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​THE EMBER AND THE GLACIER

​Prologue:

​My Life Before It Went Totally Bonkers

Okay, so picture this: You’re living your best life — or, you know, as best as you can when you’re a kid growing up in rural Kenya.

You’ve got your family, your village, the occasional annoying goat, and what you think is a normal existence.

Then, boom.

Turns out your birth was basically a cosmic alarm clock for the end of the world.

And you and your twin are the snooze buttons.

Or the actual bomb. Still figuring that part out.

Seriously, if you’re looking for a chill story about safaris and sunsets, you’ve grabbed the wrong book.

My life? It’s less "Hakuna Matata" and more "Oh, my gods, what now?!"

It’s basically a drama series directed by a chaotic deity who thinks fire and ice should have a wrestling match, and I’m stuck as the referee.

Or maybe one of the wrestlers. It’s complicated.

Right now, as I’m telling you this, the air above Mount Kenya is probably doing some weird energy thing — crackling like a faulty charger on an old phone.

The kind of hum only ancient souls, or maybe really old grandmas with super hearing, can pick up.

Down here, in the valleys where the Ewaso Nyiro river is doing its best impression of a tired, dusty snake, things are even more messed up.

The dry season? Don’t even get me started.

It’s not just "dry." It’s "I’ve seen more moisture in a bag of crisps" dry.

The earth is so parched, it’s basically begging for a glass of water, and the cattle look like they’ve decided to embrace their inner skeleton.

Seriously, picture stick figures with horns.

Not a pretty sight.

And if that wasn't enough, whispers of a prophecy are buzzing around the village like a swarm of angry bees.

You know, those old stories your cucu (grandma) tells you to get you to eat your mukimo (a delicious Kenyan mashed dish)

The ones you politely nod at, even though you’re pretty sure they involve talking baboons and rivers of melted chocolate?

Yeah, turns out, some of those are actually legit.

And when those legit ones start stirring like dust devils on the horizon — bringing with them the bitter taste of fear and a chilling premonition of change — that’s when you know you’re in deep fumba (that’s trouble, for the uninitiated).

My grandma, Mama Tembi — who, by the way, has a face that looks like a roadmap of wrinkles carved by a thousand years of sun and knowing-too-much — she felt it.

The tremor.

In her bones, she says.

Me? I just felt the impending doom.

She was hunched by a dying fire, probably trying to communicate with a spirit or something — her warmth doing nothing to soothe the cold, hard certainty that had settled in her heart.

Her eyes, milky with age, seemed to pierce beyond the flickering light, beyond the hut walls, beyond my casual skepticism... right into the fabric of the universe itself.

The constellations above, which usually look like a comforting blanket of tiny fairy lights, apparently started doing weird cosmic gymnastics — shifting, coalescing, then tearing apart.

Like a bad WhatsApp video that buffers constantly, but with more raw, terrifying power.

Mama Tembi remembered her own youth, she says.

The unsettling flicker of heat in her palms. The chilling frost that clung to her breath.

Sounds wild, right? Like something out of a comic book.

A burden she laid down, she says.

Which is a nice way of saying she passed the buck.

And now, that buck is me.

And my twin brother.

Double the trouble, double the... whatever this is.

Because tonight, under the judgmental gaze of a moon that looked swollen and heavy like a bad bruise in the inky sky, two souls were supposed to crash-land into this world.

Not as separate, chill humans — but as halves of a cosmic weirdness.

Bound by a duality that even my pre-algebra teacher couldn’t explain.

One, a fiery spirit — destined to burn with a passion that could either clean up your mess or just turn it into ash.

The other, a soul of ice — calm and precise, capable of preserving your leftovers or just shattering your favorite mug.

The balance of the world, she knew with a chilling certainty, rested on our small, fragile shoulders.

Mine and my twin's.

Just when you think life can’t get any weirder, it’s like, “Hold my chai.”

Then, from inside the hut, the cries of a woman in labor started slicing through the stillness — each guttural groan a wrenching chord in the symphony of life and pain.

My mom, Moraa.

The wind, which had been a gentle breeze earlier, now howled like a dramatic movie soundtrack — carrying the scent of rain that stubbornly refused to fall and the bitter tang of fear that clung to the air like that one annoying friend you can’t shake.

Mama Tembi closed her eyes, probably doing some mental math on the weight of generations pressing down on her.

Or maybe just trying to figure out how to order mutura (grilled intestines, a local delicacy) online.

The Ember and the Glacier were coming.

And with them, the terrifying dawn of a new age.

The land, dry and thirsty, was holding its breath.

Literally.

Because it was about to get a whole lot weirder.

And it was all on us.
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​Part 1: The Awakening
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​Chapter 1: I’m Pretty Sure My Birth Broke the Village Thermostat

Okay, so let’s get this straight.

My story starts not with some epic quest or a dramatic confrontation with a monster (trust me, that comes later — much later — and you'll wish it hadn't), but with me and my twin brother, Zawadi, making a grand entrance into the world.

And by "grand entrance," I mean causing an immediate, inexplicable environmental anomaly.

Because, naturally, we couldn't just be born.

We had to be events.

Like a flash mob — but with elemental powers and a lot more screaming.

The dust, red like that really aggressive pilau spice my auntie uses (the kind that makes you sweat from your eyeballs), swirled around the small, cone-shaped hut.

It was carried on a wind that didn't just whisper — it practically screamed about drought and desperation.

It coated everything — the sparse acacia trees, the thatched roofs of the Maasai manyattas, even the very air itself felt gritty.

Inside, the air was thick.

Not just with the scent of herbs — because my mom, Moraa, was having contractions and apparently, traditional herbs were the go-to for, you know, that — but with the sharp tang of sweat and... well, human struggle.

You know that intense, unglamorous part of life where things are just raw and real?

This was it.

My mom, Moraa, was doing her best impression of a super-strong warrior, pushing against whatever invisible forces were trying to keep me and Zawadi tethered inside.

Her face was basically a roadmap of pain, her breath coming in these ragged, desperate gasps.

My dad, Jengo — who’s usually as stoic as a baobab tree (seriously, the guy barely blinks) — was kneeling beside her, his hand clenched around hers.

He’s a man of few words, but you could tell he was worried.

His knuckles were white.

He’s a warrior, a protector, all that jazz — but in that moment, he was utterly powerless against the mysteries of creation unfolding before him.

He was just a dude watching his wife deal with some serious, otherworldly pain.

Outside, the village of Oloip was a full-on anxiety convention.

We’re nestled in the shadow of Mount Kenya, which usually looks all majestic and snow-capped, like a fancy postcard.

But that night?

It was just a big, grey, menacing silhouette against the starless sky — like the mountain was saying, "Nope, not my problem, kids. Good luck with the drama."

The cattle, who usually have opinions about everything (mostly about needing more grass), were just these bony, tired things huddled near the dry riverbed.

Their low moans?

Basically the background music to our collective despair.

The sky offered no relief either.

No comforting clouds — just a bazillion stars staring down, like they were watching a really boring reality TV show about drought and overdue babies.

And the elders — who are supposed to be the wise, chill ones — were all huddled together, their faces looking like they’d just discovered someone had stolen all the data bundles.

They were talking about the drought, the cattle, all the usual doom-and-gloom stuff.

But the big thing?

The prophecy.

Apparently, it wasn’t just a bedtime story anymore.

It was, like, officially activated.

And that’s usually when things go from zero to "why is a mythological creature trying to eat me?" in thirty seconds flat.

Trust me, I know.

Then there’s Mama Tembi.

My grandma.

The one with the face that looks like a map of the universe after a few too many meteor showers.

She was just sitting there, unmoving, outside my mom’s hut.

Her eyes, milky with cataracts, looked like she was staring right through the hut, through the village, through time itself.

She felt a "tremor in the earth," she says.

Me?

I just felt the rising anxiety levels — probably from being stuck in a dark, confined space.

But she knew.

She knew this wasn't just some regular Tuesday night birth.

This was a "fulfillment of ancient whispers," a "convergence of energies."

Sounds like she was reading from a bad historical fiction novel, right?

Except... it was real.

And the air around her was practically buzzing — like a power line about to blow.

Then it happened.

The first cry.

Thin and reedy, but it sliced through the night like a tiny shiv.

A baby!

Everyone collectively sighed.

Hope, even if it was just a little, flickered.

But before anyone could start the celebratory ululations — you know, that loud, joyful wailing sound that Maasai women do when something good happens — another cry hit.

Stronger.

Louder.

More vibrant.

Twins.

A nervous murmur rippled through the village.

Twins are normal, sure.

But with the drought, and Mama Tembi looking like she’d just seen a ghost, it was a little... extra.

The midwife finally emerged, looking like she’d just run a marathon while holding two very important, very squirmy things.

She had two bundles, wrapped in soft animal skins.

"A boy and a girl," she announced, her voice barely a whisper, like she was afraid to jinx it.
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