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“Good for you. And where is your farm?” she asked curiously.

“It is her beauty then that touched you,” Njuguna blurted out in dismay, wondering when the young men would ever learn that beauty is only skin deep, and is like a flower that is in bloom today and withered tomorrow?” | “Yes, she is very beautiful,” Gioko admitted, with a faraway look in his eyes. “Yet, I cannot say it is just that. There is something much more than beauty in her. Something very appealing, something I can’t find words for.” | He spoke only lightly of her virtues, as a modest man might say.

He cast a sidelong glance and declared, “Oh, that’s great!” And shook her soft hand warmly. “Are you in the same class?” He asked inquisitively.

Her answer took him by surprise because he had not expected it. He was silent for a while before he said in a doubtful voice, “Won’t your parents mind?”

"Have you missed someone else better?" her mother quipped tersely, her eyes glassy and fixed.
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INTRODUCTION

This is the first of a set of five fiction books that narrates the life of one Gioko. He is the third-born son in the Muhoro family.

Allegedly persecuted by his extended family members, Muhoro abandoned his land and fled from the region of his birth to a distant region where he settled as a squatter.

Impressed by how industrious the young foreigner was, the man who had given him a piece of his land to till also gave him his daughter in marriage. The couple was blessed with five children – three boys and two girls.

Even though their father was not only unwilling to return but also abhorred talking about the land he had left behind in his ancestral region, his son Gioko greatly detested their status as squatters, knowing they had land.

And so, upon completing his schooling at the age of 20, he persuaded his father to allow him to reclaim their land and settle there.

The family feared for his life, but when he persisted in his request, they reluctantly allowed him to go. 

This, then, is an adventure story of his new life there.

ONE

Young Gioko was the third of the five children in Muhoro’s family- three boys and two girls. He was a youth with eyes, and hair as black as a raven, and a smile as warm as the sun. Among the boys, he stood head and shoulders, taller than the rest, and had inherited much of his appearance from his mother and his resoluteness from his father. Even though young, his bearing had a certain dignity. His face was the kind you looked at twice. He was the type destined to leave a long-enduring mark on his life.  

“I kimwana giatukia nyina atia,” their neighbours would often remark, decrying how the boy resembled his mother. A boy ought to resemble his father, not his mother, the men argued. If his father unexpectedly happened to hear it, he was never vexed in any way. He never uttered a word, nor was there any change in his features. He made no angry gestures, for he loved all his children equally – those that resembled him, and those that did not. 

Mr. Muhoro and his wife were thankfully aware that children were a gift from God, and so they deeply empathized with those couples who had not been given the grace of parenthood by God. They raised their five children with love and discipline. Every achievement was a cause for celebration.  Still, they worried and fretted about their children. How will they turn out when they are grown? They often reflected. Will they be a disgrace or a blessing? Will they turn out to be Abels or Cains? They had observed so many wayward youths in their midst to disturb them. Some had taken to drugs, or some who had wasted themselves in alcoholism, among other vices. However, they felt incompetent to chart the course of their own children’s lives; hence, they were determined to cooperate with God in the task of moulding them. 

And so, Muhoro was stern, as a soldier might be, but always hearty and placable, knowing that a good example is more compelling than glowing words.

“Where have you been the whole day?” Mr. Muhoro barked at Gioko when he turned up very late one evening

“I had gone to visit my cousin, Njoroge,” Gioko replied fearfully, trying his utmost to defend himself. But out came the stick, and his bottom was raw before his father could put down the stick. 

“Spare him, father,” his elder brother Joshua implored, almost in tears himself, “he will never do it again.”

Mr Muhoro thought he was doing the best for his son. Spare the stick and spoil the child, he believed. 

“Yes, let it happen again, and I shall thrash you, so that you will not walk again for days,” the father threatened as he put down the stick.

Gioko was thankful for his elder brother’s intervention, which earned him a reprieve from his father’s wrath. It was a debt he did not know how to repay.

Every father appears stern when he is training his children. It is only when they have grown and acquired the virtues that their father was instilling that they appreciate his wisdom and love. 
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Muhoro was intolerant, but he always helped his children with their work, and toiled with them with a jovial din, especially with the lazy child, trying to show him or her the joy and the dignity of menial work. He taught them to be honest and do whatever they did well, or else their lives would be incomplete. He showed them how to persevere and how to overcome adversity with a positive attitude.  Even though severe, he was kind and just, especially when a child asked for his forgiveness. He was a man both loving and severe, a tender heart and an inflexible will.

However, their mother was different. She always had praise for her children, and when necessary, a mild rebuke. She ensured that they attended mass on Sundays, and often read to them some Bible verses that told them about Jesus, who came from heaven to save the world, cast the captives’ chains aside, and liberate the slaves. The children would stare at her, fascinated, but without comprehending. She was not fooled, though, but did not lose hope. She knew someday, with God’s grace, they would understand and come to love their Saviour as much as she did. Her face would then radiate a charisma that was brighter than the daffodils.
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When the children grew older, she ensured that the family sat together around a table after Mass for devotion, where they sang, read the Psalms, and reflected on other Scriptures. It was the time to ask for forgiveness if anyone had offended another, including the parents. Thereafter, they would enjoy a sumptuous Sunday lunch. The practice helped the family to bond and to know the Lord. She instilled in them that Sunday was a day to celebrate our Lord’s resurrection, and they all looked forward to it.

“Oh, how fast the children have grown,” she remarked to her husband one evening, a faint smile playing on her lips, as they sat by the fire, after the children had gone to sleep.

“Yes,” he replied, with a thoughtful face as though in a dream. “And they have acquired, as though gifts from God, different personalities, with their own opinions and dreams and ideas. Do you notice how different they have become, even though they sprout from the same plant?”

He was sitting leisurely at a table, his long legs sticking out straight before him. They were always the last to go to bed and sat down together, speaking of many things, of what they had once thought and said, of bad times and good times.

“Yes, they are like differently coloured little stones, which when brought together form a beautiful mosaic,” she said. Her thoughts chased each other swiftly as lightning through her mind.

“Precisely,” he said, smiling, “separately, there is no such beauty. Some look rough, others delicate. Some look precious, others worthless. As individual stones, we can do little with them, but when brought together, they enrich the family.”

“Yes,” she said softly, her eyes shining. “So all of them are important. If one of them is missing, even the least spectacular, the mosaic is incomplete.”

“Yes, you can say that,” he said, gazing tenderly at her face, “A family is a fellowship of little people. Brought together, they show the face of Christ - the mosaic.”

“Of course,” she said after some silence that seemed like eternity,” yet sometimes it feels as though we are keeping in one enclosure, a menagerie of different wild animals, which might be at each other’s throats any moment, if we were not careful with them. At that time, I pray to God that the beast personality within them may always be suppressed by the angel that is also within them, and unify those disintegrated personalities into one.”

“Mother of Joshua,” he said after some silence, gazing at her thoughtful face. “It is the same with us, too. We are not different from them. We need God’s grace to help us live in harmony.” 

“Indeed, we do, Father of Joshua, lest the evil within us dominate our lives. However, they all have something else in common,” she said with a smile, her face now relaxed.

He gave her a once-over before asking, “What is that, Mother of Joshua?”

She paused for a while studying his face, then in a soft voice, gentle and low, said, “Endless humour, and laughing eyes, as each pursues the prompting of his or her various moods.”

He laughed loudly before saying in jest, “It is only women who notice that kind of thing. Men don’t.” 

She sat in silence, musing about what he had said, and hoped that her children would enjoy their youth, for it does not last. Enjoy it, for it is not always May, and there are no birds in last year’s nests.

Suddenly, she stiffened, ashamed that she had excluded her husband from her thoughts. With her arms reaching out and her eyes glowing, she said, “I love you, my husband.”

He said nothing, but pulled her up, wrapping his two big arms around her, and smothered her head into his bosom, so hard that she was breathless when she came up for air. He kissed her lips tenderly, then, with a rump in his throat, said, “I love you too, my wife.”

Thus, they sat and talked until very late in the night. It was perhaps this that kept their family united, as though it had one heart and one soul. Talking and listening to each other, never hiding anything from each other. They disagreed with each other sometimes without any ill feelings, much like a person disagrees with himself. They taught each other and learned from each other. Their mutually loving hearts were evident in their faces, eyes, voices, and many other interactions, which were a manifestation of souls welded into one.

Then, intuitively, as though they had exhausted what they wanted to say to each other for that night, they rose from their seats and, with their arms around each other’s shoulders, they made their way to their room. They were exultant to God, not only for being blessed with the gift of each other but also for placing their children under their care. They knew it was a significant trust and prayed to the merciful God to guide them in executing their unique mandate.
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The parents ensured that the family always had their meals together. At the dining table, they felt a current of love passing through them. They felt at home with one another. They shared their experiences, thoughts, and feelings. They felt united. They exchanged stories and anecdotes. Their house was full of laughter. It was a family like no other. A family that not only eats together but also prays together always remains together. They were like strands twined together to form a stout rope, strong enough to lift an enormous weight.
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TWO

Thus passed a few swift years, and the siblings were no longer children. Young Gioko continued to grow in stature and favour with all the villagers. He was a bold youth, and his ruddy face was like the face of the morning that gladdened the earth, with its light, and was ever ready to translate his thought into action.

Gioko’s father, Muhoro, had emigrated from another region of the country a generation ago, as though fleeing from the land of bondage.  He claimed that some bigoted and evil people, jealous of his father’s prosperity, made a league against them to molest them and destroy them. He abhorred talking about it. He remembered with bitterness the death of his father, a brother, a sister, and finally his mother, allegedly through witchcraft, and would wince. All his family gone, he was left alone and helpless. He remembered with great pain how, in his youth, these evil people made him feel an outcast and rejected, as one infected with a pestilence. At every gate, he was mocked, jeered, and spurned by his peers. To escape from this life of anguish, where his young soul was daily wounded and unable to shield himself from them, he fled from the region as though it were banishment.

The flight through the jungle that teemed with dangerous animals, swift rivers, and abysses almost impassable by human feet, took many days and nights to complete. The fire of his anger, burning and crackling within his breast, fanned him on. Silent and moody, he trekked disregarding any discomfort. The wind and rain were his only companions. At last, he arrived in the new region, as the rooster crowed with the same voice that once startled penitent Peter, to proclaim the arrival of dawn, and the stars were beginning to fade.  Before his father breathed his last, amidst great pain, he had informed him of his relatives who lived in this region. 

Wincing in unbearable pain and gasping for air, he had told him in a voice barely audible, “My son, go seek refuge there.”

The long journey had exhausted him, and he was ill, almost at the brink of death, but he had made it and the curious relatives nursed the delirious stranger back to health.

Disclosing the reason for his coming there, their hearts were touched by his story, and they gave him the warmest and friendliest welcome and compassionately allowed him to settle among them, albeit as a squatter.

“I can never repay you for this generosity,” he had said, thankful tears streaming down his haggard face.

“Say no more,” a compassionate voice of an elderly man told him. “It was God who brought you here. Let a new and better life begin for you. You are not a stranger. No, you are among brothers and sisters - a son of our mother’s other sons.”

No need to say how these words brought comfort to Muhoro’s anxious heart. In those days, people lived more grandly, with ampler hospitality now somewhat fallen into decay. The villagers were simple folks who dwelt together, united in love for one another. They had no locks to their doors, nor bars to their windows. They lived in a classless community, where the rich and the poor cared for each other. It is here, in this far-flung hamlet, that Muhoro arrived, an exile from nowhere, and found among these friendly people a home and a country. For him, the world was no longer dark, but illumined with love. Meekly, he bowed his head and murmured, “Father, I thank you for leading my feet here, and minding me all the way. I can’t thank you enough for caring for me, an awful sinner.” 

Even though merely a youth, he had a grateful heart. He knew it was not his effort alone that brought him here. There was someone else, though invincible, who accompanied him, guiding his every step. That person was God.

Beyond his wildest dreams, he met very kind people here. Nothing heals a broken heart like kindness. Eventually, the shadowy gloom faded from his face and eyes and was replaced by a glow that emanated from his now-peaceful soul.
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The years came and the years went, five in all. The sun rose and set. The moons waxed and waned, the flowers bloomed and died. The slow years passed by and ceased to be. Safe from all adversity, Muhoro laboured as though he were an indefatigable tide that evermore carries God’s errand to the sea, and back to the land unceasingly. Each morning saw some task begin, each evening saw it finished. Something attempted, something done. Now and then, his voice could be heard singing. And at night, asleep, he had earned the night’s repose. On Sundays, he rested and attended mass at the local church, ensuring he offered, during offertory, the best his farm produced. Thus God blessed him. It was in his fifth year when he had somewhat prospered that Muhoro married his wife, Nyokabi. She was tall, slender, and pretty, like a young sapling – a
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