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Twale Moyo, the former gang leader turned reluctant pastor, is pulled back into a dangerous world he thought he’d left behind — right in Kadoma. 

The past clashes violently with his present, forcing him to face enemies old and new. Kadoma’s dusty streets simmered under the blazing sun. Twale Moyo sat quietly behind the pulpit in his small church, the wooden floor creaking beneath his worn shoes. The congregation bowed their heads in prayer, unaware that outside, the ghosts of his past were circling closer.

Just yesterday, a message had arrived — a chilling reminder that the gang he once led was far from finished with him. 

They wanted something... and they weren’t asking nicely. Twale clenched his fists. The life he had built, the peace he sought, felt like a fragile illusion. The sharp scent of gunpowder and betrayal lingered in the air, threatening to drag him back into the abyss he’d escaped. The church doors creaked open, drawing Twale’s attention. A young boy, barely fifteen, slipped inside, eyes wide with fear. Twale recognized him immediately — Tawanda, a kid from the old neighborhood, a reminder of the world Twale left behind. “Tawanda, what brings you here?” Twale asked quietly, motioning for him to come closer.   The boy hesitated, then whispered, “Boss, they’re back. The *Mabvuku* crew... they’re looking for you. Things are heating up.”  Twale’s heart sank.

The Mabvuku crew was notorious — ruthless, unforgiving. They had been the ones who had betrayed him, turning friends into enemies.  He looked out the stained glass windows at the sun setting over Kadoma’s skyline. His peaceful life was cracking, and the darkness was creeping in again. As twilight deepened, the streets grew quieter, save for the occasional roar of a passing kombi. Twale’s thoughts drifted to the choices that had shaped him.  

He remembered the blood-streaked fights, the betrayal of brothers, and the crushing weight of guilt that had followed each life taken or shattered. Suddenly, a shout broke through the evening calm. A group of youths ran past, chasing a man who stumbled, clutching his side. The memories flooded back—too many times he had been that man, hunted and desperate. Yet, tonight he did nothing but watch, his eyes cold but calculating. His phone buzzed sharply in his pocket, a reminder of the other life waiting for him—the life he desperately wanted. The number belonged to Pastor Tendai, the man who had offered Twale a chance at redemption, a way out of the shadows. 

Twale hesitated, then answered. “Tendai, I’m here.” “Good,” the voice was warm but firm. “We start tomorrow. It’s time." As he ended the call, Twale’s gaze lifted to the sky, the first stars twinkling faintly over the mountains surrounding Mutare. Somewhere between the darkness of his past and the light of his future lay a path only he could walk. The sun hung low over Mutare’s jagged skyline, casting long shadows that stretched across the bustling streets. Dust swirled in the dry air as vendors packed up their stalls, and the evening chorus of hawkers selling roasted maize and sugarcane filled the neighborhood. Twale Moyo stood at the corner of Josiah Tongogara Street, watching the familiar faces pass by. His eyes were sharp, hardened by years of battles waged in the alleys and the backrooms of Mutare.

The faint scent of wild tobacco and rusted metal clung to him like a second skin. He adjusted the faded leather jacket he wore, a remnant of his former life—a life that seemed both distant and dangerously close. Once the feared leader of the infamous “Shumba Dzemugwagwa” gang, Twale had ruled these streets with an iron fist, wielding power and fear in equal measure. But tonight, something gnawed at him—something deeper than the usual hunger or thirst for respect. It was a restless ache in his chest, a whisper from the past that refused to be silenced.

The streets of Mutare were unforgiving, but Twale Moyo was ready to face whatever demons came his way—because this time, he sought peace, not vengeance. Twale stepped off the ZUPCO bus in Kadoma, his boots crunching against the dry, sunbaked gravel at Rimuka station. The afternoon heat pressed heavily on his back as he adjusted his bag — a worn duffle filled with nothing but two shirts, an old Bible, and the past he couldn’t quite shake.

Kadoma didn’t look much like the place he remembered from his childhood. It had changed — not in appearance, but in how it felt. Slower. Quieter. A town with its guard down. It was the perfect place to start over, or so Pastor Tendai had said. As he walked toward the church compound — a modest white building flanked by sunflowers and rusting security wire — he couldn’t shake the feeling of being watched. Not by someone, but by something. Maybe it was just guilt. 

Maybe it was memory. Inside the church office, Tendai waited with open arms and a knowing smile. “You look tired,” he said, motioning to a seat. “You ready to put that storm behind you, Twale?” Twale gave a half smile. “Storms don’t just pass, Pastor. Some of them follow you.” Pastor Tendai nodded. “Then we teach you how to walk in the rain without drowning.” He turned slowly. A young woman stood there — confident, elegant, but with eyes that looked like they’d seen battles of their own. She was holding a basket of vegetables, and a look that said she wasn’t fooled by his new robes. 

He straightened. “Ndiri. And you are?” q“Amai Nyasha. Teacher at the primary school. And a woman who doesn’t trust easily.” Twale smirked slightly. “Then we’re two of a kind.” She narrowed her eyes, then nodded once, sharply. “ Twale spent his first night in Kadoma on a thin mattress laid across a concrete floor in a room behind the church. The walls were bare, save for a wooden cross and a single bulb that flickered when the power dipped. Silence was thick — too thick for someone who’d slept through gunfire, sirens, and betrayal.

He tossed, turned, then sat up, staring at the wall. For the first time in years, there was no one calling orders. No whispers of revenge. Just the tick of an old clock outside in the hallway, and his own breath. By dawn, he was up, sweeping the church yard with a stiff broom. It wasn’t for show — Tendai insisted on humility. 

“If you can’t serve in small things,” he’d said, “you can’t lead in big ones.” Villagers passed by, some nodding politely, others whispering. News had traveled — the ex-gangster trying to become a man of God. Some were skeptical. Others hopeful. A few simply amused. Later that day, as he helped Tendai fix a leaking tap outside the youth hall, a voice called out behind him. “Twale Moyo, ndimi here?” Nyasha didn’t walk away. Instead, she placed her basket on the ground and leaned against the low brick fence that bordered the church. 

“I’ve heard stories about you,” she said plainly. “The Moyo from Mutare. The one who used to run with guns, not Bibles.” Twale didn’t flinch. “That version of me died years ago. Or at least, I’m trying to bury him.” Nyasha raised an eyebrow. “Trying doesn’t mean you have.” Their eyes locked — not in challenge, but in understanding. She wasn’t afraid of him. That was new.

“Why are you here, really?” she asked. He looked up at the fading afternoon sun, then back at her. “Because I’m tired of running. Because the people I hurt can’t be brought back. And because I don’t want to die as the man I once was.” She considered his answer. “That’s a start.” Pastor Tendai appeared at the doorway, watching them both with quiet interest. “Twale,” he said.

“There’s a youth service this weekend. I’d like you to speak. Just five minutes — your story.” Twale froze. Speak? Publicly? “I don’t think they’re ready to hear it,” he said. Tendai smiled. “Maybe not. But maybe *you* are.” As Nyasha picked up her basket and turned to leave, she called out over her shoulder. “I’ll be there. I want to hear what the gangster-turned-pastor has to say.” Twale watched her disappear down the dusty road, unsure whether he felt encouraged... or exposed. The night before the youth service, Twale stood alone in the chapel, the scent of old wood and candle wax thick in the air. He stared at the pulpit, the same way he used to stare down the barrel of a gun—wary, calculating, and unsure what would come out on the other side. Memories clawed at his mind.

Mutare.

The streets where he learned to survive. Where fists, blades, and bullets wrote his story before he knew how to hold a pen. It was in the alleys behind Sakubva Market that Twale Moyo became “Twale the Fire”—a name whispered by hustlers and feared by rival gangs. But it was also in Mutare where he watched Daniel—his younger brother—take a bullet meant for him. That memory returned now, sharp and heavy.

***
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They’d been ambushed in the middle of a weapons deal gone wrong. Daniel had no business being there, but loyalty ran deep in the Moyo blood. When shots rang out, Daniel didn’t flinch. He stepped between Twale and the gunman, catching a round to the chest.

Twale remembered the sound—the grunt from Daniel, the scream that tore from his own throat, the sickening crack as Daniel’s body hit the concrete. Daniel had lived. But that night changed them both forever.

***
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[Now, standing in the quiet chapel, Twale clenched his fists at his sides.

“Lord,” he whispered. “If you’re real... don’t let me waste this second chance.”

Outside, the wind picked up, rattling the old windows. To Twale, it sounded like Mutare calling him back—not to haunt him, but to test if he’d truly left that man behind.

Twale sat on the chapel pew, fingers intertwined, head bowed—not in prayer, but in deep reflection. The darkness of the chapel wrapped around him like the past he tried to outrun.  He hadn’t returned to Mutare since Daniel was discharged from the hospital. That city still held too many ghosts, too many faces he couldn't look in the eye. One of them being Tendekai — his childhood friend turned enemy, the one who sold him out. A sudden creak at the back of the church broke his thoughts. It was Tendai. “Can’t sleep?” the pastor asked, walking in with the calm presence of a man who’d seen his own share of storms. “No. The past is loud tonight.” Tendai sat beside him. “It usually is when the future starts whispering.” Twale gave a hollow chuckle.   

“You speak like a man who knows.” “I do. I was a drunk. A bitter one. Lost my wife in a car crash, blamed God, blamed everyone but the bottle in my hand. I only found peace when I stopped running from it.”

Twale looked up. “You think I’m still running?”

“I think you’re still deciding if you believe you deserve to stop.”

The silence that followed was heavy but not hostile.

Tendai stood. “Speak your truth tomorrow. Not for them... for you. Set your ghosts on fire.”  He left without another word. Twale sat back, breathing slowly. He knew what he had to say tomorrow. He also knew that once the words left his mouth, there’d be no going back. The sun had barely risen when Twale arrived at the church hall in Kadoma. The dew still clung to the grass, and the streets whispered with early vendors setting up their wares. But inside the church, anticipation buzzed like electricity. 

The youth service was scheduled for ten, but by eight, rows were already filling up. Some came out of curiosity—this “former gang leader” turned preacher had become somewhat of a local myth. Others came hungry for hope, dragging their doubts behind them. Twale stood behind the curtain, adjusting the simple black shirt he wore. His hands trembled slightly. 

Not from fear of public speaking—he’d faced down guns and betrayal—but because today he would bleed truth. Today, he would give them more than a sermon. He would give them himself. “Ready?” Pastor Tendai whispered, handing him a worn Bible. Twale took it with a nod, then stepped into the light. Gasps swept through the room. He looked like a man carved from stone—broad shoulders, scars just visible near his collar, a deep stillness in his eyes. Yet, there was something else—*humility*, hard-earned and rare. He took the mic slowly, scanned the room, and began. “My name is Twale Moyo. Some of you may know that name... and not for good reasons.” A murmur moved through the audience. 

“I’ve stolen. I’ve fought. I’ve nearly killed. And I’ve lost more than I can count.” Silence. “But God didn’t rescue me from my enemies. He rescued me from myself." He paused, locking eyes with a young boy in the second row—eyes wide, fists clenched like a younger version of himself.
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