
1

 

 

SHATTERED 
DREAMS
“He saw it. He never got it.”

William Khalipwina Mpina



i

Shattered Dreams
“He saw it. He never got it.”

SHORT STORIES 

 William Khalipwina Mpina



ii

Published by

© 2019

all rights reserved
Blantyre, Malawi

ISBN 978 9990 807 523

Email: mpinakhalipwina@yahoo.com/williammpina3@gmail.com
   jccreations50@yahoo.com

0992 977 620

www.scribblepublication.com



iii

All rights reserved; no part of this publication may be 

reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, transmitted in 

any form, or by any means, electronic, mechanical, pho-

tocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior 

permission of the author.



iv

Acknowledgement
Acknowledgements are due to the editors and publishers 

of the following publications: Malawi News, The week-

ly News, The Weekend Nation, The Sunday Times, The 

Scottish pen newsletter, The Malawi Pen Newsletter, To-

gether magazine, MBC Radio, Joy Radio, Chanco Com-

munity Radio and institutions such as Malawi PEN and 

The Malawi Writers Union for appreciating my talent. 

Special mention should go to the students of Chancellor 

College who attended Chancellor College writers’ work-

shops and poetry performances at the Great Hall between 

2011 and 2015 where I had an opportunity to read some 

of the stories included in this collection. They gave me 

courage with whatever comments they made. 

Some individuals like Temwani Mgunda, Davie Namu-

sanya, Robert Chiwamba, Beaton Galafa, Gift Matabwa, 

Siphat Msusa, Alfred Msadala, and Dr Damazio Mfune 

of English Department played a part, minor or major. To 

you all, I say thanks.



v

Contents

Acknowledgement iv

Judgment Day  1

Bloodlust   5

City flies    28

Postcard of a Future 40

Footsteps   49

Shattered Dreams 55

The Dead End  64

East or West  70

Tombstone of a life  77



5

Bloodlust
The wheelbarrow groaned as Papa pushed it towards 

the rubbish pit. It was not grumbling against the 

load but singing in praise of its age. The owner, Papa, 

who could not tell how old the machine was, had swept 

around his house and put all the mess in it. Transferring 

an ounce of energy left in a bowl of his last days into 

driving it, he did not know that he was speaking to him-

self until Anita cut him short. There were crags of disap-

pointment in his heart that he could not pull down. 

 “Dad, forget it. I will live.” Anita leaning on the 

wall to catch a feel of the heat of the morning sun whose 

rays were slicing through the branches of mango trees 

coughed. She had requested for Panadol tablets and a 

glass of water which Papa was to bring because her iota 

of vitality was slowly ebbing away.  Papa glanced at her 

ailing daughter, opened his mouth but sealed his voice. 

Leaping away from the rubbish pit while shoving the 

creaking wheelbarrow hard, he looked up and saw two 
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ducks flapping their wings, dying to fly into the sea of the 

sky. 

 Like a dream, the construction of Papa’s house 

in the village took exactly two months. It was both a 

blessing and a curse that Papa had decided to return and 

stay among his people. The wind of the village blew 

over his face when he was a little boy. Now he had come 

back home as ‘papa’ meaning a rich father as compared 

to ‘ababa’ which literary meant a poor father. He had 

arrived with pomp; dogs barking and chasing tyres of 

a BMW and a Toyota land cruiser towards his house. 

Though he was not poor, but his eyesight was. He was of-

ten seen sitting on a make shift chair reading a newspaper 

through a pair of glasses under a mango tree.

 Beyond doubt, the former lecturer kissed his home 

soil with a less serious problem worth discussing behind 

doors. He was always speaking to himself like a mad 

woman at the market. Whispers went round. The gods 

had pulled him back to die and be buried among his kins-

men. Others went further to say a spell had been cast on 

him. Everyone expected it as a payback for his arrogance. 
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For reasons well known to himself, Papa rarely visited 

the village. His ababa who in his old age was specula-

tively known for practising witchcraft was buried in his 

absence. During that time, aunt Najere and his youngest 

sister Nyozani went on their knees to request him to bid 

farewell to ababa, but with ideas fed to him by his edu-

cated friends he refused to see ababa’s corpse.  

 Since Papa started teaching at the university, to-

mato sellers from his village had been following him 

to his staff residence not only to sell and greet him and 

his two beautiful daughters; Anita and Tiwonge; but to 

convince him that his father was a wizard number one. 

Najere was his accomplice. Papa, though unhappy with 

the news, used to pull-out with his fingers from his long 

pocket thousands of kwachas in exchange for the stories, 

basking in the confidence that those who run in a race 

run all, but one receive the prize. Papa saw himself as the 

undoubted winner. 

 Returning back home, this time around, he did not 

find those tomato sellers except aunt Najere. Najere who 

lived four houses away from his newly built house had 
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sworn not to pay him a visit. This was a revolt against 

papa’s old view that a girl child should not be allowed to 

think, but should just accept what the men had drafted for 

her, believe in anything that came from the mouth of men 

and persevere. She blamed him for all her poverty. Even 

though she saw the procession of motor vehicles belong-

ing to Okeke Removals that branched from the main road 

at New Stage and came to a halt near his house; days, 

weeks and months elapsed without aunt Najere formally 

welcoming him back home. 

 His last born sister Nyozani had fled long before 

and stayed away from the village. She never wished to 

return home, all because of him. When Papa strolled to 

Najere’s house, she refused to get out to greet the visitor. 

She saw him through her door, but she shouted that she 

was away to fetch firewood. Papa, timorously, promenad-

ed back to his house.

 For Najere, it was reasonable not to entertain him. 

Ten years before, Najere went to meet Papa, like every-

body else, to beg some money to purchase maize seeds 

and fertilizer, but Papa who had been fed with wrong 
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information that Najere would eat him alive, told her that 

she should not wish to ‘try’ him again. 

 Following the humiliation she underwent that time, 

Najere never wished to see the face of her cruel neph-

ew again nor think about cooking at his funeral if Papa 

would be the first to go. What evidence did he have to 

ascertain his view that she was a witch? At least educated 

people had to reason better than illiterate people.

 Papa did not relocate to the village alone. His thir-

teen year old Anita and ten year old Tiwonge sniffed the 

air of the village with unease. They coughed a lot. The 

village was dusty and hot. When it was hot in the city, the 

children would switch on air conditioners, but the house 

in the village had no air conditioners. They did not think 

that their father’s piece of advice was well-intentioned. 

Their father used to tell them; “When it’s hot inside, 

sit under the tree. It’s cool there.” It was a good piece 

of advice but they could not do that at night when hye-

nas dreaded them the whole night. They were hopeless. 

During the day, they were often seen sitting next to and 

looking miserably at their father. They could not under-
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stand how a person who had once strayed into ‘heaven’ 

would ever hope to make terms with the earth.

 Tiwonge, hobnailed to a wheelchair, had told his 

father that village life was less inspiring. Instead, Papa 

had replied that she would cope with it.  Pushing the 

wheelchair around the place, on the dusty and rocky 

paths, Anita felt it was not a good experience. The two 

girls silently suffered.

 It would have been fair if the girls were enrolled 

at a boarding high school in the city, but the retired lec-

turer refused. He preferred ferrying them in the morning 

and picking them later in the afternoon to letting them go 

and leaving him alone in the village. They were his only 

companions. They went to Akene Girls Secondary School 

five miles from the village. After classes, Anita used to 

wait with her sister for their father’s car every afternoon 

at the administration block.

 The new settlers could not solve another problem 

of drawing water from a borehole one kilometre away. It 

was too much for them. For that cause, Joe joined them. 
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He was a very cheerful young man from the same vil-

lage, but depressed. At 17, he was already married. Papa 

employed him to be doing household chores and staying 

with them at night as a guard. He had to be with his wife 

only one-third of the day especially to give him time to 

work in his garden. Joe welcomed the idea without hesi-

tation. He had been looking forward to improving his diet 

ever since he was diagnosed HIV positive. He saw this as 

a rare chance. 

 His wife too did not display any sign of cynicism. 

She was often seen at the house helping in drawing wa-

ter while her husband was either cooking or cleaning the 

house. In return, Joe could share with her what he ate. 

 Anita was instructed to teach Joe what the family 

liked to eat. She knew how to cook, but following her 

father’s instructions, she was supposed to watch how and 

what Joe would cook every day in case something hap-

pens.  Simple like that. So, before and after school, they 

were always together most of the times. Joe saw it as 

another rare opportunity to mix with a daughter of one of 

the affluent people in the society. He used to tell Anita to 
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keep telling him inspiring childhood stories about life in 

the city where she had lived ever since she was born. Joe 

enjoyed to listen to her because of Anita’s slang. It was 

like a white woman’s tongue was inserted in her mouth. 

They used to laugh their lungs out most of the nights to 

punctuate the discussions before she went to sleep. Tak-

ing advantage of this situation, Joe would caress her soft 

hair as she told the stories. Anita never stopped him.

 Not very long from when they arrived, bitter mo-

ments began piling up in the family at a fast pace. They 

say in life bitter moments come to normalise situations 

in case people would think that life is a linear adventure, 

and always worth living.

  Robbers came in the middle of the night; beat up 

Papa and left him almost lifeless when Joe was on sick 

leave. They swept away almost everything in the house 

and packed all the durable items in the land cruiser before 

they burned the BMW and cruised away.  

 Next was the sudden death of Tiwonge. Tiwonge 

died in her sleep on John Chilembwe Day. She was not 

seriously ill. It was fever, and Papa gave her Panadol 
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tablets so that in the morning he would escort her to the 

hospital. When she slept in the evening, she did not wake 

up the following day.

 Since that time, Anita could really feel that Papa 

was panicking. His life was on reverse gear. Running 

mad sort of, he used to speak to himself throughout the 

night. He narrated how devastated he was to Joe and 

Anita, and it was just like a song when provoked with a 

‘hello.’

 When Najere heard about this, for the first time, 

she came to greet him.

“Mwaswera bwanji, khaze?” She greeted her nephew.

“You see,” he began, “Witchcraft! People in the village. 

Witchcraft.”

“So you think it’s me. It must not be a surprise when fate 

stops knocking on other people’s doors and visits us. Ha-

ven’t you written this in one of your books?” Najere said.

“But it would have been me, not Tiwonge.” Papa, turning 

slowly into a man of sorrow, lamented.

“At least you have learnt that life is people. If there are 

people around you, it follows that you can live freely. No 
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man is an island.” Najere grinned.

 On that day, Papa nurtured the idea of meeting 

Nyozani to persuade her to take Anita and hide her from 

the wrath of the village. It would be better if he stayed 

alone and died than be with Anita and always think about 

how everyday would end for both of them.  Unlike Na-

jere, Nyozani would be convinced and able to understand 

what fate had done to him. He told Joe that he was leav-

ing for ten days and he had to take care of Anita. After 

clearing the ground in the north, Anita would leave the 

village for good. 

 However, a cloud of doubt descended upon Na-

jere’s mind when she heard that Papa had left to meet 

Nyozani. It was not for Nyozani’s liking that she fled, 

but heart-brokenness mixed with lack of forgiveness. She 

was irritated with not only the village systems, but also 

the people of her village. This started when two anti-hills 

mushroomed on her chest. Almost every male was be-

coming a windbag. Much to her dislike, boys at school 

would touch them and ran away. One of the male teach-

ers, Mr. Big Bennie, would make nasty comments on her 
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beauty. When she told Botomani, the man who married 

his mother after ababa died, he laughed his lungs out. 

He used to deviate from the truth and confessed that if a 

woman was educated, all wealth would be enjoyed by the 

husband or the husband’s parents. Much of what he said 

was that educating a woman was a total loss. The step 

father used to encourage her to marry, and Mr Big Bennie 

was a perfect fit. 

 Papa who got excited when Botomani became his 

stepfather had no unrelated opinion. When Nyozani paid 

him a visit to express her disappointment with Botoma-

ni’s attitude and conduct, he in strongest terms said that 

he would support any idea that came from the mouth of 

his stepfather.

“I have called you here because Nyozani is becoming a 

pest. She does not like her stepfather.” 

Papa stressed a point to Angaanatha, his mother, one eve-

ning after Botomani had travelled to the staff residences 

at the University and complained about the girl. 

“You must take care. She might be willing to ruin your 

marriage.”
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 At 13, Nyozani never thought that people would 

live like fish, always the biggest devouring the smallest. 

At least, she thought that her brother would understand 

her for, not once but several times, Botomani had been 

peeping into a bathroom when Nyozani was bathing es-

pecially when her mother had gone for an errand. Staying 

with a stepfather, she used to think, was not good enough. 

 However, both Papa and Angaanatha were cynical. 

They would not want to hear such upsetting remarks be-

cause Botomani was not only rich but also generous. And 

if that was true, what would he get from her?  That did 

not make sense to both of them. Papa who seemed not 

interested to go deeper into the facts of the matter, used 

to send messages that he did not want to hear that Nyoza-

ni had broken her mother’s family. So, she was alone in 

a crowd of relatives. Only Najere would understand her 

for every time she told her issues, for example, when 

Botomani tiptoed to her bedroom and caressed her hips, 

Najere was very angry but she feared to let the cat out of 

the bag because of Papa’s pig-headedness. 

 At school, Nyozani wanted to tell her standard five 
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teacher Mrs Samson who was also a “Girl Guide” coun-

sellor, but she held her mouth.  Mrs Samson, who mar-

ried a police officer, used to speak against gender based 

violence and infringements of children’s rights in class. 

She would obviously take Botomani to task. She sought 

to suffer in silence.  

 One morning, Papa dragged Nyozani to his uncle’s 

house. He had been warned by Angaanatha that Boto-

mani was threatening to leave the house because of her. 

Nyozani wiped tears from her youthful face as she peered 

at him. She could not understand. She followed him as he 

pushed Akuda’s door. Akuda welcomed him before An-

gaanatha dashed into the house.

“I wouldn’t wish to come as early as this, but Nyozani as 

her name suggests, says bad things about her stepfather. I 

think you heard it. She has been telling people that Bo-

tomani has been caressing her pussy.  Can he really do 

that?” 

Papa sought an affirmation.

“Is that true, sister?” Akuda fumed.

Angaanatha, tears expressing her abhorrence, did not 
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reply. She looked down and scratched on the floor with 

her fingers.

 The sun was up in the sky and the crows were 

singing in the tall blue gum trees nearby. Akuda stood up, 

walked outside to fetch a stick. Nyozani panicked. She 

rammed out a half broken window and pushed herself 

out. After heaving a sigh, she started running like a mad 

dog.

 Meanwhile, Papa saw the colossal buildings of 

the commercial city of Malambwano. Before he left 

Malambwano University where he obtained his bache-

lor’s degree, the place was just a trading centre embel-

lished with government offices. Calling it a city would 

have been an act of contempt. An air of wealth filtered 

through his nose and his stomach instantly rumbled. His 

eyes flickered. He had heard much about the develop-

ment of this place that life flowed like paraffin from two 

youths who came to study at the university after him, in a 

space of three years, and did not want to believe them at 

all. 
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 Papa smirked; this time not as happy as he was 

before when boarding the bus at New Stage in the early 

hours of the previous day; but as worrisome as somebody 

who had lost his way. He was lost not of the way but of 

words. What he had heard about the tall buildings at this 

place was nothing but gospel truth. He saw hundreds of 

shops as the bus meandered through the streets of this 

wondrous place before it came to a halt.  And upon look-

ing through the window of the bus again and again, his 

eyes had greeted the hustle and bustle of the city. He felt 

so alienated, for entering it through the southern side 

where the main market was sited, made him completely 

lost. Didn’t he see the sun about to set in the east?

 In disbelief, Papa shoved his head out of the win-

dow. He was on this trip to meet his sister whom people 

had spoken that her bread was well buttered yet she was 

not visiting the village. He came to find out how possible 

it was.  In life, people must learn to forgive each other. 

When Angaanatha died of TB, a notice was aired on the 

radio but she did not come. Her face was also not seen 

when her stepfather, Botomani passed on. She also did 
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not show up when the first chief kicked the bucket. Hav-

ing heard this, Papa was not happy that his sister was 

spoilt, enjoying life in a foreign land without remember-

ing the people who had ushered her into the world. He 

already had regretted having once nurtured this idea and 

felt guilty when he thought about his past. 

“Lord forgive those who abandon their villages because 

life is good in a foreign land. East or west, home is best.” 

Papa whispered. 

 Through the dictates of a paternal society, Nyozani 

could be excused but Papa wondered about the man who 

had secretly tied a knot with her. 

“A real man had to visit the relatives of his woman at 

least once, let alone see the face of her mother and her 

relatives” Again, he spoke to himself. 

“If this man was really a man, would he not ask about 

the village and relatives of his woman in case something 

happens?”

Immersed in thoughts, Papa speculated in which category 

he would put her man. A man could not take a woman; 

call her a wife in abrupt arrangements. Concerned parties 
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had to know each other ‘well.’ Uncles had to take charge. 

The moment he would find her, he had vowed, he would 

speak to her strongly such that she had to come round. 

And if her man would be sociable, he would also be spo-

ken to harshly so as to be brought back to his senses, and 

be reminded how to preserve his culture and deny not to 

be swallowed by city life and its alien culture. 

“Why swallowed up in a strange place without lobola?” 

He whispered to himself.

 The deafening sounds of hooting cars, vendors 

calling for buyers and people disembarking from buses 

awoke Papa at Malambwano bus depot. This was his 

destination. In the bus, everybody was standing except 

him. He shyly stood up and looked through the window. 

People, young and old, were all over the place; moving to 

and fro and none seemingly attending to another. Flying 

in style, well-fed crows were all over the place.

 As the passengers were pushing one another 

to move forward to get to the mouth of the bus, Papa 

reached for his shirt pocket and felt that his transport 

money was safe. He had to take a minibus to Luwanga, 
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but he opted to walk, for walking had formed part of his 

life as a body exercise. The man who had told him that 

he knew his sister’s house in the township, the one who 

was doing Population and Housing Census in his vil-

lage back home, had clearly told him that he could just 

locate Luwanga. Upon reaching that place, Papa had to 

ask for Nyozani. She was very popular there. Her house 

was very close to the main road. Slowly, the passengers 

pushed forward. He thought Nyozani’s voice had called 

out his name but when he looked out, nobody seemed 

to have an interest with him. Very soon, he reached the 

mouth of the bus and jumped out with little ease.

“Madala, big man, the Nkhata bus is ready.” One tout 

said. Papa shrugged his shoulders as his right shoe 

touched the ground.

“Madala, can I help you lift that bag for a small fee?” 

One scruffily dressed man said. Again Papa ignored him, 

and moseyed to a shade while his old laptop bag clung to 

him like a six month old baby.

“Madala, let me help you. That one is a thief.” Another 

tout said referring to the first man but from behind. 
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Papa turned. He thought some of these men were so kind 

as to help him, but from their appearance, they wouldn’t 

be trusted. 

“I am not looking for someone to lift this bag but for a 

road to Luwanga.” He finally said. 

Just then, a third man arrived.

 “I know the place I will escort you there for a small fee. 

This is the road!” He said pointing to the western direc-

tion. 

 Papa just thanked all of them. The three did him a 

favour. They helped him put his bag at the back. Out of 

the blue, the three dispersed. When he looked behind, he 

did not see them. Thank God! Those men had to mind 

their own business, not his. He thought. Hastily, he took 

the dusty road parallel to the tarmac road, his black shoe 

dispersing dust each time he stepped on the ground.

 Mindless of his weirdness, he had finally arrived 

to fulfil his mission; to tell his sister to forgive him and 

all people in the village, to request his sister to keep 

Anita, to educate his sister on how to conduct herself by 

pumping words of wisdom into her head and to elaborate 
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what fate had done to him. After thirty minutes, looking 

quickly in all directions and locating a big tree, he pushed 

down his trousers’ zip and helped himself. Soon after 

that, he arrived at a mini-market behind a primary school. 

He, without wasting much time, went straight to a wom-

an who was selling Airtel and TNM top up units.

“Do you know a woman named Nyozani?” He fired the 

question like a spear. The woman just pointed to a pa-

latial home near the market and continued her business. 

Papa felt cheated. His thin legs led him reluctantly, in 

case the woman did not hear his question. But as soon as 

he negotiated a corner, he saw what was written on the 

gate.

“Welcome to Nyozani’s residence.” 

 His stomach roared as though in protest. A feeling 

which was at once the consequence of his crime, forc-

ing a thirteen year old standard five sister to say nothing 

against her stepfathers greed, and a punishment of his 

guilt. When he neared the gate, he hesitated. Hope and 

courage saw him knocking on the gate though he was 

thinking what would happen if this was not a home he 
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was looking for.  He waited. After five minutes, Nyozani 

came out, shining.

“I am here your brother, Papa.” He smiled.

“I have seen you.” She coughed

 Nyozani looked at him from toe to head as if she 

was searching him for a deadly weapon and turned in 

order to close the gate, but some force held her back. She 

stood there, seemingly searching for the right words to 

produce to the visitor, the man who would have empow-

ered her, but failed. The man who thought she was use-

less.

“When did you start thinking that I would be important to 

you?” She barked. 

“Sorry. That was a long time ago. The past.” Papa re-

morsefully looked at her. “I am your brother?” He stam-

mered.

“I wished you had come with Akuda.” 

“He is dead. Are you not aware of this?” 

“There is nothing that I do not know.”

 Mad with anger, she simply left and closed the gate 

with a big thud like a fist of revenge.  After a couple of 
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minutes, Papa peeped through the space under the gate, 

brushing off the idea that his sister’s flare-ups would 

not be permanent. He saw two security dogs, their long 

tongues denying to stay inside the mouth, seriously look-

ing at the gate. 

Nearly giving up, he saw a muscular man watering flow-

ers.

“Khss…khsss… Achimwene! Brother! Can I see you?” 

Papa attracted the attention of the man who was whistling 

tunes while embracing the watering cane as if the object 

was his beloved friend.

“Is there any possibility that the woman I was talking to 

will come back? I want to tell her something about Ani-

ta.”

“No. My wife says if you stay long, I must call the po-

lice.”

Papa scratched his head. Wasting no time, he took his 

frail legs back to the bus depot.

 Back to the village, he spoke nothing about his 

adventure. He just felt sorry about what he heard. Joe had 

left after raping and impregnating Anita. 
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 Every morning, as Papa pushed the wheelbarrow 

towards the rubbish pit, he was deep in thoughts. He 

often felt sorry about what future his past attitude was 

bringing him; and why both Tiwonge and Anita had to be 

punished because of his selfishness. 
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City flies
He saw it. He never got it until he died. Shoulder-

ing his snow-white coffin, my colleagues and I 

matched slowly towards the graveyard as streams of taw-

ny colours slithered across the sky begging the sun to bid 

farewell to the day. His brother, Makompyuta, lowering 

down his face and moving ahead of us, was gobsmacked. 

He was not talking to anybody.  I stretched my neck be-

hind to see whether the deceased’s wife was following us. 

Shaking her torso and, her arms flying in the air, she was 

fighting hard to throw herself on the ground. Rivulets of 

tears punctuated her face. It was mindboggling, distress-

ing and disturbing. No death would wear a kind face. She 

was singing, “Madisiki-oooooo. Madisiki-oooooo.”

 When I entered the graveyard, my eyes bumped 

into those of four dirty gravediggers who raised their 

fists up in the air, a sign of victory for the new movement 

Makompyuta was organizing, pushing for Chemboga to 

overthrow the regime, but these men were up to some-
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thing else. Having got a clue, I turned my neck to look at 

some of my colleagues who were filling the grave with 

red soil.

 It was neither too late nor too early for Makompy-

uta to realize that his brother’s death had put his life in 

danger. It would be right to say that when he was making 

a decision to attend this funeral, he got wind of what was 

being said. If he did not come to bury his brother, we 

would prove he had killed him. Now that he had come to 

this funeral, we were still not convinced. He was shed-

ding crocodile tears. 

Like mad ants, straight from the graveyard, embittered 

young men and women shambled uneasily, and gathered 

at his house. Primed to torture and skin him alive, I led 

the crew. In fact, everybody who heard about it was ready 

to offer him a twinge. What we had heard was sickening. 

He could not be a vulture of his own.  This hoax of kill-

ing brothers, sisters or persons living with albinism as 

a ritual for political victory and amassing wealth would 

find its dead end. He, aware of the allegations, was peep-

ing at us through an open window.
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“Guys! Guys! Listen to me,” I said. “Let’s spare the wife, 

and spoil everything including his children. We must not 

keep any of his bad seed.” ...BUY THE WHOLE BOOK. 

BYE!!!.
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Moyoyo was not interested with school. He had found a girl with 
whom he was ready to tie a matrimonial knot and live happily in 
his hut. The hut with an old sack for a door and a party cloth for a 
curtain had a look of a standing elephant seen under the moonlight. 
Its mud clay walls sat one hundred metres away from the house of 
his parents. The roof of nsenjere grass and dry banana leaves was 
scruffy allowing rays of sunlight to traverse the hut. Dust clung 
to the floor with old newspaper pieces and torn exercise books 
scattered on the floor.
Shattered Dreams is a collection of stories about life and death, love 
and hatred, unity and falling, laughter and mourning.
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