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DEDICATION

To those who have faced darkness and emerged stronger, may this story be a testament of you resilience.

[image: ]Clay claytone

The greatest tragedy is not the darkness that surrounds us but the darkness that lies within
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The family
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“The decision is made,” a man’s voice said as he and a woman entered the room hastily, Vanessa smashing the door wide open. Chris appeared just in time, walking over and kissing her on the cheek.

Her eyes flashed with anger. “Since when did you start making decisions without me?” Chris turned and looked at her, silence grew in the room. The two stood staring at each other as the wind blazed fiercely through the room, causing the curtains to fly wildly in free motion. Inside, a table with two chairs sat beside the luxurious bed, Infront of a shelf-filled with books, a table held a framed picture of the woman with brownish-red hair, red lips, and a bright red dress, smiling.

. “We’re leaving at dawn. We’re going back to the countryside, where it’s quiet.” Chris said looked away, removing his shirt as he headed toward the bathroom the wind grew stronger, flinging the framed picture down on to the floor with a crash.

“I am taking to you,” Vanessa snapped. “Since when? And this— this selfish nature of yours” Chris ignores her and picks up the broken figure framed, of the two and a slightly taller woman in a matching red dress stood confidently. Infront of them, three other girls stood happily, 

“Selfish, you say?” Chris raised his voice. “I was nearly killed today. I escaped thanks to Gideon’s. And here you are, letting your selfish nature take over.”

“What good is going to come from you going to that filthy place? You know I hate it,” Vanessa argued, voice rising.

“Ooh, do you?” Chris shot back.

“Stop being sarcastic,” Vanessa said, “Why are you acting like this Chris?” she added, voice trembling.

“You don’t get the weight of the attack today,” Chris said.

“We all knew this was bound to happen. It’s politics—a dirty game,” Vanessa replied.  “And when you accepted me and my dad’s proposal, you knew what your life was going to be,” Venessasaid, Chris removing his trousers. “The deal was you keep me in decision-making every time.”

“I am the head, not you. I am a man independent. I don’t need you or your father’s help,” he declared, slipping into his night pajamas.

“You’re nothing without me,” Venessasaid, her voice rising. “My father made you who you are—without him, you’re just a peasant running from poverty, just like your mother.”

In a flash, Chris snapped and caught her by the neck, pushing her against the wall. Vanessa choked, struggling to breathe.  “Don’t you dare talk about my mom like that,” he snarled, leaving her to the ground.  She gasped for air, eyes wide with fury. “We’re leaving. And it’s final.”

Fuming, Vanessa stormed out, heading straight for the study room. She poured herself a drink, her phone vibrating suddenly. She answered bitterly.

“Hello, Dad. The plan failed. He survived.”

A deep crackling voice responded. “I sense crying in your voice. Did he do something to you?”

“Yes, Father,” Vanessa sobbed.  “He choked me. He’s worse than we thought.”

“Yes,” the voice said. 

“We knew the risk of using him. And worse, he’s been leaving me out of decisions—allocating almost forty percent of his wealth to his village, and now he’s going to that disgusting rural home of his.”  Vanessa said finishing the drink and poured another drink, her hand trembling.

“Do you remember the story of the brothel owner and the priest?” the voice asked

“Yes,” Venessasaid “The old man owned a brothel, and his life was threatened. He was forced into hiding, leaving his trusted assistant in charge.”  “And after five years, he returned,”

“What did he find?” the voice asked 

“The brothel turned into a Christian ministry,” Venessareplied.

“And after failed assassination attempts on the priest,” he continued, “he went and killed the priest and rebuilt his brothel. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

Vanessa sat upright, shocked. “Dad, are you suggesting what I think?”

“Yes,” the voice confirmed. “Today, George failed. It’s time you handle this yourself. Chris has gone farther ahead and lay a finger on you, my daughter. That’s an embarrassment to me Ezekiel and our family lineage. It’s time you kill Chris.”

The call ended abruptly. Venessaclenched her fists, bitter. Her gaze fixed on Chris’s picture on the wall, then she took another sip, her resolve hardening.

“Your wealth is mine and mine alone. Noone will take it from me,” she whispered. her gaze still at the picture of Chris 

***
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‏THE EARLY MORNING sun cast a gentle golden glow over the humble village. In a compound, a young lady sat Her face lit up with a warm smile as she looked up at the sky, she had Long, wavy chestnut hair cascaded down her shoulders, framing her heart-shaped face.

“This is one of my favorite way to start her day—talking to nature, feeling the quiet heartbeat of the world around me” she said .to herself‏

Suddenly, a familiar voice called out from inside a house being her

“Mary!” 

‏Startled, she jumped up quickly “Yes, am coming!” she called back, brushing dirt from her hands.

‏The very old woman, her grandmother, approached from the house, her figure supported by a sturdy stick  

“Where is my tea?” the grandmother asked, her voice ‏raspy “Where have you been?”  she added 

The grandmother hobbled towards the small kitchen area, croaking, 


“I need my bathing water. Don’t let me comeback and find no water in the compound or the bathroom, okay?”

“Yes, Mother. I’ll get it,” Mary replied, heading inside but her face soon clouded with distress. She hurriedly stepped outside again, scanning the yard for anyone. 


Her gaze settled on Joan, her older sister, approaching with a jug of milk. Relief washed over her as she exhaled deeply.  ‏ ‏Joan, looked much older and taller than Mary. Her long, straight black hair framed her womanly figure 


‏

“Thank you,” Mary said her tone lowering “But you had me worried. Why didn’t you tell me you were going? I could have done the chores—got water for Grandmother. Just make sure the tea’s ready when I return; we don’t want her upset. That’s not good for her health.”  ‏ ‏“ 

“Okay,” Joan responded, setting the jug down.  ‏ ‏




Mary in her haste, nearly collided with another girl rushing past, carrying a jembe and a panga from her chores sent by their grandmother. The girl was taller than both sisters, her clothes muddy and unkempt, her hair uncombed and wild. Without shoes, she looked like she had just stepped out of the fields.  ‏ ‏“”


“Mary! Stop! He’s coming, Mary, he’s coming!” Atieno shouted breathlessly, clutching her tools.  ‏ ‏“”

“Whose coming?” Mary asked, “Come on, tell me, or that can wait—I’m heading somewhere. I’ll be right back.” 

‏ ‏Joan, standing nearby, called out, “Leave her. We all know once she’s up to something, she doesn’t derail easily. That voice sounds familiar—they say she’s always in her own world.”  ‏

‏Mary hurried toward the stream, water jug in hand. As she emerged from the cool waters, she heard a familiar voice.  ‏ ‏“




“Wait for me!” called Scola, a girl close in height to Mary, her face bright with mischief.

“Pooh, Scola! It’s you. Where have you been? Spying on me again, Come on, let’s go,” Mary said, smiling. 

‏They took a short cut through a narrow path, their laughter echoing in the quiet woods  

From a distance, Mary spotted a snake slithering across their trail, but she chose to ignore it.

‏Suddenly, Scola’s eyes widened as she screamed, 

“What is it?” 

‏ ‏“Don’t you see the snake?” Scola exclaimed, eyes wide with alarm.  ‏

“Waaaahy!” Mary shrieked, watching the serpent as it lay motionless on the ground. She looked around expectantly, waiting for something or someone to appear.  

‏‏A tall, dark, handsome young man arrived silently, barefoot and confident “I will save you,” he said, stepping forward. 

“Don’t worry,” Mary called out, hurriedly setting down her water. “Ooooh, Nicolas! Don’t mind me. I’ll save my friend—and myself.” She approached the snake, which was indeed dead, and gently lifted it, brushing her hands off.  ‏ ‏

“It's dead—that’s why,” she explained “Come on, Scola, let’s go. I’m too busy for someone’s drama.”  ‏ ‏Scola, eyes still fixed on the snake, hesitated.

“Wait, Mary, why did you scream? And how can you be sure it’s dead?”  ‏ ‏Mary smirked, a mischievous glint in her eyes. “That’s the snake my granny cut the tail off yesterday. I saw Nicolas following me to the stream, and I heard you calling. I played along to trap him—I figured the scream would make him think I needed help. Besides, didn’t you notice the snake wasn’t moving at all?”  ‏


‏Scola shook her head, smiling.


“Then why don’t you give him a chance?”  ‏ but Mary increases her pace Scola catches up ‏


They parted ways, each returning to their respective compounds.

‏Back at her home, Mary entered and found everyone gathered around the fire, eating. She sat down quietly, helping herself to some food. 

‏ ‏After a moment, she turned to Atieno. “What were you saying again?”  ‏ 


“Uncle Chris is coming,” Atieno said, stuffing food into her mouth.  ‏ ‏

“When is he coming?” Mary asked, eyes wide with anticipation.  ‏ ‏“

“In thirty minutes,” Atieno replied.  ‏



“Why didn’t you tell me?” Mary exclaimed, jumping up. “I need to hurry—uncle can’t find us like this. It’s a surprise, and I want everything perfect.” ‏Joan looked at her sister with a knowing smile.

“Finally, he’s arriving. Today’s going to be one of the most beautiful days ” 


‏Suddenly a car horn sound pierced the air at the gate. The gates swung open to reveal two sleek sedans gliding smoothly int the compound—one silver, shiny and modern, the other black, polished top perfection.  ‏ ‏From each car, two men in black suits emerged—one standing guard, the other, Gideon opening door ‏


“Chris, who are you looking for?” Venessacalled from the other sedan.  ‏“Don’t tell me you’re still on about those ungrateful daughters of yours,” Venessacontinued.  ‏ ‏”

“Venessa, what’s your problem?” Chris asked, irritated.  ‏ ‏Her dress was daringly short, nearing her hips, and her high heels clicked sharply on the ground.  ‏ ‏“

“You better wear something decent. My mother shouldn’t see you like that,” Chris said, eyeing her 

‏


Meanwhile, Mary’s cousins—Atieno, Joan, and the others—stepped out, carrying traditional items for a ceremony. Atieno held a pair of native shoes made from wheels, Joan carried a basin of water, and their grandmother appeared, dressed in a colorful outfit, a shield in her hand, are chiefs cap, and a carved wooden figure representing power.  ‏ ‏The children’s excited voices rang out as they greeted their elders, touching palms and toes in respect. 

Chris’s children—Victoria, Patricia, Vanessa, and Christine—joined in, their faces glowing with pride and affection.  ‏ ‏Later, they all gathered in the main house, where Mary sat on a chair beside her mother and her wife, Vanessa, who was still on the phone.  ‏ ‏“


“Mary, when is your national exam Chris asked, glancing at his laptop.

‘Tomorrow, Baba, at 8a.m.,” she answered, eyes on 


The TV.

“Make sure you do well. Here’s your gift, just as you always do,” he said, handing her a small box “Everyone, I have gifts for all of you. There are names on each bag, but I have one for your mother, too.”  ‏

‏As evening fell, everyone ate, sharing stories and laughter.

Mary accompanied her grandmother back to her hut, concern etched on her face.  ‏ ‏“

“Grandma, are you okay?” she asked.  ‏ ‏The old woman looked surprised. “What do you mean, my daughter? I’m fine, as you can see.”  ‏ ‏Mary gently pressed her hand.

“You coughed blood earlier. We all know what that means.” 

‏Her grandmother sighed

“Yes, My daughter. But everything is fine. As far as I’m concerned, you’re never interested in our traditional beliefs. Now, if you won’t take me to bed, I might die. The two entered the old hut as darkness grew 
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‏chapter two
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The demise

On a chilly Monday morning, Mary sat quietly outside, lost in deep thought. The soft melodies of birds perched high above filled the air,  their  songs weaving through the crisp dawn like a gentle lullaby.

“Today, i feel an unusual surge of confidence—my mind clear, my memory” she said A wide grin spread across her face as she whispered to herself, “I am a genius.” Her happiness is more than clear.
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“The previous night, i studied in the main house, compared to the small room my grandma and I sleep on, which has a small oil lamp that casted a dim glow, the smoky fumes tickling her lungs and making me cough., the main house has everything I needed and what better time could it have come than just hours before my national exam” she said as she stepped inside, she chuckled, “Now I’m ready to help my future,” and headed inside the hut

‏Mary emerged from the house, flanked on either side by Joan and Atieno, both dressed in matching school uniforms—bright, neat, and crisp. 

They walked together, laughing and singing as they set off early at dawn, their small books and pencils clutched tightly in their hands. 

Joan chuckled and looked at Mary and Atieno” guys today the three-kilometer walk seemed shorter do you think” Joan asked as Atieno nodes the two stare at Mary who seems lost

“hey” Atieno called “you seem lost is anything the problem? You were cheerful seconds ago and now you are quiet why?

“don’t you see how it’s so sad to see somethings happening “Mary stated “I mean look at most of our colleagues they don’t have shoes some sweater”

Joan looked at her sister at grabbed her by the shoulder “look sis yes, it is sad but even if you get sad there is nothing you can do just be happy you are not among that category”

‏Suddenly, Mary spotted a young girl. And walked over and covered her with her jacket and walked back Joan and Atieno disgusted 

“Why? You loved that sweater,” Joan asked, surprise evident in her voice.   ‏

‏Mary looked at her with a gentle smile. 

“i guess you were wrong saying there is nothing I can do, and she needed help,” she replied “She was trembling, could have died from the cold. Have mercy, Joan. Besides, I have others—I love the sweater, but I love seeing others doing well. That girl had no sweater last week,” she added, walking faster, leaving her sister behind. ‏

‏Moments later, they reached the school gate. Mwalimu Baraka, the teacher, was leaning on his stick, calling out sternly, 

“Mary, you’re very lucky! Two minutes before time—you’re lucky!” He pointed sharply at the gate. 

“Close it, close it! Hurry up!” he added, his voice echoing with authority. 

‏Mary muttered a quick prayer under her breath. “Bless me, protect me, guide me. Help me understand right from wrong, Lord,” she whispered, crossing herself. ‏

‏Inside the classroom, Mary, Joan, and Atieno gathered around a small table. 

Mary looked at her phone, anxiously waiting for a call. 

“Are you sure Uncle will pick up?” Joan asked, eyeing Mary.  

“he always does,” Mary replied with confidence, pressing the phone to her ear. 

“Hello, Uncle. Hope you’re well.” 

A warm voice responded from the other end. “Yes, my daughter. I’m fine. How can I help?”  

“I just wanted to check on you and remind you to keep the gifts and promises ready. You know I’ll be cracking the national exam soon,” she said enthusiastically. 

“I always keep my promises,” Chris assured her.

“perform well, like always. The gifts and promises-I’ll handle them.” 

“Okay, then. Bye,” Mary said, ending the call. Joan and Atieno exchanged glances. 

“Are you feeling guilty about Uncle’s help?” Joan asked. “He pays our fees, manages our meals, and does so much for us. Yet, you’re always nagging him about gifts and presents”

‏Mary chuckled, a mischievous sparkle in her eyes. “Guilt? Have you ever seen an angel get tired? Uncle is like an angel to me. He always gives what I want, and I love him for that. But he doesn’t feel the weight of it—why should i?”   ‏ ‏She strode out of the room.

Two weeks later, Mary, Joan, and Atieno walked to school once more.  

“The results are out,” Atieno announced, annoyed. “And Mary is the only one smiling. She’s just so jovial about it.  ‏Not surprising,” Joan said, frowning. 

“She’s only a child. Sitting for the national exams at her age, she acts like she belongs here. Let’s hope the results humble her.”   ‏

‏Before they reached the gate, Mary accidentally stubbed her toe on a stone.  

“Ugh, no! This can’t be good,” she muttered, groaning

. “It’s a taboo to have a pain inflicted on this—uncle Mark always But no, Mary

































































Chapter three
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