
Welcome to Echoes of Valor 

A Guided Introduction           

Thank you for stepping into Echoes of Valor. 

What you are about to read is not a preview in the commercial sense. It is an invitation to history, to conscience, and to a world where 

resistance is not born in battlefields, but in understanding. 

This novel reimagines the early life and awakening of Mekatilili wa Menza, long before she would be remembered as the fearless 

matriarch of the Giriama resistance.  

It asks a quieter, more unsettling question: 

What must a person learn — and endure — before they decide that obedience is no longer an option? 

The three excerpts you hold were chosen deliberately.  

Each stands on its own, yet together they trace the moral architecture of the novel. 

 

      Understanding Systemic Injustice 

How oppression is designed, not accidental 

In this first excerpt, a young Mnyazi receives a lesson that will shape her inner life long before history takes note of her actions. 

Through a probing conversation with Friar Mark, she is introduced to a truth many societies resist acknowledging: that injustice 

survives not because of villains alone, but because systems reward silence, obedience, and forgetting. 



This passage draws on history, philosophy, and African moral traditions — including Ubuntu — to examine how power disguises 

itself as order.              

Read this slowly.  

It is the novel’s ethical compass. 

 

       Into the Abyss 

Where courage is tested, and innocence is lost 

The second excerpt follows Dyeka into his first true encounter with violence.  

What begins as a rite of passage among the Narok morans descends into fear, bloodshed, and irreversible consequences during a raid 

near Mai Mahiu. 

This is not a celebration of battle.  

It is an inquiry into its cost. 

Dyeka survives.  

He proves himself.  

But something essential fractures along the way, and that fracture will follow him long after the dust settles.           

This is the moment where becoming a man collides with remaining human. 

 



         The Berlin Conference 

Where destinies are decided in rooms without Africans 

The final excerpt shifts continents, languages, and scale. 

In the halls of power in Europe, Africa is partitioned with rulers and pens; its peoples discussed as abstractions, its futures traded as 

conveniences.  

No African voice is present.  

None is invited. 

This epilogue exists to remind us that what unfolds in villages and forests is often determined far away, by men who will never see the 

consequences of their decisions.              

History does not begin where it hurts. 

It begins where it is decided. 

 

Before You Continue 

These excerpts are thresholds, not summaries. 

If you find yourself unsettled, reflective, or quietly angry that is not accidental.  

Echoes of Valor was written to resist comfort, not offer it. 

Thank you for reading with intention.  



— 

Brian Njenga 
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Understanding Systemic Injustice 

In a glade where whispers of history speak, 

Mnyazi learns of chains unseen. 

Systemic injustice, silent, yet not weak, 

A shadowed stage where inequality convenes. 

 

Invisible threads that bind and confine, 

Woven into society’s very core. 

A hidden plight, a subtle design, 

Of disparities, discrimination, and more. 

 

Mnyazi’s mind journeys through the maze, 

Understanding the depth of the unspoken. 

The systemic injustice, a silent blaze, 

Burning the dreams of those forgotten, broken. 

Friar Mark’s words, like a lantern bright, 

Illuminate the path, the unseen snare. 



Shedding light on what’s hidden from sight, 

Revealing the weight that many bear. 

 

In this dance of shadows and light, 

Mnyazi’s heart learns to see. 

The plight of those out of sight, 

Yearning for a taste of equity. 

 

A leader’s task, not just to inspire, 

But to break the chains, set free the bound. 

To dismantle, disrupt, and rewire, 

Where injustice and silence are found. 

 

Mnyazi’s resolve, like a river’s flow, 

Strong and determined, to make things right. 

In her heart, a seed begins to grow, 

A pledge to stand up, to join the fight. 



 

Understanding systemic injustice, a key, 

To unlock doors of change and hope. 

Mnyazi’s journey, a path to the free, 

With empathy and courage, she learns to cope. 

 

In the glade, as the sun sets low, 

Mnyazi stands, a newfound fire in her eyes. 

Ready to face the world’s shadow, 

A leader, a beacon, under the African skies. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



0900 hrs 

20th June 1871 

Mnyazi's secret glade in proximity to Mutsara wa Tsatsu,  

Bamba, Kilifi County, Kenya 

 

The glade stood as a haven of serenity, the same sanctuary it had become throughout Mnyazi’s extraordinary journey of discovery. 

Yet on this morning, the air trembled with solemnity, as if the very earth anticipated the gravity of what was to unfold. A slow breeze 

stirred the branches, and birdsong seemed muted, nature itself preparing for the weight of truth.  

 

“Good morning, Mnyazi,” Friar Mark intoned, settling under the aged baobab with purposeful poise. “Today’s lesson will test your 

heart and sharpen your resolve. We confront the cruel architecture of human suffering, what we call systemic injustice.” 

 

Mnyazi, her expression a vision of intrigue and forethought, responded, “Systemic injustice? The term carries a depth that seems to 

eclipse simple meanness. It feels like a shadow, ever-present, yet not easily grasped. What is its true nature, Friar?”  

 

"Systemic injustice," Friar Mark began with deliberate cadence, his tone measured, "refers to the deeply ingrained patterns and 

structures within a society that result in unfair treatment, discrimination, and unequal opportunities for certain groups of people. It is, 



my dear, a network of cruelty hidden in plain sight. Systemic injustice is not merely one person's hatred or a singular act of violence. It 

is the slow, suffocating machinery that denies people their dignity, their voice, and often, their very humanity.” 

 

As the morning breeze carried the implication of history's echo, Mnyazi considered her place in a world where such shadows loomed 

large. “Then, it is not solely the acts of individuals but rather society, collectively, that propagates these injustices? Not born of one 

tyrant’s will,” Mnyazi asked, “but of entire systems shaped over time?” 

 

“Precisely,” he answered. “Imagine an invisible web, spun over generations into the very fabric of society, where the spider is not a 

person but a pattern. It is in laws written to exclude, schools built to misinform, markets rigged to impoverish, and stories told to 

silence.” 

 

As the day unfolded, Friar Mark guided Mnyazi through a journey of understanding. He explained how systemic injustice could 

manifest in various forms, such as economic disparities, racial discrimination, gender inequality, and more. 

 

"Systemic injustice," Friar Mark emphasized, "is like a hidden current that shapes the experiences and opportunities of different 

individuals and groups. It often operates just beneath the surface, yet its effects are far-reaching." 

 



He paused, letting the imagery settle. “Throughout history, many have felt its bite. Your ancestors were taken in chains across the sea, 

enslaved in Arabia, in Europe, and in the New World. Their bodies sold, their names erased.” 

 

Mnyazi’s breath caught, but she nodded. “I’ve heard whispers of these horrors.” 

 

Friar Mark continued, “And what of the First Peoples of the Americas? Their lands were seized. Their cultures extinguished by force. 

Then came the Chinese, forced into opium addiction by European powers bent on trade and dominance. An entire civilization brought 

to its knees, not by sword, but by powder.” 

 

He looked at her gravely. “We could also look at Mongol invasions as a case study. Whole cities burned, libraries reduced to ash, 

people butchered in their thousands. Or even the Christian Crusades. Men claiming the mantle of God, who slaughtered in His name. 

And let us not forget Pax Romana—the so-called peace of Rome—won through the destruction and subjugation of countless nations. 

Order through conquest. Law through fear.” 

 

The wind stirred again. Mnyazi stared into the shifting canopy overhead, her voice low. “These... these are not merely stories. They 

are warnings.” 

 



“Indeed,” said the monk. “Warnings to those who would ignore how injustice dresses itself in customs, in commerce, in scripture. In 

Kenya, too, the tide is rising. Your people will soon face an immense peril.” 

 

For the first time, Friar Mark’s voice trembled with raw emotion. “It is already happening elsewhere on this continent—in South 

Africa, where the Boers and British fight over stolen land, in the Congo, where men are mutilated for rubber, and across West Africa, 

where forts that once traded gold now traffic in flesh.” 

 

He lowered his gaze, eyes suddenly distant. “It is no longer prophecy. It is a pattern. It is history’s next verse.” 

 

Mnyazi’s jaw clenched. “And what of us? Must we passively wait for these horrors to happen?” 

 

“No,” Friar Mark said fiercely. “That is why we speak today. That is why I have trained you with such care. You must see this 

injustice not as a thunderbolt, but as a creeping vine. It wraps first around the poorest, the voiceless, until it chokes all. As an aspiring 

leader, you must understand that dismantling it begins with seeing it for what it is.” 

 

He placed a hand gently over hers. “I share this with you now because you are ready. But you must prepare yourself, Mnyazi.” 

 



Mnyazi's breath hitched. A prescient silence hung between them. Somewhere, a bird cried, a sharp, singular note. 

 

“But hear this,” the monk continued, voice low but firm. “Though I may one day have to return to Scotland, you will not be alone. My 

guidance remains with you in spirit, in memory, and in these lessons. Today, we’ve already delved into the anatomy of injustice itself. 

It now remains for you to learn how to resist it strategically, both within and beyond yourself.” 

 

”As you navigate the challenges that lie ahead, remember that addressing systemic injustice requires courage and the willingness to 

disrupt harmful patterns. Friar Mark concluded, "It is an essential step toward becoming a leader who not only uplifts individuals but 

also contributes to the positive transformation of society." 

 

Mnyazi turned her gaze to the horizon. Her heart was heavy, but her spine was steel. This knowledge, however terrible, was necessary. 

She was not merely preparing to lead. 

 

She was preparing to endure. And to transform. 

 

 

 



0900 hrs 

28th June 1871 

Mnyazi’s secret glade in proximity to Mutsara wa Tsatsu, 

Bamba, Kilifi County, Kenya 

 

Amidst the lush canopy of the glade, where winds whispered secrets and trees bore silent witness to the birth of ideas, Friar Mark 

resumed his sacred vocation of storytelling. Today, however, his voice carried not just the weight of history, but the urgency of 

destiny. 

 

"Let me share with you the saga of Jeanne d’Arc—Joan of Arc," Friar Mark began solemnly, the rustling leaves seeming to hush in 

reverence. "A simple peasant girl from Domrémy in France, who rose from obscurity to shape the fate of nations." 

 

“Born in 1412 into a world of humble origins, Joan’s early life revolved around tending sheep and was marked by the quiet rhythms of 

rural life. Yet even then, her spirit held something luminous—unyielding faith, an unshakable sense of purpose. At just thirteen, in a 

land torn by a protracted, generations-old conflict, she began receiving celestial visions-visitations by Saint Michael, Saint Catherine, 

and Saint Margaret—who called upon her to save France from English domination.” 

 



Mnyazi listened intently, the fire of curiosity kindling in her chest. 

 

“By the time Joan was seventeen,” Friar Mark continued, “she believed with unflinching certainty that her divine mission was to lead 

France’s armies to victory and ensure the coronation of Charles VII, the Dauphin. The very idea of a teenage peasant girl in armor, 

commanding troops in an age of male dominance and brutal hierarchy, was unthinkable. Joan of Arc was a figure cast against a 

backdrop of systemic injustice, a world where the common folk were pawns to the whims of nobles, and where a woman’s voice was 

stifled by the unyielding stone of patriarchal decree." 

 

"In addition, her world," Friar Mark continued, "was marred, as I had earlier noted, by the Hundred Years' War, where the English 

crown sought to extend its dominion over French soil, compounding the suffering of the peasantry already crippled by famine and 

plague. It was in this cauldron of oppression that Joan’s spirit was forged." 

 

Mnyazi’s brows rose. “And yet… she succeeded?” 

 

“She did,” the friar confirmed. “Through sheer force of conviction and astonishing charisma, she persuaded local officials, then the 

Dauphin himself, to give her command. She led the siege of Orléans—an impossible task—and emerged victorious. Her presence on 



the battlefield, clad in white armor and bearing a banner of Christ, became a symbol of hope. Clad in her armor, she fought alongside 

her soldiers, leading from the front, and once or twice succumbed to serious battle wounds, a true exemplar of leadership." 

 

Mnyazi listened, the wind carrying echoes of a bygone struggle to her ears. 

 

“In an era where many of the stout-hearted wavered, Joan's determination remained unshaken. She embraced her mission with an 

unwavering belief that she was the instrument of a higher purpose." 

 

"Joan's journey was marked by her tactical brilliance," Friar Mark recounted. "Despite her lack of formal training, she displayed a 

remarkable understanding of strategy and warfare. She led with conviction, rallying troops and devising ingenious maneuvers that 

baffled even seasoned military minds." 

 

“Joan's remarkable achievements speak volumes. She led French forces to pivotal victories, turning the tide of the Hundred Years' 

War.” 

 



“But with triumph came betrayal,” he said darkly. “Though she paved the way for Charles VII’s coronation, the king abandoned her. 

French nobles, jealous and fearful of her popularity, grew cold. In 1430, she was captured by the Burgundians—French allies of the 

English—and sold to her enemies.” 

 

Mnyazi’s hands clenched with fury. “They turned against her?” 

 

“Indeed. And what followed,” Friar Mark said gravely, “was no fair trial but a travesty of justice. Held in English-controlled Rouen, 

Joan was subjected to harsh imprisonment. She was kept in a military cell, chained day and night, and guarded by male soldiers who 

likely subjected her to repeated sexual assault. To protect herself, she wore male clothing, an act later weaponized to condemn her as 

heretical.” 

 

Mnyazi’s eyes burned. “So even her survival was used against her?” 

 

“Indeed,” he nodded. “Though unlettered, Joan confounded her inquisitors with her clarity and courage. They sought to trick her with 

theological traps, but she parried with wit and sincerity. They branded her visions as delusion, her strength as arrogance, her clothing 

as defiance.” 

 



Mnyazi tried to visualize all the hardships and privations the Maid of Orleans endured in her noble quest to drive out the oppressor. 

The tale of Joan of Arc's life took a new dimension, a testament to her indomitable spirit and the sacrifices she made in the name of 

her ideals. 

 

"Ultimately," Friar Mark concluded, "Joan of Arc paid the ultimate price for her unwavering faith. In 1431, at just nineteen years old, 

she was burned at the stake. Witnesses say her final word was ‘Jesus.’ She asked for a cross to be held before her as the flames 

consumed her body. Her calm amid agony stunned even her executioners.” 

 

The glade was silent. Even the birds held their song. 

 

“But history would not forget,” Friar Mark continued. “Twenty-five years later, her conviction was annulled. And today, she is 

France’s patron saint, a symbol of courage, resistance, and martyrdom.” 

 

He turned to Mnyazi, his gaze fierce with hope. “Do you see, child of the coast, what one determined soul can do? Joan was mocked, 

doubted, tortured, and ultimately abandoned. But her resolve shook empires. Like you, she began as an unlettered girl, yet the fire 

within her changed the world. Across centuries, her legacy has been a standard against which injustice is measured, a clarion call that 

has roused countless others to rise in the face of tyranny." 



Mnyazi swallowed hard, her heart stirring with defiant purpose. “And I… must be ready to do the same, should the time come.” 

 

“Precisely,” said Friar Mark. “Learn from Joan: lead with conviction, fight for justice, and if fate demands sacrifice, make it count. Let 

your voice be like hers: louder than swords, louder than fire.” 

 

As the morning sun crowned the canopy in brilliant gold, Mnyazi rose to her feet. In her eyes burned the reflection of a maiden in 

armor, one who had faced the fire and become a legend. 

 

And beneath the ancient trees of the glade, a new legend quietly took root. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



1800 hrs 

28th June 1871 

Mnyazi’s secret glade in proximity to Mutsara wa Tsatsu, 

Bamba, Kilifi County, Kenya 

 

As the amber wash of evening deepened over the glade, the sun dripping gold through the fronds of mwembe and mutondo, Friar 

Mark reclined beneath the aged baobab, eyes cast toward the treetops, voice measured with solemn reverence. 

 

“Mnyazi,” he began, “tonight I share a tale born of fiction, yet brimming with truths as sharp as spears. It is the story of a man named 

Jean Valjean, drawn from a French novel called Les Misérables, written by one of Europe’s most powerful moral voices, Victor 

Hugo.” 

 

The girl leaned forward, chin cupped in her palm, eyes reflecting the purple dusk. “Was he a king? A warrior?” 

 

“No,” said the friar gently. “He was a poor man. A peasant, much like many here in Bamba. One cruel winter, unable to bear the cries 

of his sister’s starving children, he stole a single loaf of bread. For that act of desperation, he was sentenced to five years in the 



galleys, rowing like a beast in chains. When he tried to escape, his sentence extended again and again: nineteen years for one crust of 

bread.” 

 

Mnyazi gasped. “That is not justice. That is vengeance.” 

 

“Indeed,” said Mark, his eyes darkening. “Upon release, the world saw not a man, but a mark, a yellow passport that branded him a 

criminal forever. Doors shut. Work denied. Kindness withheld. He was punished anew at every turn. The system did not free him. It 

followed him, haunting him like a ghost.” 

 

“And yet,” Mark continued, “within him stirred something radiant. After an encounter with a merciful bishop who gave him silver 

and, more importantly, forgiveness, Valjean broke the cycle. He tore up his former self and built a new life under a new name: 

Monsieur Madeleine.” 

 

Mnyazi’s eyes sparkled. “So he redeemed himself?” 

 



“Far beyond that,” said Mark with quiet pride. “He became mayor of Montreuil-sur-Mer, a respected industrialist who provided jobs, 

dignity, and justice for others. He gave, he healed, he lifted. Yet, the law, personified in the rigid Inspector Javert, could not believe a 

convict could change. And so, the chase resumed.” 

 

“But what more could they want from him?” Mnyazi frowned. “Hadn’t he repaid the price a thousand times over?” 

 

“Ah, my child,” said Mark softly, “that is the agony of systemic injustice. It traps not only the victim, but also those who enforce it. 

Javert was not evil. He was trapped by an unbending code that saw only crime, never context. Law became his god. And mercy, his 

enemy.” 

 

The wind stirred as if sighing, the branches above whispering the names of all the forgotten souls like Valjean. 

 

“He later adopts a little girl named Cosette, a poor, mistreated orphan born of a dying woman named Fantine, one of Valjean’s former 

factory workers. He raises her as his own, shielding her from the harsh world he knows too well.” 

 

Mnyazi smiled at that. “A second chance, then.” 

 



“Yes,” said Friar Mark. “A rare and beautiful one. But even joy has its shadows. When Cosette falls in love with a young 

revolutionary named Marius, Valjean, though pained, steps aside. During an uprising in Paris, Marius is gravely wounded. Valjean 

saves him, carrying him through the sewers of the city, risking his freedom and life once more.” 

 

“Did Marius thank him?” Mnyazi asked. 

 

“He never knew,” Mark replied. “Jean Valjean kept his silence. Only on his deathbed did he reveal it, when death had finally worn 

down his soul, and the loneliness of exile had dimmed even his joy in Cosette.” 

 

Mnyazi was quiet for a long while, the shadows stretching at her feet like mourning veils. 

 

“He died?” she asked softly. 

 

“Peacefully,” said Mark. “He died knowing he had done good in a world bent against him. But he died alone. Forgotten. The world 

had only ever seen the convict. Not the saint he had become.” 

 

A tear traced a slow arc down Mnyazi’s cheek. “Is there no end to such cruelty?” 



“There can be,” Mark replied, placing a firm hand upon her shoulder. “If leaders like you can remember his story. Jean Valjean 

teaches us that even within broken systems, there is space for redemption, for sacrifice, and for compassion. That justice is not simply 

about punishment. It must be married to mercy. Otherwise, it becomes tyranny wearing a robe.” 

 

He gazed out toward the distant hills. “You, Mnyazi, are no longer the ignorant barefoot girl I first met. You have absorbed the 

wisdom of the ancients, the struggles of the world beyond, and the cries of your own people. You are becoming a leader forged not by 

arrogance or entitlement, but by empathy and the understanding of systemic pain.” 

 

Mnyazi straightened, her heart stirred by a power she could not yet name. “So I must become the mercy the world denied Valjean?” 

 

“You must,” Friar Mark said. “For your people. For the past. For the future.” 

 

The glade fell silent, save for the susurration of wind, like the rustling pages of Hugo’s great novel drifting across time. And in the 

twilight, Jean Valjean’s tale, though woven of fiction, became as real to Mnyazi as her own blood; a sacred parable of justice 

miscarried and redemption achieved. 

 

 



0900 hrs 

29th June 1871 

Mnyazi secret’s glade in proximity to Mutsara wa Tsatsu, 

Bamba, Kilifi County, Kenya 

In the heart of Africa, under the sun's embrace, 

Mnyazi speaks of Ubuntu, a philosophy of grace. 

"I am because we are," she whispers with pride, 

A unity profound, in which we all abide. 

 

Ubuntu, a beacon in the night of injustice and pain, 

A belief that connects us, a communal chain. 

It teaches that our hearts are not our own, 

But part of a fabric, intricately sewn. 

 

In the village square, where truth is laid bare, 

We surround the fallen with love and care. 

We speak not of shame, but of goodness within, 



Reminding each other where light does begin. 

 

Friar Mark listens, his heart open wide, 

To the wisdom of Ubuntu, a tide that can't be denied. 

In his world of individuals, standing alone, 

Ubuntu shows a deeper truth, one he's never known. 

 

It's a lesson of empathy, of shared humanity's call, 

That our joys and sorrows are felt by all. 

Ubuntu teaches that we rise and fall as one, 

In the dance of life, until the day is done. 

 

It's not about the 'I,' but about the 'we,' 

A collective soul, a shared destiny. 

For in the eyes of another, our reflections we see, 

In the spirit of Ubuntu, we find the key. 

 



Ubuntu is the echo of ancient drums, 

A rhythm that beckons, a song that hums. 

It's the essence of being, of living in harmony, 

In the embrace of Ubuntu, we are truly free. 

 

So, in this sacred glade, where wisdom flows, 

Friar Mark and Mnyazi find repose. 

In the spirit of Ubuntu, their hearts entwine, 

In a dance of souls, both yours and mine. 

 

Ubuntu – the tapestry of our souls, 

A philosophy that makes us whole. 

In its wisdom, we find our way, 

In the light of Ubuntu, we embrace the day. 

 



In the sacred hush of morning, where the symphony of rustling leaves played softly over the chirp of waking birds, Friar Mark turned 

his contemplative gaze toward Mnyazi. Golden shafts of sunlight slipped through the canopy’s weave, casting dappled mosaics across 

the forest floor. A stillness settled between them, more than silence, it was a pause steeped in mutual reverence. 

 

"In all our many lessons," the friar murmured, his voice shaded with reflection, "we have dissected virtues, valor, and the scourge of 

systemic injustice. Yet with each new truth, I am left wondering if you’ve fully grasped the lesson: in the face of such deeply rooted 

wrongs, what compass can guide your soul toward justice? What truth does your Giriama or even Mijikenda traditions hold about this, 

Mnyazi?" 

 

The rising sun kissed her face, softening her youthful contours with light, painting her features with the quiet power of dawn.  She 

inhaled deeply, the air filled with the earthy aroma of the rain-soaked soil anchoring her. When she spoke, her voice carried a calm 

authority, no longer that of a student echoing knowledge, but rather a young sage unveiling wisdom.  

 

"In my motherland, Friar," she began, "there exists a wisdom that is as old as the baobabs guarding our horizons, passed down not 

through scrolls, but through living—through our tongues, our rituals, our daily kindnesses. It is known as Ubuntu. It teaches: ‘I am 

because we are.’ It means that a person becomes a person through other people."  

 



Friar Mark sat forward, heart and mind aligned in anticipation. The roles had shifted; he was now the one being instructed. 

 

"Where systemic injustice divides," Mnyazi expounded with fervor, "Ubuntu restores. It tells us that hatred is not our natural state. 

That prejudice—whether born of empire, class, or color—is something taught. And what is learned," she added, eyes bright, "can also 

be unlearned. And if hatred can be taught, so too can love and understanding be instilled through Ubuntu, which nurtures empathy and 

solidarity." 

 

She paused, allowing the truth to linger like incense in the glade. 

 

She painted a vivid picture: "In our villages," she said softly, "when someone causes harm-when they steal, or strike, or lie-we do not 

cast stones, nor do we banish them. Instead, we gather in the village square, and for two whole days, we recount their goodness. We 

remind them of their worth, their acts of kindness, and their laughter shared with others. We speak not to shame, but to awaken. That 

is justice to us: not punishment, but remembrance. Not condemnation, but restoration. What do you make of this practice, Friar 

Mark?" 

 

The friar’s brow furrowed, not in disagreement, but in wonder. "You surround the fallen not with fire," he whispered, "but with 

fellowship?" 



Mnyazi nodded. "Because we believe the human spirit is not born in sin. It is born in relationship. In community. In the shared breath 

between I and Thou." 

 

A soft breeze carried the scent of wildflowers as the friar nodded, visibly moved by the communal wisdom she imparted. 

 

"It’s true that where I come from, we have prized the individual above the tribe," Friar Mark conceded. "We have built doctrines of 

law before building bonds of understanding. But this philosophy of Ubuntu reminds us that we are not isolated beings but links in an 

unbreakable human chain, that justice can only prevail when we acknowledge our collective humanity.” His gaze softened with 

something like awe. "Ubuntu… It does not erase the self. It completes it. And here, in this clearing, it is an eleven-year-old girl from 

Bamba who has revealed a truth my universities never taught me." 

 

Mnyazi's eyes, mirroring the depth of the glade, sparkled with ancestral knowledge. "Just so, Friar. Ubuntu does not diminish the 

individual but instead defines one's identity in relation to others. It teaches that my joys and sorrows are not mine alone. They are 

shared, borne by the community, just as the community's are mine to bear." 

 

"And so, Friar," Mnyazi continued, smiling gently, "I have not abandoned your teachings. I have woven them with mine. I have 

learned to see justice not as a sword to wield, but as a net to mend. One that catches every soul before they fall too far." 



The friar chuckled, a playful glint in his tired eyes. "My dear Mnyazi, I now believe the pupil has outpaced the teacher. Perhaps it is I 

who should carry your satchel and fetch your ink." 

 

She laughed, but it was a quiet, knowing sound, no longer a child’s delight, but a young leader’s grace. 

"Let us say," she replied, "that we are companions in search of justice." 

 

And with that, the final thread of Mnyazi’s tutelage was tied, not with a flourish, but with the steady knot of understanding. Ubuntu 

had etched its truth onto both their hearts. 

 

As the clouds shifted lazily across the late morning sky and the acacias rustled their blessings overhead, they sat together in reverent 

silence. Mentor and mentee. West and East. Book and drum. Flesh and spirit. 

The glade had borne witness to her transformation. 

She would never be the same again. 



And neither would he. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



Into the Abyss 

In shadows deep, under moon's cold gaze, 

Warriors tread through the savannah's maze. 

A silent march, in the cloak of night, 

morans move, hearts braced for the fight. 

 

Their journey long, through the darkened plains, 

Each step a beat in ancestral refrains. 

In the quiet village, unassuming, still, 

Unaware of the approaching thrill. 

 

The cry of a sentry shatters the calm, 

A harbinger of impending harm. 

Torches flare, the night awakes, 

A clash of cultures, the earth shakes. 

Spears meet shields, a deadly dance, 

In the moonlit night, a macabre prance. 



Kikuyu warriors, caught unawares, 

Confront the morans, each bravely dares. 

 

The battle rages, a tempest wild, 

Warrior against warrior, unreconciled. 

The village stirs, a scene so grim, 

As hopes of peace grow ever dim. 

 

Blood stains earth, a crimson flood, 

The ground a canvas, painted in blood. 

A morass of violence, a field of pain, 

Where dreams of peace seem all in vain. 

 

Through this chaos, a youth moves, 

His spirit wavers, his heart disproves. 

The brutality of war, a bitter pill, 

Yet in the fray, he battles still. 



The warriors fall, both friend and foe, 

Their cries of agony, a sorrowful echo. 

As the victors claim their plundered prize, 

Despair fills the villagers' eyes. 

 

In the aftermath, the dead lay still, 

Silent witnesses to the warrior's will. 

Suffering echoes in the morning light, 

The end of innocence, lost to the night. 

 

The morans depart, with spoils in tow, 

Leaving behind a village in woe. 

The cost of victory, too high a price, 

In this game of war, each roll of the dice. 

As the sun ascends, and shadows flee, 

The morans tread homeward, bound by decree. 

A warrior's path, in blood and honor, 



Bound to defend, and never to falter. 

 

Yet in one heart, a question burns, 

Amidst the lessons that war discerns. 

A yearning for peace, for a new way to find, 

A path to understanding, for all humankind. 

 

In the savannah's embrace, under Africa's sun, 

The journey of warriors has just begun. 

Bound by tradition, yet hearts yearn for more, 

In the quest for peace, an unending chore. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



0200 hrs 

11th November 1871 

Mai Mahiu, Nakuru County, Kenya 

 

The night was at its blackest when the morans halted—no stars, no moon, only the vast hush of the Rift Valley stretching before them 

like an open grave. They had run eighty kilometers from Narok Town in less than five hours; a feat no outsider could have imagined 

possible. Their bodies steamed in the cold, thin air, muscles shuddering from exertion. But they were Maasai warriors. Fatigue was not 

a luxury they acknowledged. 

 

Dyeka bent slightly, hands on his knees, forcing slow breaths into lungs that felt lined with fire. The scent of wet grass mixed with 

dust swirled around him. Sweat stung his eyes. His heart hammered not just from the run—but from the knowledge that he was 

minutes away from his first true battle. 

 

He lifted his gaze toward Mai Mahiu—a cluster of Kikuyu homesteads cloaked in darkness, quiet as a cemetery. Yet somewhere in 

that silence, nearly a hundred Kikuyu warriors slept, unaware that death approached on silent feet. 

A shape moved at the forefront of their assembly. 

 



Komeyicin. 

Senior Moran. 

Chosen commander. 

Legend in flesh. 

 

Even in the night’s gloom, he seemed carved from some older, harder time. Broad-shouldered, tall, shuka fluttering whisper-soft 

around him, he surveyed his warriors like a man appraising the edge of his blade. 

 

When he spoke, the sound rose low and deep, like distant thunder rolling across the plains. 

 

“Listen well, sons of Enkai. 

We stand at the jaws of danger.” 

The wind hushed, as if to hear him. 

 

“There are at least a hundred Kikuyu warriors in Mai Mahiu—perhaps more. And others in villages close by who may come running 

when they hear the alarm. If they surround us, not one of us returns home. You know this.” 

 



A ripple of tension passed through the assembled morans, but none flinched. Their spearpoints glinted faintly in the dark. 

“We keep the surprise,” Komeyicin continued, “or we die. You will injure the Kikuyu. Break their ranks. Break their courage. Let 

their feet carry the message of fear back to their hills. But waste no time killing where a wound will do.” 

 

His eyes swept the warriors, lingering on Dyeka for a fraction of a heartbeat—long enough to remind him that he was being watched, 

measured, judged. 

 

“We fight fast,” Komeyicin said softly, dangerously. “We fight brutal. Remember—Maasai do not fall. Maasai do not flee. Maasai do 

not fail.” 

 

A low murmur of assent reverberated through the ranks. 

Then he jabbed his spear toward the darkened village. 

 

“Twelve shadows. Go.” 

 

Twelve seasoned morans stepped forward without hesitation. Komeyicin split them into three teams of four, each tasked with slipping 

around the village and eliminating the sentries. No sound. No struggle. No witnesses. 



They melted into the dark like ghosts. 

 

The remaining warriors—seventy-two of them—stood silent, forming into three detachments of twenty-four, shields tucked close, 

spears angled forward. Their breath came out in pale vapors. Even the earth seemed to hold itself still. 

 

Dyeka wiped his palms on his shuka. They were slick. His fingers trembled around his spear. He felt the pounding of his pulse at the 

base of his skull, at the hinge of his jaw, even behind his eyes. Part terror. Part anticipation. 

 

If I fall tonight, he thought, let it be quickly. Let it be clean. 

He thought of Sentoi. Of Ntimama. Of Kantai. Of Tentoyia. 

Their spirits seemed to hover around him—urging him, warning him. 

 

Minutes stretched like hours. 

Then— 

 

Figures emerged from the dark. The twelve were back. 

“All sentries dealt with,” their leader whispered. 



Komeyicin nodded once. 

No praise. No wasted breath. 

He lifted his spear in a silent signal. 

 

The morans began their advance. 

They moved in three columns—silent, precise, deadly. Shields tight. Feet soft. Eyes wide. The rustle of their red shukas was the only 

hint that they were men and not some ancestral phantoms. 

 

Dyeka’s heartbeat synced with the rhythm of their stride. 

Left. Right. Left. 

The night seemed to pulse with them. 

Then it happened. 

 

A shout—sharp, shocked, slicing the dark: 

“Wĩrĩa! Ndũgũrũkĩe! Who goes there?” 

 

A Kikuyu sentry. 



One they had missed. 

A single voice, but it shattered the night like a clay pot thrown against stone. 

 

Komeyicin spat a curse so venomous it burned the air. 

And then— 

His roar. 

“Aiiyeeeiii! MORAAAAN!” 

 

It was a sound pulled from the marrow of the earth. 

 

The morans erupted. 

 

Their war cry tore through the quiet—a piercing, ululating shriek that made Dyeka’s bones vibrate. The 84 warriors burst from the 

darkness like a hurricane, sprinting toward Mai Mahiu as torches flared and Kikuyu warriors tumbled from their huts in utter disarray. 

What followed was not a battle. 

 

It was a storm. 



The Maasai hit the center of the village first, smashing into the half-awake Kikuyu formation before it could form. Spears punched 

through ribs. Shields cracked. Men screamed. The morans fought like men who expected Enkai Himself to be watching. 

 

Dyeka saw the first Kikuyu come at him—a bare-chested man fumbling with a spear. Dyeka thrust. The resistance was shocking—a 

human body stopping a spear. Warmth spattered his forearm. The man crumpled. 

 

The second came with a rungu club raised high. Dyeka stepped sideways—Sentoi’s training taking over—and slammed his shield into 

the man’s jaw. Bone cracked. The man dropped. 

 

The third he fought for nearly half a minute—parrying blow after blow, breathing in short, panicked bursts. Their spears clashed, 

scraping like metal teeth. Dyeka lunged. Missed. The Kikuyu stabbed. Grazed him. Pain lanced his shoulder. Finally Dyeka seized the 

man’s wrist, twisted, rammed his spear home. 

 

The fourth he killed almost without thinking. 

A shape. 

Movement. 

Impact. 



Blood. 

Then stillness. 

 

His breath tore at his throat. His fingers felt numb. But he was alive. Alive in the worst way—alive with adrenaline, with fear, with the 

knowledge that he had crossed a threshold he could never return from. 

 

Around him, the Maasai tore through the Kikuyu ranks with terrifying cohesion. Even outnumbered, the morans fought like a single 

living creature—one voice, one purpose, one fury. 

 

Kikuyu shields splintered. 

Kikuyu lines faltered. 

Kikuyu spirits cracked. 

Some dropped their weapons and fled screaming into the night. 

Others ran to defend their livestock pens but were cut down before they arrived. 

A few surrendered on their knees, hands raised, trembling. 

They were spared. 

Barely. 



Within minutes, the village square was littered with bodies—some twitching, some still. The earth had turned slick under Dyeka’s 

feet. The smell—iron, smoke, sweat, blood—made bile rise in his throat. 

 

A Kikuyu boy, perhaps fifteen, crawled past him, clutching his stomach where a spear had torn him. The boy’s voice was a wet 

gurgle. 

“Mai… mai… water…” 

 

Dyeka knelt beside him, but the light in the boy’s eyes flickered and went out before he could speak another word. 

Something inside Dyeka cracked. 

 

Is this what I have become? 

A slayer of boys? 

A breaker of homes? 

A hand gripped his shoulder. 

Sentoi. 

 

“Rise, Ol’Moran. Do not drown in your thoughts. Not here.” 



Komeyicin’s voice cut through the remnants of battle: 

 

“Gather the cattle! Tend our wounded! Move swiftly—others may come!” 

 

The morans sprang into motion. 

Twenty were dispatched to round up cattle, goats, and sheep—bellowing animals herded into a tight shoal of bodies. 

Another group tended to the wounded. 

Dyeka joined them instinctively. 

 

The wounded were laid out in a clearing on torn blankets and animal hides. One moran had a spear lodged in his thigh. Another 

breathed in ragged gasps, each inhalation bubbling with blood. A third clutched his own intestines, groaning through clenched teeth. 

Thirteen of the 84 were either dead or dying. 

 

Their cries knifed into Dyeka’s heart. 

One man sobbed for his mother. 

Another prayed to Enkai for a final blessing. 

A third begged for someone—anyone—to finish him quickly. 



Dyeka’s hands shook as he held water to a moran whose face had been slashed open. The warrior’s blood-streaked fingers gripped 

Dyeka’s wrist with desperate strength. 

“Don’t… let me… be left behind…” 

“You won’t,” Dyeka whispered, voice cracking. 

 

But he knew it was a lie. Some would die before sunrise. 

 

The villagers watched from their huts—silent, terrified, helpless. Not a single Kikuyu warrior remained to defend them. 

 

As the faintest hint of dawn touched the horizon, the morans gathered their wounded, their dead, and their hard-won spoils. The 

livestock lowed anxiously, hemmed in tightly as the warriors began the retreat. 

 

Dyeka followed, spear in hand, the cold wind licking the blood from his arms. 

 

Behind him lay Mai Mahiu—broken, burning in places, and echoing faintly with the last cries of men who would never see another 

sunrise. 

He walked away with a strange mixture in his chest— 



sickened 

victorious 

exhausted 

exalted 

haunted. 

He had killed four men. 

Four human beings. 

 

He was a moran now. 

And also something else— 

something darker. 

 

As they vanished into the thinning night, Dyeka whispered a thought he had never dared to voice aloud: 

If this is the path of a warrior… 

will I survive the man it is turning me into? 

The Rift Valley swallowed their footsteps. 

And the abyss swallowed Dyeka. 



0700 hrs 

11th November 1871 

Mt. Longonot, Great Rift Valley, Nakuru County 

 

The first full light of morning spilled over the lip of Mt. Longonot, turning its broken rim into a jagged halo of gold. The volcano 

loomed over the valley like a vast, sleeping beast—its flanks scored by ancient lava flows, its crater mouth hidden behind a crown of 

forest and faintly breathing steam. 

 

Along a dusty path skirting the mountain’s lower slopes, the Narok morans moved in a slow, uneven column. Cattle lowed nervously, 

goats and sheep jostled in tight groups, hooves kicking up puffs of pale volcanic dust. The wounded were borne on makeshift 

stretchers of spears and hides, swaying with each step, their bearers’ faces tight with fatigue. 

 

Dyeka trudged in the middle ranks, the haft of his spear digging into his shoulder. His legs felt carved from stone. Every breath rasped 

through his chest like sand. The blood on his arms had dried to a dull, flaking brown, but the images of Mai Mahiu were fresh and 

sharp: the boy gasping for water, the shocked eyes of the warriors he had killed, the smell of burning that clung to the huts they had 

left behind. 

 



To his right, the Rift Valley fell away in a long, staggering descent. Fields of newly turned soil and scattered homesteads clung to the 

slopes below, patchworked around the shimmering mirror of Lake Naivasha. From this height, it all looked peaceful—cattle like dark 

seeds, smoke rising in lazy threads, terraced plots hugging the land. A world undisturbed. 

 

But the morans carried war with them. 

 

Ntimama walked just ahead, his shield slung over his back, step steady despite the long night. Sentoi drifted on Dyeka’s left flank, 

eyes always scanning the horizon, his usually relaxed jaw clenched. There was little talk now; only the soft grunts of effort, the 

occasional groan from a wounded man, the steady clatter of hooves and the creak of leather. 

 

“Keep your eyes open, Giriama,” Sentoi murmured without looking at him. “A raid’s tail can sting harder than its head.” 

 

Dyeka nodded, though his vision blurred with tiredness. If we can just make it past the mountain, he told himself, we’ll be closer to 

home, closer to safety. 

 

The wind shifted. 

 



From the northeast, from the direction of Kijabe, a faint brown smudge appeared against the clean morning sky. At first, Dyeka 

thought it was mist rising from a ravine. Then it grew—billowing, darkening, spreading like a stain. 

 

Dust. 

 

“Hold,” came Komeyicin’s voice, sharp as a spear point. 

 

The column slowed, then stilled. The animals snorted and shuffled, pressing inward. The wounded on the stretchers turned their heads 

weakly, following the line of everyone’s gaze. 

 

From within the dust cloud, faint sounds began to reach them: the thud of many feet, the hoarse blare of horns, the high, piercing cries 

of men preparing to fight. The sound grew, rolling toward them like thunder down a narrow gorge. 

 

“The Kikuyu,” Ntimama said simply. There was no surprise in his voice. Only grim recognition. 

 

“They came fast,” Sentoi muttered. “The runners from Mai Mahiu were not slow.” 

 



Komeyicin moved to the front of the herd, planting his spear in the ground. His face was drawn tight with exhaustion, eyes reddened 

by smoke and lack of sleep, but his stance was unshaken. 

 

“Form around the cattle!” he barked. “Shields out, spears forward. Wounded at the center. No man breaks from the line. Not one.” 

 

The morans moved at once, years of training snapping into place over their fatigue. They drew the herd inward, forming a rough ring 

around the animals and the wounded, shields overlapping, spearheads slanting toward the approaching dust cloud. The column became 

a wheel of red shukas and white shields at the base of Longonot’s brooding slopes. 

 

Dyeka took his place between Sentoi and Kasai. His arms felt like they were moving through water as he raised his shield, but the 

familiar weight of it settling against his forearm steadied him. 

 

Again, he thought. Another storm. So soon. 

 

The dust resolved into shapes—scores of Kikuyu warriors, their heads bound with cloth, some bare-chested, others in patched cloaks, 

shields of wood and hide held high. Short spears gleamed in their hands; some carried heavy clubs, others long bush-knives. There 

were far more than Dyeka had seen in Mai Mahiu. 



They came on at a run, a dark wave flowing over the land below the mountain’s gaze. 

 

One Kikuyu at the front, perhaps a leader, brandished his spear and shouted something that carried even over the distance. A roar 

answered from his men. 

 

“My brothers,” Komeyicin called out, his voice cutting across the mounting noise, “we have bled, but we still stand. These men want 

their cattle back, our lives, our shame.” His spear lifted, pointing toward the enemy ranks. “We give them none.” 

 

He turned his head slightly, scanning his warriors. Dyeka felt the senior moran’s gaze brush past him and straighten his spine. 

 

“We have fought on empty bellies and tired legs before,” Komeyicin growled. “We endure. They are fresh, but they are soft with sleep 

and grief. We will break them as we broke Mai Mahiu. Harden your hearts. Tighten your grip. Remember who you are.” 

 

The Kikuyu charge hit them like a falling tree. 

 



Shields shuddered. Spears thudded against wood and flesh. Dyeka staggered as a Kikuyu spear glanced off his shield rim and scraped 

his bicep, burning a new line of pain. He thrust back blindly and felt his spear bite into something yielding, heard a grunt, then a body 

sliding away. 

 

There was no time to think. 

 

The Kikuyu pressed hard, trying to crack the Maasai ring and reach the cattle. Their numbers told; at first, the Maasai line bowed 

backward, their heels digging furrows in the soft volcanic soil. A moran to Dyeka’s right cried out and went down, a spear lodged in 

his chest. The gap he left threatened to open like a hole in a dam. 

 

“Close!” Sentoi snarled, slamming his shield sideways to fill the space, dragging Dyeka with him. “Do not let them through!” 

 

Dyeka obeyed, his world narrowing to the ring of iron on wood, the hot rasp of his breath, the wet thud of spears entering flesh. His 

shoulder screamed, his legs shook, but his arms kept moving—thrust, block, thrust. 

 

For a terrifying minute, it seemed the line might buckle. Three morans fell in quick succession. The Kikuyu, sensing weakness, 

screamed louder, driving forward with renewed fury. 



Then Komeyicin made his move. 

 

“Right horn—break!” he bellowed. “Ntimama, take them! Left horn—Sentoi, with me! We close the jaws!” 

 

The words barely registered through the din. But the warriors understood the command. The ring around the cattle loosened at two 

points and then bent, the right and left segments of the formation peeling outward like horns on a charging bull. 

 

Ntimama led the right flank, roaring as he lunged forward, driving his men in a tight, curving charge that slammed into the Kikuyu’s 

exposed side. Sentoi mirrored the movement on the left with Komeyicin at his shoulder, their flanks pivoting around the herd’s core. 

 

In moments, the Kikuyu vanguard found themselves no longer pressing a single line, but beset from three directions—the original 

front holding, while the Maasai horns coiled around their flanks. 

 

Dyeka, swept along with Sentoi’s left horn, suddenly found himself not merely defending, but advancing. The Kikuyu before him, 

previously so sure of their momentum, faltered as spears struck from the side, as their formation tangled on the uneven ground at 

Longonot’s foot. 

 



“Now, Giriama!” Sentoi shouted over the clash, eyes blazing. “Push!” 

 

Dyeka drove forward, shield high. A Kikuyu warrior swung a club at his head; Dyeka ducked, feeling the rush of air as it missed by a 

finger’s breadth. He slammed his shield into the man’s ribs, heard a crack, and thrust his spear under the shield rim into the man’s 

exposed side. The warrior folded around the blow and collapsed. 

 

Another came at him with a short spear and knife; Dyeka parried the spear, stepped into the man’s guard, and rammed his shield into 

his face. There was a sickening crunch; teeth flew. Dyeka’s spear finished what the shield had begun. 

 

The horn formation tightened. Ntimama’s right flank and Sentoi’s left flank pushed harder, curving inward. The Kikuyu center, still 

trying to press toward the cattle, suddenly realized they were being drawn into a narrowing pocket—hemmed in by Mt. Longonot’s 

rising ground on one side and Maasai spears on the other. 

 

Komeyicin appeared in the thick of it, his shuka soaked in sweat and blood, face a mask of grim focus. His spear blurred as he struck, 

each thrust precise, economical. He shouted orders as he fought: 

 

“Hold the center! Right horn, close in! Left horn—give them no room to run!” 



The Kikuyu line wavered. Men stumbled over the bodies of fallen warriors. A few tried to turn and flee, only to find Maasai already 

there, closing the circle. 

 

Dyeka lost track of how many blows he gave and received. A spear skidded along his ribs, slicing skin; a shield edge clipped his jaw, 

sending sparks across his vision. He slipped once in the blood-slick dust, catching himself with one hand, and in that instant, a Kikuyu 

lunged at him, eyes wild. 

 

Before the man’s spear landed, it jerked sideways and dropped. Sentoi stood there, arm extended from the throw, another spear 

already in his grip. 

 

“On your feet, Dyeka!” he snapped. “No dying at my flank today.” 

 

Dyeka scrambled up, lungs burning, and nodded, too breathless to speak. Side by side, they pressed on. 

 

The circle shrank. Kikuyu screams turned from rage to panic. Some dropped their weapons altogether, trying to force their way out of 

the tightening ring. A handful succeeded—breaking through a thinner point in the right horn and fleeing downslope like scattered 

birds. 



Most did not. 

 

It was over abruptly. One moment, the air was full of shouts and impact, the next it was littered with broken sounds—gasps, 

whimpers, the low moans of those too hurt to move. 

 

A dozen Kikuyu warriors managed to escape the encirclement, running toward Kijabe as fast as their fear and legs could carry them. 

The surviving morans roared with the urge to pursue, feet already shifting to give chase. 

 

“Hold!” Komeyicin’s roar cracked across the field like lightning. “Let them go.” 

 

A few warriors protested, faces flushed and eyes bright with battle-fire. 

 

“Let them go,” Komeyicin repeated, more quietly but with iron in his tone. “We have paid enough for this victory.” 

 

Around them, the cost was written plainly on the ground. 

 



Maasai and Kikuyu bodies lay strewn across the volcanic soil, their blood darkening the ash-gray dust. Some still moved—reaching, 

twitching, staring at the sky with eyes that no longer saw. The smell of iron and opened flesh mixed with the scent of Longonot’s earth 

and the faint sweetness from the valley below. 

 

Fifteen more morans would never rise again. 

 

Dyeka stood among them, chest heaving, spear tip dripping. The elation that had briefly flared when the Kikuyu line broke guttered 

out as he took in the scene. This was not a clean story of victory. It was a field of grief. 

 

A man he recognized from his endurance runs with the Narok morns lay on his back nearby, both hands pressed to a wound in his 

stomach, his fingers slick and red. His lips moved soundlessly. Dyeka knelt, leaning close. 

 

“Water,” the man whispered. “Ol’Moran… just a little.” 

 

Dyeka brought him a gourd. The warrior tried to drink, choked, and the water mixed with blood as it spilled from the corner of his 

mouth. 

 



“Tell… my father… I did not run,” he gasped. 

 

“I will,” Dyeka said, though he did not know the man’s father. “Rest now.” 

 

The warrior’s body relaxed, the tension leaking away. His eyes fixed on Mt. Longonot’s looming shape one last time, then went flat. 

 

Dyeka swallowed hard. His throat felt raw. How many more will I speak to in their last breath? he wondered. How many more names 

will I carry that are not my own? 

 

The living morans moved among the fallen, separating friend from foe, lifting those who could still be saved, closing the eyes of those 

who could not. Rough graves were dug at the field’s edge, shallow but sufficient to keep the dead from the scavengers. Each Maasai 

warrior was laid to rest with his spear and a handful of earth from Longonot’s slopes. 

 

Ntimama and Sentoi worked alongside Dyeka, their faces set, their usual ease buried under layers of fatigue and sorrow. There was no 

boasting. No laughter. Only the low murmur of names spoken over bodies and the occasional sharp cry as a buried grief forced its way 

out. 

 



When at last the dead were covered and the wounded bound as best as they could be, Komeyicin gathered the survivors in a loose 

circle. The cattle and goats huddled behind them, restless, sensing the wrongness in the air. 

 

Komeyicin’s voice was hoarse, but steady. 

 

“You have fought two times in six hours,” he said. “You have taken cattle from Mai Mahiu and faced the spears of Kijabe. You stand 

on the flank of a mountain that remembers fire. Today, it remembers you as well.” 

 

He looked from man to man, letting his gaze rest for a moment on each face, as if taking attendance of their spirits as much as their 

bodies. 

 

“Some of our brothers walk ahead of us now on the path to the ancestors,” he continued. “We will carry their names home. We will 

speak them before the elders. The cattle behind us, the blood on our hands—these things are the price Enkai asks from warriors.” 

 

His eyes found Dyeka. 

 



“And some among us,” he said, voice deepening, “have shown hearts that beat as strong as any born to this mountain and these 

plains.” 

 

He stepped closer, resting a heavy, bloodstained hand on Dyeka’s shoulder. 

 

“Ol’Moran Dyeka,” he said clearly, so all could hear, “today I saw you stand in the teeth of fear and not break. You fought on when 

your legs wished to buckle. You guarded your brothers as fiercely as your own skin. When we reach Narok, I will speak your name 

before the council. They will know you have walked through fire and not turned aside.” 

 

Murmurs ran through the circle. Some warriors nodded, others clapped their shields softly in acknowledgement. Dyeka felt heat rise in 

his face. Pride flickered in his chest—but it was thin, fragile, overshadowed by the bodies cooling in the shade of Mt. Longonot and 

the dull ache of his wounds. 

 

“Thank you, Olporor Kitok,” he managed, bowing his head. 

 

“We march,” Komeyicin said at last. “Slowly. Together. No man left behind.” 

 



The morans broke apart, gathering their shields, lifting stretchers, whistling, and calling to round up the scattered, skittish animals. 

The herd sorted itself into a moving mass once more, hooves churning the blood-muddied dust into a dark paste. 

 

As they began the long trek back toward Narok, Dyeka glanced over his shoulder. Mt. Longonot towered above the battlefield, 

impassive, its crater wreathed in faint mist. From this distance, there was no sign of what had transpired at its feet—no screams, no 

blood, no broken bodies. Only the mountain, the valley, the lake, and the rising sun. 

 

The land remembers in silence, he thought. We remember in scars. 

 

He faced forward again, falling into step beside Ntimama and Sentoi and Kasai. His spear felt heavier than ever, as if it had learned 

the weight of all it had done. 

 

They moved westward, toward Narok, toward judgment, toward whatever came next. Behind them, the heaped earth of hastily dug 

graves marked the price of their survival. 

 

Dyeka walked on with the others, his body still that of a moran, but his mind standing on a narrow ledge between pride and horror. 

 



He had fought. 

He had survived. 

He had helped win two battles in one day. 

 

And yet, for the first time, he wondered if victory and loss were not, in truth, brothers walking side by side on the same blood-streaked 

path. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



Epilogue 

 

15th November 1884 - 26th February 1885 

Reichskanzlerpalais, Wilhelmstraße, 

Unter den Linden, Berlin, Germany 

 

Winter had tightened its grip on Berlin. 

Along Unter den Linden, the great boulevard of the Prussian capital, snow lay in disciplined silence, pressed flat by carriage wheels 

and booted feet. Linden branches rose in symmetrical rows like dark ribs against a pewter sky, their limbs crusted with ice that 

glittered faintly when the weak sun emerged. Gas lamps burned even in daylight, their amber halos trembling in the cold air, while 

horse-drawn carriages creaked past in measured procession, steam rising from flared nostrils and iron-shod hooves. 

 

Berliners moved briskly through the cold—clerks wrapped in heavy wool coats, women clutching baskets beneath shawls, soldiers in 

dark greatcoats stamping warmth into their feet. Vendors sold roasted chestnuts and gingerbread near street corners; church bells tolled 

the hours with solemn regularity. Cafés hummed softly with conversation, cigar smoke, and the clink of porcelain. Life went on, ordered 

and purposeful, oblivious. 



Few of these citizens knew—or cared—that within walking distance, the fate of an entire continent was being quietly dismantled. 

 

Set just off Unter den Linden on Wilhelmstraße, the Reichskanzlerpalais stood as a monument to imperial resolve. Its neoclassical façade 

rose with cold authority: pale stone walls, Corinthian columns, wide steps worn smooth by power. Iron gates guarded the entrance, and 

Prussian sentries stood immobile in the frost, rifles upright, eyes forward. 

 

Inside, the palace was a study in controlled grandeur. Marble floors echoed beneath polished boots. Oil portraits of Roman Holy 

Emperors and generals stared down from gilded frames, their painted gazes unblinking. Corridors smelled of beeswax, tobacco, and 

damp wool. Servants moved noiselessly, bearing documents, decanters, and trays of coffee strong enough to sustain empire. 

 

At the heart of the building lay the Grand Hall. 

 

It was here that Africa was unmade. 

 



Long tables stretched beneath towering chandeliers, their crystal prisms catching lamplight and scattering it like fractured stars. Heavy 

velvet drapes muted the winter light. Maps dominated the room—enormous, meticulously drawn, pinned to easels and walls. Rivers, 

coastlines, and mountain ranges were traced in fine ink. Vast inland spaces were labeled vaguely, arrogantly: terra incognita—unknown 

lands, though millions lived there. 

 

This was the stage upon which the Berlin Conference unfolded. 

Delegates from Europe’s great powers arrived in waves—Britain, Germany, France, Portugal, Belgium, Italy, Spain—each bearing 

instructions sharpened by greed and national ambition. Their voices filled the hall in overlapping languages; French, German, Spanish, 

English flowed together in an undercurrent of rivalry. Beneath the civility of diplomacy pulsed something feral. 

 

Africa was spoken of in abstractions. 

 

Resources. Trade routes. Labor. Strategic depth. 

 



Not once did an African voice rise in that chamber. 

 

At the center of the British delegation stood Lord Wentworth Dwight Pound. 

 

Tall, broad-shouldered, impeccably dressed, Pound carried himself with the assurance of a man born to command rooms like this. His 

silver-flecked hair was combed precisely; his blue eyes were sharp, appraising, never still. Tailored wool suits clung perfectly to his 

frame, waistcoats embroidered with understated elegance. A monocle rested against his eye when emphasis was required—less an aid 

to vision than a tool of performance. 

 

He spoke with clipped confidence, each word weighed, each pause deliberate. To lesser delegates he was charming; to rivals, implacable. 

Pound believed—sincerely—that the British Empire was a civilizing force, and that dominion was not theft but destiny. Behind closed 

doors, however, that belief hardened into calculation. Promises were offered. Markets dangled. Alliances bent. 

 

East Africa was his prize. 



Opposite him, presiding over the entire affair with a host’s detached authority, stood Otto von Bismarck. 

 

Shorter, heavier, broader through the chest, the Iron Chancellor radiated an altogether different power. His presence filled the room not 

through polish but gravity. Thick mustache bristling, dark eyes hooded and penetrating, Bismarck preferred dark Prussian suits adorned 

with military decorations. He moved little, but when he did, others adjusted instinctively. 

 

His voice, deep and unyielding, cut through debate with brutal clarity. Where Pound persuaded, Bismarck constrained. Where Pound 

charmed, Bismarck intimidated. He affected indifference toward colonial ambition, presenting himself as neutral arbiter—yet behind 

the façade lay sharp intent. Germany, newly unified and hungry for stature, would not be denied its share. 

Cigars smoldered between his fingers as he listened, calculating, storing leverage. 

 

When discussions turned to East Africa, the temperature in the Grand Hall seemed to drop further. 

 



Maps were unfurled. Fingers jabbed at coastlines. Rivers became borders; mountains became excuses. Pound argued trade continuity 

and naval supremacy. Bismarck countered with balance, with access, with German “interests.” Smaller nations were courted, flattered, 

cornered. Hallways became arenas of whispered bargains. Dinner tables hosted silent wars. 

Weeks stretched into months. 

 

Behind sealed doors, Pound executed his decisive gambit—securing the allegiance of a pivotal minor power through exclusive trade 

guarantees and financial inducements. It was an old imperial trick, executed flawlessly. 

 

When the final accords were drawn, the outcome was clear. 

 

Britain claimed East Africa, Kenya foremost among its new possessions. 

Germany took Tanganyika. 

Belgium devoured the Congo. 

France, Portugal, and others claimed their shares. 



Africa, partitioned by ruler and ink. 

 

When the final session adjourned, Pound and Bismarck exchanged a curt nod—acknowledgment between predators who understood 

one another too well. Outside, Berlin’s snow continued to fall. Church bells rang. Citizens hurried home for supper. 

 

The conference had ended. 

 

Its consequences were only beginning. 

Far away, on the warm soil of the Kenyan coast, Mnyazi lived unaware of the storm being set loose in her name and against her people. 

The land still breathed as it always had. The ancestors still whispered. The drums still spoke. 

 

But history had turned its gaze toward her. 

 



Within years, she would rise—not as bride, but as Mekatilili wa Menza, defiant voice of the Giriama, scourge of colonial rule, the 

woman the British would come to fear. 

 

Unbeknownst to Mnyazi and her people, their peaceful way of life was about to be shattered. 

 

Africa’s future now belonged to those who would fight— 

to reclaim their land, 

their dignity, 

and their freedom. 

 


