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“OUT! OUT!” A LOUD MALE'S voice woke Karitu from his sleep. He jumped out of the sofa where he had laid, picked a torch, and after wearing a jacket he went for the door to see what the commotion was about. “Out , the police are here” the voice that he now recognized to be his father shouted once more. Karitu unbolted the door slowly trying hard not to wake up his younger brother, with a lot of care he opened it just slightly to allow him see what was happening outside. Outside under the full moon, the running battle had started, the sky was too clear. From the way he easily identified the men in uniform he guessed that these must be the wee hours.

From their house he could see his father's club where the fiasco was happening, the architect and engineer involved if there were any must have been geniuses, having come up with a building acting as both a residential and business premises. The business premises at the front and the residential houses at the back but the real genius was the owner who went ahead to rent out the business premises to a bar owner and still rented out the residential houses. But these were just residential houses and not homes if one wanted a home he ought to build one for himself.

A man shot from the back of the bar with an excruciating speed, from his prodigious energy one could tell he was in his early twenties. A policeman trying to access the bar from the backdoor started pursuing him, a club in hand, from time to time he attempts to hit the young man, he however dodges it by bending over or changing direction.

“Stop” the policeman shouts after realizing he is too fast for him.

“I have no money,” the young man replied and continued running. The officer in a last attempt to catch him threw the club but missed and instead went for a window pane in one of the unoccupied residential houses. After the failed attempt the officer treads to the gate, he figures that he'd rather wait outside the gate and let the other officers rattle the drunkards and he will just pounce on them outside the gate rather than engage in unfruitful running battles. Just as he had planned, many of the drunkards fell right into his trap.

Karitu was enjoying seeing how the drunkards unknowingly led themselves into the trap, his attention shifted from the gate when his father came out of the bar escorted by two officers.

“ You greedy bastard,” Isaac said to one of the officers holding his hand ready to handcuff him.

“Keep it down lawbreaker” the officer said and stopped to finish a bottle of beer he had taken at the bar. 

“Hold him,” the officer instructed his colleague.

“Keep it down you say, Gladwell, after all the money you've been collecting from me?”, Isaac continued.

“Dont call me by my name. Don't you know that I'm employed by the government and not by any of you cheap arseholes, mmh” he said catching Isaac's beard and leading him aside as one could catch and lead his violent he-goat.

“What about a heads up, that is what the money is for, right” Isaac struggled to raise a point and ignore the pain coming from his chin.

“I was called to work not so long ago and I didn't know this was one of the destinations, I only got wind of it when we took the road to Matawaini.” After a while he released him and tried to be friendly. “There have been changes in the command chain and the new leadership called for a joint operation with the anti-drugs department. There is a new person in the ranks who is trying to make a name for himself probably from the drug enforcement. But that shouldn't worry you much, it's temporary they will come along soon, what should worry you is the delays from your side on the handouts you promised, that money is n't mine alone it has to be shared with the seniors too. It's a messed up system man.”

“What now, am I under arrest?” Isaac asked him 

“Of course, this may be an act but it has to seem real, something that will be in the headlines on tomorrow's paper” Gladwell pronounces.

One of the lady officers from the drug enforcement came to where the three were standing. 

“Who is he?”, She asks 

“He is the owner of the establishment” Gladwell responds discretionary.

Isaac realizes that his goose is cooked and that he might have to spend the night in a cell, he decides to make a run, his first resort is always his house but now that the officers were at the back where his house was, he figured going there would prompt them to break in, he therefore headed for the gate. Karitu watched as his father headed for the trap set ahead unknown to him, he thought of warning him about but figured it would attract attention to him which he did not desire.

“Stop or I'll open fire” Gladwell threatens.

Isaac ignores and proceeds to the gate, finding it half ajar, he steps outside a happy man that he has escaped only to be met with a heavy slap from the officer. 

“I was waiting for you” the officer said and laughed like a drain.

“ Don't you know you can't run from the government” other officers joined and started beating him.

A policewoman appeared at the scene,

“Have you collected adequate evidence from the place?”, she inquired 

“Yes Commander, the last crates are being ferried to the cruiser”, the officer responded 

“ Well done boys, hurl him on the land cruiser and we will be on our way” she instructed and resumed to the passenger seat next to the driver.

The officers who seemed to enjoy clobbering him ceased and forced him on his feet and handcuffed him. Karitu had now left the house and was watching the action some few metres from the gate. He followed the action outside the compound.

Isaac now struggled to get on the land cruiser due to the excruciating pain he was feeling as a result of the beating, the officers were behind on time and could not wait for him to climb in sluggishly, they pushed him from behind and he fell on the crates inside the trunk hurting him even more. His customers for the night welcomed him, less than thirty minutes ago the men were having a good time at his place. 

“Hey Gusto, is that not one of your own?” One of them asked, pointing at Karitu who now stood outside the gate watching.

“Go back,” he instructed him but the boy was fixated on the spot.

He stood up and now pointing at their house instructed once again “ go home Karitu”

The boy took a few steps back but did not vanish completely, he now went and stood at the gate. Isaac was embarrassed that his son had seen him in that state, no father wants his son to see him as weak or helpless, to any child his father is the strongest person they know. And now his first born son, his father reborn, stood staring at his blood coming from his mouth and nose, how long had he been awake?, he pondered. Though he never admitted that he was fond of him, the boy was brilliant in school, with bodily features of his grandfather and a face resembling his mother, for a thirteen year old he was fine looking. He had grown so fast and had now started asking questions about everything, Isaac did not find him very likeable whenever he bundled him with questions. He looked outside one more time and saw the boy enter and close the gate as the land cruiser was brought to life, he thought of his family for a moment, what kind of environment were they growing up in, would they live the rest of their lives in fear - fear of when the next crackdown will be, and witness him being taken away. This is not how he had planned it as long as he could remember.

Karitu went back to the house, he bolted the door slowly not to wake his little brother who was still sleeping, before he could resume to sleep he thought of his mother. He went to the only bedroom in the house - his parents bedroom, the door was not shut, he pushed and went in. He found her mother sitting on the bed praying, he felt guilty for interrupting her.

“Karitu” Hellena called “what are you doing here?”, “ I was checking up on you after I heard the chaos outside” he responded concerned 

“I am fine, big man,” she teased and smiled at him.

“Were you awake all this time, son?”, Hellena inquired 

“ Yes, mother, they were people running outside, the police were here too and they took father with them.” he explained 

“You went outside?” she asked 

“Not for long” he said 

How swift he must have been to wake up and go out without her hearing anything? But that did not worry her much, what worried her now was that Isaac had been arrested, sure he had been arrested several times before but it was a rare occurrence, during these crackdowns he had always managed to get away.

“ Come here son, lay next to me” Karitu was elated to join her in bed as he was still shaken by the events.

“All will be well, your father will be home soon”, she said to him and left to check whether he remembered to bolt the door.

Before she went back to bed, she tucked his last born son Brandon who lay on a mattress on the floor, this had been the boys bedroom until Karitu refused sleeping there citing that he always woke up covered in his brother's urine, he therefore was allowed to sleep on the couch.

She went back to bed and found Karitu sound asleep, she thought of him, the son who made him a mother, now in seventh grade, just the other she held him in his hands powerless and now he had come back running to her. Moments like these where she had to put the needs of her children before hers, had defined her motherhood journey, in these moments she felt enough for just being a mother and the regrets of abandoning her education vanquished completely.

She tucked him and tried to sleep too, but her mind was too restless she could not sleep, he thought of her husband Isaac, how beautiful life had been when he was still courting her, now her life was chaotic, this was not the life she had expected but it is the life fate had in store for her it seemed. She looked at her son one more time, though shaken when he came to her, she was impressed by how he had demonstrated courage and went out to check what was happening, but for a thirteen year old, she was worried sick about him, the impact it would have on him.This was definitely not a healthy environment to bring up children. She resonated. Concerning Brandon, she was glad he did not hear any of it.

––––––––
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THE FOLLOWING DAY WAS on a Saturday, of course, Friday was the favorite day for a crackdown for the cops, that way they were assured you remained their guest for the whole weekend as courts only operated on week days. Hellena arose and prepared to go to the police station to visit her husband or by miracle secure his release.

To accompany her that morning was her close friend and churchmate Susan, who also happened to be her neighbor, the club thrown by an officer yesternight had missed her window narrowly. After hearing the commotion from her house, she paid her friend a visit first thing in the morning and after a long conversation had agreed to accompany Hellena to the police station.

“Karitu, Karitu”, she called her son before she left for the station 

“Yes mother” he responded as soon as he came from her bedroom where he had spent the night.

“Be sure to warm the porridge in the jug at around eleven and share it with your brother”, Karitu stood still not responding to the instructions 

There's also food in the cabinet incase I'm not back by one” she continued

Karitu was not satisfied with the situation as he wanted to accompany her mother that morning, he shrugged off the instructions.

His mother observed his behavior and scolded him, “listen, you're not old enough to be at the police station, and even if you were old enough, I would still need someone to look after your brother.” 

Karitu agreed indifferently and went ahead to take breakfast which had been served for him.

“ At any moment do not leave your brother alone.”, she said, closing the door and leaving.

“ Don't be too harsh on him” Susan said to Hellena as the two women hurriedly left the compound.

Afterwards, Hellena and Susan board a taxi; they were reluctant to board at first as the driver had mentioned that his final destination was not town but at a stage some few kilometers from town where Isaac was held. After much pondering the two decided to board the taxi which had three occupants at the time, besides they were unsure of how long they would wait to catch a taxi heading for town.

At the stage where the taxi dropped them, they were quickly directed to an old matatu after they made it known they were headed to town. The matatu was a fourteen seater, which was in a very bad condition, one could tell it was unroadworthy, from the worn-out seats, shaky back-rests, holes on the floor and a tattered ceiling on the roof, even the small speakers fitted at the corners of the roof irritated the passengers with its unclear sound. 

“Lets board, it's the only vehicle we can see anyway ,we seem not to be in luck today with matatus” Hellena said to her friend.

When they boarded the matatu, there were only three empty seats, two of them at the back, the two went to the back and occupied the two seats leaving only one unoccupied seat which was behind the driver. Soon a middle aged man boarded, an envelope in hand, and occupied the empty seat. The matatu was now full to capacity, but still the conductor kept on calling for more passengers, this irked the middle aged man who seemed to be in a hurry. 

“Why are we not leaving yet, some of us have places to be in” he argued

“We are about to leave, we will be there in twenty minutes” the driver who was right in front of him responded.

The driver started igniting the ramshackle, at the third attempt it came to life. The tout then squeezed himself amongst the passengers and closed the doors as the car left the stage. At the stage exit, a group of people stood waiting, the driver stopped and instructed the tout to open for them. The tout opened the door and started searching for something below the seats.

“Where are they going to sit, on the roof?”, the man protested again.

“If you don't want to share a seat with someone else, you can always buy a personal car and leave the matatus who are willing to share, we the low-lifes love each other”, the conductor responded and continued with his search. At long last he emerged with two pieces of timber, he instructed a high school student who was waiting outside to head to the back seat where Hellena and Susan sat. Earlier they could have protested the request by the conductor to create space for the student, but they feared the rude responses they could get from him. And still, what sort of mothers could they be if they couldn't create space for a student headed to school.

Two other passengers were handed in the pieces of timber which he referred to as ‘laptops’ and told to place them in between the seats on the pathway. The middle aged man was silent now even after they were told to squeeze to accommodate another passenger. With at least twenty passengers, Susan and Hellena now appreciated the three missing windows for the good air circulation.

Past njia mbili junction the driver noticed a police roadblock ahead, he called to the conductor who quickly handed him a one hundred shilling note. The officer waved at the driver to stop, the driver veered off the road and parked near the police officer. The dark skinned, six inch man with an athletic build walked round the matatu unconcerned about the passengers nor the state of the vehicle. He went straight to the driver, who had now lowered his window and his hand was swinging with the money in hand. 

“Take the vehicle for service,” he said as he swiftly picked the money from the driver's hand.

“Safe journey” the officer said, smiling at the passengers near the driver before turning his attention to another oncoming matatu. Except when dropping passengers, the vehicle did not stop again for the rest of the short journey.

At the station’s compound, were wrecked vehicles which had been salvaged from accidents, working on the compound were a group of men with pangas and slashes, signs of hungover were all over, from the sluggishness as they slashed the glass and the constant ceasing to stare at nothing as they trimmed the fence. An uninformed police officer supervised the men throwing tantrums regularly as he basked in the warm morning sunshine. The two women ignored the working men, waved at the officer and proceeded to the inquiry office.

“Hey” Hellena greeted the lady at the reception desk.

“Hey”  she responded, her eyes still stuck on a book before her.

“ We were hoping to visit one, Isaac, who we believe is held here,” Susan begun 

“Sorry who? And who is he to you?” She responded rudely.

“He is my husband,” Hellena interjected, “he was arrested yesternight during a crackdown by officers we believe were from this station.”

“Sit at the visitors lounge, he will be brought there in fifteen minutes” she instructed, showing them a room not very far from the reception.

The room was huge with a large table in the middle and seats surrounding the table. They sat down and waited for Isaac to come, from the room they could see the reception desk clearly, many people came and left the premises with some spending little time there leaving the women debating whether they had actually been helped. The men who were outside cleaning the compound soon came and one by one they received their property back - their phones, wallet, belt and shoes. They however grunted when they found their wallets empty, nevertheless they walked away peacefully avoiding a scene which could take them back to the cells.

Inside the cell, a deep underground hole, were twelve men clustered on one side of the room where beams of light from a small window positioned at the top of the adjacent wall near the roof. In one corner of the room is a bucket which the gentlemen use as a washroom unbothered
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