

    
        
          Threads of Iron

        

        
        
          mildred maina

        

        
          Published by Mildred Fato Maina, 2026.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      THREADS OF IRON

    

    
      First edition. July 23, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 mildred maina.

    

    
    
      Written by mildred maina.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

PROLOGUE

Dedication

Part One: The Queen Who Lost Her Throne | Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Part Two: The Taste of Childhood | Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Part Three: What the Scars Reveal | Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Part Four: The Baobab Remembers & the Iron Tree Awakes | Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty: The Inheritance

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For the women who carry iron in their blood and honey in their hands. And for every woman who has ever been told she is nothing and risen anyway. 
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The Night the Iron Sang

The child woke to the sound of screaming.

She was four years old, small enough to curl into the hollow of her grandmother's back, small enough to believe that the darkness could not find her if she closed her eyes tight enough. But the screaming came anyway. Through the walls and through the earth.

"Gogo," she whispered, her voice like the rustle of dry leaves. "Gogo, what is that?"

The old woman did not answer. She was standing at the window, her silhouette sharp against the moonlight, her fingers pressed flat against the carved wooden frame. Her shoulders were stiff, her breath shallow, her whole body as still as a baobab before a storm.

"Gogo?"

"Hush, little one." The old woman's voice was low, steady, the voice of someone who had learned to hide her fear behind a mask of stone. "Hush, and listen."

The child listened. The screaming was distant now—fading, like the echo of a drum being carried away by the wind. But beneath it, she heard something else. Something that made her blood run cold, even though she did not understand what it was.

A hum. A vibration. A sound that came not from the walls, but from the earth itself. It was like the growl of a lion, but deeper, older. Like the heartbeat of the mountain.

"Do you hear it?" the grandmother asked.

The child nodded, her eyes wide, her fingers clutching the rough wool of the sleeping mat.

"That is the iron," the grandmother said. "It is waking. It has been sleeping for a thousand years, little river. Sleeping beneath the salt caves, beneath the tombs of the queens. Sleeping and dreaming."

"What does it dream about?"

The grandmother was silent for a long moment. Then she turned from the window. The moonlight caught her face, carving deep shadows into the scars on her cheeks. Three on each side, the marks of a lineage that had been walking this earth since before the mountains were born.

"It dreams of the ones who planted it," she said. "The first queen, who buried her sword so that her daughters would never have to use theirs. The midwives, who sealed the iron with their blood. The mothers, who gave themselves to the darkness so that their daughters could see the sun."

The child's brow furrowed. She did not understand. She was only four years old.

"The iron is angry," the grandmother continued. "There is a man digging toward it. A man who wants to wake it before its time. A man who wants to forge it into weapons, into chains, into shackles for our people."

"Is he a bad man?"

The grandmother's eyes flickered. Something passed across her face, something that looked like grief, like sorrow, like the memory of a wound that had never healed.

"She said softly. “Yes, little river. He is a bad man. He was not always bad. Once, he was just a boy who wanted to be loved. But he let the poison into his heart, and now the iron dreams of him. It dreams of swallowing him whole."

The child shivered. "Will it?"

"I do not know." The grandmother knelt beside her, her old knees cracking like dry branches. She took the child's small hand in hers, her fingers rough and warm. "But I know this: one day, you will have to speak to the iron. One day, you will have to wake it. One day, you will have to decide what it will become."

"I don't want to," the child whispered. "I'm scared."

The grandmother smiled. It was a tired smile, worn thin by years of watching, years of waiting, years of carrying secrets too heavy for any one person to hold.

"Fear is not a bad thing," she said. "Fear is the fire that keeps us moving. Fear is the river that carves the valley. Fear is the thing that makes us plant seeds, even when we do not know if the rain will come."

She pulled the child into her lap. The child curled against her chest, feeling the slow, steady rhythm of her grandmother's heart.

"One day," the grandmother murmured, her lips brushing the child's hair, "you will speak the old words. You will wake the iron. And when you do, you will not be afraid. Because I will be with you. Your mother will be with you. The ancestors will be with you. And the iron will remember."

The child's eyelids grew heavy. The hum beneath the palace walls was fading now, sinking back into the earth, back into the darkness where it had slept for a thousand years.

"Gogo," she murmured, her voice thick with sleep, "what is my name?"

The grandmother pressed a kiss to her forehead.

––––––––
[image: ]


"Your name is Lindiwe," she said. "The awaited one. Because you are the one who will end the waiting. And when the waiting ends, the story will begin."

The child did not hear her. She was already asleep, dreaming of roots and rivers and iron that sang in the dark.

Outside the window, the nightjar called three times—a warning, a promise, a prayer.

And somewhere beneath the salt caves, the iron dreamed of the voice that would wake it.

The iron remembers.

It remembers the hands that forged it. The blood that watered it. The voices that sang it to sleep.

It remembers the first queen, who planted her sword in the earth and said, "This is not a weapon. This is a promise."

It remembers the midwives, who sealed the veins with their blood and their bones, who gave themselves to the darkness so that their daughters could see the sun.

It remembers the waiting. The long, patient waiting. The years stretching like roots through the stone, reaching for something that had not yet been born.

And now, in the darkness beneath the baobab grove, the iron stirs.

It feels the footsteps above. The jackal-men, digging. The usurper, mining. The greed, the hunger, the endless cutting of paths that should never have been cut.

It feels the poison seeping through the stone, moonflower venom- slow and deliberate, meant to kill but not too quickly. Meant to send a message.

It feels the blood of the queen's son, dripping onto the roots, calling out to something ancient, something hungry, something that has been waiting for a very long time.

And it waits.

It waits for the girl who will speak the old words. The girl who carries the burn scar on her wrist. The girl whose mother gave herself to the darkness so that the iron would remember.

It waits for the words that will wake it.

Vuka mhlaba. Vuka mhlaba wethu.

Arise, earth. Arise, our earth.

The iron remembers.

The iron waits.

The iron is hungry.
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For the women who carry iron in their blood and honey in their hands.
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