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Chapter 1: Imbuga Palace -King Rugwe, Nkobwa, Nyana and Nama 
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"Your Lordship! The royal princess must be sacrificed, or our kingdom will fall to the enemy's blade," Nama proclaimed solemnly, his voice resonating in the silent chamber. King Rugwe shuddered at the proposal; his heart wrenched between the fate of the monarchy's princess and the realm's survival. Yet, with the highest moral discernment, guided by the wisdom of his advisor, he understood that sacrifices were necessary for the greater good. 

Deeply troubled, King Rugwe relayed Nama's proposal to his beloved young sister, Nyana. With his assurance that her life would be safe under god's divine will and the unwavering effort of the monarchy to rescue her life, Nyana was devastated by the revelation; nonetheless, she understood the irrefutable need for the existence of her brother’s monarchy. She heartedly accepted her fate with tears in her eyes, aware that her sacrifice could save countless lives. Most importantly, it offered a chance to demonstrate that from the inception of her dynasty, she was determined to challenge conventions as the inaugural royal princess, braving the odds to protect the monarchy against the fury of overwhelming adversarial forces. Further still, her legacy in the palace would be ruined if the monarchy fell under the enemy without her sacrifice. The collapse of her brother’s reign would subject her to death with nothing to save for her pride and the monarchy's survival but to cement nature’s ill-fated belief that women were merely the monarchy’s veils for birth but not brave enough to salvage it. 

“Dear princess, as you shall bestow trust upon your kingdom, so shall our unbound resolve to secure your fresh from the enemy’s clutches.” The king, with deep emotions, bid farewell to Nyana.  Tears ran down her face as young Nyana’s glance met her tall, astute brother's. In the king’s heart, this moment created a vacuum

of power to defeat the enemy without his sister’s sacrifice and deep pain for what awaited the young princess, no matter the rescue and safety assurances. With solemn dignity, Nyana embarked on her journey into the unknown, where her fate awaited. It was a destiny she accepted with unmatched resolve. The painful memories of her tender age nurtured in the palace chambers instilled in her the courage to overcome whatever stood amidst her path to success. 

Nyana sailed into the unknown, her heart heavy with the weight of her task. She clung to hope, knowing that her destiny was intertwined with the fate of her kingdom. Little did she know the trials and tribulations that lay ahead or the role she would play in shaping the future of her realm. But one thing was certain: this was the beginning of her unpredictable expedition, and its ultimate end lay between her resolve and luck to save her brother’s monarchy. 

In the hazed walls of the royal palace, Nama, the wise advisor to the monarch, wove a complex plot veiled in mystery and guile. Aware of the fragile web of the enemy's alliances and loyalties coupled with the undercurrents of espionage and impending doom, he concocted a strategy that could sway the tides of history to benefit his sovereign's realm. 

His plan revolved around the young and beautiful Nyana at the centre of the intricate walls of the Imbuga palace. She would be a leverage between defeat and conquest or fate and luck. A deceptive, cunning tale of her birth to the King's chambermaid and the subsequent threat she posed to the Queen's authority culminated in Nyana's curse to the depths of the river Rubyiro. Her life was forfeited to shield the King from the scandal of fathering Nyana with a chambermaid. She was secretly consigned to her fate to safeguard the King's rule from the Queen, his mistress. Otherwise, the Queen had every right to claim the throne. But underneath this deception, the arrangement was that sailors would eventually rescue Nyana and urge their peers across the enemy kingdom to flee her. 

In the Imbuga kingdom, the plight of young and vulnerable women was a tragedy ingrained into the very core of cultural vices and societal norms. Faced with early pregnancies or barrenness, these women found themselves at the mercy of a society that believed in its traditions and myths that they were forbidden souls; thus, victims of curse and abomination. Society felt that the gods divinely subjected these living souls to abandonment into thick forests or deep rivers as sacrifices to the land or sea gods, respectively, in appeasement for the pursuit of power, influence, and survival. 

But while this was a century or so-held tradition and belief within the Imbuga kingdom, in the neighbouring kingdoms, where cultural traditions held sway over the hearts and minds of the people, seeking out such women as potential brides was not uncommon. Contrary to portraying these women as victims of cultural vices, these neighbours revered them as blessings from the gods, worthy of admiration and respect. 

Driven by a deep-seated reverence for the divine and belief in the sanctity of life, these kingdoms saw the beauty on the faces and the godly bodies of these women as symbols of prestige and fortune rather than iniquities of curse and fate. They regarded these beings as sacred entities, divinely selected for a specific mission, endowed with distinctive attributes that distinguished them from the ordinary. At the heart of these conflicting beliefs, Nyana, an innocent young soul, became a pawn at the intersection of these seemingly ethereal worlds, balancing on a thread that split the boundary between them. Her destiny would lean towards the side that cast a greater shadow over these beliefs and traditions, intricately intertwined with strands of fortune and superstition.  

Consequently, she was destined to become a cherished bride in their realm; her innocence, beauty, and tender age made her more endearing in the enemy’s eyes.

In this carefully planned scheme, Nyana disguised herself as a cursed girl. Under the veil of darkness, a sailor accompanied her to the banks of the Rubyiro River, where her determination would later be tested. As she blessed for exit from the palace, Nyana knew it was now upon herself to masquerade against her enemies. She wore tattered raffia woven from palm fibres, applied a natural clay earth pigment, and transformed herself into the appearance of a haunted, troubled young girl. She practiced her act meticulously, ensuring every movement and sound conveyed the perfect distress image.  

The sailor, a trusted ally in this mission and a symbol of servitude, was aware of the significance of their endeavour. He had known Nyana for as long as she had grown up in the palace and admired her upbringing. This sense of loyalty convinced him to join her in this daunting scheme.  
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Chapter 2: River Rubyiro 
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As dawn breaks, the sailors of Ikaragwe Kingdom are greeted by the haunting cries of a young girl, her voice laden with terror and sorrow. 

As the sailors draw near the riverbank, their hearts laden with worry over the enigmatic wails and ceaseless weeping, they encounter a scene that astonishes them with wonder and disbelief. Barely visible within the dense undergrowth of the river swamp, trembling in the chilling air, is Nyana. Her beauty is enthralling, even amidst her anguish, yet she seems to waver in her conviction and bravery as she confronts the harsh truth of her journey. 

With empathy and compassion, the sailors reach out to Nyana, whose words are filled with urgency and concern. They plead with her to accept their helping hand, offering her whatever aid they could provide to ease her suffering. 

Though Nyana initially feigns reluctance, her sense of self-preservation outweighs her pride, and she reluctantly accepts their offer of assistance. One of the sailors offers her a shawl and kente scarf to cover herself from the unforgiving coldness. With trembling hands, she wraps the threadbare shawl around her shoulders, its warmth a welcome comfort against the chill of the morning fog. 

As she adorned herself with the sailor's scarf, Nyana felt a sense of gratitude wash over her, grateful for the unexpected kindness of strangers in her time of need. Though she remained guarded and wary, she couldn't help but feel a glimmer of hope flicker within her heart, a beacon of light in the darkness of her despair. 

Despite the sailors’ reassurances, Nyana couldn't shake the memories of her brother's promises and her loyalty to her monarchy. While outwardly expressing gratitude for her newfound safety, deep within her heart, a fire burned with determination to fulfil her duty to her kingdom. 

As she interacted with her rescuers, Nyana's keen intellect and intuition went to work, carefully studying their words and actions for any hints or clues that could aid her cause. With each passing moment, she catalogued their strengths and weaknesses, identifying potential avenues for exploitation to benefit her monarchy and undermine her enemies. 

Her mind became a finely tuned instrument of strategy and deception as she plotted and planned her next moves precisely and cunningly. Every smile, gesture, and word her rescuers spoke was analysed and dissected for hidden meaning as she sought to uncover their true intentions and use them to her advantage. 

As she delved deeper into the minds of her companions, Nyana felt a sense of purpose and resolve to overshadow the fear of her ordeal, driving her forward with unwavering determination. For she knew that the fate of her kingdom rested on her shoulders, and she would stop at nothing to ensure its survival, even if it meant shedding blood for her brother’s reign. 

Throughout their journey, Nyana found herself drawn to the sailors who had come to her aid, their companionship a balm to her uncertain destiny. Together, they sailed towards a future filled with her uncertainty but their anticipated reward from nobility. She narrated her ordeal to her rescuers as an assurance of her acceptance of their generosity while deep within her, crafting a narrative intended to play into her enemy's hands that would change the fate of both kingdoms.  

To Nyana's rescuers, her presence was seen as an ingratiation, a potential leverage for patronage in their dealings with their masters. They viewed her as a prize to be delivered to those who held power and influence, a means to curry favour and secure their positions within the hierarchy. 

But to herself, her rescue was not simply a symbol of salvage from death and despair but a burdensome endeavour, an opportunity to turn the tide of battle in favour of her monarchy and undermine her enemies from within. With every interaction, every whispered conversation, she deliberately planted seeds of doubt and diversion, sowing falsehood among her captors that would later break their trust and loyalty. 

Nyana understood the power of information and manipulation skillfully and precisely wielded it. She carefully cultivated relationships with her rescuers, feeding them tidbits of strategic knowledge and false leads to lead them astray. She played the part of the grateful survivor while plotting her next move in the shadowy game of deception and intrigue. 

As she navigated the treacherous paths of palace power, Nyana remained vigilant, her mind sharp and her senses keen. She knew that the fate of her monarchy centred upon her role in feeding valuable information back to it and playing a commanding influence in the enemy palace. She swore to herself to sacrifice everything she held dear to accomplish her mission.

The journey from the Rubyiro River to the sanctuary of the Ikaragwe palace with her rescuers became a narrative from which Nyana gleaned the verses that would dictate her success or failure in safeguarding her monarchy. As they travelled, she absorbed insights into her enemies' power vulnerabilities through their trusted agents masquerading as her rescuers, the intricate geography of enemy territory, and the prevailing mood of its surroundings. 

Through careful observation and intelligent analysis, Nyana transformed the seemingly mundane details of the journey into a roadmap for victory. Every twist and turn of the path, every encounter with friend or foe alike, became a thread in the embroidery of her artistic manoeuvre to preserve her kingdom's safety and sovereignty. 

As they drew closer to their destination, Nyana's resolve hardened, her determination unyielding in the face of adversity. For she knew that the fate of her monarchy was subjected to her success, and she would stop at nothing to secure its future, even when it called for deception and betrayal. 
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Chapter 3: Ikaragwe Kingdom- Cows gather around the hearth. 


[image: ]


“Hello, Mata!” Greeted Nahodha with a sigh of relief. “Good evening Nahodha!” Replied Mata. “Get us warm raw milk for the guest and ourselves. We are hungry and tired.” “Young lady! You are most welcome. Here, we happily serve raw milk from a fresh cow in a milk pot. It’s healthy for you,” said Mata. “Thank you!” Nyana replied with mixed emotions of compassion and service. The black, shiny wooden milk pot deeply contrasted its outer dark texture with the pure white healthy milk inside. This created parallels in Nyana’s mind: her hosts’ inner good intentions, though outwardly reflected dark, evil enemies, whereas she was seen as an angel from the outside, but deep inside herself, she harboured the treachery motives.

Nyana, though grateful for Mata and Nahodha's hospitality, concealed her true intentions beneath a face of politeness. As Mata offered warm raw milk, Nyana accepted graciously, masking her inner anxiety. 

With each sip of the milk, Nyana felt conflicting emotions wash over her. On the one hand, she appreciated the kindness shown to her by her hosts, who had welcomed her with open arms and genuine warmth. Yet, on the other, she harboured a deep-seated resolve to fulfil her mission, even if it meant betraying the trust of those who had shown her kindness. 

As she sat in the warmth of Mata and Nahodha's company, Nyana pondered the complexities of her situation. She knew she walked a fine line between loyalty to her kingdom and deception of her hosts and built her determination to navigate it skillfully and precisely. 

But as the night wore on, Nyana was lulled into a sense of security by Mata and Nahodha's hospitality.  She couldn't shake the feeling of guilt that gnawed at her conscience. Beneath her guise as a grateful guest lay a lady burdened by her duplicity, torn between the demands of duty and the dictates of her heart. 

"Kinzo?" called the senior sailor. "Good evening, Nahodha," replied Kinzo. "The guest for the king from River Rubyiro has arrived. We trekked a long distance without food from the frontier," said the sailor. "Please ask the maid to get her some garb and food. No doubt, she is exhausted and hungry," sympathised Nahodha. "Oh, dear! What an angel," exclaimed Kinzo. "It's strange that even the cows are gazing at her, something not seen before. Nature is hidden with quite a lot of treasures. Come, beautiful soul." Kinzo ushers Nyana to the palace quarters. Nahodha and Mivule retreat to their home. 

As the butler entered the palace's reception area, his eyes fell upon Kinzo's graceful figure, who stood with an air of authority amidst the flurry of activity. Approaching Kinzo with a respectful bow, the butler inquired about the identity of the radiant girl who had captured his attention. 

"Kinzo, who is this beautiful soul?" the butler asked, his tone filled with curiosity and adoration. 

With a calm and measured demeanor, Kinzo provided the necessary context. "The bride accompanied by the sailors. They have returned to their chores. She is the guest of the Monarch. Accord her the utmost care," he explained, his words carrying a sense of solemn responsibility while considering the protocols of nobility. 

Understanding the significance of the guest’s arrival, the butler nodded in acknowledgement. "Understood, Kinzo. I shall ensure that she receives the proper attention and care befitting her status," he affirmed. 

However, before the butler could depart, Kinzo issued one final instruction. "When you return inside, consult His Majesty if he will meet with the guest," he requested, his tone firm yet respectful. 

"Right, I shall," the butler replied, acknowledging Kinzo's directive solemnly. 

With their duties clear and their responsibilities understood, Kinzo and the butler parted ways. Each was tasked with ensuring the guest's arrival was met with the appropriate reverence and hospitality befitting the occasion. As they went about their respective tasks, they did so with purpose and dedication, knowing that their actions observed the protocols within the palace. 

The Chamberlain, escorted by the butler: “Welcome to the palace, beautiful soul!” Exquisite the Chamberlain. With a pretence of fear and timidness, Nyana nods with acceptance without a word. “May I know your name?” Asked the Chamberlain. “Nyana”, she answered. They all exit to the palace. As they enter the palace, the Chamberlain leads the way with an air of elegance, his presence commanding respect and loyalty. Nyana follows behind, though with esteem, her demeanour a delicate balance of poise and trepidation. At the same time, the butler brings up the rear, ensuring that the young guest feels protected and revered for royal protocols. 

Inside the sacred walls of the palace, King Ruhinda sat upon his throne, flanked by his queen mother, Kangoma and Bazara, the senior advisor to the monarchy. Their expressions were a mix of curiosity and anticipation as they awaited the newcomer's arrival. 

As Queen Mother's welcoming words echoed through the inner sanctum, Nyana's heart fluttered with anticipation and apprehension. She maintained her composure, offering a polite nod to acknowledge Kangoma’s greeting, her eyes taking in every detail of her surroundings. 

With graceful poise, Nyana lowered herself to her knees before the king and queen's mother, a gesture of respect and submission ingrained in the customs of the royal court. As she knelt, she felt the moment's weight settle around her, the gravity of her mission looming large in her mind. 

From her stance on the floor covered with animal skins, Nyana absorbed the noble presence of the king and queen’s mother, their authority self-revealing within the chamber. She studied their faces, searching for any hint of suspicion or curiosity that might betray their true intentions. 

At the same time, Nyana allowed her gaze to wander across the expanse of the palace chamber’s intricate interior, taking in the embellished cascaded patterns of lime and charcoal colours that adorned the walls, the shining waves of light that cast swaying shadows, and the intricately carved pillars that reached towards the oval papyrus reed woven ceiling. 

In that moment of quiet contemplation, Nyana was caught between two straddling realms —the one she knew, with its secrets and dangers, and the other of the palace, with its promise of safety and sanctuary. With each passing moment, the palace walls seemed to close around her, sheathing her in their protective cuddle. 

But Nyana knew that appearances could be deceiving, and that danger lurked in the shadows even within the gilded confines of the palace. As she knelt before the king and queen's mother, she resolved to tread carefully and manoeuvre the treacherous intricacies of the realm with skill and cunning to fulfil her clandestine mission with courage and determination. With gentle guidance, Nyana was led from the inner sanctum to her new chamber, where the queen's mother escorted her with tender whispers of assurance and flattery befitting her charming beauty. Once she settled into the room, Nyana couldn't help but feel a sense of awe at the affluence surrounding her. Rainbow-coloured walls, tender floor made of cow skin through which she ran her fingers as they gently slipped into its coloured fur, and the aromatic scent of plants and flowers wafted through the air, filling the chamber with a delicate fragrance that spoke of nature's beauty and abundance. While she settled into her new surroundings, Nyana was enveloped in a web of royal abundance woven into material wealth, nature’s beauty and power. The queen's mother approached Nyana with a warm smile, her presence radiating
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