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For the fathers who carry nations quietly,

for the mothers who keep history alive,

and for the children who walk forward unafraid.
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The sun did not rush the savannah. It never had. It rose with patience, stretching gold across the dust, warming the earth before daring to touch the sky. Between two ancient logs, elevated by generations of hands and feet, Olu Sulu held a perfect side split, his massive frame balanced with quiet precision. His bare feet gripped the wood without strain, his breathing slow and even, as if gravity itself had learned to respect him. 

Below, the Pygmies moved through the tall grass like thought given form. They did not stop. They did not stare. One elder tapped his staff once against the ground as he passed beneath Olu’s suspended body, a gesture older than any spoken language. Respect given without demand. Respect returned without display. Moments later, the Masai emerged from the horizon, tall and upright, their spears angled toward the growing light.

Without breaking stride, they stepped cleanly over Olu’s outstretched form, their shadows briefly crossing his chest. One warrior nodded. No words were necessary. Africa did not need explanation when it recognized discipline. Olu’s muscles did not tremble. Strength, when mastered, does not announce itself. He held the position until the sun cleared the ridge, until the land itself seemed awake, then lifted himself effortlessly and stood.

From the edge of the clearing, Ngozi watched, arms folded loosely, her expression unreadable. She had seen many strong men perform for attention. Olu never performed. His strength existed whether witnessed or not, and that was why people followed him without being asked. Children gathered nearby, some clinging to their mothers, others daring closer, their eyes wide with admiration. 

Wives spoke softly among themselves, laughter woven with routine, with warmth, with the quiet order of a household that was less a family than a small village. Nineteen children bore his blood, yet he ruled none of them. He protected them. Far away, a drumbeat echoed, faint but wrong. Its rhythm stumbled, dragging where it should have flowed. Olu felt it before he truly heard it. He turned his head slightly, listening not with his ears but with the instincts sharpened by decades of survival.

The land had a language, and something was speaking out of turn. They left before the heat became cruel, moving northward along a path that only existed to those who had walked it enough times to trust memory over sight. Ayodele struggled to keep pace but refused to complain. He was young, lean, sharp-eyed, and determined to prove he belonged beside the man whose shadow he followed.  

The sun climbed higher, baking the earth until even the wind felt tired. Ayodele wiped his brow and glanced sideways. “Olu,” he said, careful not to sound foolish, “what is the largest snake you have ever seen?” Olu did not answer immediately. He stepped over a fallen branch, his stride unbroken, his gaze fixed ahead. “Many,” he said at last. “Some outrun men. Some are beautiful.” Ayodele waited, knowing better than to interrupt. “The largest,” Olu continued, was at least twenty feet.” 

It dropped from a tree, missed us, then stood tall and hissed.” Ayodele stopped walking. “What happened?” Olu’s mouth curved slightly. “We yelled. Threw what we had.” “And?” “We let It slither away.” Ayodele frowned. “That’s it?” Olu glanced at him. “My father once told me—if a snake ever bites you, find a tree, lie down, die like a man.” Ayodele stared for a moment, then laughed, shaking his head. “Then  sunbaked African was not on that ones menu that day?” They laughed together and continued toward the savannah, unaware that far above, something listened, patient and hungry, not for flesh but for fear. Zalika M’Baye did not rule by birthright. She ruled by invitation. Men came to her with coin, desperation, and secrets they believed too dangerous to carry alone. She accepted all three. Her dwelling sat where the forest thickened into shadow, where roots twisted like questions without answers.
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