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LOVE CIRCLE

A story of love, betrayal, and forgiveness in a modern African village

By Mike Sigei
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TO THOSE WHO STILL believe in love after pain.
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Chapter I – THE BLOSSOMING LOVE
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“LOVE DOES NOT NEED to be perfect; it only needs to be true.”

The morning sun rose softly over the green hills of Chemwani Village, a humble community tucked between two ridges where the earth smelled of rain and hope. The mist lifted lazily from the valley, revealing shambas rich with maize and beans, and children chasing each other barefoot along the dusty paths.

In Chemwani, life moved slowly — like the stream that wound its way through the fields. People lived by the rhythm of sunrise and sunset, by the cry of the rooster and the call of the evening hyrax. Though simple, village life carried its own warmth; the laughter of neighbours, the scent of chapati on Sundays, the distant hum of a radio playing old Swahili tunes.

Jack, a young man in his late twenties, rose early each day before the first light broke. He lived in a small two-room house made of iron sheets and mud walls — a place he had built himself. His life wasn’t easy, but it was honest. He worked as a mason, carpenter, and sometimes as a farmhand, taking every job he could to earn a living.

He was tall, with kind eyes and a quiet strength that made people trust him. Despite his struggles, Jack was known for his humility and his unwavering faith in God. He never complained; he simply believed that someday, things would get better.

Jacky, meanwhile, had a different life. She was a village girl who had gone to college in town, returned with a diploma in office management, and found a stable job as a secretary at a local government office. Her salary wasn’t much, but it gave her a sense of independence.

Every morning, she dressed neatly in her pressed skirts and modest heels, walking gracefully to the bus stop. Her colleagues admired her dedication, and her family was proud of her. Yet, inside her heart, she longed for something deeper than success — something that would fill the quiet spaces of her evenings when she returned home alone.

Their paths crossed again on a Sunday afternoon. The village church was buzzing with the sound of songs and laughter after service. The youth were gathered under a big acacia tree, playing guitars and sharing jokes. Jack was helping to arrange benches when he noticed Jacky talking with a group of ladies.

He hesitated for a moment, wiped his hands, and walked over. “Jacky... is it really you?” he said, smiling softly.

She turned, surprised. “Jack! My goodness, it’s been years. I almost didn’t recognize you.”

They both laughed, the kind of laughter that carried memories of childhood — fetching water from the river, running barefoot, hiding in maize fields during hide-and-seek. It was as though time had folded in on itself and brought them back to where they belonged.

From that day, they began seeing each other often. Sometimes Jacky would find Jack waiting for her by the roadside when she returned from work, his clothes dusty but his smile warm. Other days, they met in the market, sharing roasted maize and light jokes about village gossip.

Jack never had much money, but he always carried himself with dignity. Jacky loved that about him. He didn’t pretend to be what he wasn’t. He would say, “One day, Jacky, I’ll build us a small house — not fancy, but peaceful.”

She would smile and answer, “Peace is all I want, Jack.”

Their friendship deepened into love. Soon, their families noticed. The elders spoke in approving tones; even the church members prayed for their union. In Chemwani, love wasn’t about wealth — it was about faithfulness, character, and the willingness to endure together.

When Jack finally proposed, it wasn’t with gold or flowers, but with words spoken under the same acacia tree where they first met again. “Jacky,” he said, holding her hands, “I may not have much, but I have you — and that’s enough for me.”

Tears filled her eyes as she replied, “That’s all I need too, Jack. I just want someone who will walk beside me through everything.”

Their wedding was simple but filled with joy. The villagers gathered, children sang, and the pastor blessed their union. Jack’s friends built the tent using poles and ropes, while Jacky’s colleagues brought soft drinks and bread. The entire village celebrated — not because of wealth, but because love had triumphed over circumstance.

Their new home stood on a small piece of land near the river. Jacky planted flowers along the fence, and Jack built a bench under the fig tree. Life began beautifully. Each evening, they would sit together, watching the sun dip behind the hills. They talked about their future — children, savings, and maybe one day buying a small motorbike.

But as months passed, the world began to show its weight. Jack’s jobs became less frequent; sometimes he went for weeks without work. Meanwhile, Jacky’s job demanded longer hours, more responsibility, and occasional weekend duties.

At first, they managed well. Jacky would encourage him, saying, “Don’t worry, Jack. It’s just a season. Things will get better.”

Jack nodded, grateful for her faith. But deep down, he felt the sting of inadequacy. It hurt him that his wife carried the heavier load. He wanted to provide more, to stand tall as the man of the house.

Yet, every time he saw her return home exhausted, he reminded himself why he loved her — because she never complained, never boasted, never made him feel small.

They would still laugh together, share meals, and dream of better days. Their love held steady — quiet, humble, but strong.

Still, in the corners of Jack’s heart, a shadow began to grow — a fear that time and distance might one day test their promise.

As Jacky’s work drew her further into the world of town life — with meetings, colleagues, and bus rides — Jack’s world remained the same. And though he didn’t say it, he sometimes wondered if love alone could stand against the tide of change.
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