close to doorways when the sun bent low over the hills. I still remember the day I first saw it only for seconds, sunlit on a black rock, tail stretched behind like the flag of death. It did not move. It didn’t need to. The lake pulsed around it, complicit. That was the first time I felt the water watching me back.

They said it began taking people long before I was born. First, it was goats and dogs. Then it was toddlers, snatched like fallen fruit from the edge of the sand. Then men strong ones returning from evening fishing, who simply never returned. Fishermen learned to name it without voice. Some called it nyakala, the deathtail. Others said it was a spirit, a cursed guard set upon the island by ancient betrayal. It wasn’t just an animal, they whispered. It was memory with a mouth.

But every island has its fools and its skeptics. They laughed at the old women’s stories and slapped the lake like it was tame. Until it came for Ojeje.

Ojeje was the kind of man who made the sun look like it had a little catching up to do. He laughed loudly, worked fiercely, and loved openly. His back bent from the nets he dragged in, his hands thick with calluses from rowing, but he never let the weight touch his smile. He was my favorite among the village men. He would lift us, the children, like we were air. Call us “chiefs in training,” and hand us fish with stories attached. Every scar on his body had a tale. And he told them like myths passed down from stars.

He and Richard were more than friends. They had grown together like twin branches from the same stubborn root. While Richard was quiet, measured, always watching, Ojeje burned with open life. Richard stood like a shadow behind a wall. Ojeje danced like he had no fear of falling.

It was just after dusk when the lake took him. There had been football on the only television in the village hall. Manchester United, the roar of goals echoing into the dark like laughter in a graveyard. The village was deafened by celebration. But Richard heard something else.

A scream.

He ran. I remember someone saying later that Richard ran like a man chasing his own past. He reached the shore where Ojeje had gone to check a late net. All he found was churning water, and a sandal floating sideways like an abandoned thought.

Then the belt.

It was still in his hand when the others arrived. Torn. Stained. The last thing Ojeje had worn around his waist. Richard had held it as the beast pulled. He had tried God knows he tried but the power of the thing was too great. It wasn’t a crocodile. No. Crocodiles don’t hunt like that. They don’t wait for silence, or strike in time with music. This one did.

And that was the last time Richard Armstrong, as we came to call him, ever smiled.

The village mourned in fear. But mourning turned to superstition. Then blame. Some said Ojeje had gone fishing during a cursed hour. Others whispered that the water spirits were angry. But Richard said nothing. He sat on the shoreline each dusk for a week, belt in hand, face to the water. He did not cry. He did not scream. He listened. Like he was waiting for the water to answer for itself.

They called him Armstrong only after what followed. Before that, he was just Richard. A 175-centimeter man, wiry but strong, trained in kickboxing and martial arts. Not a brute. Not a showman. Not someone you'd think could stare a demon into submission. But that's because most people look for heroes in the wrong shape.

Armstrong. The name came after he pulled death ashore.

Siro had one great stone Obondo a mossy, hulking presence near the western shoreline. Legends said the island had grown around it. It never moved, never cracked. In childhood tales, it was the stone the gods tied the sun to before slinging it across the sky. Now it would serve a darker purpose.

Richard waited till the village slept, then baited the lake.

A goat carcass. Gutted, bloody, filled with sharpened metal rods and hooked lines. The hooks were tied to thick rope, and that rope was tied loop by loop to Obondo.

He rowed out before dawn. Alone.

He dropped the goat into the black mouth of the lake. And then... he waited.

They found him at noon.

Shirt torn, eyes bloodshot, a gash on his shoulder and blood dripping from one hand. But in the other, he held something far heavier than flesh: the monster, dead.

Its tail dragged behind it like a root torn from time. Its eyes were hollowed out. A knife had found their center and struck something deeper. It had died, people said later, with its mouth open not in rage, but in confusion.

Richard had waited as it struck. And as it tried to retreat, the rope caught. Obondo held. The beast thrashed. But Richard waited until it had burned its strength on failure.

Then he climbed onto it.

Then he killed it.

He brought it ashore like a man dragging sin into the sun. The village watched. No one spoke.

Only the wind moved.

That was the day we began calling him Armstrong. Not because he was the strongest. But because he had carried something no other man could: the weight of silence, the pain of helplessness, and the ghost of his friend.

1.2 The Silence That Followed

AFTER THE BEAST WAS pulled ashore, the island changed not in its shape, but in its soul.

The body lay in the open, sprawled beneath the gaze of a hundred villagers, its scaled armor punctured, its eyes hollowed like dried fruit. No one dared approach. Even the bravest elders kept their distance. Children were pulled back. Mothers held their breath, as if exhaling would reawaken it.

Richard stood beside it. Still. Not proud, not triumphant. Just... still. The knife hung loosely in his hand, blood crusted on its edge. There was no joy in his face. Only the calm of someone who had carried grief into battle and returned with nothing but proof.

Some say he stood there for three hours. Others say he waited until the sun kissed the lake again. I only know that when I looked at him, I saw something I had never seen in a man: stillness that shook the world around it.

The silence was not just awe. It was mourning, confusion, disbelief. The people of Siro had lived with fear so long that its absence felt like a mistake. What were they now, if not afraid? What would they tell their children those children who had grown up believing the water had teeth and took souls?

The chief came down from the ridge, followed by the assistant chief and the headman from the neighboring island of Nyambori. Even the District Officer who rarely visited arrived with boots too clean for this island and a face too polite for the truth. They offered Richard congratulations. They offered him money. A job in town security. A handshake with a camera.

He refused it all.

“This wasn’t for glory,” he said. “This was for Ojeje.”

And with that, he walked back to his home, barefoot, leaving footprints beside the beast that would later be burned on the shore.

That evening, children gathered around the fire and tried to talk. But no stories came. Grandmothers sat in silence. Drums that were once struck to celebrate Manchester goals remained untouched. The island had won something, yes but in doing so, it had lost the need to pretend.

For the first time in years, no one feared the lake.

And that... was a different kind of terror.

But evil doesn’t die quietly.

The days that followed were not calm. The lake, now unburdened of its monster, grew restless. Fish fled deeper. Nets came up empty. The water turned murky in the mornings and oily by night. Old fishermen said the beast had been part of a pact nature’s balance, however cruel and now that balance had been broken.

Even the winds changed. Once, they would blow gently across the shores like fingers through hair. Now they screamed. Nights were colder. Stars vanished behind clouds that looked like smoke.

Then there were the whispers.

It started with the children. They claimed they saw shadows on the water. Not crocodiles shadows. Moving above the surface. Some said it was the beast’s spirit. Others believed it was another its mate, perhaps seeking vengeance. Once, a fisherman named Dudi went out at dawn and came back white-haired, shaking, refusing to speak. His wife said he had seen something in the water’s reflection that hadn’t been there in the sky.

Then came the voices.

People began hearing things near Obondo. Crying. Laughter. Chanting. Always at night. Always when no one was there. The stone, once the silent observer of generations, had become a thing to be avoided.

Richard stayed silent.

He no longer walked to the shoreline. No longer trained in the clearing where we once watched him kick the wind like it owed him something. He sat most days under the giant fig tree behind his house, staring into the branches like they held answers.

When asked if he had seen anything strange, he would only say: “The lake never forgets.”

We did not understand that then.

There was one night when the village reached its limit.

A body was found not killed, not drowned, but missing. A young man, barely twenty, who had gone to fish alone, even though he knew the stories. His canoe returned without him. His clothes folded neatly at the center. No struggle. No blood. Only a single scratch on the wood, where his name had been carved scraped out, as if the lake had erased him.

That was when the elders called for the old ways.

The ajuoga the magician. Not the kind who waved sticks or wore robes. No, these were the lake-people’s mystics. Keepers of the in-between. Women and men who knew the tongues of birds, the sleep-songs of crocodiles, and the burial paths of wandering spirits.

Three came, dressed in white and blue, beads rattling like bone against bone. They brought with them powdered roots, sacred ash, and chants that turned the air thick with memory.

They walked the lake’s edge for hours, then sat at Obondo.

They listened.

They hummed.

They cried.

When they finally spoke, their words froze the island’s breath.

“It was not just a beast,” said the oldest, a woman named Achieng with a cracked voice and milky eyes. “It was an eye. It watched. It reported. It warned.”

“Warned whom?” the chief asked.

“The lake,” she replied. “And what watches now... is not pleased.”

The villagers begged them to cast the spirit out. To close the gap. To send light into whatever shadow had crept in.

But they refused.

“This is not a place to throw stones at spirits,” Achieng said. “This is a place to remember your debt.”

That night, the villagers tried anyway.

They circled Obondo, armed with machetes and stones. They wanted to cut away the fear. To kill what remained. Richard stood nearby, arms folded, face dark with worry. He didn’t try to stop them he only said one thing:

“You can’t fight the memory of a scream.”

But they didn’t listen.

They chanted. They threw salt. They hacked at the stone like it was flesh.

And the wind turned violent.

Branches snapped from trees with no warning. Chickens scattered, screaming like children. The lake heaved as if breathing, and from its edge came a low growl not of an animal, but of earth itself.

Then a scream real this time.

A boy, barely fourteen, collapsed beside the stone, eyes rolled back, mouth foaming. He had not touched the stone. He had only watched.

Richard ran to him, held him, whispered into his ear, and the boy stilled. He blinked. He whispered something back. Only Richard heard it.

He looked up, pale, and said:

“It remembers Ojeje.”

And with that, the crowd scattered.

The next morning, the Kenya Wildlife officers arrived.

They had been called a week before. They came now too late, too clean, too calm. They examined the body of the beast, took photos, nodded. One asked Richard how he had done it. He pointed at Obondo, at the rope still tied around its base.

The officer laughed and said, “You’re lucky it worked.”

Richard didn’t respond.

As they left, one officer turned and said, “You should’ve waited for us.”

To which Richard replied, “Tell that to Ojeje’s children.”

The officers didn’t come back.

That was the last time we spoke openly of the beast.

The elders forbade further mention. The chief held a cleansing ceremony. Obondo was covered in white cloth. Children were told new stories ones with softer endings.

But I still remember.

I remember the silence of Richard’s return from the lake. The body dragged across the sand. The crack of the beast’s skull. The sound it made when it died not a roar, but a sigh. As if something had been let go. Or worse, released.

And I remember the whisper of the water the night after: slow, deliberate, like lips parting in thought.

The lake had lost something.

And something else had found room to rise.

1.3  The Man Before the Storm

BEFORE THE BEAST, BEFORE the knives and the mourning, there was Richard.

He was not a giant, not a monster of muscle or myth. Standing 175 centimeters, he was neither towering nor imposing at least not at first glance. His body was cut by discipline, not size. Every limb moved with the tension of a taught wire, every step placed like a memory.

He wasn’t from Siro, not originally. He came from the inner waters, where the lake splits into smaller tongues that lick at less remembered lands. He came with a bag on his back, scars on his hands, and silence in his eyes. He came with Ojeje.

They were younger then. Laughter still lived in their throats. Ojeje, taller and more talkative, was the wind to Richard’s stone. Ojeje could make anyone laugh even the chief’s stiff-necked guards. Richard? He barely spoke. But when he did, people listened like water listens to gravity.

They came to train, or so they said. The truth was, they came to disappear away from whatever had broken behind them. Men don’t move to islands unless they’re fleeing something or searching for something. Richard seemed to be doing both.

Siro welcomed them because they brought skill. Richard was a kickboxer a real one. Not the kind who fought in village rings for goat meat and fame. He had trained with soldiers once. Or maybe police. No one really knew. What mattered was how he moved.

When he fought, it was as if his body argued with the air. Each kick was a sentence. Each block a correction. Each punch, a point. And always, behind it, restraint. He never struck too hard. Never hurt for sport. But you knew, always, that he could.

Ojeje was different. He learned fast, mimicked faster. But his strength was in people. He made friends with the fishermen, helped the women carry water, fixed boats, tied nets, chased goats with children. He danced. He joked. He drank a little too much palm wine and sang too loudly during full moons.

The two of them Richard and Ojeje became part of Siro like stone and root. The villagers said they balanced each other. One for war, one for peace.

What they didn’t see was what lived in Richard’s silence.

He trained every morning at the ridge, just above Obondo. Not for competition, not for spectators. Just him and the wind. He would strike the air until his knuckles bled, then sit cross-legged and close his eyes. As if trying to see something inside himself.

Once, when asked why he trained alone, he answered, “Because what I’m fighting doesn’t bleed.”

He never taught his children. That always puzzled people.

He taught Ojeje, and six others. Among them were men who became dangerous too dangerous. Three killed police officers in a brawl after a gambling fight turned into a bloodbath. They used the same holds, the same locks, the same breathless ferocity Richard once taught them in discipline.

They were arrested.

After that, Richard locked his lessons. Not just from strangers but from his own blood.

I once asked him, during a walk to the mainland: “Why not teach your sons?”

He paused and said, “Because fists don’t carry wisdom. Only consequence.”

It was the only time I saw him afraid not of an enemy, but of himself

Despite his silence, Richard was known beyond Siro.

Chiefs knew him. DOs nodded when he passed. Even the District Commissioner once greeted him by name during a water safety campaign. Not because Richard sought the limelight. He didn’t need to. Reputation clung to him like a shadow in midday sun.

He had once pulled a man out of a burning fishing hut with his bare hands. Another time, he disarmed a drunken soldier at the pier without throwing a single punch just by looking into his eyes and whispering something only the soldier heard. The man dropped his gun and walked into the water up to his knees, crying.

Richard never drank publicly. But when he did, alone, you could tell. He’d sit longer. Eyes duller. Movements slower. That’s when the ghosts came. That’s when you’d hear him mutter names no one knew, stories half-told, regrets carried like anchors.

He had no loyal wife. Not one who stayed, at least. They came and went some left on their own, some he asked to leave. His house was filled with the sounds of children, but never with the warmth of a mother’s laughter. He raised them the best he could. Strictly. Quietly. Some feared him. Some loved him. All respected him.

Even when drunk, he never broke things. He broke silence. That’s when the philosophy came out those heavy words about pain, honor, decay, betrayal. He’d say things like:

“The world punishes the man who refuses to forget.”

Or:

“You can raise children with your hands, but they remember your shadow.”

We didn’t always understand what he meant. But we always felt it was true.

Then came 2007.

It was a year stitched with strange rhythms. Rain fell out of season. Fish numbers dropped. The lake grew hotter, even at night. People said Manchester United would win the league and they did but their goals came at a cost.

Because that was the year the crocodile came.

It started subtly.

One evening, a toddler disappeared. Her mother had turned for just a second. No splash, no cry. Just absence.

Then it was a fisherman.

Then a woman who had gone to the water’s edge to wash clothes.

People said it was a spirit. Others blamed bad omens. But those who saw those who survived described the same thing: a beast larger than any crocodile they had ever known. It did not crawl. It glided. It did not hunt. It selected.

It would appear at sunset, when the lake swallowed the sky in blood and gold.

It was patient.

Calculated.

Cruel.

Richard said nothing at first. He watched. He listened. He took notes quietly marking locations on a worn map in his hut. Ojeje did most of the talking. He was furious.

“This thing’s not just eating,” he told Richard one night, “it’s punishing.”

Richard looked out over the lake and said, “Then it knows something we don’t.”

The island turned to the government. They called Wildlife Service. They called the Administration. They wrote letters. But the response was slow. Distant. Dismissive.

When the officials finally planned to arrive, it was already too late.

Because the beast took Ojeje.

It happened during a football match.

Manchester United had scored a brilliant goal. The village erupted. Cheers, drums, dancing. The TV hall was full, the air electric.

No one heard the scream.

Except Richard.

He had left the hall a few minutes before. Something had pulled him an instinct, a whisper. That’s when he heard Ojeje’s voice, calling from the lake.

By the time he reached the shore, it was already happening.

Ojeje, waist-deep in water, clung to the rope of his canoe, the beast’s jaw locked around his leg. He screamed for help.

Richard ran.

He grabbed the belt at Ojeje’s waist, pulled with all his strength. But the crocodile twisted. The belt tore. Ojeje slipped away. All that remained was a torn piece of leather and one floating sandal.

Richard stood there, panting, silent, wet. His friend gone beneath the surface. The screams never heard over the roars of football inside the hall.

That night, Richard did not cry.

He prepared.

1.4 The Hooks of Vengeance

The morning after Ojeje’s death was not silent.

It was still the kind of stillness that screamed into the bones of those who knew what had happened. The lake shimmered with false innocence, as if daring the villagers to forget. But forgetfulness had no place in Siro now. Not after what they saw.

Or rather, what he saw.

Richard stood by the shore where the sandal floated in the reeds. His eyes were dry, but his face was carved from a stone the lake had never softened. Around him, villagers whispered. Some stood with arms folded. Others knelt in disbelief. A few women ululated their sorrow, but most simply stared at the water like it had turned traitor.

Richard didn’t speak to anyone.

He didn’t return home.

He didn’t eat.

He stood.

And watched.

For hours.

Then, as the sun rose higher, he walked away. Not to his hut. Not to the chief. But toward the stone. The Gigantic One. The one the villagers called Nyakalondo the Guardian. It sat at the edge of the eastern ridge like a god squatting in judgment, its back hunched, its face turned toward the lake, unmoved since time had names.

It was said that no man could wrap a rope around it. That it shifted slightly with the tides, but no one could prove it. That it listened.

Richard brought a rope.

Not just any rope. A fisherman’s line, thick and braided, the kind used to anchor boats during storms. Around his neck, he carried a carcass half a goat, blood still fresh, skin peeled.

He tied the rope around Nyakalondo’s spine.

He tied the meat at the end like a whisper of bait.

The villagers watched from afar, confused, cautious. They thought maybe grief had shattered him. Maybe he’d gone mad.

But those who knew Richard those who remembered understood: this was not madness.

It was preparation.

He built the trap like a priest preparing a ritual measured, precise, sacred. He adjusted the bait until the scent drifted deep into the water. Then he waited, seated atop the stone, arms folded across his knees, bare-chested beneath the morning sun.

For two days, nothing came.

But Richard didn’t move.

Not once.

By the third day, whispers started to change.

Some said he was summoning the beast.

Some said he had called a magician from the mainland. Others claimed he was one.

Still others prayed he would fail that the thing would leave the island if it wasn’t provoked further.

But Richard was not interested in leaving things be.

He was a man possessed.

Not by rage, not even by revenge.

By duty.

He sharpened his knife by the shoreline. Not once. Not twice. Dozens of times. The blade gleamed like a question held too long. When the stone grew hot under the midday sun, he sat beneath a tree, whispering to the knife as if reminding it of its purpose.

One child crept close enough to hear what he was saying.

“It took my shadow,” Richard muttered, “I’ll take its eyes.”

That evening, the water changed.

It began with silence. The birds stopped calling. The frogs, too. Even the wind seemed afraid to move.

Then, the ripples.

At first, faint. A brush, a sway. Then larger like someone was stirring the lake with a great ladle from beneath. The bait, now swollen and dark with rot, twitched.

Then vanished.

Pulled.

Not like a fish snatching meat.

Like a judgment being accepted.

The rope went taut with a crack.

Then it jerked forward, dragging through the mud, sending tremors through the stone.

Richard didn’t panic.

He pulled.

With arms that had punched silence.

With legs that had once kicked through fire.

With a back hardened by loss.

He pulled.

The rope screamed. The stone resisted. The beast fought.

What came out of the water was not just an animal.

It was a curse with scales.

Dark, mottled, older than stories, eyes like dead suns. Its body coiled like hate itself longer than any canoe, heavier than memory. Its jaws snapped and screamed not in panic, but in defiance. It didn’t expect resistance. It had ruled the lake. But now, it faced a man who had nothing left to lose.

The villagers screamed. Some ran. Others dropped to their knees.

Richard advanced.

Knife in hand.

It lunged.

He dodged.

It spun.

He ducked.

And then he climbed.

Straight onto its back.

The villagers watched, frozen.

Richard found its eye.

And plunged the knife deep past the socket, into the brain, through the fear.

The beast thrashed.

He held tight.

It slammed its body on the ground.

He did not fall.

He twisted the knife until the thrashing stopped.

Then silence.

What happened next became legend.

Richard dragged the beast alone from the mud and reeds, all the way to the heart of Siro. It left a bloody trail across the sand like a second river had been carved. The villagers watched him pass like a prophet returning from battle.

He dropped it in the center of the square.

Not with pride.

Not with fury.

But with finality.

He stood over it.

Looked into the crowd.

And said only this:

“It’s done. Now bury your fear.”

But the story didn’t end there.

When Kenya Wildlife Service finally arrived a full day later they came with journalists and flashbulbs and apologies. They found Richard sitting under the Nyakalondo stone, sharpening another blade.

When they asked what happened, the villagers told them the truth.

They laughed.

Until they saw the carcass.

Then they took notes.

Filed reports.

Promised action.

Then left.

But the people of Siro never forgot.

Not what was done.

Not who did it.

They never called Richard a hero.

He didn’t want that.

They called him Armstrong not because he had strong arms, but because, like Neil Armstrong, he had stepped into death’s mouth and returned with a footprint in the unknown.

He was their astronaut of horror. Their ghost catcher. Their philosopher warrior.

Their wound.

But deep down, everyone knew: Richard had not won.

Not really.

Because after that day, he never trained again.

Never taught.

Never sharpened a knife.

He stopped speaking for weeks.

When he did, he spoke only once to the chief.

“I didn’t kill it,” he said. “I just interrupted something older than us.”

Then he walked away.

And the lake, though tamed, was never quite the same. Nor was he.

1.5 Silence Does Not Heal the Warrior

THE VILLAGE GREW QUIETER after the crocodile's death, but peace does not come from victory alone. Sometimes, when the drums of terror fall silent, the echoes they leave behind are louder than war itself. Richard Armstrong, now the man who did what no authority could, withdrew from the rhythm of daily life like a warrior who has seen the truth inside the monster’s eyes. He no longer trained at the shore at dawn. No more kicks sliced the air, no more yells broke the lake’s fog. His hut stood still, with its door barely swinging open, save for the moments when children dropped maize or fish outside it and ran before he saw them. Mothers whispered that he had wrestled a demon and brought back its curse. Old men said he had touched death and that death had touched him back. But the truth was simpler and more brutal: Richard was tired not of the body, but of the soul.

He had never asked for thanks. Yet even gratitude became heavy. Everywhere he walked, people stared not in scorn, not in awe, but in fear they couldn’t name. The children stopped playing near his compound. The chief, who once sent for him during market disputes, now avoided his gaze. Even his drinking mates, those with whom he once laughed and cursed the politicians, now changed tables when he sat. The night of Ojeje’s death had taken more than a friend it had peeled away Richard’s place in the island like bark from a tree. He had not only killed a crocodile; he had broken something sacred. He had proven that fear was not untouchable. And people fear what exposes their helplessness.

Richard drank more now. Not for joy, not even for escape, but for stillness. Alcohol gave him the silence that the villagers no longer could. He sat under his tree by the shore and watched the water, bottle in hand, eyes unmoving. Occasionally, he spoke to himself, or to Ojeje, or to the beast whose remains had long been buried past the football field where goats now grazed without flinching. "You were fast," he once whispered, “but it was not speed that mattered. It was purpose.” He often looked at his hands as if he no longer recognized them. These were not the hands of a hero. They were instruments. And instruments rust.

The island’s council called a meeting about him. They said nothing bad no curses, no accusations. But their questions betrayed their hearts. “Should we find something for Richard to do?” “Can we help him find peace?” “Is he still... well?” The chief suggested sending a religious leader to speak with him. The assistant chief proposed organizing a cleansing ritual near the Nyakalondo stone. But none of them had the courage to ask Richard himself. So they talked, sipped tea, and left it as island matters always ended hanging in the air like smoke from wet firewood.

Meanwhile, Richard’s home began to rot. His roof leaked during rainstorms. His fence collapsed on one side. His clothes, once neat and tucked, now hung loose and grey from disuse. He refused help. When someone brought thatching grass or offered to fix the fence, he’d nod, smile weakly, and never follow through. Yet amidst all the decay, one thing remained sharp his knife. Not the one that had pierced the crocodile, but another, smaller blade. He kept it in a tin, under his bed, wrapped in cloth. He cleaned it daily, honed it against stone, not for violence, but remembrance. That knife had not tasted blood, but it was ready. Always ready.

The memory of Ojeje never left him. It returned in fragments. The shout that tore through the evening air. The sound of flesh parting water. The belt that snapped in his hand. The useless sandal floating in the reeds. These were not memories, not to Richard. They were commandments. Every detail, a verse in a gospel of pain. Ojeje was not just a friend he was the reminder that Richard’s strength was never enough. That he had failed before he succeeded. That even when victory came, it was not clean.

Sometimes, Richard walked to the place where it had happened. The fishermen avoided it now. They cast their nets elsewhere. But Richard stood there, unmoving, until the sun dipped low. Once, a child saw him crying. Not the wild sobbing of broken men, but the silent stream that comes from deep places. The kind that tastes like truth. The child told his mother, who told the chief, who said nothing. No one approached Richard that evening. The man had cried. And that, somehow, was more terrifying than when he had killed the beast.

News spread beyond Siro. Other islands heard of the tale the man who lured death with goat meat and stabbed it in the eye. Some came by canoe just to see him. They brought gifts. Tobacco. Food. Kitenge cloth. But Richard accepted none of it. When they asked to hear the story from his own mouth, he simply stared into the water and replied, “You don’t understand. I didn’t win.” And they left confused. Why would a man reject glory? Why refuse a legend?

But Richard didn’t want a legend. He wanted silence.

And that was the one thing he had destroyed.

One night, he sat by his doorway, holding a book he never opened. The moon was swollen. The wind had teeth. He muttered a sentence that only the stars heard: “I didn’t kill it. I ended something that should have ended me.” Then he slept without dreams. Or perhaps, he dreamed without waking. No one knew. But they said, for once, he didn’t twitch. Didn’t jerk. Didn’t whisper Ojeje’s name.

1.6 The Crocodile’s Shadow

THE CROCODILE WAS DEAD, but the island still walked as if it breathed. People returned to the shores, casting nets with half-hope, their eyes scanning water they no longer trusted. Mothers bathed children closer to home. The lake had given them life and death in equal measure, but now, the dead outweighed the living in memory. Still, it was not the water they feared most. It was the possibility that another creature might rise that evil was not a beast, but a cycle. And in the cycle, Richard Armstrong had become a pivot.

Siro knew silence, but this was different. It wasn’t the gentle silence of birds between calls, or wind before rain. This was the silence of waiting, of knowing that something else must happen. The crocodile’s carcass had been taken away, but its weight had not left the village. Even the rocks at the shore, those same ones used to tie the baited rope, seemed heavier, as if touched by something ancient. Children didn’t climb them anymore. Fishermen didn’t rest on them. They were part of the crime scene the holy theatre of death and no one dared erase the memory.

One evening, as the sun tore the sky into amber and blood, an old man called Bengo visited Richard. He was toothless, bald, and smelled of salt and bark soup. He had lived through storms, famines, drownings, and colonial beatings. He had walked with elders who walked with spirits. When he entered Richard’s yard, even the dogs stopped barking. He didn’t ask permission. He sat on a stool that Richard hadn’t used in months and said, “The thing you killed had no name, but it wasn’t just animal. You understand this?”

Richard, who hadn’t spoken to another man in days, simply looked at him.

Bengo continued. “They think it was flesh. But that thing wore flesh like a shirt. Inside it was something old. Something that comes back when fear ripens. I’ve seen one before. In 1963, when the rains stopped and men turned on each other for cassava, a creature came. Not the same one. But close. And when it left, people laughed too much. They built churches, dug wells, called it a new beginning. But the land never forgot. And now, your lake, your people... they carry a bruise. One that bleeds inside.”

Richard placed the knife he’d been polishing on the ground. His fingers trembled not from fear, but from recognition.

“I see it in your eyes,” Bengo said. “You met it. Not the beast. The shadow.”

Richard finally spoke. His voice was low, not tired, but heavy. “I felt it watching me before I saw it. The water was too still. Ojeje was already gone the moment he screamed. It wasn’t hunting for food. It wanted something else.”

Bengo nodded slowly. “Yes. It wanted to remind you that even strength is helpless in the wrong moment. It wanted to see if you would crumble.”

“And I didn’t.”

“No,” the old man said, “but you cracked. The crack is still there.”

Richard didn’t reply. Instead, he looked toward the lake. The surface was smooth, golden. Beautiful, almost. But now he knew beauty had teeth. And silence had a memory.

“Do you know why I came?” Bengo asked.

Richard shook his head.

“Because I’ve seen what happens next. After a man kills the thing everyone fears. He becomes fear itself. Not to himself, but to others. You’ve become a reminder of something they want to forget. That’s why they don’t talk to you. Why even the chief acts like you’re a spirit.”

Richard smiled bitterly. “So what do I do?”

Bengo stood. His knees cracked like dry wood. “You walk the island. Not to be seen. To see. To remember the people you fought for. To remind yourself you are not the beast. You are still a man. And men don’t disappear into silence. They return.”

He left before Richard could answer. That night, Richard sat with his knife under the moon again. But for the first time in many weeks, he didn’t drink. He simply stared at the sky and whispered Ojeje’s name, not with guilt, but with love.

The next morning, he walked.

He walked past the school where children now returned, watched by cautious mothers. Past the church that rang bells every morning but had never once rung for Ojeje. Past the market stalls where women cut vegetables with shaking hands. Past the bar where men who used to drink with him now avoided his shadow. He walked until his legs remembered who he was, and his silence began to loosen.

Some people nodded. Others looked away. A few called him “Armstrong” with strained smiles. But no one stopped him. That was fine. He wasn’t looking for words. He was looking for the weight of community. And it was there, heavy, buried, but not lost.

By dusk, he found himself near the stone. The same stone where he had tied the rope, where the bait had been laid. It had moss now, green and deep. But its power remained. He touched it. Cold. Silent. Indifferent. Yet beneath it, he felt something like memory like truth.

“You remember too,” he said to it.

Behind him, a child approached. Small, bare-footed, with eyes too curious to be afraid. “Did it hurt?” the boy asked.

Richard turned. “What?”

“When you stabbed it. Did it fight back?”

Richard looked at the boy, then at the stone. “It didn’t need to. It already won.”

The boy frowned. “But you killed it.”

“Yes,” Richard said, “but I didn’t escape.”

The boy didn’t understand. But he didn’t need to. He sat beside Richard on the stone. And for a few minutes, neither of them spoke. They just watched the lake breathe.

For the first time in weeks, Richard felt something loosen inside him. Not joy. Not peace. But beginning. Something like hope, but wiser.

1.7 The Silence After Thunder

RICHARD KNEW THERE was no parade for a man who kills monsters. No garland from the chief, no medal pinned by the District Officer, no songs from the school choir. All that came was silence, the kind that wraps itself around the bones and squeezes gently every time the mind tries to rest. He had dragged the crocodile into the village square and laid it there for everyone to see. That single act had made him a savior, but also a mirror. Because when the beast died, people didn’t cheer. They stared at it, and then they stared at him, and in those two stares was a strange realization: if Richard could kill what haunted them, what else was he capable of?

He didn’t blame them.

The children who saw him now bowed their heads in reverence, but their mothers pulled them away when he passed. Old fishermen offered him their gaze but never their hand. The bar had an empty stool where he used to sit, untouched, as if waiting for a ghost. Even his brothers, the ones he once taught how to lock an elbow or disarm a man with a palm twist, avoided his yard. He was alone but not lonely. Not anymore.

He had come to understand that grief is not a wound, but a language. And in the language of Siro, grief was spoken in silence, shadows, and the soft sound of paddles slipping into water before dawn. Richard’s nights were still, his thoughts heavier. The crocodile might have been the beast, but it had awakened something else in him something not monstrous, but ancient. Something human.

He started writing.

Not books. Not letters. Just words on torn pieces of newspaper, on the backs of receipts, on banana leaves. Sometimes whole sentences, sometimes just thoughts. “Water never forgets.” “Courage without sorrow is arrogance.” “Ojeje’s belt tore. My heart didn’t.” These scribbles became his ritual, his resistance against forgetting. His way of proving that silence was not the end, but a beginning.

One day, a woman from Remba Island arrived. She had heard of the man who killed the crocodile. Her son, a fisherman, had vanished months before. No body was found. Only blood on his canoe. She asked to see the stone where it was killed. Richard took her there. She knelt beside it and wept. He did not offer comfort. He simply stood guard, like the stone had stood for him.

Before she left, she looked up at him. “You did not just kill for your friend,” she said. “You killed for my son too.”

He nodded. “And for all those who never got to scream.”

Word began to spread, quietly. Not in songs or announcements, but in stories whispered between paddles. He killed it with rope and courage. He used a goat, tied it to a stone. He stabbed its brain through the eye. He walked into the water alone. The details varied, but the reverence was consistent. In places where people once cursed the water, they now nodded at it with cautious respect.

The Kenya Wildlife Service sent a letter weeks later, thanking him for his civic bravery and offering an “honorary certificate of recognition.” He folded it and used it to level a wobbly stool on his porch. The certificate didn’t stop the dreams. Didn’t bring Ojeje back. Didn’t answer why help had come too late, and why death always seemed to enjoy an audience.

A few moons passed. The rains came late. The lake rose, brown and swollen. But the beast did not return. No more attacks. No more blood on the reeds. Just stories. And in the stories, Richard was slowly turning into something else not quite legend, not quite man.

One afternoon, a boy approached with a slingshot and wide eyes. “My uncle says you were once called Richard. But now you’re Armstrong. Is it true?”

Richard smiled. “What do you think?”

The boy looked serious. “I think you’re the man who made the lake blink.”

Richard laughed for the first time in months. A real laugh, from somewhere deep, almost forgotten. “Then tell your uncle he’s right.”

That evening, he walked back to the stone one last time. This time alone, no boy, no woman, no old man with bark breath. Just him. The lake was still. No wind. No sun. Just a smear of twilight. He stood by the stone, placed his hand upon it, and whispered, “Thank you.”

Then he turned and walked home not to hide, not to mourn but to continue. Because the monster was gone, but the island still needed men who remembered what fear felt like. Men who didn’t vanish into legend but remained, broken and wise, among their people.

That night, he lit a fire. He poured himself a drink, but not to forget. This time, to remember. He raised it toward the dark lake and said, “To Ojeje. To the boy whose sandal floated. To the mothers who wept. And to the beast may your memory never silence our courage.”

In the distance, a single drum beat echoed from the village center. Someone had finally told the story out loud. 
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2.0 CHAPTER TWO: OJEJE
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2.1 The Man With the Loudest Laugh

If Siro had a heart, it beat in the chest of a man named Ojeje. He wasn’t the tallest or the strongest, but his presence had weight. The island boys swore the lake felt warmer when he swam in it, and the old men at the docks said the fish themselves swam closer just to hear him laugh. And laugh he did like thunder rolling through dry mango trees. His laugh was known from Takawiri to Remba, a sound that told you the day hadn’t beaten him yet.

Ojeje was a fisherman, yes, but also a brother, a neighbor, a man who once helped a drunk chief’s son back into his bed and never told a soul. He knew every ripple of the lake, could cast a net with the precision of a seasoned hunter, and still had time to teach the village kids how to whistle with a reed. He had calloused hands, yes, but they were kind. Those fists knuckles broad, fingers thick from years of pulling rope and patching nets had never struck a man in anger. Only in jest. Only in play.

He and Richard had met on a day of fire and fish. A boat had caught flame near the northern rockpoint, and while others watched from the beach, Richard and Ojeje had jumped into the water and swum straight to it. That’s how it began: with smoke in the sky and salt in their mouths. After that, they became brothers not of blood but of bond. Where you found one, you’d find the other. Fishing in silence. Arguing over politics. Playing cards with fish guts on their shirts. Some bonds don’t need declarations. They’re simply known.

Ojeje’s home was always open. A bench made from an old paddle sat by the door. Children stopped there to eat roasted maize. Women left notes for their husbands. Fishermen dropped by for advice they’d pretend not to take. And when Richard had nowhere to go after a particularly brutal argument with his wife, it was Ojeje’s floor he slept on, Ojeje’s fire that warmed him, Ojeje’s laughter that reminded him there was still reason to stay afloat.

But even laughter has limits.

It was in July, during the Manchester United season of 2007, when the island briefly forgot its pain for the roar of Ronaldo, Rooney, and the echo of goals broadcast from a flickering TV in a tin-roofed hall. That night, the whole village had gathered. Even Richard had considered going, but something in his spirit had kept him away. He went fishing instead, as did Ojeje. The sun had set in a curtain of amber and ash. The lake, smooth and silent, betrayed no omen.

Ojeje had rowed a little further out than usual. He’d told Richard he felt lucky. “The fish are restless tonight,” he said, grinning, “They need a man who laughs to calm them.” They had joked. They had shared groundnuts. And then they had separated, each drifting in a different direction, nets ready, hearts light.

The scream tore the water.

It wasn’t human. It was more than fear, more than pain. It was a rupture. A soul crying out just before it slipped from its vessel. Richard dropped his paddle and turned, scanning the black waves. Then he saw the splash. The churn. A silhouette flailing against something monstrous. He heard Ojeje scream his name.

“RICHARD!”

Richard rowed faster than he had ever rowed. His arms burned, his chest heaved. When he reached the spot, he found only blood, broken reeds, and a torn floater sandal bobbing beside a belt Ojeje’s belt ripped clean in half. Richard had grabbed it just in time to feel it snap in his hands. He had held on until there was nothing to hold.

The lake calmed again.

The silence was sickening.

There was no one to scream with him. No one heard him shout. The celebration at the TV hall was too loud. Goals were being scored. Men were cheering. Children were dancing. And out here, in the heart of the water, Ojeje was gone.

Richard floated for a long time. Not rowing. Not calling. Just sitting. Holding the torn leather belt. The buckle still warm. His hands were shaking, but not from fear. From the rage of helplessness. The man who taught him how to gut a fish with a single flick, who once lifted a drowning child from the mouth of a wave, was gone taken. Swallowed. And the world kept cheering.

He returned to shore, empty.

The villagers didn’t notice until morning. His wife had assumed he stayed with Ojeje. The children thought he’d gone to the rocks. When word spread, it came slow, like smoke from a hidden fire. Then came the whispers. The old women shook their heads. The men sharpened spears they would never use. The Kenya Wildlife Service was called. Again. They came. Late. Again.

Richard didn’t speak.

He sat on Ojeje’s bench for three days. Didn’t move. Didn’t eat. Just sat, with the belt in his hands and silence in his chest. His eyes saw nothing. His ears ignored the world. Only one thing burned in his soul: the last cry. That single, desperate syllable “Richard!” and the snap of leather against scale.

That was the turning point.

Richard had seen death before. But this time, death had a face. It had eyes. It had teeth. And it had stolen laughter. Not just a man, but the joy of a village. The beating heart of Siro was gone, and the lake still breathed like nothing had happened.

So Richard stood.

He walked to the stone.

And there, with no crowd and no plan, he whispered a promise: “You will not take another.”

2.2 The Crocodile That Came in Sunlight

NO ONE EXPECTED THE beast to return in broad daylight.

In Siro, fear always wore the dusk like a cloak. When the sun fell behind the jagged horizon, casting the lake in bruised shadows, that was when parents herded children indoors, when fishermen counted minutes with anxious glances, when tales of things with scales were told low and slow. But never had death walked upright beneath the afternoon sun. Never had it dared to bark light back at the heavens.

Until now.

The day after Ojeje vanished, a strange quiet settled over the island. It was the kind of silence that wasn’t empty but waiting. Old men stayed in their doorways. Women fetched water in twos. Birds stopped mid-chirp, as if holding their breath. Even the wind seemed to curve around the lake’s edge, unwilling to ripple what lay beneath.

Richard sat in Ojeje’s hut. He had refused food. Refused company. He just sat with the belt across his knees like it still held warmth, as if somewhere, beyond the veil of breath, Ojeje was watching him waiting for what he would do.

Then came the screams.

Three of them. Short. Sharp. Child-like. Then nothing.

Richard was already running.

Down by the western bank, where reeds kissed the sand and boys usually hunted frogs, the water had turned a strange red. The crowd had gathered too late. They found only sandals two mismatched, and a cap. No one knew the boy’s name. He wasn’t from Siro. A visitor, perhaps, from Takawiri. But the grief still tore the same.

Then came the sightings.

The beast did not hide anymore. It rose like a god from the belly of the lake, slow and deliberate, coasting on the surface like a boat without a sail. Its scales caught the sun in bronze and black, and on its back sat scars deep ones. Old battles, no doubt. Men counted its length from a safe distance. Some said it was fifteen feet. Others swore twenty. What they agreed on was the eyes how they glowed. Not just yellow, but burning, as if they remembered every life they had ever stolen.

The crocodile did not flinch.

It coasted near the boats, forcing fishermen to abandon nets. It floated by the women’s washing stones, daring them to scream. It surfaced near the Chief’s homestead, as if to say, “I see your titles. They mean nothing here.”

Even magicians came.

Two of them. One from Rusinga, one from Mfangano. They carried gourds and bones and whispered into the wind. They cast herbs into the lake and muttered names they would not explain. But the crocodile only disappeared for a day then returned with something in its mouth. A goat, missing from a pen near the edge of the village. The magicians fled after that. The villagers planned to stone them, suspecting collusion. Kenya Wildlife sent word that they would “observe.” Observe what? The way grief folds a mother in half? The way a boy’s cap floats in blood?

It was too much.

The people broke.

The lake was cursed, they said. Ojeje’s soul















2.3 The Hook, the Stone, and the Strike





































2.4  The Aftermath: Silence and Shadows



















2.5 A Legacy of Blood and Silence














2.6 Echoes in the Water
















2.7  The Burden of Memory
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