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Preface

The Reign of Nurusta
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Westward of the Indian Ocean rose a united East African kingdom—an alliance of peoples, cultures, and lands bound not by conquest, but by shared purpose. From the highlands to the arid plains, from coastal cities to inland valleys, the kingdom stood as a rare example of unity in a fractured age. At its helm ruled a federal king known as Nurustan.

Nurusta was not born into excess or shielded by privilege. His rise to leadership was shaped by hardship, listening, and service. He understood the struggles of farmers facing uncertain rains, traders navigating fragile markets, and elders guarding traditions threatened by time. This understanding became the backbone of his rule.

As a federal king, Nurusta did not centralize power for personal glory. Instead, he strengthened regional councils, respected local leadership, and ensured that every province had a voice in the governance of the kingdom. Law was not a weapon but a shield—crafted to protect the weak, restrain the powerful, and promote fairness. Corruption, once deeply rooted, began to wither under his uncompromising integrity.

Nurusta’s leadership was defined by honesty, integrity, and total dedication. He lived modestly, spoke plainly, and acted decisively. His palace was known not for luxury, but for open doors. Citizens could petition without fear, and ministers were chosen not by loyalty, but by merit and competence. For the first time in generations, the people trusted the crown.

Under his reign, food security became a national priority, education a shared investment, and unity a lived reality rather than a slogan. The kingdom prospered—not because it was rich in gold, but because it was rich in purpose.

Yet peace has a way of attracting envy.

Beyond the borders, rival powers watched closely. Within the kingdom, old elites who thrived on division began to whisper dissent. Some viewed Nurusta’s honesty as weakness, his federal system as a threat to dominance. As prosperity grew, so did silent resistance.

Book 2 marks the height of Nurusta’s rule—but also the beginning of unseen storms. It is a story of visionary leadership tested by ambition, truth challenged by manipulation, and unity threatened by betrayal. The question that lingers is not whether Nurusta is a good king—but whether goodness alone can survive in a world that profits from division.
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Chapter One

The King Who Walked Among His People
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The sun rose gently over the eastern horizon, casting golden light across the vast kingdom west of the Indian Ocean. From the coastal winds to the inland plains, the land awakened in quiet harmony. This was the kingdom of united East Africa—a federation held together not by force, but by trust.

King Nurusta stood alone on the palace balcony, his robe simple, his feet bare against the cool stone. Below him, the capital city stirred—vendors arranging baskets of grain, children laughing as they hurried to school, elders gathering beneath acacia trees to exchange morning wisdom. Nurusta watched not as a ruler above his people, but as one among them. He had refused the crown guards that morning. “Let them rest,” he had told his chief steward. “A king who fears his u him at first. That was how he preferred it. He listened more than he spoke, greeting farmers returning from the fields and traders opening their shops. From their voices, he measured the health of the kingdom—not through reports, but through lived reality. At the grain market, an elderly woman struggled to lift a sack of sorghum. Nurusta stepped forward, lifting it onto her cart. “May the ancestors bless you, son,” she said, unaware of who he was. “And may the rains favor your harvest,” he replied with a gentle smile. As he walked on, he heard murmurs—concerns about rainfall, debates over land boundaries, whispers of officials who delayed services. He stored each word carefully. Truth, he believed, often traveled in whispers before it reached the throne. By midmorning, the federal council convened beneath the Great Hall’s carved pillars. Representatives from every province took their seats—pastoralists, coastal merchants, highland farmers, scholars, and elders. When Nurusta entered, the hall fell silent. “There is no need to rise,” he said calmly. “We sit as equals today. “The council discussed water management, education reform, and cross-regional trade. Nurusta listened, asked precise questions, and demanded clarity. When one minister spoke in polished words but offered no solution, Nurusta responded firmly. “Leadership is not poetry,” he said. “It is responsibility. Bring me answers, not applause. “Some nodded in admiration. Others shifted uneasily. Outside the hall, unseen eyes watched. In shaded corridors and distant provinces, those who had lost privilege under Nurusta’s honest rule began to move pieces quietly. Unity, they believed, had made the people strong—but it had made them weak. As the council adjourned, Nurusta paused at the doorway, sensing a weight he could not yet name. The kingdom stood at its strongest—but strength often invites its greatest test.

He looked westward, toward the endless land, then eastward, where the Indian Ocean shimmered under the sun. “The people are ready,” he murmured. “But is the truth ready to be heard? “Above the city, clouds gathered—not of rain, but of fate.
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Chapter Two

The Man of the Ancestral Fire

[image: ]


The moon hung low above the capital, full and watchful, as the kingdom prepared for the Rite of Ancestral Fire—a ceremony older than the federation itself. Once every cycle, leaders and elders gathered to honor the ancestors, renew unity, and remind the living that power was borrowed, never owned.

In the Sacred Court, a circular ground marked with white ash and red earth, fires were lit from a single flame carried from the coast to the highlands. Drums spoke in slow, deliberate rhythms, each beat echoing a clan, a journey, a sacrifice. Incense of myrrh and wild sage rose into the night air, believed to carry prayers to those who walked before.

King Nurusta entered barefoot, dressed in a woven robe bearing the symbols of the Federation: the wave for the coast,

The horn for the pastoral lands, the seed for the farmers, and the book for knowledge. He knelt, touching the earth with his palm—a gesture that said I rule only by your consent. From the opposite side of the court, another figure stepped forward. He was tall, broad-shouldered, his hair bound with a strip of black leather marked by an old warrior’s scar. His robe was dark crimson, stitched with the ancient sigil of fire and iron—symbols of authority from the pre-federal age.

This was General Maalik Korane.Once a celebrated unifier of borderlands; Korane had commanded loyalty through strength long before Nurusta’s rise. Where Nurusta believed in councils and law, Korane believed in order through fear and tradition through dominance. Many still admired him—especially those who remembered the chaos before unity. As custom demanded, Korane approached the ancestral fire and cast in a blade—its edge dulled, its handle wrapped in aged hide.

“Strength built this land,” Korane said, his voice deep and carrying. “Fire reminds us of that.”

Nurusta responded by placing a bowl of water from the great river beside the flame.

“Strength preserves nothing without wisdom,” he said. “Water reminds us to endure.”

The crowd murmured. Fire and water—two truths, openly opposed. During the Chant of Remembering, elders recited names of fallen leaders. When Korane’s former commander was honored, Korane placed his fist over his heart—but his eyes never left Nurusta. Later, as dancers in beadwork and feathers traced the spiral of unity around the fire, Korane stepped closer to the king.

“You wear symbols well, Nurusta,” he said quietly. “But symbols do not stop fractures.”

Nurusta met his gaze. “Neither does fear, General. It only hides them.”

Korane smiled—a smile without warmth.

“The people loved kings before they learned to question them. You have taught them to speak. Soon, they will shout.”

“And you,” Nurusta replied, “would teach them to kneel.”

The ancestral fire cracked loudly, sending sparks into the air—an omen many would later remember. As the ceremony ended, Korane turned away, his shadow stretching long across the sacred ground. Those who followed him did so without words, but with intent. That night, elders whispered that the ancestors had witnessed a rare sign:

Fire refusing to bow to water. And in that refusal, the future of the kingdom quietly shifted.
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Chapter Three

The Seed of Division
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They said division never arrived like a storm. It came like a seed—small, unnoticed, planted quietly in fertile ground. In the weeks following the Rite of Ancestral Fire, stories began to travel faster than truth. In tea houses, at watering points, along caravan paths, people repeated an old saying: “Mbegu ya fitina huota gizani.”(The seed of discord grows in darkness.)Some claimed the ancestors favored fire over water. Others whispered that councils had made the kingdom weak. Myths long buried began to breathe again. One tale resurfaced often—the Myth of the Two Brothers. Fire-born Aru, who ruled through strength, and water-born Nemi, who ruled through wisdom. The elders used to say balance saved the land. Now the story was retold differently: Aru was betrayed. General Maalik Korane listened to these stories alone at night. In his chamber, lit by a single oil lamp, Korane stared at the scar on his forearm—a reminder of wars fought before the federation. He remembered villages burning, yes—but also order restored, borders secured, enemies silenced. They call me cruel, he thought. But they sleep because men like me stood between them and chaos. Korane did not hate Nurusta. That truth unsettled him most. He believed the king was sincere—but dangerously idealistic.

“A kingdom,” Korane muttered, pouring millet brew into a wooden cup “is not held by songs and councils. It is held by fear of collapse.”

To him, Nurusta had broken an ancient rule: he had taught the people that power belonged to them. Korane believed that lesson would one day devour the kingdom. Meanwhile, the younger generation stood torn. At the National Learning Forum, students debated openly—something unheard of a decade earlier. Amani, a coastal poet, recited verses praising Nurusta’s reforms. Deka, a pastoralist youth, countered with pride in Korane’s strength. That night, they gathered by the riverbank, where a Kiswahili song rose softly, accompanied by a single drum:

‘Moto husema kwa hasira,

Maji hujibu Kwa subira,

Tukiigawa mioyo yetu,

Nchi hulia bila sauti’’.

(Fire speaks in anger,

Water answers with patience,

When we divide our hearts,

The nation cries without a voice.)

Some wept. Others clenched their fists.

Then the king fell ill.

Nurusta was struck by a severe tropical disease, sudden and unforgiving. Fever burned through him like drought through dry land. He was rushed to the East Africa Ultra-Modern Hospital, a symbol of the federation’s progress—glass and steel rising beside ancient acacia trees. The hospital was jointly run by Dr. Mesfin, a renowned physician of calm precision, and Biqilla, a visionary administrator known for blending humanity with science. “His body is fighting,” Mesfin said softly. “But his spirit... that may be what saves him.”News spread like wildfire. Markets fell silent. Drums were muted. Even Korane paused. From his hospital bed, frail yet conscious, Nurusta asked to speak. Cameras were turned away. He insisted on no throne, no crown—only a plain white blanket and the faces of his people. His voice was weak, but steady. “My people,” he began, “a king is not the body you see before you. A king is the trust you carry within you.”

He paused, breathing with effort. “I hear the songs of fire and water. I do not ask you to choose. I ask you to remember—we are soil. And soil only bears fruit when all elements meet. “He looked directly into the lens.

“If my honesty has divided you, then let my vulnerability unite you. Do not hand your future to fear, nor abandon it to silence.”

Outside the hospital, youth held candles. Elders prayed. Somewhere in the city, Korane closed his eyes. For the first time, doubt entered him—not about Nurusta’s goodness, but about his own certainty. The seed of division had sprouted.

But whether it would bear poison or wisdom—that was a choice still being written.
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