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Chapter 1

O

n the other side of Afueni Hospital, Anna, a bubbly short
woman with an air of importance, laughed at something her
customer said. Widely known as Mama Ndizi, Anna was popular
for her healthy ripe bananas that screamed your name, and her infectious,
cackling laughter that had a pause to it. Those interacting with her for the
first time always thought her laughter had morphed into a yawn, only to be
surprised by her final stretch of roaring laughter that left her chest heaving
and shoulders rocking as if she were in a traditional dance. It was foolish
laughter, some said, the kind that made one laugh at their mother’s funeral.
Long after her funny customer had gone and she was adjusting her white
head wrap, a boda-boda flew past, leaving a trail of floating dust. Anna
cursed loudly in her mother tongue, blaming the rider’s mother for giving
birth to such a useless son.
‘I wonder why she insisted on keeping him,’ she said, as if she had been
present when the boy was born and had even suggested he be buried together
with his placenta to save the world from his impending foolishness.
Agnes smiled. She was watching Anna from her ward’s small window,
enthused by how she was able to switch moods like unpredictable weather.
The woman belonged to the acting theatre, she thought, yet here she was,
wasting her time inhaling dust from the roadside. After a while, Agnes
turned to her husband who sat with his face buried in his hands. They had
not uttered a word to each other, but she did not need anyone to tell her
what she already knew.
‘Sweetheart,’ she mumbled with great difficulty, ‘we will try again.’
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Juma raised his head to look at her. Across his face, a feigned smiled
tried to conceal the sadness he was caked in. He reached over and placed
his palm over her hand.
‘Now is not the time’ he said, ‘let’s focus on your health and worry about
other things later. Besides, I still believe God’s time is the best. He will give
us childen at His own time.’
He spoke as softly as only he could, but the words did nothing to comfort
her. It would have been a great idea for God to prevent her from falling
pregnant if the time was not right, rather than “blessing” her womb with a
baby and then taking it away just as the joy of motherhood started knocking
on her door. If the timing was not right, He should not have allowed her
to fall pregnant the second time and then the third time, knowing too well
the fate that befell her first pregnancy sat on a stool waiting. She could not
claim to know all that God knew, but she was sure God was aware of more
polite and less painful ways to let them know it was not yet time for them
to be parents.
But she was not ready to discuss God, His timing and methods; for Juma
was a staunch believer who despised anyone who questioned God and His
ways. She instead nodded in agreement, faced the other way and shut her
eyes to discourage the tears from welling up. She could not help but worry
about the fate of her marriage. Juma was being easy and understanding
now, but soon the words of his relatives would get to him and he would
change his mind. He would forget his belief that children came from God
and start demanding to know why she was unable to keep a pregnancy. It
was hard to imagine her loving husband of five years giving her a hard time
because of her miscarriages, but she knew every man had a breaking point.
She was admitted for three days. On the evening she was discharged, she
stepped outside the block holding on to Juma for support. She noticed the
dark clouds and silently prayed for rainfall. Knowing her nosy relatives, they
would waste no time in flooding her compound in the name of “standing
with her,” yet all they would be interested in is to know if Juma was still
being patient with her.
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After her first miscarriage her aunt Naliaka had said, ‘You were blessed with
a good husband, my daughter. Not many men can be this accommodating,’
and Agnes had detected disgust in her tone. It would have no doubt
pleased her to hear that Juma was planning to kick her out. Was it not
true that her daughters had been kicked out of their husbands’ houses for
not behaving themselves? Was it also not true that she had been one of the
people vehemently opposed to Agnes’ father marrying a Kikuyu woman
from Kabete- a place where women supposedly murdered their husbands for
their wealth? True, her father was a wealthy man having worked as a senior
person in the Nairobi City County, but everyone knew he had nothing to
his name when he was getting married.
But still, on that day, Agnes had managed a tired smile and said, ‘I
thank God.’
Her prayers were answered. The rain poured with fury, bringing weak
branches and old walls down with it. It gave her plenty of time to rest and
prepare fake smiles for her relatives who would flock her compound at
the break of dawn. That evening, Juma was the chef. He prepared ugali
and chicken, which he served with a proud smile knowing he was doing
something few men in Omwami village would dare do.
‘Are you sure you used common flour to prepare this ugali?’ Agnes joked,
‘because from how hard it is, one can easily assume you used cement in
place of flour.’
Juma laughed. He had watched her eyes lighten up in sheer enjoyment
the moment she tasted the slice of ugali soaked in chicken soup. So despite
what she said, it was obvious she enjoyed the meal, even though she could
only have a few bites because her appetite did not follow her home from
the hospital. When they were done eating, she rose to clear the table for it
was not uncommon for a man in Omwami village to expect his wife to do
the simple chores even when they were unwell. But Juma was not one of
those men. He asked her not to bother herself because he was in charge.
She watched him with a smile as he disappeared into the kitchen and for
the first time, agreed with her jealous aunt’s sentiments that she was lucky
to have a man of Juma’s substance.
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It was still raining. Juma inspected the windows to make sure they were
locked before they retreated to their bedroom. He was stripping, since he
slept in the nude, when he saw her grab a mirror to stare at herself. She
delicately ran her fingers over her tummy, tears forming in her eyes. Juma
sighed and walked to her, his undone pants threatening to fall.
‘Please, don’t do this to yourself.’ He gently eased the mirror from her
grip, propping it against the wall. ‘I know how hard it is for you, but we
have to be thankful that in spite of everything, you are back home and in
good health.’
He turned to the mirror in contemplation, and then grabbed it, holding
it before her as a merchant would to a customer trying out an outfit.
‘Don’t you look beautiful? Like a goddess? Like you were created to be
happy? Come on, cheer up!’
‘I am not in the mood to laugh.’ She tried in vain to wipe out her smile.
She did not look like anything before her pregnancy. Her neck appeared
longer and her shoulder blades sharper for losing weight, yet her face glittered
like it was not part of her suffering.
‘I could swear I was fat just three days ago,’ she said with cheeky a grin.
‘You were? In your dream?’
She laughed and sat on the bed, admiring how calm he had been. She
asked him about it, but to draw his true sentiments out, she framed the
question to sound like an accusation.
‘Are you sure you want us to have children? From how calm you’ve been,
perhaps it’s you, and not God, who doesn’t think it’s about time.’
‘If I did not want us to have children, would I have impregnated you three
times?’ he came and sat next to her, placing his arm over her shoulder. ‘It’s
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not as if I am glad we keep losing children; it’s only that I know panicking
won’t bring them back. In any case, are you not the one who carried all
the three pregnancies in your womb? Why would I act as if my own pain
is greater than yours?’
‘But you were the father and…’
‘It’s okay, sweetheart, you need to rest now.’
True to her word, relations started streaming in not long after the first
cockcrow. The first one to arrive was Agnes’ only sibling, Amo, who said
he came early because he didn’t want to open his carpentry workshop late.
Amo, not one to engage in pity-parties, skirted around the miscarriage issue
like it was an abomination. He instead chose to talk about the plans he had
for his workshop. Though he was never the sharpest tool in the box while
in school, Amo had gifted hands. He carved wood into beautiful pieces
of furniture, and it was for that reason that his father helped him start a
workshop. But he did not like it when you referred to him as a carpenter.
He preferred designer, something which Juma scoffed at.
‘What our people see is a carpenter and so they will call you a carpenter,’
he said.
‘That’s their loss. If they can’t take this opportunity to own furniture they
can only see on TV, then it’s their loss,’ he paused and then added more
seriously. ‘How’s she holding up?’
‘She will be fine. Still shocked, but she will be fine. Are you sure you
don’t want tea?’
‘I usually have my tea in the evening,” he said, and Juma smiled because
he knew Amo was referring to alcohol. He was not an alcoholic, but Juma
kept telling him it was only a matter of time.
‘They look like they’ll appreciate a cup of tea,’ said Amo, thrusting his
chin at Juma’s gate. Aunt Naliaka and her two daughters were approaching.
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From where they sat, under a tree shade, they could see that they came
bearing gifts, which Amo swore were nothing but apples and maybe a bunch
of bananas from Anna.
Juma laughed while rising to his feet to welcome them. Agnes, who had
seen them coming from her bedroom window, also came out. Aunt Naliaka
and Juma waved at each other from a distance because it was a taboo for
them to shake hands. He extended a handshake to her daughters, though,
but they pulled him in for a hug. Agnes stood with her hands behind her
back as she received the many sorries that came from aunt Naliaka’s mouth.
Amo took this opportunity to excuse himself and Juma offered to walk him
out of the compound.
‘All shall be well, my daughter,’ said Naliaka, taking a seat under the
same tree shade Amo and Juma sat not long ago. ‘But what did the doctor
say the problem is? You cannot keep losing children like this.’
Agnes shrugged.
‘They did not say. I think it’s only bad luck.’
‘I don’t think it’s bad luck,’ said one of Agnes’ cousins. ‘Something must
be wrong, and since you are healthy and able to conceive,’ she looked around
to make sure what she was going to say did not gain entry into the wrong
ear, and then lowered her voice, ‘we can only assume that the problem lies
with your husband. Have you people tried to get his seed checked? I hear
if a man’s…’
‘Nothing is wrong with my husband’s seed,’ said Agnes, restraining her
loathe for their incessant need to look for trouble where there was none.
She was sure, even though the other two acted as if they were not privy to
this line of thinking, they had a hand in it.
‘I was about to make breakfast before you people came,’ she said, ‘Mercy,
do you mind helping me in the kitchen?’
‘Of course, I don’t,’ said Mercy, springing to her feet. ‘As a matter of
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fact, I will do all the cooking so you can rest. You are not supposed to be
straining with your condition.’
Agnes smiled. She knew they would offer to help with a little prompting,
and yet again they surprised her with their predictability. After breakfast,
they spent much time talking about nothing that interested her. She was
waiting for them to take their leave so she could get ready to welcome her
parents who would be visiting later in the day, as it was not their custom
to visit people’s homes before the dew on the grass dried. Her aunt and her
two daughters took their time before announcing they would be taking
their leave. Agnes almost broke into praise and worship song in celebration.
‘But remember what I said, the problem might be your husband.’
Agnes nodded and promised to talk to Juma about it.
‘But don’t say I am the one who suggested it. We do not want him to
think we are feeding you with wrong ideas.’
Ordinarily, Agnes would have ignored their advice, but at some point,
she found herself wondering whether she was letting her hatred for them
cloud her judgement. Could it be that the problem was with Juma? She
decided to dig into it by going online to read on it, and she was getting
schooled on how abnormal sperm shape can lead to a miscarriage when
her parents knocked. At this time, the knowledge she had just gained had
watered down her excitement of seeing her parents, but she was lucky
because the whole time she looked withdrawn and sad, they all assumed it
was because of the miscarriage.

12

Chapter 2

F

or a man many considered disadvantaged in size and might, Amo
was too quarrelsome. If you heard him hurling threats you would
be forgiven to think he was built like Goliath and fought like
Samson in the Bible, yet in truth, he was only but a coward who covered
more ground with his words than he inflicted pain with his fist. On this day,
he stood legs apart, holding a hammer on his right hand. Resting between
his teeth and lips were tiny upholstery nails, which he miraculously didn’t
swallow as he quarreled. His blue apron was unbuttoned, revealing a vest
that he liked to believe was white, even though time and its bad relationship
with water had rendered it yellow.
‘What are you saying? You’ve been beating around the bush.’
‘I want you to give me back my money so I can find another carpenter
to repair my chair. You’ve kept me waiting for weeks and my patience has
left me.’
‘Am I supposed to assume it’s my fault your patience left you?’ Amo
chuckled. ‘If your wife left you, would you come here to blame me? Anyway,
I will work on your chair as soon as I am done making this sofa set whose
owner paid me lots of money, yet he has not come to lecture me as if I am
a child.’
‘I have respected you enough. Just give me my money and I will leave
you alone,’ said his now incensed customer, a middle-aged man with about
three white hairs sprouting from his nose.
When he brought his old sofa to Amo three weeks ago to repair its faulty
13

legs and replace the old fabric, Amo had studied it for a long time, as he
always did when he was searching for an excuse to overcharge, and slapped a
seven thousand fee on it, demanding half the amount upfront. The man paid,
but Amo could not keep his promise of fixing the chair within three days.
‘No need to shout. I will return your money. But you must come back
tomorrow because as you can see this is a workshop and not a banking hall,
or M-Pesa shop. I do not have any cash with me.’
Amo went back to nailing the sofa set to the enragement of his customer
who wagged his finger at him, threatening to report him to the police. When
Juma arrived the two men were standing too close to each other, each one
ready to pounce. He shook his head and jumped in between them, trying
to calm the customer who wasted no time in recounting his disappointment
with Amo.
‘No one understands Amo better than I do, and you know that. I will
talk to him and he will either return your money or fix your chair.’
‘I am only respecting you because you are a renowned teacher who, unlike
your useless in-law here, is never afraid to use his common sense. But should
he delay with my money for a day longer, I will give him a beating of his
life so he knows better than to step on a snake’s tail.’
‘Talk is cheap, my friend,’ said Amo in a quick rejoinder. ‘The day you
will defeat me in a fight is the day I will hang myself in embarrassment. As
a matter of fact, I have now decided not to…’
‘It’s good to admit when you are wrong and not quarrel all the time,’
said Juma in a stern voice. ‘This man is old enough to be your father and
yet you are here frustrating him.’
Amo stopped arguing. When the customer had gone, he fetched Juma a
sit and turned his attention to the sofa set he was making. His silence was
his way of telling Juma that even though he respected him as his best friend
and brother in-law, it did not follow that he would let him to talk to him
the way he did. Juma read his mind, so he did not speak for a while. But
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he could not hold on to the silence for long when he had something heavy
bagging him. He cleared his throat unnecessarily to get Amo’s attention
and he earned it.
‘You are doing a good job with that sofa,’ he said. ‘Now I agree with
you when you say we should be referring to you as a designer and not a
carpenter. I am sure by the time you are done, the owner will pay you more
than what you agreed on.’
Amo was never immune to praise. Each time someone praised him, the
heaviness in his chest dissolved and a smile cut across his lips. He placed the
hammer down and sat on a three-legged stool across from Juma.
‘You will need more than nice words to draw me out,’ he said.
‘I have done enough for today,’ said Juma. ‘But I am wondering when
you are going to offer me something to drink.’
‘This is a workshop and not a bar.’
Amo spread his legs and folded his arms. It was the sitting posture of a
man who knew his friend had something bothering him, and he was ready to
listen. But first, being of the opinion that the silent treatment did not work
as perfectly as he would have wanted, he voiced his dissatisfaction with Juma.
‘Sometimes I wonder on whose side you are on,’ he said. ‘While other
friends stick their necks on the chopping board for their friends, you are
busy siding with my enemies to humiliate me.’
‘Amo, I know you are not too foolish to realise I was siding with you. I
am not sure how tough you think you are with this body size that’s no more
than a large spoon, but I am sure that old man would have embarrassed you
here, and for a good reason. Why do you keep taking money from your
customers if you know you can’t deliver?’
‘I am not about to argue with you but if that’s what you call siding with
me, then next time don’t.’
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‘Let’s not fight over such a small matter. I am sorry if I offended you.’
‘That’s better. I would have otherwise asked you to leave.’ He slapped a
stubborn fly that kept buzzing around his head when it finally landed on
his thigh. ‘How’s Agnes?’
‘Not good, not bad.’
‘Look, I have no time for your language that does not know how to hit
the nail on the head. Just tell me how she is.’
‘She is suffering.’
‘Is she still blaming God for her miscarriage?’
Juma held his palms out. ‘I don’t know. Whether she is blaming God,
herself, or I is not the problem here. The problem is she has been behaving
weirdly for the last two months. She has been acting like the world is coming
to an end and there’s no point in getting anything done. For days, I have
had to force her to eat and, sometimes, get out of bed to take a shower. I
was losing it because the last thing you want after a long day at work is to
find your wife in disarray.’
‘My sister likes being hard on herself. She has been like that for as long
as I can remember and all you need is to give her time to fully recover. Or,
I can visit later this evening and talk to her.’
‘Thank you, but that won’t be necessary. Two days ago, I came home
and found the house sparkling. She had cleaned every single corner of the
house, done the dishes and, most importantly, cleaned herself. I hadn’t seen
her glow in days and at some point, I wondered whether I was in the wrong
house. She had cooked too and…’
‘I get it. I would be happy to listen to all the details but as you know,
customers are breathing down my neck. If I don’t get back to work, you
will have no one to solve your marital problems.’ He scratched the upper
part of his left arm and crossed his legs. ‘Anyway, seems to me like things
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are getting back to normal, so I don’t get why you still have that long face.’
‘I still have this long face because your sister does not want us to try for
a baby anymore.’
‘Barely two months since she had that horrific miscarriage, you want
her to get pregnant again?’ Amo hung his face in bewilderment. ‘Are you
planning to kill my sister?’
‘Calm down. There is no point in raising your voice when you haven’t
understood what I am trying to tell you. What I mean is that Agnes says she
does not want to fall pregnant ever again,’ he clapped to emphasize his point.
‘Or maybe she is yet to get over the trauma. In any case, three miscarriages
are enough to make one give up,’ he said and, to pepper this sad situation
with sprinkles of hope, added, ‘but I doubt she is serious. In due time she
will change her mind.’
‘I know my wife.’ Juma’s eyes narrowed and voice cracked. ‘She is not the
kind to make hasty decisions. She must have thought about it extensively
and that makes changing her mind impossible.’
‘Sadly, I agree with you. I remember how, when we were young, she asked
me to do a chore and when I refused, she swore I would not eat in that house.
I thought she was joking, or that even if she weren’t, our parents wouldn’t
allow it. But I tell you that day I went to bed with an empty stomach,’ he
shook his head, probably still traumatized by that event.
‘That’s encouraging. Thank you.’
‘I did not know you were seeking encouragement,’ he rose to his feet
to continue working. ‘But let’s give her time and if she doesn’t change her
mind, I will talk to her. As her brother, I might be able to reason with her.’
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After losing her first pregnancy, then her second, then her third, Agnes
decides to quit trying and joins politics in a show of defiance. Her husband,
Juma, is not amused, but nothing is going to stop her, not even the risk
of losing her marriage.
The political waters are already muddied by the hatred simmering between
the Women Rep, Dorothy, and Member of Parliament, Obwana, and Agnes
will find out soon enough that this could work for or against her.
The Honourables is the story of distinguished members of the society
clamoring for respect, power and revenge. No line is too sacred to cross
and no heart too precious to break. But there can only be one outcome.
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