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After a long journey of ups and downs, I am finally back to my home. I have been gone for only a few months, but much has taken place, and now it is a new beginning. "May God, the creator of heaven and earth, allow my friend Daniel Nyangaresi to have eternal rest till we meet again," said Albert Nyangaresi, who had just landed in Narok for his academic journey.

The plot was so cool. Everyone was new. Only his two neighbours had retained their positions; the other members he knew had left. Everyone was looking, wondering: Who is this guy? Where has he been during this time? Albert saw them and understood why they looked at him that way. He simply said hello and opened the door of his house.

The house was full of dust. Three months was a huge duration. What was good was one thing: the way he had left his utensils and other things, they were still there. This was that time when, immediately after students' departure, people would break into their houses and collect everything, leaving just a vacuum. However, Albert appreciated God. Everything was there. Now what remained was to start cleaning and see if some of his new friends had returned to Narok.

What is this now? The house needs to be a house once again. It might take two to three hours to return it to normal. I need to get the containers clean first before I move ahead with other things.

Albert started to revive the house once again. Though it took him time to clean cobwebs, to wash the bedding, and other tasks, he concluded. The house was now a house—though small, it was a house that one could be proud of.

After cleaning the house and other things, he was so exhausted that he decided to take some rest before he planned his next pattern. He slept without any obstacle, feeling as if he were in his mother's arms. He was brought out of the fancy world by a knock at the door. He woke up and looked at the phone. It was six o'clock in the evening. He went and opened the door. To his surprise, it was one of his neighbours.

"Good evening. Hopefully, you are doing good. Here are your clothes and bedding. The rain was raining heavily. I tried to call you, but unfortunately, you were in deep sleep. But I thank God you are now up," said the neighbour.

"I have no words to express my gratitude. Thank you," Albert replied.

The neighbour left for his house to see his crying baby, and Albert decided to arrange his clothes and think about supper and what to follow after dinner. Time was going so fast, as fast as the rotation of the earth on its axis. However, that was its nature, and Albert had to do everything in his power to see that everything was in its rightful place.

After one hour and thirty minutes, he was done with everything. Now he rushed to get fresh water for drinking and for what he was going to have that night. He managed to get water and enough to take him through the night, and he would see what the next day might unfold for him.

At nine o'clock, he was at the table enjoying rice and beans, his favourite food since he was young. He thanked God for the blessing and enjoyed the food, for he knew one thing: to stay alive was God's great plan, and he acknowledged Him for that. To have something to eat was His blessing, for many go without nothing, but he had something to keep him breathing and moving.

After supper, he made the sign of the cross, offered a short prayer to his Creator, and rested on his bed for the next day.

That night, he saw a dream like a vision, telling him:

"Albert, you are the only person who will end poverty at your home. You have been blessed with knowledge and wisdom. It is you who must make good use of it. No one can defeat you if you remain focused and maintain your spiritual discipline. You can achieve much in this universe, for you have God's grace in your life. Many want to hold that, but it is impossible for them. You are blessed with it... Wake up and work to achieve your dreams..."

Before he could complete the dream, he was interrupted by the alarm. He tried to return to it and connect again, but it was impossible. His efforts went in vain. He made up his mind to wake up and do what he could manage for that day.

––––––––
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"Time has passed since I was in the school premises. Let me go and see if there is any change."

After that morning's breakfast, Albert decided to go and see Maasai Mara University after a long duration. By eight o'clock, he was ready, and he embarked on a journey to the university.

On the way, he saw a new building that he had not managed to see when he landed in Narok County. Not only the building, but also other changes were there—from improved road transport to improvements of other social amenities. He kept moving on with his journey to the institution, without hurry or haste like the Israelites, for he had the entire day to explore.

Who is that I am seeing? It's Amos, my course mate. He is on a ride. I have to wait. After his arrival, I might pay him a visit, for his knowledge is beyond his age, and his philosophy gives him honour in the new world. He has done much in the class of literature. He gives me hope that everything is possible. What matters is just time. When time is right, you can hold any space you want and wish for.

Albert was now almost at the school's main gate when he saw DCP SKIZA WAKENYA, which he had seen on social media platforms. He didn't bother to waste much time on that. He moved to the school entrance. But he was not allowed to enter the university.

"You cannot access the university till the first of September when classes resume. The university is closed. Only nursing students have access to the university at the moment," said one dark security officer.

Albert had no time to argue. He simply thanked the officer and went to Narok town. He really enjoyed the art of exploring the world. Sometimes he saw himself as Christopher Columbus, who discovered the greatest island.

On his way to town, he saw people of different races and age groups earning their coins differently. The first person he saw was a shoe shiner who was at his work station as early as nine in the morning. As he moved three steps ahead, he saw a young security officer returning from night shift, heading to his territory.

What surprised him the most was two young children who were busy helping their mother with selling chapati. The two rushed from one person to another, selling the chapati for their mother.

What about me? What can I do to uplift my family? That home deserves a change. No one is going to bring change if not myself. I have to do my best in my academic work so that my parents can be proud of me. The road seems rough, but leaving behind my journey is impossible.

Albert Nyangaresi kept on exploring. To his surprise, he saw another way on his left that he had never stepped on. He saw it as another opportunity calling for him.

As he was walking, two motorbikes were rushing, each on its own path. But unfortunately, a big tanker appeared from nowhere. The one who was on high speed tried as much as possible to avoid collision, but his efforts went in vain. The man collided with the tanker and immediately lost his life.

Everyone was there watching. Unfortunately, some were even taking pictures of the corpse without considering. They only saw it as just content—nothing big, nor less. Albert Nyangaresi was completely hurt watching what was happening. Even a pastor passed the same path, but he never bothered to assist. Then came a church lady who was singing melodiously; you might think she had seen the risen Christ. She did not look even at the corpse.

Then came an alcoholic young man. When he saw the dead body lying down, he started crying and calling for help. He did not care about the language he used; he kept shouting. He abused all the bodaboda riders who were there doing nothing for their own member. The alcoholic man cried, calling help from heaven and earth. He knew he was a sinner, but why should a man who was looking for something for his family be subjected to such a scene? He called upon his Creator, who controlled heaven and earth, the One who is feared by everyone.

As he was crying for assistance, a young man with a car passed by. After that young man saw the incident, he did not want to listen to people's advice. He took the two men and rushed to the hospital. The alcoholic man was busy calling his God, for he knew that He would answer. He was completely drunk, but he was ready to die just to save this man's life.

The two arrived at the hospital. The doctors treated the wounds, but they said the man was completely affected—even staying alive was completely impossible. Only a miracle could bring him back to the mortal world. The two men sat waiting for what fate was going to unfold, busy storming about the next pattern and how it was going to happen.

The man there in the death bed was no more. His soul had left his body, and he was now held by the angel of death. The cry of a mother and a child touched the One who is seated on the throne beyond time. Immediately, the mother who had been devoted her entire life started calling for His help, and the young lad was yelling for his father. The fate and destiny of that bodaboda rider was changed immediately.

To fulfil the wish of the alcoholic man, who promised to change after seeing new light, the One who controls everything commanded. The soul was to be returned to the body immediately.

The doctors, who were now going to close the body, saw a miracle in the real world. They had seen many things, but this caught them completely unpredictable. They said the impossible had happened for the first time in history. Miracles were only seen in Jesus Christ's time and the time of ancient prophets like Elijah, but this was amazing. They acknowledged this was the work of the One who controls everything.

Immediately after that incident, the entire team praised God. They informed all who were waiting that he was okay now; they could see him. The alcoholic young man saw a divine soul coming from the room. Nobody was able to see him apart from the alcoholic young man. Then he asked the divine soul to wait for him. The divine soul did not go; he stood there and told him that when time was right, he would appear and guide him. Then that divine soul disappeared. Even the alcohol he had taken was no longer in his body; he felt divine also. He rushed to see the friend he had saved, together with the other man and family.

The sick man on the bed, after listening to the story about what had happened, thanked his Creator deep down.

On the other hand, Albert saw that path was not good for himself, and he saw it as if God was stopping him. He did not think more about what would be on the way. He just took the way to the town to see what was happening there. He passed through Co-operative Bank. He saw how people were talking and others waiting for assistance. He thought of bright days when he would also have some capital to deposit and own his own account. Yet that was not soon. Looking at the situation at home, it made him more fragile, and he thought God could intervene.

He kept on with his journey of exploring Narok town. Though away for a couple of months, still nothing was new. Everything was the same. He moved right and left, hoping to find anyone he knew so they could chat, but it was completely impossible. It was like expecting a desert to be flooded with water. Only God knew what was going to unfold and the next pattern. The road might be rough, but one needs to keep moving, even if it's crawling. Albert knew not all days are the same. One morning, his star would shine. History would acknowledge him for his perseverance.

I have walked the entire town, but I have not seen anything new. I wish I were in my hometown, but that is nearly impossible. I think it's time to go back to my room and start thinking about supper, for even the sun is fading slowly. The sky is now turning dark, and the time is not favourable for me.

As Albert was now ready to return to the house, he saw one of his friends—Njoroge, who was also strolling around the town. Albert thought it was good to say hello to him and share before he returned. Njoroge saw Albert and remembered how they had abided together. He rushed to greet him, for it had been a couple of months since the two had shared.

Albert: "Njoroge, my friend, it's you!"

Njoroge: "Albert, who else can be like me, my long-term friend?"

The two hugged each other, tears of joy flowing. After a long silence, the two decided to find a comfortable place so they could share. Both thought of Olentimama Stadium, which was a few miles from where they stood. Both marched like armies toward the stadium.

That day, the stadium was completely empty. No one was there. The two selected one place that was not easily noticeable—a place where no one could come across them. After they sat, Njoroge began a narration about his holiday.

"Immediately we left for the long holiday, I was wondering like a wandering Jew what I was going to do, understanding the reality that I had nothing that I owned. So I was pondering and storming my mind about what I was to do so as to get at least something that could support me financially. I thought till my mind was able to get a brilliant idea. I was able to identify a gap that I needed to fill in the market. The opportunity was none other than small-scale farming business. I remembered that at home I had a small barn, and if I made use of that barn, definitely I was going to get something good.

"After I had come up with such an idea, what remained was to put the dream into reality. I rushed home, and the next day after my arrival, I began to make plans on how to ensure my goal sailed through. I started collecting small bottles of water, the remaining pieces of cloth, and other things. Without time wastage, for I knew that I had to start small-scale farming to get something at the end of the month. My parents and the rest of the community members were just watching, for they did not know what to say or do. Other university students were at their homes assisting their juniors with school work and other things. Others were roaming across the village trying to get attention, but Njoroge was busy occupied with his small piece of farm.

"I did not collect only clothes but also remains of food, cow dung, and bottles. I used them for specific purposes. For the leftovers and cow dung, I had dug a compost where they were going to turn into manure. I borrowed what I did not own, and within one week, everyone was wondering.

"'Good morning, Njoroge?' said Njoroge's father, who had been monitoring everything.

"'Good morning, Father,' said Njoroge.

"'I have monitored your activities, and I am impressed. If this is what Maasai Mara University is giving you, I am confident that you are going to be someone in our society,' said Njoroge's father as he left Njoroge at his small shamba.

"Njoroge understood that he was being monitored, and he had to impress everyone. What was important was to get fees and rent at the end of the day. He worked tirelessly from morning till evening. He ensured that if he returned, it was in the evening. So before heading to the farm, he had to prepare fully. The season was autumn, and he had to do what it took to ensure what he was doing yielded something good. He planted cabbage and beans, for he had calculated and understood the climate of the area before doing so.

"Some people tried to discourage him with endless stories about how they had been harvesting nothing. Yet he listened to give respect and honour. He picked what was good for him and left the rest. After a duration of one month, people did not believe what they had seen in that small farm. Starting from beans to cabbage, all were of good health. He was selling the leaves of the beans, and villagers were purchasing them. Everyone was rushing to Njoroge's shamba to get something for supper. Njoroge was collecting money even before the actual harvest of beans.

"Then the time came for harvesting. Though the barn was small, the harvest was pleasing. Everyone in the village was wondering what magic Njoroge was using, for the harvest was beyond expectation.

"'Hello, Njoroge,' said the chief of the area.

"'Hello, Chief. It's an honour to see you.'

"'I have seen what you are doing, and it is good. As a young generation, you have something that you are doing. I am confident that having you and other young energetic youths like you, our village will prosper. I hereby invite you to next week's session, where everyone will listen to your story and how you have made the impossible possible.'

"'What an honour! I never expected that. But if that is what you have wished for me, who am I to reject the invitation? I accept it, and I shall make it with God's grace.'

"After that, the chief left Njoroge alone, doing cultivation in preparation for the next pattern.

"I never thought that what I was doing was going to give me a title. Leave alone the title—even the chief himself inviting me to speak on behalf of the members of the community. It's a great opportunity, and as they say, chances come once in a while. When you have the opportunity, use it to the fullest. I have to prepare well for that great meeting, for no one knows what the future entails. Who knows? Even the community itself might support me in my academic journey and my small-scale farming. For that reason, I have to prepare well, to set a history that the community will always remember."

As Njoroge was thinking about what to do and how to do it, the rain brought him back to the real world. Without any delay, he rushed back to assist his father with other activities. That day, the rain had blessed the village with cats and dogs. Everyone didn't expect that it was going to rain like that, but that was what had happened. No one had the power to question the will of the Almighty.

After the heavy rain, Njoroge was sharing a story about the university lifestyle. The father was laughing. The two enjoyed a father-and-son duel as Njoroge's mother was busy preparing supper. Before they had taken supper, Njoroge's younger sister, Wamboi, entered with a jug and two cups. She served the two and rushed back to the kitchen. The two enjoyed the hot coffee as they kept on with their conversation.

The conversation was really interesting. Both father and son were laughing, even the living dead were complaining about the same. Mother was in the kitchen preparing something for the family. During this evening, it was then that Njoroge asked his father about the community and the family.

Njoroge asked, "Father, there is a question I have been asking myself, but I don't get the answers. The question concerns our community. Our forefathers—where did they come from?"

"My son, you have brought a good question. However, I will leave that for you to do research," said Njoroge's father. He also added, "I believe the answers will satisfy your thirst for knowledge." He concluded as he rushed to his room to take some rest as he waited for supper.

Njoroge also went to his room. While in his room, Njoroge was thinking about what his father had said. There was confusion in his mind because from what he knew and what the book captured were completely two different things. However, he didn't accept that he was lost. So he decided to dig into the origin step by step, the way language moves from phonetics, phonology, to pragmatics. He was ready to give it a trial, and he knew that he had a good name that could assist him to get what he was curious about.

As he was still thinking on the same, he was interrupted by his sister.

"Njoroge! Njoroge! Njoroge! Time for supper!" she said.

"Thanks, sister. I'm coming next minute," said Njoroge as he rushed to the dining hall for supper.

The family was one, like a tree built with love and compassion, like the church. Everyone enjoyed the meal, and after the meal, they had a prayer session. Njoroge was the one leading the prayers that day. He did an amazing job as everyone retired to bed.

Njoroge, as he went to his room, started thinking about his ex, Joan, who had lied to him. He recalled everything—the way the two were in touch like magnet and iron filings. They used to share and even make some calls. But today, things have changed completely. Njoroge



































[image: ]
















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





