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Prologue

Eden Before the Fall

There was a time when the land sang.

Not in words, but in wind through the acacias. In the laughter of hippos across Lake Victoria. In the hush of rain gracing red earth and the low hum of bees moving between baobab blossoms. Kenya was not just a country then — it was a living soul.

From the snow-laced peak of Mount Kenya to the sapphire shores of Watamu, life pulsed in vibrant unison. Elephants wandered the plains without fear, flamingos danced across alkaline lakes in shimmering flocks, and rivers like the Tana, Yala, and Ewaso Ng’iro slithered through green veins, delivering life to everything they touched.

The people were part of this song.

Fishermen in Lamu cast nets at dawn, whispering thanks to the ocean spirits. Farmers in Kisii tilled fertile soil passed down through generations. City children played barefoot in puddles after gentle rains. The seasons moved with elegant certainty — planting, harvesting, resting — a rhythm older than language.

In Nairobi, skyscrapers touched clouds but left room for trees. Solar panels glittered on rooftops, and wind turbines spun like lazy birds in the northern plains. Communities composted, conserved, protected. Elders told stories of the sacred fig tree, the river gods, the mountain that held secrets.

Birdsong welcomed mornings.
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Cicadas blessed the dusk. Even the air was kind.

They called it uhai — life. Not the kind of life measured in numbers or salaries, but in peace, purpose, and presence. It was a balance not perfect, but precious. A delicate thread woven through centuries of tradition, innovation, resilience.

But like all Edens, this one had a serpent.

It came not as a beast, but as a whisper. A hunger. More land. More buildings. More profit. More noise. The forests, once protected, were seen as resources. Trees fell — not one by one, but in hundreds. Rivers were choked by factories. Plastic wrapped the feet of flamingos. The skies, once blue like Maasai beads, began to bruise with smoke.

And still, life tried to sing. But the melody dimmed.

The rains forgot their rhythm. First they came too late. Then too much. Then not at all. The sun turned cruel. The winds brought dust instead of blessings. Children coughed in cities where the air stung. Farmers wept in fields that cracked like broken pottery.

The prophets came — scientists, activists, old women with eyes like storm clouds. They begged for pause. For healing. For change.

But humanity, caught in its own echo chamber of greed, moved faster. Faster than the rivers could run. Faster than the trees could regrow.

Faster than the soil could breathe. And then — Eden burned.
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Not with one fire, but many. Forest fires in Tsavo. Flash floods in Elgeyo Marakwet. Locusts in Baringo. Famine in Turkana. Suicide notes from youth who could no longer dream of tomorrow.

And as Kenya gasped — so did the Earth.

In the shadows of this unraveling, as the last seeds of hope blew across parched ground, something stirred beneath the waves and within the clouds.

A force.

A memory.

A woman named Hydra.

And a vessel built not of war, but of mercy. Its name: The Hydromarine.

But before the ocean could open its arms, before wings could carry the survivors to safer skies — Kenya had to fall.

And in falling, learn to rise again. This is the story of that fall.

And the brave, broken, beautiful souls who dared to dream of Eden... once more.
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Chapter 1

The Tree That Whispered

Loitoktok, Southern Kenya – In the Shadow of Kilimanjaro,the sun rose like a shy bride, her golden veil spilling slowly across the belly of the earth. Beneath her warming gaze, the plains of Loitoktok stretched wide and generous — their green skirts soaked with dew, their veins pulsing with ancient life.

Wendo bent low beneath the fig tree, her bare feet damp with morning grass, fingers pressing gently into the soil. The air held the sharp tang of cow dung, honeyed pollen, and smoke from a faraway hearth.

She whispered a greeting in to the roots: "Ngai tumaini letu. May you hold us safe another day."

The fig tree didn’t speak back. Not with words. But its long, thick limbs swayed slightly, despite the absence of wind, as if to say: I hear you, little one.

Wendo had always believed the tree was alive in ways people had forgotten. It stood alone at the edge of her father’s land, tall and gnarled, with bark that peeled like secrets and fruit that fed birds no one else could name.

They said her great-great-grandmother had birthed her first child under this tree. That the tree had been spared even when loggers came with permits that stank of bribes and briefcases. That once, in the drought of '97, it had wept water — sap so thick and sweet it had kept a baby alive.
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But now, even the fig looked tired. Its leaves drooped in odd angles. Its roots cracked the soil with a dry wheeze. And though it still bore fruit, fewer birds came.

Something was shifting.

In Kajiado County – Two Days Later:“I don’t understand,” Wendo’s father, Babu Lemayan, muttered as he stared into the sky. “The clouds are there. But they don’t weep.”

It was meant to rain. The calendar had said so. The goats were restless. The soil had been tilled. Yet for three weeks, the clouds hung like bloated promises, refusing to break.

The maize leaves curled in. The beans yellowed too soon.

Even the locusts came early this year — black swarms that buzzed and rolled like plague.

Wendo’s older brother, Mumo, kicked the earth near the water tank. “If it doesn’t rain soon, we’ll have to buy water from town.”

“Water should be free,” Babu said.

“Not in a country where it’s privatized and piped to the highest bidder,” Mumo replied bitterly. “They’re selling clouds now.”

Wendo’s heart sank. She’d overheard enough to know Mumo wasn’t joking. In Nairobi, she’d read about companies harvesting rain, bottling it, and reselling it. Villagers downstream were forced to fetch water from dams polluted by industrial waste.

Here in Loitoktok, they still believed in rain as a birthright. But that belief was starting to crack like the dam’s lining.
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Nairobi – Meanwhile; Fifteen-year-old Ayaan Kamande sat cross-legged in her rooftop garden in Lavington, watching a bee circle a wilted marigold.

“I think they’re dying,” she said aloud, though no one was listening.

Her parents had dismissed her concern. “It’s just a dry spell,” her father said. “You should focus on your chemistry exams.”

But Ayaan had been keeping records in her notebook. For three years. Rain patterns. Bee counts. Temperature fluctuations.

In 2022, she’d spotted butterflies on the jacaranda tree in August. In 2023, they came in October.

This year — none.

The butterflies were late. Or gone.

She felt it in her bones, in her breath, in her growing fear that the world was slipping through their fingers while no one paid attention.

In Kalokol, northern Kenya, the earth had already stopped pretending.

Children with distended bellies gathered around a relief truck, their eyes sunken but hands greedy. Mothers offered beads for a bottle of oil. Men fought over a sack of maize.

The sun, once worshipped, had become a curse. It scorched everything

— flesh, roofs, dreams.

At the edge of the village, an elder named Ajwang sat on a rock, staring at the bones of a cow that had died standing. He didn’t blink.
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He didn’t speak.

Not even when a journalist asked him, “How long has the drought lasted?”

He only lifted a single finger, then two, then five. Seven years. Seven long, parched years.

Loitoktok – That Night;Wendo lay awake on the roof of her home, listening to the silence.

It was wrong.

There were no crickets. No owls. No hyenas calling in the distant hills. Only the metallic ring of thirst in the air.

She sat up suddenly, her eyes locking onto the silhouette of the fig tree. It stood still under the moonlight, but its branches... they trembled.

A breeze?

No — the air was dead still.

And then she heard it. So faint she almost dismissed it. A whisper.

Not in Swahili. Not even in a language with structure. But it reached into her bones.

A warning. A cry.
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“They are not listening.” Wendo shivered.

The fig tree had finally spoken.

And what it said would change everything. Nairobi – Storms, Sirens, and Silence

Rain came to Nairobi, but not the kind that brought life.

It arrived like a thief in the afternoon — unannounced, violent, merciless. Dark clouds massed over the skyline like vultures circling a carcass. Winds swept through Upper Hill, flipping umbrellas inside out, yanking down power lines like spaghetti.

And then came the water.

Torrents gushed down Uhuru Highway, turning the roads into rivers. Manholes erupted. Sewage mixed with floodwater. In Mathare, corrugated iron rooftops peeled off like paper as terrified families huddled in their single-room homes. A mother screamed as her child was swept away by a current that had once been a dry alley.

By dusk, six people were confirmed dead. Three missing.

And power was gone.

In a government briefing aired by candlelight, a junior meteorologist — not the minister — stammered: “This, uh... this is not seasonal flooding. This is a supercell. We’ve not seen this pattern before. It is... unusual.”
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But it wasn’t just unusual.

It was the Earth screaming back.

In Loitoktok – A School with No Water; Wendo was in the middle of a mathematics test when the announcement came.

“Students, please remain calm. Due to the current water shortage, the school will close for the remainder of the week.”

There was no applause. No joy.

Just a hollow silence as students slowly packed their bags. Everyone knew the truth: If the school couldn’t afford clean water, how long until others closed too?

Wendo walked home with heaviness in her chest. Her uniform clung to her skin — not from heat, but anxiety. She passed a group of mothers lining up at the borehole, their yellow jerry cans arranged like sunflowers in mourning. A man in a green uniform stood beside the pump, charging twenty shillings per container.

Twenty.

It used to be free.

She looked up at the fig tree as she reached her gate. Its branches were drooping lower.

Almost... bowing.
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Nightmares of Fire and Flood followed that night, Wendo dreamed of screaming earth.

She saw rivers running backward. Forests turning to black ash.

Fires sweeping through entire counties while politicians debated budget allocations in air-conditioned offices.

She stood on Mount Kenya’s melting summit, watching chunks of glacier fall like teeth.

Below her, a tide of red water rushed toward the lowlands — swallowing Mombasa, Lamu, Kisumu. She turned to flee, but the path was gone.

And then she saw the fig tree. Alone.

Burning.

And it was whispering her name: “Wendo... Wendo... You must remember.”

She woke up gasping, soaked in sweat. Not from heat — the room was cold.

Too cold.

Outside, a strange mist had settled over Loitoktok. She opened her window.
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And listened.

The land was no longer silent. It was weeping.

Far from Loitoktok, in Nairobi’s largest informal settlement, a girl named Lindiwe was painting murals.

Not for beauty — for warning.

Her latest creation: a giant skeleton holding a water meter in one hand and a burning seedling in the other. Behind it, the silhouette of a mother carrying a child through a flood.

“They only care when it reaches State House,” she muttered to herself.

Her friend and fellow activist, Mburu, stepped beside her, phone buzzing with footage from the protest downtown — tear gas, sirens, students scattering like ants.

“Climate protest. They arrested twelve. No media coverage.”

“They never cover the truth,” Lindiwe replied. “But we’ll paint it anyway.”

Wendo had never met Lindiwe. Not yet.

But their paths would cross.

And together, they would ignite something unstoppable. Four days later, the rains came.
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Not with mercy, but vengeance.

It began as a soft patter — enough to lift heads and invite hope. Wendo smiled beneath the fig tree, arms outstretched.

But within minutes, the drops thickened. The sky turned to lead. A deafening crack split the air — not thunder, but a tree falling across the road.

Then came the flood.

The dry riverbed behind their farm burst violently to life, dragging branches, rocks, and livestock with it. A cow floated past their compound like a forgotten suitcase.

Babu yelled orders.

Mumo scrambled to rescue the goats.

Wendo stood frozen until her mother grabbed her arm. “Inside! Now!”

The roof groaned. The water tank tilted. And the fig tree...

Wendo watched it struggle.

The wind whipped its limbs, lightning crowning it in harsh, white fire. She reached for it through the window — as if her fingers could save it.
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But the fig tree bowed for the last time. And then, it fell.

The storm lasted six hours.

By morning, the air smelled of iron and rot.

Wendo walked barefoot through the mud to the fallen tree. She touched its bark — slick with rain and sap — and whispered through tears: “I heard you.”

A single green leaf clung to a branch. She took it. Pressed it to her heart.

The tree had died, but its voice remained. And something inside Wendo had awakened.

They buried the fig tree like they would an elder. No coffin, no eulogy — just reverent silence.

Wendo, her family, and a few neighbors stood beneath the naked sky, heads bowed as Babu Lemayan poured the last handful of soil over its exposed roots. The wind carried dust into their eyes. No one cried aloud.

But Wendo’s tears slipped soundlessly into the earth.

“This tree raised our children,” an old woman whispered. “It gave shade to the dying and stories to the living.”

“Now it’s us who must stand,” Babu replied. “We can’t bend.”
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But Wendo felt bent. Bent in ways that wouldn’t heal easily. The tree had been more than wood and leaves. It had been a tether to something ancient — something that told her life could listen back if you were quiet enough.

Now that silence felt final.

And yet... that night, she felt a tremor in her fingertips.

The fever started gently. A flush of warmth. A spinning ceiling.

By midnight, Wendo was murmuring in her sleep — phrases in tongues she’d never learned. Her mother dabbed her forehead with eucalyptus water while her father murmured prayers to a God he hoped hadn’t gone deaf.

Wendo, in her dream, stood in a glass tunnel beneath the sea. Fish — glowing, electric, beautiful — swam overhead.

Before her stood a woman in a long silver coat. Not human. Not alien.

Eyes like storm clouds, skin like smooth bronze. Her name echoed through Wendo’s skull: Hydra. “The world is not ending,” Hydra said softly.
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