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    At the edge of this last sun, where shadows lengthen and memories awaken. May this story guide you toward your own light, between heritage and renewal. With all my friendship.
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Preface
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There are places that appear on no map, yet live on in the folds of memory.
Places made of light and dust, where every stone seems to have an ear, and every tree, a voice.
I grew up hearing those voices—some clear as water drawn from a well, others muffled by sand and years. They spoke of ancestors who had walked all the way to the sea, of rivers that had changed their course, of suns that had set and never risen elsewhere.
This book was born from those voices.
It is not a testimony, not quite a work of fiction either. It is a shoreline where memories—real or imagined—wash ashore, worn smooth by the tide of time until they are almost unrecognizable.
The characters you will meet may have existed. Or perhaps not.
But each carries a truth within them: that of a world slowly fading away, like the day slipping behind the horizon.
To those who read these pages, I ask only this: walk slowly. Listen to the silence between the sentences. Watch the shadows stretch. For at the edge of the last sun, there is no true ending—only a sky changing its color.

— MBIDA MBIDA CAMILLE
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Synopsis
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At the twilight of a colonial empire fading from the maps, a young mixed-race man, Issa, returns to his mother’s village on the banks of a red river.
He carries within him two inheritances that do not speak to one another: the language of his father, a French officer who vanished during the war, and that of his mother, a griot whose songs tell of the origins of the world.
In this land where sand devours roads and elders search the sky for signs of the future, Issa seeks to understand what shattered his family.
Each encounter—a fisherman who speaks to the stars, a woman who watches over a millennia-old tree, a child who refuses to speak—draws him closer to a larger truth: memory is not only what we keep, but also what we choose to forget.
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Introduction
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Evening fell swiftly, as though it were eager to cover the village.
From the top of the hill, Issa watched the river darken, shifting from copper to deep black. Canoes returned in silence, their silhouettes gliding through the red reflections of the last sun.
He had not been back here in twenty years. And yet, nothing had truly changed. The same clay houses, the same thatched roofs, the same scent of smoke mingled with ripe mangoes.
He descended slowly, dust rising beneath his steps. The children had stopped playing to watch him pass, as though they recognized in him an old face, long forgotten.
In the distance, a drum beat at regular intervals, calling the villagers to the central square. The sound echoed within him like a heart abruptly awakened.
When he reached the first house, he felt the light fade behind him. The day had just died.
And with it, something inside him opened—a door neither time nor exile had managed to seal.
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Part One: The Return
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Chapter One – The Hill and the River
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The Last Sun of the Journey

The sky stretched into a burning gradient, where red slowly dissolved into the gentle shadow of dusk. Issa walked steadily along the dirt path winding through dried grasses, the heels of his shoes lifting fine golden dust that the wind carried away. Nearly twenty years had passed since he last set foot on this land. Twenty years since he had left this sleeping village by the river, and twenty years during which he had carried, deep within his memory, the blurred image of that final evening.

The sun hung low, just above the horizon, like a weary brazier on the verge of dying out. Its glowing light bathed the river, turning it into an uncertain mirror where the reflections of trees, heavy clouds, and the few returning canoes mingled. There was something irrevocable about this hour—an instant suspended between the end of day and the beginning of night, when everything could shift.

Issa felt a familiar weight in his chest, a blend of melancholy and longing that tightened his throat. The warm wind carried scents he knew by heart: the burnt wood of cooking fires, overripe fruit fallen from mango trees, the damp breath of the river mingled with the red earth. Each breath seemed to whisper ancient stories to him, secrets murmured by the generations that had come before.

He stopped for a moment, facing the river he had dreamed of so often since leaving. Its calm waters flowed slowly toward the unknown, carrying with them the stories of men, women, and children who had lived along its banks. This river—powerful and silent—was the beating heart of the village, an unchanging witness to joys and sorrows, wars and loves.

He remembered his childhood, running along these same paths, free and careless. He saw himself again as a barefoot boy, playing with the other children by the water’s edge, throwing stones into the current and laughing until night fell. These memories intertwined with more recent ones, marked by absence, departure, and silence.

Around him, nature seemed to hold its breath. Birds had grown scarce, insects had ceased their song, and only the steady pulse of a distant drum pierced the calm of dusk. Issa knew that drum well: it was the call of the village, the sound that gathers souls beyond words, announcing meetings, celebrations, and shared moments.

As he continued walking, he noticed shadows stretching across the clay façades of the huts. Each house, each thatched roof, seemed steeped in a silent memory, as though time itself had frozen within those fragile walls. From a few windows, a flickering light escaped—a promise of stories told by the fire, of laughter and tears entwined.

Issa felt his heart tighten. This journey was not merely a return to a place, but a return to himself, to his deep and complex roots. He knew the days ahead would be filled with encounters and revelations, sometimes painful. Yet he also knew that the last sun still burning there, at the very edge of the horizon, would guide him.

He placed his hand on the rough trunk of an acacia, as if to anchor himself to the land calling him back. The warmth of the bark seemed to carry an ancient energy, an invisible bond between the living and those who had passed on. Issa inhaled deeply, letting the sensation wash over him.

The sky slowly turned violet, then deep blue. Stars began to pierce the dark veil of the rising night. The river, now almost black, reflected their light, as though inviting Issa to continue his journey, to listen to the stories still carried by wind and water.

Before taking the final path leading into the village, he stopped once more to watch the sun disappear behind the distant line of hills. That moment—fragile and powerful—was a promise of a new beginning.

With the last ray brushing his face, Issa stepped forward, ready to confront both the shadows and the light of his past, at the edge of the last sun.






The Children Who Fell Silent


The path dipped gently toward the heart of the village, his feet treading the packed earth where life had once flowed with the slow rhythm of the tides. As Issa walked on, he felt eyes lingering on him—silent yet heavy—watching from narrow alleys and small paths bordered by thorny shrubs.

At a crossroads, he caught sight of a group of children squatting around a wood fire, their faces lit by flickering flames












The Drum That Calls
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