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To all those who believe that love can bridge every border, silence every whisper, and plant roots in any soil.
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This novel is a story born from the crossroads of cultures. Inspired by the experiences of growing up in Western Kenya, surrounded by tradition, community, and resilience, I wanted to explore how love transcends boundaries—geographical, cultural, and emotional.

In When Roots Touch The Sky, I weave together Kenyan village life and European society, showing that the heart’s language remains universal. The novel seeks not only to entertain but also to invite reflection on identity, belonging, and the power of connection in an increasingly globalized world.
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Chapter One – The Encounter
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For as long as Julius Alexander—known in his home village as Ochieng Gamu—could remember, his life had been stitched together by the rhythms of rural Busia. Born in Lwanya, where the land met the Sio River, he grew up surrounded by the music of pounding pestles, the smell of fresh ugali on wood fires, and the sight of cattle grazing under acacia trees. His nickname, Gamu, came from his childhood mischief: always dancing to any drumbeat, whether at funerals, weddings, or harvest festivals. To his people, he was not just Julius Alexander, but Ochieng Gamu—a boy who carried laughter in his steps and a stubborn loyalty to his roots.

Yet destiny had pulled him beyond the familiar. By sheer persistence, and the sacrifices of his family, he had made it to the University of Nairobi, where he was pursuing a degree in anthropology. In lecture halls, he listened to professors speak of history, language, and the collision of cultures. At times he felt like an outsider among polished Nairobi students who wore branded shoes and spoke of summer trips abroad, but he carried within him a quiet pride. He was the son of Lwanya, and his story mattered too.

It was on a breezy Saturday afternoon that he found himself at the National Museum of Kenya. The anthropology department had organized a cultural exhibition, bringing together students, researchers, and international visitors. The air buzzed with languages—English, Swahili, French, Portuguese—mingling like colors on a canvas. Stalls displayed Maasai beadwork, Luo lyres, Luhya gourds, and photographs of African rituals.

Julius wandered through the crowd, his lean frame dressed in a simple checked shirt, his eyes alive with curiosity. He paused at a display showing traditional fishing methods from Lake Victoria—woven traps, spears, and faded photographs of men hauling tilapia. It reminded him of his grandfather, who still fished at dawn with bare hands and stubborn pride.

That was when he noticed her.

She stood a few steps away, sketchbook in hand, sketching the fishing display with quick, precise strokes. Her hair was auburn-blonde, tied loosely, and her skin was fair, catching the filtered sunlight that streamed through the museum’s glass roof. She wore a light linen dress, the kind Julius had only seen in magazines, and carried herself with an ease that suggested she belonged everywhere—and nowhere.

Curiosity made him linger.

As if sensing his gaze, she looked up. Her eyes were green, sharp yet warm. “You’re staring,” she said softly, her accent lilting with a European undertone.

Flustered, Julius scratched his neck. “Sorry. I was only... surprised. You draw?”

She tilted the sketchbook toward him. The pencil lines captured the curves of the fishing trap, but she had added something extra—a boy with a goat at the riverbank, watching quietly. It startled him.

“That looks like... me,” he murmured.

She smiled. “Perhaps it is. My name is Maria Fernandes. I’m from Portugal. I’m here for a cultural exchange program—studying how traditions survive in modern societies.” She extended her hand.

He hesitated, then took it. Her grip was firm but gentle, her nails trimmed like someone practical. “I’m Julius Alexander. But at home, they call me Ochieng Gamu.”

Her brow furrowed with interest. “What does it mean?”

He chuckled, embarrassed. “It means the boy who dances too much. I was... restless as a child.”

Maria laughed, the sound clear and unguarded. “That is a good name. A name with a story.”

They began walking together, weaving between stalls. She asked him about the instruments, the gourds, the fishing spears. He found himself explaining with unusual passion—how his grandmother taught him the meaning of each drumbeat, how his people in Busia prepared millet beer for ceremonies, how even goats had a role in rituals of passage. To his surprise, Maria listened intently, jotting notes, her eyes shining as if these details were treasures.

When they reached a corner displaying colonial photographs, Maria paused. Black-and-white images showed men in chains, women carrying loads under European overseers, children staring blankly at cameras.

Her voice dropped. “Sometimes, I feel... ashamed. Portugal, my country—it was part of this history. Colonies, slavery. It is hard to stand here.”

Julius studied her, sensing her sincerity. “History is heavy,” he said slowly. “But we are not prisoners of it. You are here, listening, learning. That matters.”

She turned to him, visibly moved. “You speak like a philosopher, Julius Alexander.”

He grinned shyly. “No, just a villager who has seen both soil and books.”

As the afternoon wore on, the crowd thinned. Outside, jacaranda trees shed their purple blossoms, carpeting the paths. They sat on a bench near the museum gardens, watching children chase each other. Julius felt both awkward and exhilarated. Never before had he spoken so freely to a foreigner, especially one who seemed to look at him as an equal.

“Tell me,” Maria said at last, “what do you dream of, Julius?”

He looked out at the garden, his mind flickering between Lwanya’s red soil and the towering skyline of Nairobi. “I dream of bridging worlds,” he said. “Of carrying the wisdom of my village into the modern world, without losing either. Sometimes I wonder if that is possible.”

Maria touched her sketchbook thoughtfully. “Maybe that is why we met. To test if such bridges can exist.”

Their eyes met, and for a moment, the noise of the city seemed to fade.

When the university bus honked, calling students back, Maria stood reluctantly. “I hope we meet again, Ochieng Gamu.”

He smiled, his heart beating faster than he wanted to admit. “We will. Nairobi is big, but not that big.”

As she walked away, her linen dress swaying, Julius sat frozen on the bench, replaying every word. Something in his world had shifted—not violently, but like a seed quietly sprouting beneath the soil.

And though he could not yet name it, he felt it: a story had begun.
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Chapter Two – Between Lecture Halls and Jacaranda Trees
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The Monday after the museum exhibition arrived with its usual Nairobi buzz—matatus honking along University Way, street vendors hawking roasted maize, students hurrying across campus with books clutched to their chests. Yet for Julius Alexander, or Ochieng Gamu as his childhood voice still whispered within him, the world seemed to carry a different rhythm.

He had not stopped thinking about Maria Fernandes since their encounter at the museum. The sound of her laughter lingered in his memory, along with the way she had listened—truly listened—when he spoke about Busia. To be heard like that, without judgment or condescension, was rare. He wondered if fate—or perhaps some ancestral spirit—had arranged their meeting.

That afternoon, as he left a lecture on African oral traditions, he spotted her near the university’s main library. She sat on the low stone steps beneath a jacaranda tree, the purple petals scattered around her like fallen stars. She was sketching again, her concentration so deep that she didn’t notice him approach.

“Are you always drawing?” Julius asked, smiling.

Maria looked up, her eyes lighting in recognition. “And you are always appearing where I least expect.”

He chuckled. “Maybe it is the city that is small, not me who is following you.”

She patted the step beside her. “Sit, Ochieng Gamu.”

He lowered himself onto the stone, his bag slipping off his shoulder. Her sketchbook lay open to a drawing of the library façade, but she had added students in
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