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THE PRICE OF ORDER
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“Order has a price. Someone always pays it.”

Author’s Note

This work is a work of fiction. Names, institutions, places, and events have been imagined to explore the dynamics of power, governance, and accountability. Any resemblance to real persons or events is coincidental.

The story reflects a broader truth: that political systems often value stability over justice—and that the cost of maintaining order is rarely borne by those who demand it.
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Hon. Richard Ogalo had developed the habit of scanning the street before stepping out of his car.

It was not fear exactly—at least not in the crude sense—but caution born of years spent poking his fingers into places powerful people preferred left untouched. Files vanished. Witnesses recanted. Anonymous calls crackled through his phone in the dead of night, heavy with menace and false warmth.

Still, he had never altered his routine.

The black government Prado rolled to a stop along Taifa Avenue, the late-morning sun bouncing off glass towers and windscreens. Nairobi throbbed with its usual chaos—blaring matatus, impatient horns, hawkers weaving between cars, office workers spilling onto pavements for lunch. Life, loud and careless.

Ogalo glanced at his watch. Late already.

He opened the door and stepped out.

His driver followed a pace behind, eyes scanning left and right. They had parked barely twenty metres from the entrance of the restaurant where Ogalo was to meet a whistleblower—one of many these days—an accountant from a state corporation whose books were a maze of invented numbers.

Ogalo adjusted his tie, the familiar weight of responsibility settling on his shoulders. Chair of the Public Accounts Committee was not a ceremonial title. It was a battlefield.

He had taken three steps when the first man appeared.

The stranger emerged from between two parked vehicles, hoodie pulled low, moving with purpose. Ogalo registered him vaguely—another face in the city’s endless churn—until the man reached into his jacket.

Everything slowed.

The shout came late. The driver lunged forward. A gun flashed in the sunlight.

The first shot struck Ogalo high in the chest, knocking the breath clean out of him. The second followed almost instantly, lower this time. He staggered, confusion blooming into pain, the street tilting violently.

People screamed.

The gunman fired once more into the air, a sharp, commanding crack that froze the crowd. “Simu! Leta simu!” he shouted, snatching Ogalo’s phone as the MP collapsed to the pavement.

To anyone watching, it was chaos. A robbery. Another statistic.

But the gunman did not fumble. He did not panic. He backed away steadily, eyes alert, movements practiced. A boda boda rider who had been waiting nearby kicked his engine to life as if on cue.

Within seconds, they were gone.

Ogalo lay on the pavement, the sky above him painfully bright. His driver knelt beside him, hands slick with blood, shouting for help that came too late.

As the world dimmed, Ogalo’s thoughts drifted—not to fear, not even to anger—but to a bitter, unfinished resolve.

I was close, he thought.

And then there was nothing.

By nightfall, the headlines were unanimous:

MP KILLED IN BOTCHED ROBBERY ATTEMPT

The truth died with him.

Or so they believed.
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CHAPTER ONE – Inheritance

[image: ]



Order has a price, his father used to say. The argument is only ever about who pays it.



P

atrick Agan Ogalo learned of his father’s death the way most modern tragedies arrived—through a vibrating phone and a voice struggling to sound composed.

He was in the university library, seated beneath flickering fluorescent lights, reviewing a policy brief he barely understood but felt he ought to. Development economics, governance frameworks, postcolonial accountability—subjects his father had insisted mattered if the country was ever to change.

“Patrick?” the voice said. It was Uncle Ben, his father’s younger brother.

“Yes?”

There was a pause, heavy and unmistakable. “You need to come home. Now.”

Patrick stood before the words were fully spoken. Chairs scraped behind him as he gathered his bag with shaking hands. “What’s wrong?”

Another pause. Then, quietly: “It’s your father.”

The drive to their family home passed in a blur of traffic lights and half-formed prayers. By the time Patrick arrived, the gate was open, cars spilling into the driveway—relatives, neighbours, men in dark suits he recognised from campaign posters and news clips.

Inside, the house smelled of tea and grief.

His mother sat on the living-room sofa, composed in a way that felt unnatural. Priscah Ogalo wore a black shawl loosely around her shoulders, her face pale but dry-eyed. When she saw Patrick, she rose and pulled him into an embrace that felt firm, almost rehearsed.

“They say it was a robbery,” she whispered into his shoulder. “God help us.”

Patrick nodded numbly, unable to speak.

Later, alone in his childhood bedroom, he watched the news on mute. Footage of Taifa Avenue replayed endlessly—blood-stained pavement blurred for decency, yellow police tape flapping uselessly in the wind.

MP gunned down in broad daylight.
A shocking crime.
Police promise swift investigations.
He switched off the television.

Patrick had grown up around politics the way other children grew up around farming or business. Dinner-table conversations had revolved around budgets and bills, court rulings and committee hearings. He knew the rhythms of campaigns, the language of rallies, the careful public smiles that hid private calculations.

But none of it had prepared him for this.

The funeral was a national affair.

They buried Hon. Richard Ogalo beneath a blistering sun in Kombura Constituency, his coffin draped in party colours, the air thick with speeches and staged sorrow. Party leaders arrived in convoys, praising his integrity, his courage, his service.

Patrick stood beside his mother, listening to words that felt both true and hollow.

“He was fearless,” one senior official declared. “A man of the people.”

Patrick wondered how fearless men ended up dead on pavements.

In the days that followed, the visitors did not stop coming.

First, it was party officials—condolences delivered with solemn faces and careful timing. Then came elders, clergy, business leaders. Each stayed just long enough to plant a thought before leaving.

Your father was irreplaceable.
The people trusted him.
Kombura needs continuity.
Patrick resisted at first. “I’m not a politician,” he said repeatedly. “Not like my father.”

They smiled indulgently, as though he had missed an obvious truth.

“You are his son.”

The by-election was announced barely a month after the burial.

That night, Patrick sat across from his mother at the dining table, the house finally quiet.

“They want me to run,” he said.

Priscah poured tea carefully, her hands steady. “And will you?”

“I don’t know anything about campaigns. Parliament. Power.” He hesitated. “I don’t even know if I want that life.”

She met his eyes then, something hard flickering briefly beneath the grief. “Your father believed in accountability. In courage. If you walk away now, what happens to everything he stood for?”

Patrick looked down at his hands.

The idea frightened him. But it also stirred something dangerous and intoxicating—a sense of purpose, of unfinished business.

Outside, Nairobi hummed on, indifferent to personal grief.

Somewhere in the city, men who had planned a murder watched the news and smiled.

The son was stepping into the arena.
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CHAPTER TWO 
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The Arrangement

T

he man with the gold signet ring never spoke first.

That was his rule.

They met in a room that did not officially exist.

The conference suite lay two floors beneath a private members’ club in Upper Hill, accessible only by a service elevator that required both a keycard and a fingerprint. No windows. No signage. Even the waiters were outsourced and rotated regularly.

Six people sat around the oval table.

Two wore tailored suits that marked them as Cabinet-level officials. Another—a woman in a muted grey dress—represented the financial sector, her presence unofficial but indispensable. Across from her sat two Members of Parliament whose influence far exceeded their public profiles.

At the head of the table sat Priscah Ogalo.

She had removed her widow’s black.

“The boy is hesitating,” one of the MPs said, breaking the silence. “Grief has a way of making people unpredictable.”

Priscah folded her hands calmly. “Patrick is cautious, not unpredictable. He was raised to question. That is his weakness—and his strength.”

A man with rimless glasses leaned back in his chair. “Weaknesses can be managed.”

“Strengths can be redirected,” Priscah replied. “He respects legacy. Use that.”

Another voice cut in, low and impatient. “We cannot afford delays. Kombura controls too many conduits. NG allocations alone—”

“—are secure,” Priscah interrupted sharply. “Provided continuity is maintained.”

The woman in grey tapped her pen. “And if he refuses?”

Priscah’s gaze did not waver. “He won’t.”

A pause settled over the room.

“Public sympathy is with him,” one Cabinet Secretary said. “A clean name. No scandals. The optics are perfect.”

“Exactly,” said Priscah. “Patrick gives us insulation. No one suspects a grieving son. And if the seat goes to an outsider, the questions resume.”

The man with rimless glasses frowned. “He shares his father’s moral stubbornness.”

“Yes,” Priscah agreed softly. “But not his instincts. Richard knew when to be silent. Patrick still believes institutions work.”

A faint smile flickered around the table.

“That can be... educated out of him,” someone said.

Priscah rose, smoothing her jacket. “We do not coerce him. We do not threaten him. We surround him. Party elders. Clergy. Youth leaders. A sense of destiny.”

“And if he starts asking questions?” the woman asked.

“He won’t,” Priscah said. “Not yet. Grief clouds judgment.”

She glanced at her phone. A single unread message glowed on the screen—Patrick.

“He will run,” she continued. “He will win. And when he sits in Parliament, the file his father was opening will quietly disappear.”

Silence followed.

Then the Cabinet Secretary nodded. “Proceed.”

As they filed out, Priscah remained behind for a moment, alone in the artificial light.

Her face softened—not with remorse, but calculation.

Forgive me, she thought, without quite meaning it. This is bigger than blood.

Above ground, Patrick Ogalo sat in his childhood bedroom, staring at a campaign flyer he had not agreed to but somehow already existed.

HON. PATRICK A. OGALO
FOR KOMBURA
The die had been cast.​
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