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FOREWORD

This is our first publication as an initiatiget to amplify voices fromthesEst Af ri can Coast a

a terrific experience editing these raives which represent a diverse range of themes.
It also happens tbethe first short story anthology comprising different authors from the Coast.

While it would havebeenquite appropriate tgo with a predetermined theme for the callout, we felt it
would be cool to keep it opeandaccord the writers freedom of choice. The end resultavas< of

wonderfu stories which cover a multitie of themes.

Themes explored in the anthol ogy ard@ihad bridedchal i zat i
ant hol ogy 0 $ovetohlaelteredf idFaded the haunting secrets in a flash drive found in a

floating bottle inG S a nkd e i B ofdneXcexpdp wonderful localized detective storydnT h e sh ol me

g e nthedpower of a dream and empath K z @ n g u 6 s FGMiin the renyadmpelling Mar, i a 6

t he strugagl €Tsh eo fDiag ohetrayadoffriendshipiorSand® (an excerpt ), th
encounter of a call girfwitheau per nat ur @Hec leil, grap@idgtwithipain add s Notn 0

| i ke, tihdaetthiet ¥y hir @ e 6 ¢ anditonctown the fanthBlogyg weethave a Kiswabhili story

which explores the theme afyounggirl trying to reconcilehe sudden reappearance of a mother who

abandoned her and a father wdnmabdoned her pregnant mothenWay i ka Nyi kani 6

Waryika Nyikaniis a representation of our adoration for the beautiful language of Kiswahili which has
influenced andound the Bst African communities cohesively. Hekaya will be publishing more of

Swahli literature from across the East African Coast through a productive partnership with Creative
Writers League which holds training forums promoting the genre and Writers Network Mombasa, another

platform working to promote writing in the East African Cibas

Through these partnerships, we hope to tell the Coastal narratives in a better, more interactive way which
will enable us to improve story telling skills in the regi®amoja we can haveanversations about

writing the East African Coast happem.

Meanwhile,enjoy Hekaya issue 0Gdnd be sure not tmiss upcoming posts where \weeractdeeper

with the authors and their works.
Karibuni sana!

Abu Amirah
Founding Editor.
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MORAA GITAA.



Outside, the men are about to perfaiiution required before acts of worship, washing their
faces and limbs. | listen to them as they makentingarintention to do ablution and recite,
OBi smi | IThBni mRRlan t he Name nipthe Merkifulddd , t he Ben

Syria is hot. | always thought Mombasa my hometown was hot but this heat beats the
dense humidity of my coastal hometown in Kenya. The midday scorching sun makes the black
hijab covering my head and face feel like a hotdbox andé m sweati ng profusel
from my veil, | catch a glimpse of the men doing ablution intent on purifying themselves, yet |
know no matter how much they scrub, they cano
want to | udg e onclusiontkeat nydusleandtand his fiends are filthy because of
what t heyo6veéd mordeenginnmoderat peoplenbgheading most and locking others in
cages, all because they refused to join the Islamic State. They even burnt others alive including
small babies while forcing young girls from these families to become sex slaves. Their attempts
at purification are i n vain, I believe. They
taught that on Judgement day, the same hands and feet wil thetna and say whéaramthey
committed inthe name of religion.

Staring at my husband as he prays | realize t
that jihad against the unbelievers is all binding upon him and is ordained for all Mugbirag. |

that were he to die on his dangerous missions, Allah would make him realize the fallacy of his
radical beliefs which are even against the teachings of Islam. | also pray that Allah grants me a

way out of this marriage.

My mind is already made upwant to escape back to Kenya.

Growing up, the Ustadh at our Madrassa in Mombasa never taught us anything about killing

innocent people. | regret my rash decision of leaving home to join the Daesh as a jihadi bride.

*k%k

This is how | ended up in Swi

It was mid last year when they surrounded our mosque that our troubles with the anti
terror detectives began. Their very intimidating presence made me tremble with faaxaand
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scared not only for myself but for our Baba the Imam and our older bifesineed who was

always with him. | peeped from across our house at our local Masjid which was surrounded by
armed police. The police later came out of the masjid with jihadist flags like the ones flown by

the Al Shabaab militants, grenades, petrol borpis$ols, ammunitionand gunpowdemwhat

they called bomimaking material, knives and machetes. All these things were put on display

right outside the mosque for the media to take photos of, including audio and video recordings of
Bads ser mon btofténsiom and wenhaasd that one youth was shot dead after he
6tried to hurl a grenade at the officersoé, th
laptops, surveillance pens, military boots, external hard drives and satellite phones were also

seized.

To Baba and many of our neighbours, our masjid was a beacon of hope. Even as young
as | was, it did not add up how dangerous weapansefound in the holy place. | was only
twelve but | was getting irate as to how the newspapers and the newssamicTV were
describing our Baba. Why were they calling Ba a radical Muslim cleric? Later at a press
conference the police chief said they raided our mosque after getting a tip that Baba was
organizing a jihad convention. He said that the CDs that pjgethmessages recovered in the
raid earlier that day proved that the masjid was a recruiting ground for Islamist militants. The
previous night the police from the atdirror unit had again raided our neighbourhood. They said
it was a security operatiatno arr est yout hs who had been radic«
understand what this wordguemeant. All | know is that the police were shooting and beating
people with batons and they arrested many of the young men frokfjioua Kalehood. 'We
hadinformation that this particular group of youth had been recruited to attend the jihad
convention at the masjid and thereafter they were to plan a terrorist attack. That is why the raid
was conductet the Mombasa police chief said on prime time neWgeHhave arrested several
of them, including ten notorious ones who were on our security radar, having come back from
Somalia" What scared me is that the police chief on live television said that our Ba was an
Islamic extremist suspected of arranging fundorgAl Shabaab militants. He said the seized

recordings of Babs sermons were proof of his

But what the world didnot know was t hat t h

masjid because of what Baba called arbitrary arrests #mdj&iof clerics accused of
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radicalising them. The worl d wiCQudmagjecporides k n o w
solace to grieving Muslim families who have lost their loved ones to-gxticla killings

suspected to have been carried out liyuséy agencies

Last nightdés raid had been Theraidhadstaitedg vyet
just when the Muezzin was calling for evening prayers and people had started closing their
shops. From the speakers mounted atop the minarets mbdge, the ancient call to prayer
rang throughout Mji Wa kale, marrying seamlessly with the same from other mosques. The

police sirens started right at that moment as if the end of the call to prayer was their cue to strike.

| had watched the commotionitside from our window, some protestors running away
from the armed police hiding behind shields in their bigkeiof jackets while others charged
towards them hurling stones and shouting-gatiernment slogans. Ma dragged me to my room
as | raised a ptest of my own to be let out in theestt with Fareed and the relsta said | was
just a little girl and girls are not supposed to be out fighting with the police. She said we should
leave that to the men, which made me feel like | was missing out orttsngnkuge in my life. |
stgp my protest in respect to Mifeel envious of the young neighbourhood boys bursting with
energy in the crowd, of the way it is all happening without me and the other young girls in our
neighbourhood who have been told to staloors. At the same time as | long to join Ba and
Fareed outside, | feel scared when | see the bloody faces and the gunshot wounds of injured

young men running with the bat@winging police hard on their heels.

From the opposite rooftops others joirtirh e ¢ AllahnAkbsit, dra&lbin  AAllalb Akbat 6

Orakbir ®ear gas cans are thrown into the charging crowd by the police to disperse them, but
despite their tearing eyes, they continue to demonsffateo m t he anci ent bui |l di
invisible gandfathers, grandmothers, the elderly and the sick and young girls are shouting,

hidden in the darkness but chanting in solidarity with their older sons, husbands, brothers and
young men i n Pwaaisi&dnyaeBRwsahi okehya &v. 0

Eveninthesaf ety of my r oom, | 6 m me stmeharmengait by t he
all. Young people chanting slogans against the wrongs done to us, both past and present. Not
only the current indiscriminate fight against terrorism but historical injustneted against the

3
©Hekaya Initiative 2018



coastal people; what Baba says is land alienation and economic marginalisation and Mama calls

a search for identity.

®Pwani si Kenya @waii si Kenya dhe coast is not part of Kenyahis slogan has put many

people in trouble and Bags some might be charged with treason because of their calls for
secession of coast al Kenya. Baba had tried to
understand much of it. They continue to chant slogans for whatever injustice they can remember.
Their calling on God is all that they have. Ma and Ba always tell us that when all else fails, shout
Allah Akbat 6

The chants are contagious. Ma takes my younger sisterseatudthe rooftop to join in the

chanting. Still, the feeling of exclusion does not leave me. | feel madly jealous yet inspired by
Fareed and the other boys whodéve been all owed
chants are uplifting and evéimough we are not down there where the action is happening, we

still feel we are part of them.

On that dark painful evening, |l ooking at B
really meant. Would Ba ridateras if from a deep sleep? Would we ever see him again? Fareed
was not crying. He was numb with shock. Sobs had risen up in my throat but | had stifled them
because | did not want to cry anymore and | wanted to be strong for Ma who was also trying to
be strang for us.

Our Baba was dead.

They killed him.

They had pumped ten bullets into him, as i
energy. Ten bulletsVhat had he done? What terrorists did
his white shroud was taken fbuarial, | felt my world collapse around me as it dawned on me
that 16d never see him again. |l was a gir| an
are not allowed to go to the cemetdna lillahi wa inna lllaihi Rajiun.May Allah grant Ba
Jamat ul Firdaus. Ameen silently repeat the recitation to myselfe surely belong to God and
to Him we shall return. Al I remember i s Mam

where he had been shot. The neighbours had come to call us. Ba wad down as he was
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crossing the street to come home from the evening prayers which had been delayed by the

protests. Two men with faces covered in black balaclavas ridindhodaabodasprayed him

with bullets. Two more hooded men following behind dolkatukh ad got t en out t o i
body and for good measure had pumped more bullets into his already lifeless body as if to make

sure he was dead! They had then sped off.

The ten bullets ushered unimaginable gloom and sadness in our home.

| t 6 s hbyenenths mow. Today as | come home from school and enter our house, |
seeone of our maaceHadsan sittiagmitrsMama) talking to Fareed with
serious | ooks on their faces. Uncle Hassan i s
Mabs face behind her hijab veil, but |1 get the
voice that she is very angry and tense. Marisedupl at i f ah, 6hemlesmyi t h me. ¢
hand and | eads me to the gi rnlgdshulte drhoeo nd.o els ntort
She scolds me for being insistent and asks me to be patient, and that everything is all right,
66Lati fah, my daught e escaredpalways rerheenbeaAlldha iddo.n 6Wh e n
believe her that nothing is wrong.

Later, | come out of my room when | hear Uncle Hassan and the Imam standing up to
| eave. But before they exit, our uncle | ower s
AYou are the man of the house now, andn. fYaldrt
|l sl &Am. d try to understand wilatr elfea§s tjakset goaidd
your mother and sisters. You are the son siiahid.Youmustalsoleavea legacybehindo
With this they | eave and I 6m more puzzled tha

| Ojust about thirteen now and there is a curfew imposed by the government in the Old
Town. Curfews instill a different kind of fear especially at the thought of being shot on sight if
seen wal king around after the arthathovessovet 6 m ol d
Mji wa Kale with its tense silence encroaching into our homes. This curfew fear sits crouched
with the cats in our living rooms feeding on the slips from our tongues and Mama whispers that
we have to be careful lest our words be carbethe wind to the ears of the police. Nowadays
we are even afraid of our own voices. This fiegou can try to shut yourself off from it but

when you are jailed in your own house where can you escape? Its sweat stinks of subjugation
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and penetrates evepart of your being. The stink of it becomes a part of everything in your life.
Even when the curfew is finally lifted and you walk out of your house at last, you still carry its
stenchwrapped around you in yobuibui or kanzu

The worst of it is that it is not an unreasonable fear, but a fear of unreason. What do you
do when you know the khaki of the police uniform is of callous disregard, a hard coral cliff like
the hard outcrop from which the Portuguese built Fort Jesus hamel00 years ago which is
adjacent our home? A cliff that you can beat your fists to pulp against, and still it will give you
no respite.

There is something frightening in being only thirteen years old and knowing the face of
your death so well, that velm some of your friends and classmates refuse to meet your eyes you
wonder i f they are thinking aboutgadianda Bababds
terrorist sympathizer. |l 6ve | earnt a | ot this
possible for any sane person to remain untouched? Is that not what it means to be a patriotic
citizen, that when your neighbours are in mourning, you die a little too for all the unjust deaths?
What do you do when rumors circulate that the-tartiorismagents are coming again to arrest

and slaughter your family and friends for no reason?
Fear has become the most effective form of vigilance.

The first Ramadhan without Baba is upon us. I stroll through our Old Town towards Fort
Jesus. Mjiwa Kaleishomeut | 6 m al ways mesmerized as i f se
of the stunning labyrinth of narrow alleys and passageways between rambling bazaars, ancient
Arabesque houses and mosques. Today |1 6ve co0me
fort and | sit and stare at the line where the horizon meets the endless blue ocean. | watch the
dhow | abourers and fishermen approaching the
The previously harsh sun now prepares to withdraw and dangles timiaigen the receding

day and appearing night.

|l climb up to the topmost cliffs. | can on
wallsil 6m al ways amazed at how the fort was hewn
coral outcrop overlookimthe Old Town on one side and the Indian Ocean on the other. The
sound of the sea was soothing and the huge Fort Jesus an imposing landmark with its grubby,
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ancient grey walls, menacing, forbidding and insurmountiaplst as | had thought our Baba

wasd weep for the hopes | had and the future |
assassination, | saw a very bleak future. When the pain had lessened | had realized that it had
swept away good feelings in my heart and mind, and another terrible parwedsnaking the

place of my true and noble feelings.

Bads deat h wa s bratality that draggeth mef oot frommaelecada of being protected

by Ba, Ma and Fareed. The happiness that had allowed me to believe that | and my sisters were
specillwa rendered obsol ete. I had never accepted
traumatising scene of the murder, his blood flowing into the gutter like he was ndledy

police spokesperson saidtheywoulth ve st i gat e yet astomthérasoiisl v we
of that investigation. The pain of betrayal cut deep into my heart. | spit in disgust but it does not

come out exactly how | had anticipated. My mouth is too dry with sudden rage; the spittle sprays
weakly across the rugged coral cliffs if protesting at my unreasonable thoughts and disappears

without landing on the bea below.

* k% %

That was several years ago.

Tomorrow i s cousin Asmads L awomentare drdwinbéenana ni g
andpiko flowery patterns on my hands and feet when we heard thresinaataneous loud

blasts. A piece of delicious baketkate wa sinian its way to my mouth fell from my trembling

fingers. Why did | suddenly think of Fareed/as this a premonition? | postponed the henna

application and said | had to rush home. When | reached the city centre | started hearing about

bomb blasts at the railway station, the north coast Mainland Bridge and the huge upcountry bus
terminal near Mwemd Kuku. Police vehicles and ambulances with blaring sirens were speeding

across town.
Mombasa was in pandemonium.

When | reached home the scenes on TV were distressimany innocent people were dead.
Fareed didnét c¢come h o meswitthedaoff. Every tgre tny ssmartdphohe s p h
rang | rushed to | ook at the caller | D but it
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hol ding Babs prayer beads andLakablawakhuwvaitat he Ta
ilabillah- to Allah belangs all power and might. Where was Fareed? A strange sense of

foreboding filled my heart. | joined Ma by the window, under my breath redf&al Allah, Yaa

Rahmaan, Yaa Raheeihe words of prayer spewed out of my mouth in a long anxious

murmur.
The rhythmic quality of Arabic soothed my soul.

The detectives from the axBrror unit were at our door the following morning. Fareed was

dead they informed us coldly. He was one of the suicide bombers who had detonated the bombs

the previous day. Thdyad found his national identity card in his pocket but needed us to
accompany them for DNA tests. Something about
they find his ID intact while everthing around him including his person was destroyed
completelyaWhen | saw my three small sisters huddled in fear in the living room corner crying

inconsolably, | trembled with pain my tears threatening to choke me. | swore to Baba that he and

Fareed had not died invainWa | | ©h i Billahi Tall ©hi . o
* % %
As |1 6ve grown ol der and researched the tim

learn that Ba was on several US and UN sanctions lists for allegedly supporting Somalia's Al
Shabaab militants. Ma wer even told us that the UN Security Council had imposed a travel ban
and asset freeze on Ba saying he had provided financial and technical support to Al Shabaab.
This was not the Ba | knew. There must be an explanation and | feel that Ba as Imam must hav
been in a difficult ideological situation of
identity crisis, threat of political Islam, the war against terrorism fueled by systematic

discrimination, profiling and marginalisation.
Do | want toavenge my loved ones unjust deaths?
|l 6m so full of rage and anger!

Kaffirs and agents of Ibilisi!
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Murderers of our Baba and all the brave men like Fareed who stood with him! They have
destroyed our family. | ask you, can the oppressed and the viodinie villains?WVallahi, with

Ba and Fareed dead, | say goodbye to my fiegjotiation of love and loss.

Aft er Ba andlstgpedeeading cur familyaQurhn, | rarely entered our masjid.

| 6ve been driven i nt oMykeyesase alwagyslarge withfunfidiseeddp | e s s
mourning and incomplete weepiigd m di straught despite the fact
Shahids martyrs in the right cause. Ba used to say that Allah wills us a lot of good things in our
lifetime but Iwasnotseegn any good in my | ife. He al ways s
Allah can say and do anything.

* % k% %

| was young and naive. | met him through an online Islamic chat group. He was
charignatic and promised me heaven. When he first talked to me about recruiting he told me,
"When you and the other girls get here, you will be treated the way you desenieliikebe
gueens." From our online trainings | would hurriedly shut down the companéerrush home
because the curfew was about to begin. Ma mus
afternoons. With some of our auntsd help, she

understanding of this politics that has taken the lives of auaril brother.

| rush past the ancient narrow alleys of Mji wa Kale leaving behind the alluring pull of the sea.

|l 6m | ate as | run past grey shudlanucavedof cl| ose
doors behind whicmothers are hiding their chilen, darkness of deserted alleys with police

sirens piercing the night. | lift the hem of rayibui not to trip and fall and run past shattered

shop windows from previous police raids and past colorful graffiti on the ancient eroded coral
seawall by the vater front proclaiming Pwa n i  sAt lasKtlee dgoaof acur home comes

into view. | tighten the folds of my hijab under my chin and quicken my steps.

* % %

Both | and my cousin Asma havegaired a celebrity status. Other young girls from our Mji wa
Kale ring rely on us for advice on what to expect as jihadi brides in Somalia and Syria. Today we
are on Skype and the other eager girls have joined al aam al ai kum my si st
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thi nk about Mytiaghc bskedifietehne? oonl y real trutheis Al Il

continued.

He talked to us abotdijrah and encouraged us to leave Kenya, a country filled mostly
with unbelievers to join the Islamist countri@sl t 6 s unbel i evabl e that we:q

i n S yhe girs marvelled in awe. Asma and | could tell that the group of girls surrounding us

was impressedi Sy r i a | desaidiaAzsi g .,hadi brides, you wil/
haveevely hi ng her e. MashaoAl |l ©h. |l tdés paradise! |
warrihesagh Al hamdul i | ah for accepting tpedde our

but it is for the causé,he reassured us again.
We watch avideo linkofasermo t he group6s admin has forwarde

Or'here is no doubt whatsoever that Jihad isthe only tiuthls hout s t he | mam del i
sermon, his Adams apple moves in his throat, bobbing up and down as he stabs and slashes the

air with his forefinger. Hised face seems to burst from his henna colored goatee. His alert eyes,
shining with an intimidating awesome intelligence sweeps over thestmuek faithful

assembled in the packed masjid. He settles his weighty stomach and humongous backside more

comfortably onto the ottoman on the floor.

606No doubt about it my brothers and sisters.

in the west. | have examined our Indian Ocean and the other seas and consulted with the

heavens. The long awaited howsharrived. You need to only listen and heed. We need

Mujahideens for Allah! Those who doubt this will burn in hell. The devil dwells in such doubters

and he will find i ne x Hisnedflaning byasabaen swweepghe i n t he
audienceand ubdues them i nto mes méhadizteednlysantibteto c e . He
infidels and kaffirs! Who would dar e Atrttésas ur e
point the preacher strikes both his palms together sharply and shallysdod s t udlaghif i11Ar 6 6

smile curls his lips and he suddenly switches moods and gently shakes his head, preparing to end

his fiery sermon, he shakes his index finger at the codWe ar e Al |l ahdés sol di
and sisters. Victory and no less is@ocation. Paradise is our sanctuary. Should one of us

mujahideen die in this battle, he will find a thousand virgins awaiting him, as beautiful as the

sun t hat sets over our |l ndi an Ocean and the s
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O0AlI Il ah onfek mdr the | mambébs assistant suddenly bu
0 Al | a h thaadssembly'roars back in response.

| log off and stare around at the group of girls who seem mesmerized by the sermon. In a few

days these girls as jihadi brides will be at our Kenyan BkWorder point to cross into Somalia

and some enoute to Syria. | remind myself that though Allah-sdleing, akknowing protects

me, | should always tie my camel. That is why
| earn threghousand @ dollarsThi s i s for my sisterés upkeep a
Ba is no longer alive and his accounts and assets are still frozen, and Ma is overwhelmed by

financial constraints. May Allah forgive mastaghfirrulahi!

This is how I, Latifah AlHajj Moustaffa a Kenyan Muslim ended up in Syria.
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Story by:

FARRAH BHAIJEE




There are many reasons why this small island is the African Hawaii. Timeless attractions such as
lighthouse whose trademark is fresh crunkaghrithat one can eat Cliffside while watching the guy
sliding his knife effetlessly on the hard coconutse$hmahamriandviazievery morning and thiehajia,
viaziandukwajuin the erening at almost every cornehgtwarm breeze swaying around the towgprin
palm tres all over the compact islandhet vibrant culture pulsating through the ground and its people.
The beautiful and breathtaking sandy beaches, crowded town streets where one can find handmade goods

and really cheap second hand imports.

Mombasas a f usion of culture, religion and | angue
diversity that |106ve created my own space where |
English Point standing elegantly on my left and the vastimo& my right. Behind me, Fort Jesus and
sporadic greenery where the sun hasndét scorched i
into the fort. The sound of the sea murmuring and the trees rustling behind me form the soundtrack of my
little space. Once in a while | can hear people exploring the corners and taking pictures with a few people

s h o u enursijmama vizuri ndio nipate bahari [@a.

Swabhilipot Hub has been my creative retreat since they first opened in a year ago. Sitting on a
rock, my earphones locked in, | watch the water dance with the wind, wondering about an entirely

different world that must be taking place below there.

Togett he pleasantries out of the way, Il 6m call ed
currently jobless(not that | was actually looking for a job) and living at home with my recently single dad
and my two younger brothers who have mental capacity ofthpio# and rabid heltaisers in high

school.

It was early January and my dad was pestering me every single day about getting a job at the
local butchery to earn a few shillings to pitch in the house and help give my younger brothers food for

school.

Inal | honesty i f | g¢gav emirdaloresrmokd ittalaup. My sweddwouldh e y 6 d
have gone to waste entirely on two branch looking rascals. Plus dad had shaodizin Kwale to sell
an acre and wedd have beeswhnngjusttwidg tofget me aif mwlazy | e . [

ass.
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As | watched the sea hit the metallic pipe skeleton of the sea wall, something caught my eye. It
was a bottle that floated a few feet away from the red frame structure of the sea wall. The bottle was

upright and had a shiny Gold top. | stared at it for a while as it rode on the gentle waves.

Nudged by the need to explore, | headed down the shore and took off everything except my
boxers and swam towards the bottle. | picked it and within seconds my cupieaitgd. There was
luminescent light blue flash disk in the bottle. | looked around the sea to see if anyone was watching but

the few people around the shore werendt interest el

Minutes later, | got to my room to inspect the botiddking a lot of pictures and posted them on
my social media handles, hoping that with every shap, the bottle would reveal its story. Carefully, | turned
the heavy golden knob and pulled out the flash disk and inspected it. Nervous | called my neighbor an

best buddy, Cheupe. He came in less than ten minutes in his boxers and stretched out white vest.
Maze¢ | 6m starving. Do you have anything | can

060There should be some coconut rice andashmeat cu
disk. Cheupe rushed to the kitchen to build a hill of rice and curry, placed it in the microwave and brought
hi mself to my room with a glass of my dadds tamar

drinking his juice. o

dJsinitatizé Even maigoesni mbao mbili markiti! Mshow mzee, hata sungura huchoka kukula

carrotskila saa Tumechoka na ukwaj!

As he stuffed his face with rice that constantly kept on falling back into the plate, | explained to
him how | found t he rlysmmusediwigh.my stteatiod.i dndt seem ove

@Gasawhat are you waiting for? Connect it we seabda kuna pesa ndadi.

6l dondédt think there is money in the flash dis
had some monetary i mpoadnavaleed hialled when it didnodt i

6Then why am | here?6

0Because | 6m scared. 0

6 Of a flash disk?6

Ahweh how often do you find flash disks in bott
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Cheupe put his plate on the bed and sneakily wiped his hands on the edge of the bed thinking
woul dndét notice. That was a fight for |l ater. He g
did the quick virus scan that only recognized one file and smirked my way. He opened the file explorer

and saw one video file. He opened the vidad pulled himself back and continued eating.

There was a black screen then webcam footage of three girls dancing in front of the camera in
what looked like a warm yellow background with a large vase of flowers. They werdalbins
singing along anthughing when something happened in the background. Behind the girls, the room door
swung open to pitch black and the blink of a pair of yellow eyes focused on them. In a split second the
eyes were gone in the background and something black came overettye and the camera tumbled on
the floor knocked the visual to a blur. Two big dirty dark legs moved in to view and stopped. The screen

went to a black background and had 6come find usbd

Cheupedbds mout h fchewed Bodmgriagoutas the Becrebnaclaimed his attention.

The parch of dryness at the back of my mouth felt uncomfortable as | tried to swallow hard.
6Bro, 6 | begun.
6Those girls are hot! d

0Seriously?o6

6Yeah! 6
OWe just witnessedkwdanappononygdabe wpoposbi bket he

060There is no waw thamdésureatlt hedeé ¢giokls are cas
taking selfies and updating their statuses. This |
mazeeNo kdnapper makes a video of kidnapping. We send text messages and make ¢ajls. Hdda

A

when we have credit. o

| pulled out my phone to search on any news for something similar. Cheupe was right in his
t wisted ways; things Iré kcasudlytyper &nowing that t wouldepeobably h a p p
see some prank news or some Facebook post or if I
some salty thirysomething Indian with enough bundles and time on his hands would write a whole

paragraph on sicvideo footage.
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Scrolling through my search engine, | bumped into a picture of three girls faces side by side
which made my heart drop into the emptiness in my stomach. | felt my heart beat harder against chest. It
was the same girls we had just seenhenfootage with a big red MISSING sign right above. | turned the

phone and put it right on Cheupebds face.

The lightskinned girl with green lenses was called Halima, the chubbiest of the group with more
powder than a babyds bottom was called Aisha and

almost rectangular face.

6You know what y dcCheupeeaskal his voicedhaw,apprehegsive, &yés bright.

O6We need to go to the police and give them thi
6Yes. And we need to help them. ltds no mistak
momentarily, gathering his thoughts to gauge for my reacliddo f uc ki ng way man! Thr
di sk back in the water and forget the whole thing

that attracted me to the bottle in the first place.

6ltés not real gold youhkbow, wWak assemeéeér at ath

just who would have a gold cap and throw it in the sea?
6Many fools donét know that,d he said, shruggi

We quietly watched the video a few more times trying to pick any details we could from the
differentframse . 61 think we should just go give it to th

to convince Cheupe to take me there.

Cheupe gurgled the tamarind juice in his mouth

A

seemtoplace hercerc t | vy . 0

We went back to the beginning of the frame where she was on the complete left. | looked at her
soft chubby skinny and her not so subtle red and blue eye shadow. | stared at her for a while but nothing
came to mind except fruit scondbe ones yowsed to see advertised on those twenty bob buns back in

the day.
6Do you see 1it?6 Cheupe asked.

6She reminds me of fruits scones. The yellow o
young. 0
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6l got it!d He tappeddaahy thh okl ddbras 68 K&Wst kmes

nickname we gave Kasimu because he owned a Kibanda.

O6No way.6 | moved my face closer to the screen

6Look closely. They have the same fluffy nose

l' i ke thempiveteh9gt mobded. 6

He was right. &éDo you have Kasimubés number ?6

Cheupe got his phone from his boxer pocket. The screen had so many cracks he could barely see

the number he was looking for. He called and grooved his frail bodiizopendwaon skiza as he

waited

gru

ok.

fromb

for the phone to be picked up.

Kasimu didndét pick up the first time and Cheup
nting voice watakagded up and sai d, O

&K! Ni Cheupe 6
6l know. What do you want?5o

Bkia | saw a poster aboybur daughter on Faceboskhiiand | wanted to know if everything is

0
KK remained quiet.

6Have you found them?50

6Yes. d His voice broke off before he could say

Cheupe hinted to me with a thumb up that the girls had been found and hégje relief.

6Al hamdul il l ah. What happened?6
6They were killed. 6 | saw Cheupeds mouth drop
6They. .. .they were all . .. killed?6 he asked qu

I moved closer to the phNashekurtym udwer lteadrl etdhédéd ud o

urying my...my Aisha...® his voice began to sh

Some | ady picked the phone from hi mhamdaWwiot & h
17
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6Hall 0?6
&Skia. Naomba mumwache Kasimu kidna

6Pol e Imama.ndt know what happened. I just saw a
could help in any way. |l didndt know...d | saw Ch

a while before hBr pathadcdthmdone down. 6

I leaned back on my bed and looked at the frozen frame of the girls smiling before the door even

opened. OThatdéds not humanéthatdséd | wasndt real

Cheupe got up and went to the kitchen with his plate and glass and washed it. He shouted from

aross the house. ol think we should take this to

60Are you crazy?6 | got up and rushed to the ki

could throw him over the edge. 0

6But heds the father. He deserves to know. 0
ONo. Webt!|l womake. Letds just go and drop it at

HapanaYoubdre on your own with this. o

| went back to the room first to pack up the items when | noticed the laptop had been shut and the

flash disk placed back in the bottle.

OCHEUPE! 06

Hecamg unni ng and star &Nthirat my shocked face. 0
6Someone shut the | aptop and put the flash dis
Heh Braathad |l &m out , this is some serious shit, 6 F
and | e fittothe pblide amgplet it go. Then caliralimto come home and pray for yoBina time
ya shetani

I left the house two minutes after Cheupe heading to central police station with the bottle safely
tucked in my backpack. They took me behind to &lmdfice with a hefty man sitting on a chair barely
able to hold him up. His buttons strained to the last thread to hold his stomach intact. | carefully placed
the bottle on his table as | kept thumbing td&bhiin my right hand as | prayell Su b haéh al | a h.
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O60What is this?d he picked it up and stared at

61l found it by the sea. I took it home thinkin
three girls who went missing last week and were found dead. It could be g¢heéirlav i deo bef ore t |

| explained in more detail what had happened while at Swabhilipot.
6So youodr gouft@dnd ntghime,i n thexacdlywa?Pé kheuadked. W,
6By the trees up near the back of the fort, o |
He rubbed his chibm Wh at were you doing there?6
6l wuswually chill there. o
O6Doi nexastl ®Hi s questioning nearly made me doubt
60What everyone el se does there? | get in touch
6l f you were so hilgbtupehiow Ohe goeasekelt bw?d

| felt my mouth get dry and any attempt at swallowing would end up in a coughing fit. My answer
of just chilling really wasndédt going to help him.

in the waterd

Helookedat t he gol den cap, rubbing it with his fin

bottle and check the flash disk. 6Did you see an:
bottle in the water?0
6l really wasndédt | ooking at people. 6

He rukbed his nose like there was a foul smell coming from the bottle and opened the big golden
cap, dropping the flash disk in his hand before putting it in his old computer. He went through the same

footage | went through expressionless. When the footage aveesshee turned his attention to me.
6How many people have seen this?6

60nly you and me, 6 | knew it was better not to
the old town street gang who were | i rmeughdhet o one 01
shaved his head and lost a lot of weight, his face could have sold him out with his thumb sized birthmark
right above his lip like a Hitler moustache.
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6Do you have I D?6 | took it out and handed it

his small HP unit. He then took a picture of me and took down my number and | was on my way.

| was headed to Azad Ice Cream across the road for some Sugarcane Juice when Cheupe called

me.
®Bkialhave you dropped the bottle?d
6Yeah. 0o
6Come t o Ktasawayl!sd ri gh

6Not now. 6 | really wanted the Sugar Cane Jui c
My mouth watering for that ginger filled drink as | stood opposite the road Isht#hwearmaplace
looking over at Azad to see how many people wereethe

Hapana.Come now! 6
OWhy ?50
6You need t oNjo bama, watakaaikutongnzg ka dém?

| took atuk-tuk from Central Police after getting my drink and headed to Kizingo minutes later.
When | got there, Cheupe was in the sitting room with a €tgadn his hand listening to the father talk.
I gave my apol ogi es t BoletKuanasubra. Nientinaratomepaya, hiyenip e at i n g

safari sote tuna pita.o

0 T u me was the cOmmon reply. | sat next to Cheupe and was served tea by airburite
family carried on with their sorrows and talked about all the troubles they had been through and

specul ated on Aishabds deat h.

dVatu wenginenimbwaé s houted a skinny |l ady from the co

who might have done it.

According to Kasi muds si st eThethvdegirlshadgondte adi ng t |
Zainabdéds house. They never came back that night a
saying all the girls had left their phones there. They all got wbenel started calling everyone and going
to the neighbors houses. Nothing. One week there was no information on them. No update in any form.
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Hatat he police didndt know. There was no break i n.

Theyss pect whoever took the girls knew them. 6
060They have no suspects yet?6l asked feeling ou

Hakuna.Hakuuuunad She got up and headed outside to pi

seemed like she had said euwhigg that she wanted to.

The rest went on to discuss other people who had been through similar issues as Cheupe turned to
me and wiChekipkreered, At the shelf therebds a bottl e wi

saw him pointing with I lips to a big wooden shelf with glass sliding doors.

Following his pout | saw the identical bottle with the same top except this had a brand logo on it
unlike the other clear one. The water probably took it off. | strained my eyes just enough to fiotalthe

design and golden writing written 6Rose Syrupb ac!

6l tbébs the same oneBraatbhath e ostailde wist H rprn dchee rlei k «

the key piece of evidence to finish the case.

To be honest, he had my curiosity pehKehe same kind that had me swimming in my boxers
towards a bottle in the ocean. | got up and headed towards the shelf like | was going to look at an old
black and white photo of a family by old lighthouse. | quickly glanced at the picture then dirgcted m
attention towards the bottle that had some sand in it. The sand was a dull brown and had small blue and
purple shiny particles in it. I't didndét really | o

sparkle.

| picked up the bottle and shodlkai bit unbothered by everyone behind me talking about a
nei ghborodos cousin who died |l ast week from Chikung
hand.

Braat ha huemegxlhdaazdd®d t he bottle back on tldys shelf
it on the shelf 20

O0A | ot Wdzungué @mvlee .t hi s. 6

6 Wh Mstvahilidoes that? | was getting whipped left right and center for coming with even a

spot of sand or shadow of a footprint?%

60What the hell is shadow footprint?%
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61t whenl eyaovuer af eneett print on the floor when the
6l dondét think that science is right.

6What do knowUsaileteewjuaji my 6fveeethmad my f eet since |

61l &dm not even going to argue. 6 Cdneépickedupthet i ced
bottle, opening the teép and sniffing it. o6ls that

Orafadhali6 a hefty pear shaped woman grabbed the b

Olulizaab Cheupe said confidently as shd ewetWef avrer tel

just checking whatdés speci al about the sand til]l j
6Dond6t t Kiiahdkuletamimackhogi ya maiti, watia pua kwa vitu zetu ukitafoitsi 76
She stormed off with the bottle cushioned under her molten underarm
6The first ones always get scary, 6 Cheupe whis

6What ?6 | watched as she |ssothatagkyardlyctlashead orbherl d her

beachcoloreddera.
6That 6s Kasi muds first wi fe. o
6The moum t o

ONo. Thatodos the | @&dynreearhoKadsaismu htolser dh.eaVly eye

withudakuwamtab ackground. OMzee Kasi mu had married Gul a
marriage, but she couldnét give birth. He married
up.Shewas f our months into her pregnancy. Then he ma
three children Kasimu has. Thatdos why | say the f|

being able to provide kids to your husband. 6

0 Y e a h .isgoinhd quitklthought came to mind. It was more of those cliché stories you
always heamtaaniright before themagrib Adhan; stories of resentful wives who usually made life a

living hell for the husbandds other wives.
6106l 1 marry jaust 6oCfbeopencharafied. Wi th his d
latter faster.
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I was still engrossed with the thought of Gul a
di sappearance and thought of gauging G@GWwasupeds rea:
Gulamu who killed those girls. o

ANallahi.l t 6s true. 0

6We should té&lIl the police to
OExcuse me. Do you get paid their salary? You
6But ités the right thing to do. 6

@Braatha! Stay out of their business. Yo have a fl ash disk that moves

doing that shit you dondét want to be on her wrong

I donét pray five times a day and once in a wh

try to always do right by Alla. My mother told me the key to opening heaven was a clean soul.

KK went on about how Aisha had gotten a scholarship to USIU to study hotel management and

when done she would have a trip to continue for one year in Norway. She was the oldest of bye three

five years and was an idol to her siblings. O&6Ever)
person hated her. She had a pure heart. o
0Cheupe. . . 0
Braatha! Sitaki Leave it alone. You canot | dexpectt el | tF
them to do anything about it. d
016l just say | saw it at their house and the
60This isndt some CSI that you watch online. Wh
start maki ng | iwakijsabecausk theris no wayal wibheetshany. They will throw
my ass in jailBraatha.L e t . lIt. Go. o
I wasnbdbt going to | et it go, but | wunderstood

simply being associated with him. | had to find another link and heauld phrase this to the police.

Gulamu stormed back out of what looked like a small store room and headed back to the guests.

She passed a quick angry glance warning us not to pry then sat near Asha.
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AVallahi. The first time | saw her | had a nightmarehef holding me down slowing stabbing me
asking me where it hurts the moBtaathas he j ust has those bad vibes, 86 C
general direction. He was right; Gulamu had that cold vibe taround her like looking into the face of a
snakeuplcose: are they smiling with you &Gsnatheyod bef
added turning towards Kasimu.

As | gave my hand to give my regards | asked a
you think happened to those girl s?5b

d_ook at all this unrest in the country, people think they can do what they want? | have no wealth

to give. No job worth coming after. What reason wi
paused to | ook at everyoseefmpdaoghter.dhishsithacursédfbonesf was n.
those two girls.d | noticed Asha throw a quick gl
Cheupe intervened, OMzee. We should go and | et
60What aimgbragtitt @G@wl amu | ooked at you | ike she wal
6But did you see how Asha |l ooked at her ?506
6l donét care. I called you to see the bottle

of people use it bubhoitée eEhRepeoapveltBatddi Heyent .

Kasimu used to sell them a |l ong time ago. |l bought
mot her for her birthday. I't was the swéaemakbst t hin
and |light. Those caps arendt the ones. 0

6What are the chances?656
He shrugged. 61tds none of our business. b

On my way home | tried convincing myself all the reasons for and against reporting this to the
police. Cheupe was right. That bottle washadoly pretty common. It could be anyone, but there was that
aching gut instinct; the kind you get in a split
supposed to be; like when you see the GSU truck braking right in front of you in the CB® whurest

or when you passakaburiniat night and some woman irbaibui starts following you.

The feeling where you know this is nothing short of God now wholly grabbing your guts and
shaking them in their place to check if they are working. Thesm@sedre absolute and final. That was
the feeling | had of Gulamu and that this wasndt
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needed anything and maybe try and convince her to go to the police. They would have listened to her

more thara twenty five year old.

I't was perhaps al most seven in the evening whe
calling Cheupe a few times and | eft a few message.
phone. Maybe he was just flat aghoring me. There were still visitors at the house with two women
cooking outside omakaa jika. | walked in unnoticed by anyone. | found Asha by the kitchen talking to

someone in auibuiand blue headscarf
AAsallamu aleikund
They both cordiallyreple d 6 Wal ei kum Sal aam. 6
6Ma Aisha can | talk to you?d6 | asked her, 6al

As the other lady made her way out while adjusting her scarf and shouting at the boys running

around the open space in the housepkta quick look around for Gulamu then quickly started talking.

6Ma Aisha. Therebés something | found today morni ni
60Therebs a bottle | found at the sandthetWwotothenad a f |
girls-06
6DbDonét! Stop it!d She moved closer to cover my
O6No you dondédt understand. . . 0
ONdaudondét wunderstand. You keep on talking and
6You know, donét you? Yo know who killed thos
6A mother knows. Gulamu has been up to no good
sl ow, 6 she hissed. 6Sheds |like a shadow behind th

6l f you know then you need to talk to the poli

MHapanalThe police wonb6ét catch her. Her brother wo|
him he tells her and when she finds out she summo
child. 6

| was almost taken aback by what she said next. She grabbedtheehand and dragged me to

the end of the kitchen as if to keep away from any prying ears.
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6You dondét understand. I know sheds done it.
people. She mixes stuff at night and prays to her spirits and the next day her problem is gone. Once in a
while | get those random bags with chicken bones slestaround the house and | return them where

they are. 6

She moved cl oser; her stale breath hitting rig
snakes in her house out of nowhere. She woke up to snakes all over her bed. Sumara was being haunted
by cat that stared at her as she slept. Rishad had things in his house thrown to the floor as they slept. All

these people pissed her off at one point of the o

6Have you told KK?6

6He never | iistt ecnosme sNaoto wiuel na mu . She can do no v
a third wheel in the house from the way she carri
Tears began rolling down her cheek: oé8Myr bedumyf mo!
name and determination. She wasndt even Kasi muds |
OWhen she gets mad again she will go for your

Let 6 s peewaantathie.ethe..maali;mm, t he s hei Wwabnsbajiabveé 61 | 6bring
ANyamazalT hi s woman is untouched. Whatever she has

*end of excerpt*
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Story by:

ABDULQADIR MAHMOUD




The ocean wavered, transferring its energy through gentle crests which crushed ageamat the
below us. The sound of the crushing waves fused with the cheerful laughter from my friends
harmoniously | zoned back in to the energy of my friends as they cheerfully tell stories, sipping away at
theirgahwabeneath the residential storey buildirstgding us from the setting sun. The buildings gave
way to a cemented patio that stood just at the edge of the corals with a railed ending; this made up the

coffee joint. | loved mygahwaas sweet as they come.

It was our favourite spot in Kibokoniwhenee 6d have coffee after parko
Fort Jesus every Friday evening. We made considerable progress that week so the cuiseetamdre
super sweet. We just about filled the joint, whiling away the time with snacks and stories complimented
with a view of the ocean. The egatching English Point Resort gazed at us from the other side of the

ocean. The stories kept us there even aftercups were dry. They were good stories.

fiNisavenahiyokikombeb r o, 0 a -$kiarmedkgyy, arolnd gyhage said, pointing at my
empty cup. He had sharp cheek bones, brtraimed, thick lens glasses which he kept pushing above his

nose and messyldek hair.

I smiled as | handed it to him but he never looked at my face. He put it in the small bucket half
full of water by his side and begun arranging the other cups to create more space for the rest. As he sorted
away a few etres beside me in théneaitquite packed joint, | glanced at the notifications on my phone and
realized it was time for Maghreb prayers. | bid my friends goodbye and headed for Baluchi mosque.
Listening to the imamdés beautiful vanegwlyl eadi ng t

beautiful day

Approaching the main road, I heard someone cal
meant for me but the urgency in the call made me turn around. | turned to see the lanky guy from the
coffee joint running in slow wiel steps as he struggled to hold his oversize pants to his waist while

pushing his thick glasses back to their place.
i B rNgdja o

| grabbed my track pockets to see if | had dropped my phone but it was there. He finally got to me

and bent over to catch Hiseath for a few seconds.
fAsalaamaleykumbr o! 0 he said, still panting.
fWaaleykunsalaamwarahmatullah 6 | answer ed.
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Al just widypanryd choamcse&k you practice parkour and
iYeathwe 6r e fr om t reagohapoRgr f udesaswhbil said
fi OmaashaaAllaht hi s i s so great!o A wide smile came

iléve been pprboti bingvarl hadl anyone to practise w

C

AiSucks, right?d6 | saiodnoraWevd!| IFeled Heree ftor joi a

AiThat wo ul dwallakeb raow e sWhnaet ti me?09d

fi U s u tarladngaafter Asr prayers but you can come earlisonehow good you are then

tuanziehapa 0
AHowds 3 pm?0 he asked.

iYeah, that 6lféelindlike ag aceomplishéd athletes. a i d ,

fAjeebbr o, 6 he said gleefully. ACan | have your n

We exchanged our numbers and | gave him my names. He started walking back to the joint and |

announced, AfAnd what shoul d | save you name as?090

ATwar i i fetl kackldshe hagidddied. | smiled at the thought of being a teacher of my

favourite sport for the first time.

Theadhansounded from all over Kibokoni and so | started again for Baluchi. | wanted to make it

to the first row insalaahand get everyakaah.

kkkkkkkkkkkhkk

I didndédt want to be |l ate for my firstmatate sson s
waiting for the driver and conductor to be satisfied by the scarcity of passengers on a Saturday afternoon.
It was one of the slowestatatur i des | 6ve ever heard in my |ife esp
break my known reputation of coming | ate to i mpor
keep my first student waiting. Looking back at it now, | wish | had the tinsaxtour the full tide ocean

as we crossed the bridge into town.

After multiple stops and waits, we finally arrived at my stop and | started for Fort Jesus on foot.

What started as a pacing walk turned into a slow jog after | realized it was five minthtesetdOn the
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way there | thought of the beginner moves he migh
day. My first student, | thought, smiling. | caught sight of a homeless man staring at me with a smirk on
his face. | nodded backed athims i f t o t el | him that | respect him

sympathi ze with hitmssistevithdiasituaioo.ugh | coul dnd

| jogged past the last corner to the park just in time, expecting to see him waiting in anxiously. He
wasnobéet. tlheprut down my string bag and warmed up as

of people on site so the weird stretching had no attraction value at this historical site.

| collapsed on the grass after trying to go for a leg split. Whtemborld was | thinking, |
thought silently laughing away the transcending pain. My breath slowly steadied as | marvelled at the
humongous blue sight of the sky, extending its signhature convex nature to the edges of my view, its
glassy depth emanating frothe heights as it settles in still beauty, its majesty so pronounceable yet

never seeking the attention of anyone or anything. Just existing in its own natural beauty. It was peaceful.
| slide my phone from my pocket and switched my view to its screen,
Nineteen minutes past three.
I opened my contact I|ist as | sat up and sel ec

AHEY, WHERE ARE YOU AT? WEAR COMFORTABLE SHOES
LANDI NGS. 0o

My gaze fell back at the ocean which never ceased to amaze me in its Baaytyhoughts cut
at my fabric of sanity with questions about who | was, what | meant for people and what my purpose, my
calling was in this broad world of digital dementia, stereotypes and identity crisis. This was the curse of a
wondering mind; the uarelling of nothing but the harsh realities that surround every border and will of
our dreams and the definition of our lives that vary everyday like the combinations one can use to solve
the Rubinbés Cube.

I wasndét ready for thmy pbobherinomgtetriondalag
start flying, | thought. Parkour is my second lotlese single moments when you execute a vault
perfectly and you feel the air moving alongside the adrenaline coursing through your veins as you float
for just a fraction of a second in the air as the crows glide around you, clueless in their search for food,

totally unmoved by your poor attempt at flight. TI

| was sweating reasonably from my short workout and | pulled out my phone to check for replies.
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It was fortytwo minutes past three.

fi4 NEW MESSAGES FROMéo |t was a new number.

might have been Twariif with ancghnumber.
| doubletapped on it as | took a seat back at my spot on the grass. | was right.
AHELP PLEASE! (3:28 pm)o

Al TGS TWARIITF (3:28 pm)o

3t

|l M I N DEEP TROUBLE (3:34 pm)o
APLEASE! (3:37 pm)o
AHELP! (3:39 pm)o

My heart sank to my stomach and every sweat cascading down my skin turn cold as every muscle
tensed me into place. I couldnoét believe what | r

called for the first time, then the second and thentht hi r d é
6CALL ENDEDS®

What 6s up man, I thought to myself, running ev

have happened to him.
ACANOT TALK (3:45 pm)o
iWATANI SKI' A (3:45 pm)o

ACOME OPPOSITE FORODHANI (3:46 pm)od

=1}

| TS HAPPENI NG (3:48 pm)o

ot

HURRY3: 48 pm)od

I threw my phone back into my thread bag instinctively heading towards Forodhani. All manner
of questions were going through my mind; what was happening to Twariif, a seemingly simple coffee
seller? Why did he choose to text me yet we barelywkeach other? Should | alert the police? Should |
just assume | didndét see his texts? It was then |

breath. | slowed down a bit, trying to organize my thoughts amidst the souadisaofall over Kibokoni.
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| stopped in front of the Resort, looking at its subtly curved-asmlhfter its name as | caught my
breath. | then noticed the vibration oscillating in my bag. | pulled out my phone and saw the recent missed

call and one message,
ABEHI ND ¥OUpMmBo

| turned around to see Twariif standing at the entry on an alley wearing an amber yaHidw t
that complemented his light skin, a dark brown trench coat that went just below his waist belt and deep
black pants that extended to a pair of darkasrepen leather shoes that resembled a boot but with

narrow slits running across its fore side. He looked smart.

He signalled me to follow him as he walked briskly into the alley, hands sunken into the side
pockets of his trench coat as its bottom end whibback with the same urgency as his steps. | followed

him confused as | harboured the butterflies taking flight in my stomach and the feeling of my throat

drying up.
AHey! o6 | called out.
He kept walking.

AfHey! 0 | repeated am. | Bwarniefd! d ol jfoigndalolmarsdasi
his shoul der , turning him to face me. He di dnot r
looked at me intently, his cheekbones pronounced more by the upped collar of his trench caaband na

dark eyes and messy black hair. He didndédt have th
ifiWebre here, 0 he whispered, glancing around
I looked at him blankly, my throat now drier than before.
Al need your help, 0 he continued.
My heart beat was in my ears deept looking around for any possible danger.

"1*11l explain |l ater but right now I need your

this wall and | need you tcegto the top and take a peek."
"Allahu Akbat" the imam at the neighbouring mosduggunAsr prayers.

Now, aside from the fact that he made me wait, run and worry like a mad person, he was now

asking me to get over a wall with no explanation. He noticed my confusion as | stared fiercely at him.
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"Please. A kid might die if you don't," laelded

I calmed a little. "Even if | was to help you, how am | supposed to get on top of this wall? It's at

least three meters high," | said, looking up the wall.

"Using that,” he pointed at one of the support beams holding up a wooden balcony of the

neighbouring storey house that extended below the wall.
"But these beams are ages old. A little excessive hurdle could bring the whole balcony down."

"Not today. The county government made sure of it 3 years ago with their urban development
plan to reinforcée he Ol d Town and its structures. They are &

confidently.

"Comeon, we haven't much time," he added. "Your soft sole loafer shoes won't make much noise

when you make the run."

I looked at him reluctantly and knew he sméght. | sighed and took a few steps back to face the
wall. | then jolted in quick wide strides running up to the wall, put one foot on it and pushed myself up,
transferring my momentum upwards towards the support beam. | reached out at my peak dheight an
grabbed the end of the beam, reinforcing my grip with my other hand as | adjusted myself into a cat grab
position with both feet on the wall. | flew again, | thought, and smirked. | then set myself for the final
leap to the wall ledge and pushed off el upwards to grab the corner ledge of the three metre wall. |
finally pulled my chest onto the wall and pushed my upper body above it with my arms then sat on the

ledge.

A strong concoction of bhang fumes hit my nostrils unbelievably hard as | tookahglmost

knocking me off.

Twariif signalled from below to inquire of what | had seen.me from below of what | see. Looking
down into that side, | saw a couple of boys seated in a circle at the corner side of the wall and storey
house passing around aglm strip of bhang to each other. A laughing young boy with properly groomed

hair stood out from the rest with the level of neatness he carried compared with the others.

Just then, one of the boys made a slight bob to raise his head towards the walhtetigaickly

moved back to the cat grab position on the wall, listening intently whether he had noticed anything.
He hadn't.
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"Asalaamaleykumwarahmatullali The imam finalized thésr prayers in the neighbouring

mosque as | savoured my short relief.
I leaped from the wall, landing softly near Twariif.
"Did you see a boy with a Persian cat's fur for hair?" he asked.

"You mean neat? Yes | did, o6 | <$eagotdodowithany ng t he
of this?"

"Just a moment,” he said, retrieg his phone to do a quick text absoimething to someone.

"Come, 0 he said, sliding his phone back to his

of questions to ask."

"Who was that boy, and why did you say someone's going to die?" | askednaglied with his

request.

A group of people holding walking canes led by a smartly dressed man with a white beard walked
by us, disappearing behind the alley whose wall | had just scaled. They all looked bound by the same

mission..

"You seethatoldmah” Twariif said, pointing to the smar
He is a successful businessman here in Mombasa. Nothing much about him, really. As for the boy, he ran
away from home almost a week ago and | was tasked with finding himtéjtetl him the whereabouts

of his son."

"What do you mean you were tasked with...wait. Who are you man?" | asked, studying him like |

was seeing him for the first time.

" am a consulting detective here ffimal Mombasa,
capacity as government agent. Working this way keeps me away from getting swallowed in the rampant

corruption. o
| scratched my jaw, not knowing how to respond.

"I know, | get that a lot. | assume you want to know why you're involved in all tiessaid,

motioning for us to move away from the wall.

We had reached the end of the alley when the b
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"Baaapoleé baad"

He signalled auktukto stop and he hopped in. instinctively, knowing that he was a detective, |
jumped in too. The boy continued screaming. | remained silent as | tried to process my thoughts,

imagining what my role in this sudden adventure was.
"Baluchi mosque, please," inestructed theéuktukdriver.

"After scoping out the place the boy hangs out, | knew that direct confrontation was out of the
guestion because 'dbeautu mber ed by t he b oy 0 mategfaherkhavaaghabitofd di e s
revenging with gravecoessuences. The other option was the wal/l

get up there. | needed someone with gymnastic abilities," he said, glancing at me.
"l see," | said,

"l knew that the only probable place local acrobatics would be training herernwould be

Fort Jesus beach and since it's easy to form groups at the beach when your sport igalafilarg

| nodded.
il chose the coffee joint because it's the che
evening especially on FridaysaBcht ur days because it signifies a mil

took the cup collecting job for the day at the joint for a tiny wage and observed the people who came by

and you and your group were among them."
"But how did you single me out from that?" | inquired.

"Simple really. | observed. In sports, runners have a more developed shin muscle build than
others. With you | noticed bigger left shin muscles than the right which is a sign of injury, especially knee
related ones. You use less of yojuiad leg. And | didn't notice any scars of surgery which meant you
got the injury recently around the introduction of arthroscopic surgery where they use tiny equipment and
a camera to operate for efficiency and accuracy. It was either surgery or liofipwhéch the latter was

rul ed out during our exchange of numbers. o

3t

| mpressive, o0 | said, thinking to myself that

iThe grains of sand on your head and back too,
giveaway was wheyou unlocked your phone to check the time. There was an Instagram notification
with a username, 'parkourho' which openly suggest

35
©Hekaya Initiative 2018



0The devi | is in the detail s, h u h 2Zuktukpulleda i d , ch
by Baluchi mosque.

"Rat her simple, againodo he said. AYou smiled an
admire nature more and you seemed almost one with it, which are both signs of an introverted personality
and one of the qualities of dupeople is they are good listeners. So | had a higher probability of
convincing you compared to other members of your group. Zoning out from a sports group is also not a
common thing unless you're undergoing mental illnesses like stress or depresgi@vestng you from

being alone afterwards was a good win for both you and the case. Besides, | do know the feeling."
"So you took a job and dressed up as someone else completely to play detective for a case?"

"The art of disguises is one | love to exploiad the cases are a distraction for my wondering
mind."

"This is just....just.. Incredible!" | remarked.
"Huh, that's not what other people usually say." he said, subtly impressed.
"Oh, wanasem@" | asked with a chuckle.

"Suffice it to say they are iddglnot as positive as you," he responded as | stepped out of the
tuktuk | expected him to get out too but he remained glued to his seat busy typing something on his

phone.
"You're not getting out?" | asked, bending slightly to get a better look at him.

"No, 06 he &tawahiAsrbaadayehapoAga Khan mosque. Baluchi pray at half past
four so you'll have time for your training with you group," he said not looking up from his phone.

| stood there not sure whether to thank him or expect gratitude frontHe then stopped typing

and looked up at me with a smirk
"What do you say we do this again sometime?" he said, winking at me.

iléd say, hell yes!d | said, smiling broadly.

3t

See you around, tuktdkeadipddtogon.e sai d as t he

"Wait!" | called."Is your name really Twariif?"
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"Yes.AllahazzawaJalmade sure it spelled out my destiny,

thetuktuksped away.

I removed my phone while | looked at the disappeatikgpkand typed in the meaning of his
nameon Googl sear ch. It came back, 6Twariif meaning Cur

I smiled as | put my phone away. TAdhansounded from the minaret above me, signalling time

for Asr prayers.

End
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Story by:

MUNYIRI MUCHOKI




Kazungu had only read about convictions and death penalties in books and newspapers, and it
perpetually made his flesh crawl. On that awful day, he had asked his wife to confirm the clear and
annoying sound that came from the cee drove an olPEUGEOTF504 which had been passed down
generations from his grandfather, a local chief to his father a palm wine tapper and finally ending its
course of l'ife with a middle aged teacher, whose

he looked or wal&d but how the car moved rapidly from side to side along the dusty paths of the village.

The whining sound from the back of the car was now alarming. Noticing that his wife had
become oblivious of it and was just shaking the crying baby, Kazungu decidedgdhe cranky car
into a halt on the roadside. He exited the car supporting his huge belly which had kept growing in spite of
his fast decline towards poverty. He walked round the vehicle assessing the source of concern, wishing
that the government wédiincrease his salary to accord him freedom from the debts which were
suffocating him. From a distance Kazungu noticed two-imeailt men with sleeveless shirts approaching
with clubs and machetes and he assumed to be the village askaris doing thsirtpatatso observed
that they were walking more purposefully, a stark difference from the relaxed way the askaris used to

patrol the village.

Bending over, he inspected the rusty rear bumper which was held together on both sides with
binding wire. The ghaust pipe which was also held in place with similar wires had broken off near the
edge which kept scratching the ground whenever he hit a bump. An urge to see if the men had passed
grew heavier as he had an awful instinct; their awkward lack of comntioni@and the way they swung
their weapons had unnerved him a bit too. Taking a quick glance at the men, he saw them make quick
steps towards him and before he could react, the
head by inches. The atter lunged again, screaming, and missed a second time, giving Kazungu time to
get up quickly to assume an offensive position. H

beating furiously as he taunted the man to come at him again.

The oher attacker had gone round to the passenger side, his machete raised and Anyika,
Kazunguds wife started screaming as the machete |
screams filled the air and it must have scared the attackers becauedttirgy the bushy cocoyam

farm. Fear turned him into a stationary pillar while Anyika kept creaming. The baby was crying very

loudly too.
Anyi ka was hurt badly and her dress was filled
the injury. Thebap, whom she had hurled on the driverds sea
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Instinctively, he went round, lifted the baby as he tried to console him before placing him on the back
seat. His thoughts were on two things; making it to the villageedsgry a few minutes away and his
recollection of the two attackers the previous day drinking palm wine with Maduka, his creditor, and the

looks they gave him as he drove by.

Kazungu had fallen out with Maduka several months back after he declinedehe lats o f f er t o
surrender his coco yam farm as repayment for the money he owed him. Kazungu knew his coco yam was
a gold mine and surrendering it to Maduka would mean being displaced from his ancestral home. He
rather preferred paying off the debt graduélbm his meagre primary school teacher earnings and
Maduka had threatened to get his land by any means necessary. He was a brute, this Maduka.

Later on after kazungu and his wife had received treatment, the chief had confirmed that the two
attackers had lem apprehended by the youth in charge of security and they were being held at the local
cell awaiting the baraza to decide on their fate. He also confirmed that they had confessed to have been
sent by Maduka to commit the crime. They were however not sepo hurt anybody, they said, the
devi |l had used their | ack of sobriety and pushed

arm was suspended on a sleeve and Kazungu had to manage with a walking stick.

Two weeks after twifeslowhpredowredbut missedtiree fingaersiand even
though kazungu didndét air his concern, he was wor |
his wife could not do much with her handass He coul
person than a field one. He acknowledged with a heavy herat that much as he wanted her to work the
field, she could not manage. The baby also needed her attention too. He imagined taking another wife, but

remembered that finances were a thorn in leist] he was barely managing with his small family.

The palm oil lamp gave a yellowish glow against the darkness in his hut. The night was still, the
moon had been swallowed in the sombre night clouds. His neighbour who normally slept outside and
snored lke an old scooter was also unusually silent that night. The crickets were a bit silent too, and
kazungu pondered over the case hearing the following day. Maduka had been apprehended too, and
Kazungu had mixed feelings about the whole thing. While helfaltthe perpetrators deserved to be
dealt with accordingly, he also felt that were he
amount of money, hedd al most have resorted to the

having influenced theideed, maybe they just wanted to scare him a bit so he could speed up the payment.

The following day, the case was set to begin aroundmdaching before the noon sun raised high

to burn the wisdom from the sagadowlg happinganrhse@z ads mi |
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walking stick as he could no longer drive. His car was out of commission having suffered a terribly from

the attackerodos blow. The exhaust pipe was out and

I't was a warm day. pabked. ledtheresdn@ats blackedithecentrarete, w a s
which always got into his nerves. Out of respect, he took off his straw hat and joined the silence, which
enveloped the whole compound. After a few formalities, the two attackers were brought before the
baraa, bound. The chief pronounced that an attack on a fellow villager was a terrible crime and that they
had come to a conclusion that the best resort would be to banish the two together with their families. They
were however accorded the luxury of leavingiwvtheir meagre moveable properties so they could start

life afresh wherever they went.

Maduka was summoned as well. His sentencing was heavier since he was the brains behind the
whole operation. The baraza pronounced the death sentence on him andihiwéanaiso going to be
banished to avoid what the baraza called a reoccurrence of the same from the initial seed of hate planted

by their patriarch. His sentence would be carried out after the new moon.

Suddenly, as is wont to happen in the region, theds gathered together, squeezing each other
so hard that it started raining. The old men of the baraza hastily picked up their stools, seeking the shelter
of the main hut as Maduka was left soaking. It was one of the youthful askaris who made a daash in th
pouring rain to pull Maduka back into the cell, but before he could make it to him, a terrifying bolt of

lightning struck Maduka who fell on the soggy ground, eyes wide in shock.

*k*k

The sweet aroma punct ur e-hatchéddut. dtivas armtheowanrd Ka z un
and he could hear the pestle and mortar rhythmically grinding what he assumed to be cassava flour. It was
the best time of the season as they gathered the bolnaifidst into their stores. Women flocked fields
while men carried along attending to their herds. The cool winds blew all day and night in ecstatic
anticipation. There were many preparations to be done as the planting season would also begin shortly.
Maduka 6 s buri al was also to be conducted by the vill

village elders, but due to the circumstances that surrounded him, he had to get a miserable send off.

El ders met severally atn tthlee cihd sedf & satqumand.r Maf
death had left them pondering on whether to still banish his family or let them stay as nature had taken its
course already. His family were beside themsel ves

around peoplevho viewed them as an outcast. His own bicycle was drowned at a nearby river hoping to
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kill the bad omen that had been left behind roaming together with his belongings. His clothes had been
shredded and taken to the edge of the forest and buried in adeegetrench. Nothing was left to

chance. This was the way of the village and their beliefs.

Kazungu decided to pay a visit to the council of elders regarding the issue of the poor family who
were suffering because of a mistake they had no hand in. Theeviss not going to be easy but he carried

on hoping to change the cause of action. He got there just before the elders retired for their afternoon nap.

He was welcomed well, each el der asking about
They made mation of the way in which Maduka had died, happy that the gods had taken the
responsibilityoff their handsNo one could point a finger at the gods; their power was absbletied

to convince them to | et Madukad6s family be, but t|

i Ywknow Maduka has always beenalvdbe r ouser i nikidteze, tree chiebeldenu ni t vy ,
said. AThis is not the first time heds caused pai
neighbouring village. He is the reason we have lost the ham®wnce commanded due to his heedless

behaviour . You know a c¢cl osed mouth catches no f Il i

Kazungu left when he realized his pleas had landed on deaf ears. He expected lkidieze to
understand, solely because was the only one among the elders who had embraced modernity and
decided to joins school even in his advanced age. He expected him to show some sympathy. As he left, he
made up his mind to work out a way to assist the poor family. He sympathizethevitrahd could no

longer handle their accusing looks since they felt hetiaseason why Maduka was dead.

That night, he slept early as the decision weighed heavily on his mind. As he closed his eyes, he
was ushered i nto anot h emestehd was upsdniflanes anchak theevillallessd u k a 6 s
were running everywhere with buckets of water try]
her children stood by the fence, watching the commotion as if they were not even part of what was

happening

Suddenly, Maduka seemed to emerge from the flames, cutting through the commotion heading

straight for Kazungu who stood at a distance. No one else seemed to see Maduka, not even his family.

fSee the fire you start ed? 0AnMmeocent kamily i buffesinge r ed i

because of your actions. 0

ilt was your fault, o he said. AYou ought not t
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AfAnd whatodés the puni shment for those who owe t
Kazungu remained silent.

AiThe fate of nhyanfdasmiol yMaidsu kian syaciudr as hi s f i gur e

homestead.

AWake up, wake up! o Anyi ka hissed, shaking Kaz

in peace because of your dreams now?0o0

As he heaved, Kazungu made up his mind on what lsedavdo when darkness gave way to

daylight later.

End
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Story by:

LORRAINE KWOBA




Entry 1, 14' September 2001

My name is Maria and today | became a woman. | became a woman of the society, a woman from filth.
The other five girls and | were paraded in front of our mothers and fathers, slatted painfully in the joy of the crowd
and becamevhole.The situation was nisier embarrassing nor shameful. It was depressing, nonetheless. In between
our tears and Mucus River, we became women. The soil drank us whole and felt fulfilled. They claimed we were of
age because our breasts danced underneathokas They argued thaur bottoms which had started wobbling
and dancing freely were getting unwarranted attention from the young men. They insisted that desire would fill us
up and our legs would ramble apart, ushering us to sin. They were convinced our minds would heaginad
things, ears would hear the forbidden and hands would touch what would evoke desire. A vicious cycle, they said.
They neither saw apprehension in our teary eyes nor the curses lurking behind our quivering lips. With the spilt

blood, our destiniebecame one with Tumolo village.

AShe is ready, o0 my father would mumble between his
despised. Detested. Disliked.

Today | became a woman. A woman my father wanted. A submissive woman of Tumolo village.
Entry 2,17" September 2001

Two nights ago | became a victim of the female cut. The ignorant clapped at Female Genital Mutilation. |
had to undergo this because my culture dictated so and my father was the vessel that saw that it was fulfilled. | had
togothrogh t his because my O6suitord was ready. I had to un
painful baton passed on from mother to daughter. The pain was severe that Mama Bena, the elderly village herbalist
had to be summoned to my rescue. My fafepuded himself with a coat of grief at the thought of losing his cattle
should the pain claim me. | was being sold off at the price of a few cattle | could count on both hands. | was to leave
my beloved mother behinét. was tradition.In between my bluy eyes, | saw him pacing left and right, up and
down in the tiny brown thatched muddy hut. His discomfortshatdowed my pain. His chest heaved. He was
breathing hard. | had to live. | had to live for my father, for his pride, for his cattle. | htad/tput and prevent my
mother from leaving. My endurance to the pain was the adhesive holding this whole arrangement together.

| felt the lower part of my body fade away. | was a flower, a decaying flower. It was Christmas for the
ground as it danced toetsmell of my blood, got wasted and could no longer hold my little mattress. All the organs
inside me were crying for attention. While the drums inside my head increased their tempo, my bonny muscles felt
weak. | could neither lift up my arms nor pull mifag; but I had to live, for my father, and prevent my beloved

mother from a shamefully separation.
Mama Bena, the villagsavior, gave me boiled herbs from the bittekhwetree which soothed my pain.

My father is relieved. We are all relieved.
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The fanousekhwet r e e i s -fowpmonkhay.dt & logated at thenterof Tumolo. It has tiny thin
curved green leaves, sore thorns, gigantic roots and its medicinal effects are remarkable. hist sk ardinary
type but blooecolored to signify lie. These leaves according to Mama Bena can be munched raw, pounded and
sprinkled on a sore scar or boiled hard to release bteattk i ng resul t s. Alt was a tree w
frailty. Our great grandparents had sought its cure, and now sadiyré was being imposed on us. Long live the
ekhwetree.

Entry 3, 18' September 2001

AWe have to stop these secret meetings, 0 my mot her

dumb. 0o

My mother has been teaching me how to read and wtritetaboo for women to learn this in Tumolo
village. If caught, we could be ostracized. My mother would receive a severe beating from my father. In this village,
the roles are distinctive according tWilethewodenhavetdlen do
be extremely submissive, noesponsive, noinfluential and caretakers, the men have to be leaders and planners.
They share a collective dislike of |l earning to read or
shadowwhile the men their fathers. We are all illiterate of the books but literates of the world. The world of

Tumolo. Tumolo village is our teacher.

My mother also was cut like me. She cried like me. She almost died like me. She fought hard to sire sons
for my father but fell third as my his wife. She sired a child, Maria; I, a girl whom the society had no use for. A male
child would have been better!

As | grew older, she let me in. She was full of wisdom and sweet words. She knew how to curl her words
into colourful flowers. she possessed an intelligence that could neither be learned or unlearned. She taught me what
she learnt from the woods, from the missionaries who once came about and were chassajbgns. Yes,
missionaries did come, long beforeas to be sired, they preached good news, wanted Tumolo to be educated, but
the men in the village saw and heard their wives speak, they were raged with je&lousman should be better
than their husbandThey chased away the teachers, almost chased away their wives, but held back, ultimately

beating them back into their illiterate boxes they wer

My beloved mother taught me how to write, spell and pronounce wortle imee hours of the night when my
father was bedding either of his other wives, the moon fully lit and Tumolo was as silent as a grave, she would come

to my tiny hut and breathe wise knowledge in me. My father knew nothing, dumb like the others;dechaain

that way.
AWhen you take one potato and another potato, you have
are called wild animals, stay away from them! P.o.t. a.
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il want better and snmartebMaria, to think, speak, engage and act different and break free from these strong

tiny but |l oose chainsd, she would utter.

| write when the village is asleep with no sounds from the noisy crickets. | write with no light, but | write. |
write to give from to my agony and separate myself from these traditions. | write to be a different girl of this village.
| write to forget the daily hard chores. | write to give myself meaning. | write because | know how to. | write
because if | fail to wite, | will lose sleep. | write to continue with this beautiful art that my beloved mother taught
me. | write to make her proud for | am her only seed. | write because | have those words, | can utter them and spell
them. My book is comprised of old broyapers, a gift from my mother. | use a blunt pencil to scribble my
thoughts away then hide my thoughts insidesafe wall.l will dig my own pitf and throw myself in; It would be

better not to be found.
Entry 4, 19' September 2001

Days morph into niglstat Tortoise speed. | am to be sold off soon. Anna, my sister from the cut joined our
forefathers today. Her pain was too much and life ebbed out of her through her excessive bleeding. She was a thin
stick with sickly eyes. Her cut bore infections. ManenB claims thatkhwetree performed its duties but Anna was
weak. She claims Anna was a sinner too, a reason she had to leave. The village is torn between mourning for her or

dismissing her as a sinner who had it coming.

Annads fat her , ediabamondtlaHeavasuo rdteve larl and cattle as bride price but they
are no more. His hope has been swallowed in the darkness of the grave. Cattle is a symbol of class in Tumolo, your
respect quadrupling as your herd increased. He walked braggingliyrehbow her daughter Anna would be the
fifth wife to his friend and how he would use his rewards. He made my father sick from those remarks. Now, her

daughter is no more.

Mzee Matamu sits outside his hut. His head is bowed and you can see the gosyaftteir in the middle.
His threelegged stool submits to his overbearing weight. It shakes once or twice to achieve balance. The sun hits
him thoroughly, drying his words such that he speaks nothing, sees no one and has taken to eating his own words.
He mourns the loss of his gifts first, then his daughter. He shakes his head constantly, beating his chest and spitting
furiously on the ground. He blames not himself, but the entire village, especially Mama Bena. He blames the shrill

razor blade and infeion but fails to see past the harmful traditi®m not count your chicks before they hatch.
Entry 5, 28 September 2001

The village has been busy with the marriage preparation of the remaining four girls and me. Our men have
been working harder in theoods, hunting and gathering essentials for the celebrations. Our mothers are busy
making us wedding attires and accessories. Every night they sit in circles on the grassless grounds and hum away as

they knit and grit. Their excitement goes past the hurgraind they share their own stories of how they received the
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cut, got married and have been siring since them. A sickening silence gathers around them after they narrate their

experiences. We, the girls are nervous and confused.
Sadly, Anna was thrown the wild beasts. It is tradition. When you die a filthy death, you receive a filthy burial.

Tumolo village is a large old structured community with strong beliefs, traditions and taboos that guide us.
The occupants live in huts. The more wives one hasclbse they are khwetree. They believe in urgency. The
huts comprise of a wooden door with no latch. Privacy is not accorded in this community. The women cook in one
place and distribute the foods to their husbands and children unequally. Innhegetiee fathers take their sons
deep in the woods of Tumolo village away from the vulnerability of the women and teach them how to be men. The

women stay at home with their daughters and teach them to be dumb.

This village is comprised of elders and sldbers who are in charge. All these positions are-male

dominated. My father, Mzee Tanju, is a sub elder.

Our elders ensure that all the cultures, beliefs and traditions are upheld. A man whose homestead comprises
of only females is looked down upon, I3ibd as weak and lacks a table with tNezee An adulterer, thief or witch

if caught are banished and killed respectively. We have to adhere to the rules and regulations of this place.

Topo, the village adulterer, who was once a respectable woman amednbarMzee Tanju, was stoned to
death because she loved to be with different men. She was found in her own bed with the chief sub elder and stoned
afterwards. Her death was a |l esson to alll t hos® women

been found out yet.
Entry 6, 24' September 2001

My mother beckoned me today and confided her recent concerns to me. She seemed worried for her face

kept creasing. The way she kept fidgeting meant that w
AHaserf atddlund out about our secret?0 | jumped in before
ANo! 0 came her sharp response. Her face remained creas

My mother broke down as she revealed | was to be the tenth wife of Mzee Boko. | was shocked. Shaken.
As her words sank slowly, | felt deflated, like every word was displacing any amount of strength | may have had.

Was my father this greedy? Tenth? How?
AiMaria, you donét have to do this, 0 she continued, Yo

The sound of approaching footsteps killezt words before she could utter them.
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Mzee Boko is the wealthiest elder of this village. He only goes for young, fine tloimgs, goats, girls.
He owns three quarters of this village. The villagers almost worship him, and whenever he barks, ¢ne villag
respond promptly. | hear that he mistreats his wives, beating them with or without mistakes, always expecting them
to only bear male children. What if | am my motheroés d

to me then? Will | be éaten to death? Tortured? Or made the villagers laughing stock?
| am to be sold off a day from now. | am scared.
Entry 7, 28' September 2001

| spent the whole of this day locked in my hut. My father believes that | am anxious for tomorrow. My
mother isaware of my pain. The other girls believe | want to outshine them. | have cried until there are no more
tears. | have cursed my father in silence continuously. | am in conflict for | am not ready to be a wife, a tenth wife to

an older man. My father is wng in his choice. His pride has blinded him. He sees no more.

| am only fifteen years of age. | have flowered into a beautiful woman. My mother says | resemble white
doves for their beauty. | am aware of my good looks for the other girls envy me gmaitigemen can hardly tear
their gaze away from me when | walk past them. | deserve to enjoy the careless bliss of my youth. | deserve to make

my mistakes. | deserve much better than Mzee Boko.

My father whom | loved and adoheas failed me. | will punts him. | will embarrass him. | will ruin his

reputation. | will turn him into Mzee Matamu. | am sorry father.
Entry 8, 28' September 2001

Greetings, I am Teresa, Mari ads mother. Today was t
The whole celebrations had to be cut short. The other girls are sobbing for they are ready to sire. It is our tradition
for all the girls to be marriedff at the same time. Mzee Boko is furious with my husband. He claims to have
influenced her flee. | remain silent and dumb as they always perceived me. | know nothing, | heard nothing. My
husband has tried to beat an answer out of me. | only ooze sildémae to protect my daughter, the only daughter |

have ever known.
In the wee hours of the morning, Maria left for the woods. | knew of her writing and where she hid her thoughts.

Her father has sworn war on her. He is agitated at having lost hisdsevi&re has demolished him, and
even if he is not ready to accept defeat, itds obvious
her. | am at fault for | swayed her decision. She was my fruit. The only fruit | cherished in #ae viihe deserves

better. She deserves to break from these chains.

| 6 d sha getkitled by a wild beast in the woods and fmytsocietal wrath!
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Story by:

VIVIAN VANISHA




Ever since the end of the rainy season, ever since the destruction of the village green house and
t he c hibarhzd Kombois hetart bere the weight of the universe. It wasn't because of the rains that
had swept away three huts, thirteen cows, fivatgand a toddler. It wasn't because his alcoholic father
was down with liver cirrhosis or that his elder sister Nyakara was a harlot who when 'decent' wore short
skirts that squeezed her expansive thighs too tight she had trouble walking, a straplegddbper
breasts almost hang out loose for the ravenous eyes to feast on and heels which made her walk as if the
ground was burning.

No, Nyakara was out of the trouble list this time.

Omboji village was still with the calm evening breeze. Komboditlés lungs with the breeze
and grinned in appreciation. The glorious sun was taking its last dip, painting the lake water an illusionary
orange which from his homestead looked like a magnificent piece of art. Smoke rose from the
neighboring houses and temell of burning pine and blegum penetrated into his lungs. Tired birds
noisily chirped returning to their nests. The valley below was hollow with silence and all he could hear
were a few frogs on the little stream croaking softly.

He cleared his dnhtoat and headed for his mother's house. Yambo, his younger brother was on a
rocking chair, staring into space, oblivious of his overwhelming presence . His mother was doing Max,
her husband a hot water foot bath while profusely plastering his forehdad wét dripping face towel
such that one would have thought she was waterboarding him.

"Kombo ,there is no change, will it always be like this? When will we takedor another
checkup?" she asked somberly.

"Mum, when he is done with his current metion. Should there be no change, we'll seek further
intervention," he replied calmly.

"Baba, how are you feeling today?"

"1 am more than fineé. but your mother here in
washing my face with this soaked towek®," he mumbled between coughs.

"Stop being stubborn, if only you had stopped smoking when I.... "

"No, mama," Kombo raised a restraining hand, cutting his her short. "Let him be, don't start
stressing him out. Baba will be fine, just make sure he taikedrugs on time and faithfully."

"Okay, but this old man has given me enough trouble,” she whined, dipping the towel in cold
water once again before placing it on her husband's face.

Dansela.

The name kept ringing in his mind.

Dansela.
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No matter howhard he tried to concentrate during dinner every once in a while a frown would
form on his face and his dthowing mama would inquire as to the reason for his apparent
discontentment . He wore a calm demeanor. He found it unnecessary to trouble ma mitehy.

Later while |l aying out his bed about to retire
drunken voice cut through the dark as she returned home from one of her many night escapades. There
was a huge thud and Kombo concluded that shédsather balance due to the alcohol in her head.

There was a longrawn silence before he heard feet shuffling towards his door.

"Goooombo.... "

He switched off the last corridor lights in his room.

"Gooooombo..... | wan't you to...... ta . . Ooveeen this....roooooréeé, ":

He sat on a stool, not moving a muscle and waited for Nyakara to calm down. He didn't open the
door and after banging on it profusely and fumbling with the handle to no avail, she gave up and left,,
dragging ler feet along and uttering all sorts of profanities.

Hadndét the whole family talked to her on her d
prayed for her and even urged her, quoting verse after verse from the Bible that she needed to change her
ways?Hadn't Kombo himself signed her up for Roots Rehabilitation center and she somehow managed to
escape? Hadn't he done enough for her and she still remained adamant?

Let her drink to her own death! He didn't care anymore. The village women gossiped.sMother
warned their daughters about recklessly living like Nyakara, wanting complete disassociation with her.

"A woman that wears men like clothes and drinks alcohol like water will she ever get married,
such a disgrace! 0 he o0n cueity wateeprofed.dle hthd ttied, evaryameay at t |

had, but clearly Nyakara was beyond help.

Dansela,even despite all these family storms. Dansela. There was another thud in his father's
house below. Nyakara had probably fallen down again. Dansela,Kombo gutitghed on the bedside
lamp and sat on his bed, feet hanging in midair. Her name kept ringing in his mind. She was his past, the
past that he never wanted to let go. A story best left untold but even so, in moments like this, her
memories were a gooddtiiaction from his miserable life.

He remembered the first day she joined his school, a little girl in a black tunic and a cream
colored shirt. She was from another school in the city but her family had relocated to Ombaiji village.
Beautiful dimples formé on her cheeks every time she laughed, shy to the core but a chatterbox with
those she was well acquainted with. She sang like an angel and a smile was a constant feature on her face.

Young as he was, Kombo had liked her.

52
©Hekaya Initiative 2018



He recalls one Friday evening whaushing back to class, he'd accidentally bumped into her and
they both came tumbling to the ground, tangled, him on top of her. He had stared into those soft black
eyes and seen them change from shock, to anger to embarrassment. She had immediatélyrpohe
her and winced in pain as she struggled to get up.

"You éhurt me," she muttered with pouted | ips
ground.

"I'm sorry..... It wa... It was an accident," hekhispered back.

"Where have you twbeen? Why are your uniforms dusty?" the Social studies teacher roared
when they reappeared in class.

"We... we., " she stuttered.

"Sir we fell down while running back to class," Kombo said, saving the day at the expense of
giggles from the other classtes.

The social studies teacher Mr. Obi scrutinized the two pupils, his wild and ever red eyes boring
into them, not satisfied with the answer. He then pulled his trouser higher to his chest, adjusted his
extravagant coat and selotack glasses before fily motioning them to take their seats.

Kombo spent the rest of the lesson stealing glances at her. She was inspecting her limbs for any
major injuries. She dusted off her tunic and wiped her face with her school sweater before turning to him
with a muratrous look on her face and didn't get Mr. Obi's question.

"Dansela Melody, which is the longest river in Africa?"

"Sorry sir, River Nile."

Kombo remembers the English teacher. Madam Rozette having a skit-ohilgitmpowerment.

She selected Danselaphand Tessie. Tessie was their 'mother' and the duo were 'siblings'. Kombo was to
eat, watch TV and play while Dansela was to do every house chore as stipulated by the iron lady miss
Tessie because she was a girl. Every while Dansela would complaingichioties be shared equally but

her 'mother’ would punish her, then in fury she'd ‘burn’ her brother with hot water. Tessie would then

come to her senses and treat her 'children’ equally.

That had been ages ago, little primary school kids with lofty aomisit He wanted to be a
journalist, she wanted to be a scientist. The two had even been selected as the weekly newscasters of
Jacaranda primary School. She always thought his pieces were better and he also felt like her pieces

outweighed his. Time whisketilem off to different high schools for four years.

After high school, Kombo spent three months trying to find Dansela's contacts. Ever Since then

they'd been conversing on phone, catching up and just being casual. At times he thought he stood no
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chanceand that Dansela probably had a boyfriend, or she was just being nice to keep the flame of
childhood friendship burning. He scolded himself for sounding so insecure.

This Friday night however, her parents were away on trip and she said she was home alone. This
would be it; he would just give her a surprise visit and tell her how he felt about her. Maybe the feeling
was mutual, just maybe.

Kombo recalls that night, Mafjfteenth because he had just turned nineteen on the tenth of the
same month. His mother always told him that men have no trouble finding what to wear but here he was,
proving her wrong and just not finding the right attire. He tried one outfit aftéh@mnand the mirror just
proved how horrible he looked. Racing against time, he finally settled for black sneakers, denim pants, a
white old navy Fshirt and a black cap. He felt confident in this because his buddies always told him it
gave him a model Idothat could sweep girls off their feet.

Should | carry flowers? What if she rejects them?

What do girls like? She said she likes white chocolate Should | buy two at the store? Wait.. One
costs ahundredandfifty shillings, | only have ehundred shilligs with me. Damn! Its already eight
Obcl ock, | better get going.

He hurriedly splashed on some cologne, grabbed his phone and after telling his mama that he was

off to visit a high school buddy, he left.

Just when he was going to knock the door fottlire time, there was a clutter of keys from the
inside and slowly the door opened displaying an anxiooising Dansela in a blue night dress, a white
pullover and a glass of water on her right hand. Her mouth parted in shock upon seeing him and the glass
immediately slipped from her hands onto the floor, shattering. Then rooted to the ground, she stood still,
staring at him and fidgeting with her fingers.

"Did | scare you?" he asked jokingly.

"Uum. .. Well éno, not really, 0 she stammered. i C

" 1 Gomy, lst me help clean this mess first," he said, bending to pick the broken pieces of glass.

"No, don't, [ I do it. "' m sorry | wasn't exp
funny," she added, smiling.

"How, Dansey, my face, anything wrg with it?"

"No, your face is...,"

"Handsome?

She just smiled.

"Does that mean yes?"

"No. Your face is okay, itds the outfit that |
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A simple oh, was all he could manage to say before swearing to kill all the boys in his gang for
always givinghim false confidence.

"It's night time, you know, | don't have to be extravagantly dressed, simple is good," he said.

"Okay,"she replied softly.

Kombo thanked the cosmos for the TV which offered a much needed distraction for what would
have otherwisedren a moment of awkward silence. He stared at the screen and the varying figures
displayed therein dancing in his vision. She stared at the walls one at a time.

"Did you paint these walls recently?" he asked, peeling his eyes from the screen to the wall.

"No, why?" she asked, avoiding his eyes.

"Well, you've been admiring them ever since | got here tonight."

She just smiled, studying her fingernails.

"You look tensed, is anything wrong?"

"No, nothing is wrong."

"Oh, so someone is all nervous and nothing is wrong? Interesting."

"You're still the same annoying boy | knew back in primary school. You never changed much."”

"And you're still the same shy girl that was
"I'm not shy," she said flatly.
"You're sure about that? Okay look me directly in the eye," he teased.
"Dansey, look at me, try not to be mesmerized, | know I'm handsome! Prove that you're not shy."
"Okay," she said laughing.
Same blackoned eyes and long eyelashes steadily boritgghis, searching for her place in his
life, finding a straight path into his waiting heart and settling there as his heartbeats picked up reaching
out for hers.
"There. Happy now,' brother'?"
"I don't want to be 'brother' unless it is 'twin brother'."
"Okay, twin, are you happy now?"
"Ecstatic! You're beautiful."
Dansela grabbed a pillow from the extreme end of the chair and threw it at him.

"Donot be silly, she said.

He caught the pillow and threw it back, and a pillow fight ensued, ending with himindy her in
a tight embrace. She smelt fresh and her skin felt soft against his. Kombo bugged her tighter, and she
clung on to him, hearts beating faster. No words were uttered, only gasps escaped their mouths. He ran his
hands on her back, pulling hepskr, and they stayed in that position until late into the night when he

finally left.
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Kombo spent the days after that night reminiscing and thinking of Dansela. How she blushed
after every sentence, her soft puckered up lips and how he had to resigetio¢ kissing her with
abandon that night. He remembered how she felt small in his massive arms and gave him the urge to
constantly protect her. He loved her. How he had to take deep breaths to calm his heart. He wished to see
her again, so when Justinis high school buddy called to invite him to his birthday party, he didn't
hesitate to invite Dansela too.

The party was on the first Sunday of June. That night his brain felt woozy at the sight of Dansela,
wearing a red strapless dress that clung tashmll frame in all the right places as if it had been made
with her in mind. Her makeup complimented her already gorgeous looks. Thoughts of further exploring
her body filled his mind, making it hard to concentrate on their dance moves. When everganasels
lost in dance and music and Dansela felt tired, he grabbed her by the hand and sprinted away to a spot of
wild grass where the only light was a lonesome full moon hanging loosely in the sky.

"What do you think you're doing?" she asked, pantimg nboonlight falling on her eyes.

Kombo turned her to face him and held her face in his hands, eyes locked on hers.

"Dansela, the moon is glorious, right?"

She nodded.

"Don't you feel cold in this dress? Here," he helped her wear his huge trench doatt tWant
you to freeze."

"Thank you," she said looking him in the eyes.

"I don't wish to hold this back anymore. | love you, Dansela Melod, very much," he said, staring
at her full pouted lips.

Silence.

"l... I...," she struggled to find words.

His lips found hers. Fervently, ravenously devouring her in a hungry kiss. All his years of waiting
suppressed in that moment. His arms exploring her body, hers clinging onto him. For a moment
everything was hazy, time stopped and the moon hid behirclaihés.

Finally breathless, they broke the kiss and clung to each other.

Slowly, after a while she pulled away from him gently and nervously held his face in her arms.

"l love you too, Kombo,"she whispered before giving him a long passionate kisdiraihe
didn't hesitate, he covered her lips with his and kissed her with abandon, like he was branding her, owning
her. His hands caressed her body, touching all places he could access. He moved back a little bit to find
more balance when his right lggt stuck in a tuft of grass that he hadn't seen earlier as both tumbled
down, this time Dansela on top of him.

Deja vu.
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"I won't hurt you this time," he whispered before claiming her lips again.
In that epic night, he promised her venus.
That was a ygaago and life changed dramatically, piting him as the villain and Dansela s the
victim. First, he majored in medicine, she in journalism, and just as their destinies seemed to change, so
did his promises for her. He had managed to convince her to agpeinbuld have dropped everything
in her life to be with him, but he started cheating on her. He broke her heart, feasted on her innocence,
eventually leaving her in the middle of nowhere. Hordes of girls became his constant feature and almost
every girl n campus had had a fling with him.  Dansela questioned him and his response was carefree,
as if her love meant nothing to him. She had forgiven him far too many times.
"What happened to us?" she'd asked over the phone in tears.
Three months ago, shald cal |l ed to say she was pregnant, a
her.
"Listen, | was desperate, you were convenient, I'm sorry if you thought this could lead
somewhere. | guess you should just move on with your life and get rid of that babyeblewdlisot
offer any support. Perhaps if we were in the same campus it would've been different, but you're
el sewher e; how can | even be sure the baby is min
"él hate you! | hate you Kombaogingdp. she cut him
That was the last he heard of her and the moment he put his phone down, he realized the vanity of
the choices he had made. Thoughts of the life growing inside her filled him with remorse and at that
moment, the girls and fapiaced life and umerous one night stands he had chosen over Dansela felt like

nothing.

It was ten at night. Kombo removed his phone from the back pocket, the screen lighting up to a
picture of Dansela in a little white dress, a red hat and heels smiling. He'd takaiutreqn her
eighteenth birthday, the same night when their bodies intertwined in passion, bonding them closer.With
shaking hands he dialed her number and placed the phone on his ear. No response. He tried once more
with a terrible foreboding this time.g-had tried calling her the previous night but his calls were never
picked. His texts were undelivered and his email not replied. It has been three solid months since they last
talked. He needed to make it up to her. He needed to see her in person agid@pal taking her
through hell. Even if she wouldn't take him back, he had to redeem himself.

It started raining and his calls remained unanswered. Finally, someone did.

"Hello," he heard her soft voice on the other side.

She sounded weary.

"Hel lam&k2yéhow are you?"
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Silence.

"What do you want?" she asked, her voice cracking.

"1 called to say I 6m sorry. We need to talk."
Silence.
ifiDansey, are you there?0 he asked.

"Hello," a sharp soprano voice cut him short, "I'm sorry but Dansela can't talk on the phone right
now. Perhaps later, please,"she said.
"Hold on, please don't hang up on me, is she fine? She sounded ill?"
"Sheds not okay, 0 t heblehappenad. Whadredyou, agad8" met hi ng t
"Umm, |l dm a friend. What happened? "Kombo aske
"1 dm Ava, her friend. A granny of h ensedaisdi e d, h
five months pregnant with a baby whose fathamidd from the start, and her divorced mum will kill her
if she learns that she is pregnant at only nineteen. She...," Ava sobbed.
féShe what ?0 Kombo asked, swal l owing hard as a
"She attempted suicide and has been in theflGiJr a week now, 0 Ava said.
second...hey Doc how is she doing®s the baby fine?"
"I'm so sorry Ava, we did all we could,” Kombo heard a male voice say.
That was all he heard before the line went dead. He called immediately but the phone was
switched off. Terrified, he sat down on his bed, staring into the darkness.
"I should be the one suffering, not you. Please live for me, please hold on for me, please stay....
Stay for me to make it up to you, stayé," he pray.:
He dressed huedly and grabbed his car keys, ready to jump into the chilly night and find

Dansel a. He then realized that he didnot know i n

End
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Story by:

MARCEL ADUDA.




February 3, 2013

(Prodigy)
AfUsel ess! d he yells, wieslkemtnldy dtowmb Itiond hlrod i 00
it right?09
ADude! 6 Mali kds voice pierces through the comm
problem again?0 he asks, his hand pushing a parti.
AMal i k, theurmgtuabhlie®enl dm having problems with a
AfiReal l y? And here | was thinking you were in a

sarcastically as he strides past a pile of books and scattered papers towards the now slumped égure in th
middle of the room.

AYoudl | never get it brot her, i f | crack it | 6

numerical sequence generated by man or machine. 0

Malik always knew koech was a genius and here was his opportunity to make sorokthing
hi msel f, but all he had to do was temper his frie
him. He realized that this somewhat beautiful friendship would not last once Koech discovered his true

intentions.

Koech and Malik have been friendince childhood. Having accidentally bumped into him on his
way home from school, their friendship has been as solid then as now. Koech has never regretted meeting
Malik. Whenever they have a bad argument he always remembers that brief sunny Mondagrafter

when he saw him.

Malik was sitting alone on the side of the road playing marbles. Koech was rushing home to
watch cartoons, it was his favorite past time event and on this particular day he had decided to take a

shortcut.

Normally Koech would have tpass through five streets, take a fly over at the last major highway
before he could get home. It was a dizzying fete of navigating past oncoming traffic topped with timing
the street lights and cars at the stipulated zebra crossings assigned for ped¥¢gittethe hustle and
bustle of city living drivers paid no mind to the people crossing the roads as they zipped to and fro in their

own frenzied competition to see who got to their destination first.
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The highway had already claimed two of his schoolsiatieo thought crossing the streets in a
reckless dash would provide an adrenaline pumping experience to brag about. To his peers it was sort of a
rite of passage among them. Only the bravest in the school dared to ignore the fly over and risk their life

ard limbs escaping the speeding mechanical bulls (what they referred to as cars) to and from school.

On that particular day, however, Koechés favor
risk his life to miss it. He took the fly over at the lmigay, crossed one more street and opted for a
shortcut from the third street. Along his way he suddenly became fascinated by an image of a weird
looking kid playing on his own by the side of the road. Other kids would pass him yelling insults and
mockinghim but despite all of the provocations the kid would carry on playing marbles, undisturbed and

simply lost in his own world.

Koech was surprised; the boy looked immensely content on his own. It was an intriguing sight;
growing up in a big family he coulédnt i magi ne | i fe without his brothert
side of the road trying to defy his belief. He approached him slowly, cautiously as if this new boy would

bite him if he drew too close or made a wrong move. When he was close enosgbde a

fiNani anashinda®@ ( whoés winning?). The boy stopped, | o
guestion, looked up with a crooked smile, paused for a second then broke out in hysterical laugh to

Koecho6s surprise who now fdecadrhendelfto Wes truyinsase. boy he h.

Instantly, almost without transition, the laughing boy became as serious as a monk and looked
straight at Koech with big intimidating eyes. A fraction of a second went by without any exchange of
words. Koech felttheneeado br eak the silence by putting on a t|

to start or provoke a fight.
Al am the winner, o the boy finally replied in

Hi s answer amused Koech who coul diogetinthmisesi st t h

one man game.

AYoudbre the |l oser. o the boy answered, pointing

=1}

How?d Koech asked, hands in pocket. Al never

The challenge was set and Koech had to prove this lone boy wrong. They first split the marbles in
two and the challenge was on. After ten games Koech had seen enough to admit that his challenger was
way too good at his game.
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ANo wonder no one played with him, 0 Koech said

and Malik was no longer that weird lethoy who played marbles on his own.

AHey, |l et 6s get out of here | think you coul d
apartment for weeks, 0 Malik said, snapping Koech |
AThat sounds | i ke a g osead-cupd ffee right Kbout mow. Sewehatd A |
wi || it be today, coffee house, restaurant or hot

AfHotel. | O6ve got some good news to share and |

Malik said while checking the time on his wrist watch as they headed out.

(Table for two)

The hotel was nearly empty. Malik fiddled on his phone then set it down on the table and shot a

guestion to his friend
ADone checking the menu?bod

Koech lifted his head up from the massive menu

and a cup of <coffee, not feeling that hungry toda

Malik motioned to the waiter who diligently walked to their table and picked up their order.
Koech lookedback to the pay area and noticed a pair of gorgeous looking waitresses giggling amongst

themselves and a chilling thought came over him.

inMal i k, | think the waitresses over there thin

mischievous grin knowing he wduring his friend with a loaded statement.

AWhere?. .. Oh God forbid Koech, youbre not ev
hearty laugh that got the waitresses attention. One of the waitresses laughed as the other covered her face

in shame a# their privately shared thoughts were no longer a secret.
AAl'l this |iberalism wild.l be the death of wus s

AYou told me you knew someone who would help g

hesipped his warm cup of coffee. Malik switched off his phone and placed it on the table.
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inYes, therebdbs a friend of mi ne call ed Sant e. H

but he wanted me to get him a beta version to pre:

Ailédm working on it. Therebs one variable in th
sure | will have a beta version by next week, 0 Ko
ifThat 6s great to hear. Free your schedule two
good guy, met him at campus. He isnét much of a ta
company flourish from his counsel. But donoét tell

replied with a chuckle.

AiSure, youmwigdacmet 0i Korafher esponded as he sighn

cutlery.

AiYou stormed through that breakfast quickly, a

asked as he gulped down the last contents of the glass.

AThanks brbdmbgood tbig& for the day, o6 Koech r

(Gifted)

I't was five o06clock in the morning. Koech had
laptop and everything was running fine. Too excited to wait for Malik to wake, he rushed down to his
roomw t h his | aptop in hand |ike an excited kid wit

even knock at his door.

Al figured it out! Malik its running, itos fin

groaned as he covered himself, turnindgice the other side.

Malik was what you would call a night owl. His job at a sgovernmental youth empowerment
organization enabled him to work at night and mostly online editing news stories and posting audio and

video content on their website, so hailcbenjoy long mornings of sleep unlike most nine to five

employees.
ifKoech, the sun6és not even out yet, remember o
me, 0 Mali k replied in a groggy tone.
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Al know, but wait, | et sadeaslelilipped ogthelightswitolet hi ng, 0
causing Malik to growl even louder in displeasure. He then sat on the bed and propped the laptop in front
of Malik.

Malik adjusted his posture and stared at the blinking screen running numbers at lightning pace
and onverting large files into compressed formats. It looked something out of a science fiction movie. It
was dizzying but beautiful at the same time. He stared at Koech whose face now glowed with excitement,

wide eyed and content at his masterpiece.

i Thiasmaizs ng. Can you make a portable version th
AEhh. Sure it will take me a few minutes but |
was a little off about Mali kb6s r eqgu edentialthehe seemed

how it functions. The thought puzzled him but he figured since Malik knew little about programming he

would not be able to appreciate what he was seeing.

nl 6ll set up a meeting in the aft eabetaoversionwi t h t
on a flash disk ready for him. Now would you please let me catch some sleep? | need to be well rested if
Il 6m to convince our friend to get on board. o A |i:
laptop in hand walked to the doand turned to find Malik already snuggled in a fetal position. He flipped

off the light switch returning the room to darkness and walked out closing the door behind him.

(The meet)

The drive from the apartment to the business complex had taken two hours. He was still groggy
from the abrupt awakening. Malik reached into his pockets while in the elevators heading to the ninth
floor where Optimus Communications offices were locatedptdied out a small yellow bottle of pills

labeled levoamphetamine took out a pill and tossed it in his mouth.

No one knew he was taking medication to stay awake during the day. The night life had taken a
toll on his sleep pattern. He was having difficidtgtying awake during the day. He would find himself
dosing off on occasion at park benches, bus stops and in buses, whenever he decided to take public

transportation. Worse he would fight strong urges for sleep during his regular monthly meetings.

The elevator stopped and its doors opened upon reaching the night floor. He stepped out quickly
chewing the last remnants of the pill and swallowed the crunched lump down his throat. The reception
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area was big. The walls were all white decorated sparsely wélaft paintings with names of local
artists hedés never heard of. He wal ked to the far
with a beautiful young receptionist behind the desk. From the table at both sides were two glass doors

with a ard reader and key code lock for access.

He wal ked straight wup to the receptionistbés ta

ilém here to see a Mr. Sante. 0

The receptionist | ooked up and smiled @Mr. Ma |
thedoot o your right | wild.l buzz you in. A Miss Mumbi

AThank you, 06 he said, alarmed at the fact that

figured that Sante and his company knew they needed them. He felt small, ptediothdesperate but
he had no choice, this was the best choice for them. No man is an island; even Steve Jobs needed Bill
Gates at a time before Bill figured out he was more valuable on his own. Their Gates moment would

come, he consoled himself, but ndvey need someone who already had his foot in the industry.

The receptionist flipped on a switch underneath her table and the door before him opened
automatically. He smiled, realizing the power she
couldenter the sacred inner sanctum without her approval. It made her even more attractive before him

knowing that she wielded such power.

The door opened and he walked through, before him was a vast line of desks in pairs of four

neatly arranged, open with separation. It was transparency at its best. He was impressed.

AA quasi Google model, huh?0 he quipped to him
young woman in white approached him. She was very attractive, with an even bronze tone and an hour

glass figure to match.

AHI Il &m Mumbi , Kindly follow me, 0 she said wi
through the maze of adjoined desks and finally into a hallway of glass opaque offices he stared at her
feature, how her legs moved effortlggdiow her hips swung in unisons after each step. It was a pleasure

to watch her walk, he thought to himself.

Then she stopped at a door | abeled conference
be with you in a mi nuaysvithoutveaiing fosaaaspbnse Malilstirreed thea | k e d
knob at the door, pushed and walked in.
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The conference room was simple yet elegant. A large table lay in the center of the room with
bl ack |l eather chairs around nanesiddof thowhiklayta pictukei ng Ar |
of the head of state on the opposite wall a picture of the founder of the company surrounded by his board
me mber s. He could pick out Santebés face from the |

chairs awaylearly signaling to anyone that he was part of the inner circle.

He took a sit two chairs from the door and took out his phone. Just when he was about to check
his messages, the door opened and in came Sante carrying a stack of files in one hanttlard a bo

mineral water in the other.

AiHey, Mal i k, hope you didndét have to wait for
Let s get down to business, 0 Sante said as he too!

of water and turneto face Malik who was now had an amused look plastered on his face.

ADo you have it?0 Sante asked as he reached un

with his hands.
iYes, here you go, 0 Malik responded sliding th

AGreat, 0 Sante responded picking the flash dis
Suddenly, a projector screen descended slowly above the photo of the president on the wall, then he heard
a click and a small projector box pooped down from #r@ar of the roof in line with the screen and

begun to beam a light.

fiHow come the screen i s not on the other side?
with the flash disk underneath the table.

iNo one would dar e c o wmdneflyuAsyot knevmy rieng,any phot o
presidents come and go, but corporations are i mmo
with a dialogue box asking for permission to run the software. Sante pulled out a remote and pressed
enter. The progra begun to load, seconds later a series of numbers and letters filled the screen, then

disappeared showing a series of documents and files in various formats.

iSo walk me through this. What | &d&m seeing on t

encrypted versions?0 Sante asked studying the scr

AfYes, 0 Mali k responded.
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AThis is amazing. ltds interesting how you are

sizeo Sante added as he scrolled through the file:

i The pspibssghe audio from the video, compresses the audio, then breaks the video into a

series of codes then | ayers them over each other,
AWhose name is the software rMalkiofsguaedc ed under ?0
iltdéds under my name, 0 he said clearing his thr

AiYou dondét think that would cause a problem kn

Sante as he flipped off the screen.

ifHe owns the sour ce c od gisteed ander myeaanse.c offeradthimeand pr
royalty contract and a share in the future compan:

Sante pulled the flash from under the table and handed it back to Malik.

iSneaky but smart. |l guess youdl |l be ot he one |
maintenance and upgrades. | like what | see. Set up a meeting, venue of your choice. | would like to meet

this Koech friend of yours. o

(Musketeers)

I't was Thursday around six o6cl ock. Koech didn
Malik had proni sed him that everything would be O6Kosher6
contradiction. He liked American gangster movies played by Jewish and Italian mafia characters but he
boarded between a pacifist and an intellectual anarchist with agrerddtest for political elitism. In

short he portrayed an amalgamation of contradictions.

Koech arrived at the-glub thirty minutes ahead of the agreed time. He took a flight of stairs up

to the top floor where he figured Malik would be, took a sit gestured to a waiter to place his order.

As the waiter walked over to his area he caught a glimpse of a familiar figure near the DJ booth.
It was Malik, he was chatting up a beautiful waitress and the DJ at the same time. That was Malik for you,

a man of he people. Koech would joke that he should have considered running for a parliamentary sit, but
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the thought only elicited a constipated | ook on M,

imagine.

After a few laughs Malik walked to the counteinere he sat next to an unknown medium built
welldr essed man in a casual sui t. From Mali kés body
very well. They laughed and appeared to be in their own world. Malik had already caught his eye and was

now ming his way towards him.

ifiHey Mali k who was that guy you were talking t

drink down at Koechods tabl e.

Aioh! Thatdéds my old campus friend I was telling
gvemeani nut e. 06 Mali k wal ked back to Sante as Koech
Sante. They both turn and face Koech who still has his eyes set on them. Malik breaks eye contact pats
Sante on the back and winks as they both walk towards Koedhirigugvially. Koech has always been
used to such situations. To him Malik was by definition eccentric. He learned not to judge a situation by
their appearance but to confirm its meaning by deduction. He trusted Malik, never in their fifteen years of

friendship has he ever done him wrong. They were a few misunderstandings here and there as they grew

older and had to part for a while, but even that |
Mal i k and Sante wal ked to Koechodés table and on
iSantledd | i ke you to meet Koech. Koech this is
wealthy, or well é richer than we are now. 0 Sante

reluctantly. They shake hands and a moment of silence passes. &&s@tsKoech as if uncertain of the

man before him. He stares dead into Koechds eyes
iMal i k are you sure about this fellow?9d
Al beg your pardon, Fellow!o Koech shot back e

remark, instantaneoushalik and Sante bursedt out laughing.

AWhat 6s so funnyo Koech retorted.

il had a bet with Sante that i f he made a wi se

interjected.
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il 6ve | ooked over the beta ver siietedmedifontheour app
rest, | think if I ran this by my uncle the company will be able to push the product regionally then
internationally in a matter of months. o6 As Sante

relieved to know that the man nowmstling in front of him was serious after all.

ilém glad to hear that, funny Mali k has never
Koech said.

AiThat 6s totally Malikbdés fault, I work for a ma
mostywih getting brands on the market, so between th

Koech was taken aback, now he was the one staring at Sante with an unsure look.

fiSchool ? What sort of school 20 Koech asked.

ADoing my master 6s i n kussi nelsesa, mabruagenem th,o pmyn g
hel p manage a new company and with what Malik say:
iSo you still stay with your parents?0d6 Koech s

Sante paused, looked at hihen at Malik and laughed.

AiStraight to the point, interesting... yes if

few months if all goes well I wonét. o
NnSpl endedo Koech responded.

AfHereds my business car d, tthedattkm ibpassibleesthedule o mp a n

a tour. I have already informed Mumbi our HR assi:
Koech picked the card hesitantly and | ooked at
out loud.
il floated myhenctdme wthen the company was starti

added as Koech flipped the business card over to the back.

AiFrom the cartoon character optimus prime, 0 Ma

ifiHey, best adefogwpoauélVbergem no objections from
as all three men |ifted their glasses of beer and
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In a dark corner a man sat concealed with a phone at his ear.
AAre they al |l cdblueedommdhisghonrmands v oi

AfYes Sir, they areé the programmer, the mar ket

the delight of the man on the other end of his phone.

As they drowned their drinks, Sante paused and felt as if he was being wateledkét
around but could not see anyone. He focused on a dark corner at the far end of the club, but it was too
obscured to make out any image. He ignored the feeling rationalizing it as nothing more than mere

intuition.

The man in the dark corner flippstiut his cell phone and sat quietly enjoying the last sip of his
vodka. He was trained well to infiltrate any location without raising suspicion. His warm countenance and
youthful appearance had a hypnotizing effect of calming anyone who came intoasiteset with him.

He was bronze brown, tall, broad shouldered, clean shaven, physically fit with long hands and feet.
Features ladies would commend him delightfully on various occasions. However, his most prized skill

was his ability to disappear in a croadd blend into his surrounding like a chameleon. Today this skill

proved handy but as he looked on he noticed something peculiar. One of his targets sensed something. He

was intrigued and somewhat pleased. It was a small sign but enough to enticeihgsSpirit.

AHe will be fun to play around with, o he said

without anyone even noticing he was there.
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Story by:

ABU AMIRAH




I met him at club Fly So Fly where | had ceased being a butterfly having suffered a broken ne
after falling head first from a stripper pole, an incidence | had seen cohtiage terrible eydand

coordination by the wayand just like that | fell from a remunerative stripper to a mere call girl.

He sat there, hunched over his drink, studytriike it held within its sparkle the solution to a
profound mystery, twiddling the glass before taking a quick draw, withdrawing his lips slowly from the
glass. Savoring his drink, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a phone, its brightnessiitymina
his face. He | ooked sad, al oof , |l i ke he had been

everyone else who seemed to have merged into the atmosphere of the club.

He wasndt interested in the slBabepylestfriendt ai nmen
and star attraction at Fly So Fly danced seductively before him, bending over and shaking her well
endowed posterior at his face. He neither looked up nor even acknowledged her efforts. Not a smile. Not

even a note tucked on herdBing.

There was an edge of enigma in his very composure that drew me to him. It was like he was

present and absent at the same time, the phoneds
darkness at the corner he sat in swallowed him pioirat | felt like he was a mere blur, a muted
interruption projected to this den of debauchery. Being that it was my night off and | had come to while
away time out of sheer habit, | decided to explore this enigmatic character.

ANamebds Shizsollswhdsperedeaseat next to his.
playing and the ice cubes in his drink moved to the slow beat.

il havendt seen you around you here before, o |
taking a sip from my glass. Ganel cartwheeled across the stage, jumping on the pole mbké&ey
sliding all the way to the bottom before throwing her legs wide open like an umbrella.

Men gasped and stared.

Mi ster Enigma didnét even vent unpsofsometoilgk | i ke

that would set his blood boiling.

| figured it was a waste of time conversing with this wall, and | slid from my seat, drifting away
to my world. Suddenly, he gripped my wrist with an-améd hand, pulling me such that his face was
looking down on me like a huge hammer about to strike, brown eyes boring into mine intensely. Even in

thesmoky,semi i t room, his eyes didndt betray any emot i c
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which would perceive everything from a glass of wine, tlyiag human to a blossoming flower with the
same vacant look. Then, as suddenly as he had gripped me, he let me go, fishing inside his pocket to push

a card in my hand.

AfCome to this address. To mdfitingemilehekuiné@and O6c | oc k,

resumed his earlier position, thrusting me out from his cold, enigmatic halo into the warmth of the club.
iNamebds Nathaniel, 0 he mumbl ed.

Later on as | told Caramel about him, thoughts
crossed my mind. | meled the money and | thought Caramel was being histrionic by warning me against

going to Nathaniel 6s.

il saw his eyes, Shiz, o6 she said, wriggling to

the eyes of a human being. 0o

In retrospect, | wish ldd listened to her. Nathaniel was far from being human.

*k%

When the tuktuk dropped me at the address on the card at exactfifgigfive in the evening, |
smiled to myself as | observed that it was an unusually early time for a booty call.getientlae earlier
the better; I could be done with him and swing by

would affordmyalini ght fee, time that |6d probably, i f he

It was an average address tucked somewhergat Bway from the conundrum of traffic,
covered with a warm splash of jungleeen and beige painting, a perimeter wall gathering it protectively.
A mango tree towered behind it. Looking at it with its high roofs on either side, flat in the middle, it was

hard to tell whet her it was the house that i nfl ue

I sighed, as | reminded myself why | was there
instincts. | had to do this, more for my daughter than mysedfimecfrom a welto-do family, my father
being a famous pastor in Mombasa. The mere though
default, anointed with holiness and probably a member of the church choir waiting for a proper husband
totakehe vi rginity, had t ur-toaHdarlotwas emoughdoe mymgmilyftoat her 6 s
disown me. It was as if my gravitation to explore the other side of a life that my parents spat malediction
at was contagious and my younger sisters would catchebhebel fever. My mother called it so. Religion
was a deterrent to my curiosity about sexuality and the extent to which one could derive pleasure, pain or
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both from sex. Thoughts of not only the amalgamation of energies as two bodies met in desire but th

penetration of the consciousness during imaking made me ever more curious.

For my troubles, a commodious church plumber anointed my young womb with seed at
seventeen, something | was too ashamed to disclose to my fastidiously religious pareditowim@ent

sadly included my daughter as well.

Nat hani el 6s presence interrupted my nostalgia.

one minute and there the next. [ di dnot even hear

AfYou came, 0 he s ai dsappearingsofast that ialpoked like d twitgh. Hen d  d

led the way without as much as a welcome and | followed obediently.
Something told me to turn back and leave.

Half an hour later with my incredibly high pay safe in my purse and a fresh shower on his
insistence, Nathaniel stood at the foot of the bed exploring my body, first with his eyes then his unusually
cold fingers. He had asked me to strip and lay on thedpdrfectly normal order for a call gi#hile he
remained fully dressed in a white shigatly tucked into gray cotton pants. His fingers felt like a huge
spider crawling on my body looking for an appropriate place to build its web. It filled me with an
eagerness to be explored further, a yearning to be turned into a safe which he woutdsatl bpen

with every touch.

ATurn, o he said. | tried to be all sexy on him
him heaven. For the pay he had given me, | 6d have
eyes knocked the sess off me like a bad habit. | turned and lay on my stomach, legs slightly apart. |
could feel the AC cold between my thighs. Nathani

contours on my back for minutes on end.

ASI eep now, 0 yhHe hadpdiddor a veheleenight and hid order left little room for
negotiati on. AAnot her bathroom is that way, first

exited through another.

He didndét sl eep in the smgiamiianizedmyseif withsleeping and w
in beds that werenot mi ne, Nat hani el was an unexp.

me later kept me awake. | had met every imaginable character in my line of work and such incidences

74
©Hekaya Initiative 2018



were wont to hgpen. They happen to call girls every time and we still manage to look beyond these

horrors and find ourselves staring up the same faces that abuse us.
| woke hours later to two surprises.
One was a naked Nathaniel lying next to me with a knife pointeyy qtigular.

ADondt . Move! d he whispered, edging the knife
and stare more closely at my neck. His fingers pressed my throat slightly as if to quell my rising heart
rate. ADo you Kk nooeometneiheeslaghstest puntture tesyour jagulér and ou Bleed

out in minutes. You actualtigely our | i f e departing from you. o

| panicked. | asked God to forgive my evil ways and promised to never be a call girl again.

Promi sed t o evenshpuse dandbelegfdr forgivayessf at her 6

ADid you sleep well ?0 he asked, turning my chi
ones, trancdike, before swinging his legs to get out of bed. His eyes both scared and comforted me.
i Same t i meheaddedfptading theyknif@ on the bedside stand as he walked out.

The second surprise was the way the bed in its coziness seemed to have a life of its own; hugging
me so dearly that | imagined even if Nathaniel was to intend harm upon me, the begntadtme. |

was anxious to get back to it.

*k%

Friday evening found me outside Nat-bpreenskiel 6s ad
which stopped midhigh, trying to be one with the perimeter wall. This time | saw him approach, fully
dressed in a suit and tie as if in readiness for a business meeting. | wondered how he managed to dress
this way in spite of Mombasadbs fuming night air.

shower before he joined me in bed. Just likedther day, he paid me as soon as | was in the house.

Meeting me in the bedroom, he asked me to drop my bathrobe and remain standing. | let the robe
slide down my body, covering my breasts in a show of shyness before dropping my hands. This time |
hopedhéd do more than just explore my bodythati t h his
addictive bed. | had waxed earlier and was certain that the nude image the discarded bath robe had peeled

from was more resplendeingyesbrhan anything hedd ever
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Nat hani el di dndét even show any interest as he
Closing my eyes, | imagined all sorts of things, like how he might blindfold and lead me into a chamber
where hedd tort ur e gimehim doihgdincanaeibabié thirggs om my body. TherA&

made my skin quiver and for a moment | wanted to jump on the bed and roll myself in the white linen.

ALie on the bed, 0 he whispered, squeezing my s

the cold breath of the AC panting above the window.

I expected him to drop his robe and claim his
apart and do what all clients -diveat me like a piece of purchased canvas meant to absorb their desires
re@ar dl ess of pain and stil/l manage to show up the

horrors.

| closed my eyes and the bed sucked me in; soft,-@heleizing linen caressing my back.
Nathaniel was slowly turning into a blurry image hotgdantiny container from which something thick
and cold was pouring on my breasts and | could feel it trace its way down my stomach, his lukewarm

tongue in pursuit.

The bed continued to suck consciousness out of me and the last thing | felt was a sénsationa
mixture of the thick, cold liquid and his tongue on my inner thighs before getting lost in another

dimension.

| woke, probably hours later to find a naked Nathaniel holding the muzzle of a gun against my

inner thigh, prodding gently.

ASay i f el tvhass tgounf,ior he sai d, moving it upwar ds

you surviving?o
Silence.
I heard the unmistakable click of the gun.
My whole body grew cold.

AnAnd i f at al | you survived, 0 he s attllofferal ml y,

your body | i ke a canvas for men to paint their de
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A sigh escaped my mouth. How did he spell out my thoughts as if | had spoken them out aloud?

Had | spoken in my sleep? Did this penetration of my consciousness include reading akenonsp

thoughts?
AThereds breakfast in the kitchen, 0 he said, g
ifiTake as much time as you wish. See you same ti me

My neck had grown stiff.

It was only after he had left that | managed to breathraove, drawing the white linen all over

me as the bed sucked me in caringly.
Minutes later as | walked from the bathroom, someone called me from behind a locked door.
AWhods there?0 | asked, |l ooking around to see

Alt , 0sthe voice whispered.

AwWhy are you whispering?06 | whispered back.

fiBecause we are imprisoned here. o

Al mprisoned? LikewbBducted? And who i s

iWe are imprisoned souls and spirits. o

AiNat haniel, is that you?0d6 | asked.

AShhhh, dondt shout his namel! o

Altshi s some | ousy joke?0

Anltés not He is not who you think he is. Nat h
hol ding souls hostage. He seeks immortality. o

| remained quiet, not sure how to appropriately react to that.

AYour soul is next, o

Silence.

iYou are the key, the web, 0O
77

©Hekaya Initiative 2018



ATo what?06 | managed to ask.

AHIi s i mmortality!o
ALIi sten, I have no time for your sick jokes, 0
iltds a joke until it isnbét. o

Shaking my head, | turned towards the bedroom to leave.

The words that were uttered next froze me.

*k*k

I was pacing in the bedroom engulfed by thoughts that | had come to the end of my line, fear
numbing my left hand as the words | had heard kept echoing in my mind. Sweat kept sprouting in my
palm. Intending to wear my own clothes, | found myseaHpping the bathrobe around myself tighter as
my mind interpreted the effort to put on my own clothes as an overly tedious endeavor. Staring at the bed,

the words came floating back in bits.

AfYou are the key to his immoédéyauin tgadypht ande He
come for her and sacrifice heré you shall be forc:
throatéstay away from that bed, itdés the portal t

youéhelp uséo

| backed away fromhie bed which regarded me calmly and rushed down the corridor to knock on

the door whence the voices had come from.
nCome in.o
The room was so dark | felt like | was walking into a solid black wall.

Striking the wall socket, the fluorescent tubes coughditetto reveal an empty room with no

furnishings.
AHel |l o, 0 | said.

you cannot see Uus. o0
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(]
(7]
(]
(9]
<
o
c
o
c
~

78
©Hekaya Initiative 2018



My heart was beating in my ears and propelled by nothing else other than the fear of what | was
witnessing and the thought that my daughter was inegdawnger, | stumbled out of the room, ran through

the corridor and collapsed into the yawning sunlight in the yard.

*k%k

I &m not certain how long | ran barefoot on the
parked under a shade, the unif@d driver sitting with his legs crossed on the steering wheel. | must have
cut a horrific sighta seemingly scared, sweaty, barefooted creature cutting through the tranquility of

Nyali in a bath robe in spite of the hebhécause he jumped from his skie¢ he had seen a ghost.

He stared at me, minutes on end as | struggled to piece together the unbelievable story of spirits

talking to me and a man who was out to get my blood.

AAre you deaf?d6 | asked.

i No . I 6m trying to prbcess wmadami acredul ous in

He was among the few good men | had met, and he agreed to accompany me back to the house to

collect my clothes. Again, a surprise awaited me.

*k%

My life transformed completely since that day. | ceased being a call girl.

Nathaniel was byny side; has been for a year now, forever holding me trékeen his intense

stare.

That day, accompanied by the security guard, w
shadow where the house had been, the mango tree still looming, soloblaske@ind forth countless
times, retracing my steps, working with the picture | had in mind of the several times | had come there.

There was no way | would have been mistaken; the house had been by the road. No way.

AThis space has béenhenguawuvugi bddi of femed, fAThe
burnt to the ground, killing the man who owned it

I kept muttering to myself, hoping that at any

| returned later in the evening, and the morning after that, and thag\again and the only

thing that changed was the direction of the shadow on the empty space.
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Nathaniel has become a constant feature in my life, appearing and disappearing as he wishes. My

daughter6s surgery went wel ©hkGod He sya e hanedses energye an s |

through my eyes and that one day 10611l just keel o
with him. Then, he says, I 61 I have the power to v
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Story by:

MS. KYESUBIRE GREIGG




It was awarm Saturday morning; an ideal time to divorce oneself from demanding tasks. James was

listening to the subtle sounds of nature when a shadow obstructed the warm rays of sunshine on his face.
6James, 6 he heard his mother speak from above him
60 Yes marespoadedwithout as much as cracking an eye open.

O6We are heading for a meeting at the Kombods and

6Town or the farm?déd he asked | azily.

60ut of town, 6 she replied.

O0How | ong wi |l | edhiting ug aackgwifgther hisfull @ateentians k

O6Most of the day, I would expect, 6 she said | ooki |
O0When do you | eave?dd he asked.

60As soon as | get to the car, 6 she said, l aughing
60k, hadaeyaagdedt careful,d James said chuckling
6You know we will, 6 she said. A moment | ater she |
6Anything Mum, d he replied watching her delicate |

6Check on your sister f olr snpeo.k eShteo whaesr sao fneand naitn un

looking off in the distance, wringing her hands and looking down.
6Do you think things wil/ ever be cool bet ween yo
OHard to say. I just wondersaidlbokingtaway.he t hi ngs she

60Why? What did she say?6d he asked watching her | a\

61 6d rather not repeat it,6 the hint of a blush b
6106l 1 check on her sMiiledathehave a great day, 6 he
O6We will, 6 her voice tinkled.

ok

82

©Hekaya Initiative 2018



O60Hey James, why are so quiet?6 Andy asked

61l &m just wondering about my folks, 6 James repliei

6What about them?6 Andy asked running his fingers

6They went to the Kombobs, then to see a farm, bu:
have called by now, 6 he said quietly, glancing at
6What are you, their time keeper?d Andy asked.

6You know us, we alallyk wahill & hoen ttihree recsgpde,cG James s a
6Have you tried to call them?6 Andy asked watchi ni
60f course | have but their phones are both off, 6

6That is odd for yourntdl BsAnbHyseeswbnwdgdu ®doeyoa

(@}

number s?
ON®,James ryeopl itehd,nké6 oour mum has them?6

As Andy calls his mum, Juliana walks in. She was the most adorable little sister a guy could have and she

was growing up to be a beautiful youwwgman. The seven year age gap makes him very protective over

her.
OHey girl, have you heard from mum and dad?déd He a:
ONope!d she responds as she flops into a seat, 0W

she add, cranking the television volume up.

6Do you have to do that Juliana?b
O6What ?0

6Turn up the volume at night?6

6You are so boring. Ah!d Juliana says, stomping o

Just then his phone lights up with an incoming text from #GET411
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This evening arailer heading down the escarpment lost control, ramming into five vehicles
including four personal cars and a fourteen seater minibus. Unconfirmed reports indicate that
the driver of the trailer lost control after his brakes failed as he descendech#hadiction of the

Rift Valley escarpment. He is said to be injured but alive. Two occupants of one car, a man and a

woman died on the spot with many other casualties rushed to hospital.

He grabs his tablet and spends time checking out updates, momdnotgelying his phone which kept

ringing incessantly. It is after eleven pm and regardless of the odd hour, he grabs it.

O6Hel |l 0?6 James says.
6Yes. My name is Sergeant John Kibet from the Nai:
O0How can sli rh?ebl pJ aynbeus responds, straightening up.

O0Are you James Kasina?d Sergeant Kibet asks.

6Yes | am, 6 he responds.
0ls your father Michael Kasina?é Sergeant Kibet a:
6Yes he is,06 James replied.

OWhere are you?b6

6Sergeant Kibet, whadouarPé dhmeshasksgeséestiong hi m
line.

Breathe dude, breathe! Get your emotions under control.

The mention of a police officer caught Andyés att
6Did you hear @adbiodiantthe Xemapamagnt aKi bet asked.
6Yes, [ have just seen the story online, 6 James s,
6l regret to inform you that your parentdés car wa!

James held his head seeking balance. Many thoughts were running thuoghdjiare they ok? Why is

Sergeant Kibet calling and not them? How did they get his number? His breath hitched as he struggled to
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calm his racing heart and keep his body in check. Even with his hand lost traction and his phone fell to the

sofa beside himAndy saw the phone fall and picked it up,

O6Hel |l 0?6 Andy says

OWho is this?6 Sergeant Kibet asks

6l am Andy, a friend of James. 6 he responds.

61l &m Sergeant Kibet from the Naivasha Police stat]
6Sergeant Kibet, is ssomething wrong?6 Andy ask
6Mr and Mrs Kasina were in the Kinungi accident al

organi se that?d Sergeant Kibet asks.

6Webl | be there as soon as possible,® Andy respon

*k*k

6James,t wegaeategoing, 6 Andy sai d.

OAl right, 6 he replied. O6Wi Il you drive?56
60f course! Which car do we take?d6 Andy asked.
6Let 6s take the Subaru, it has the best Il ights an

his pockets as he turned aroundstare at a portrait of his parents. Thoughts of the events which had just

occurred filled his mind.

OHeyéheyé, 6 Andy jabbed him, jolting him out of h
6What dude? Canét you just cal/l me instead of jab
6l havyowafldwerd ti mes, what el se did you expect me

6What 26 James asked.

(@}

O6We need to get going now.
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6What will we do about Juliana?6 James asked. Jul
sofa as she sobbed, saying shete@to accompany her brother to Naivasha. It took some amount of

convincing her to stay, and she had eventually calmed down.

6Sarah is on her way over to stay with her,d Andy

dropgng Sarah as soonaspo€s | e . 0

He picked the keys from the key rack at the door and went to warm the car as James did one last check of
the house before following him out. Naivasha was only eighty kilometres from Nairobi and with a good

car and clear road they did it in less tl@mnhour. For the first time in many years it was a silent drive,
listening to music each one lost in his own thoughts. Andy kept drumming the steering wheel in tune to
the music, throwing in a few words to try and cheer James up. Once parked at thstatitinethey took

a moment to gather their thoughts.

6Call it intuition,d James said, softly, &ébut | t|
6DbDonét be |ike thateéhold onto faith man, hold ont
6l am stil It hhoapvien gt hbiust tlhojuugsht t hat | can't get of

O0Why?d6 Andy asked
6l f they were alive we would have been told to go
Andy remained silent as he tried to process the information.

Anyway, | et

o

(7]
«Q

o

and see whatés going on, 6 James
*k%k
Sergeant Kibet was quickly called once they identified themselves.

6Thank you for coming so fast, gentlemen. 6 Sergea

them to follow.
6To where? Whatés happening?6 James asked.
owel I, I needed you to take possession of their b

OWhy? Where are they?6d Andy chi med.
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OWe are still trying totfailgwr Kidbett wkelie®dwho at

6Really? Still figuring it out?6 James snorted. Al
pointed look.
6Sir, can we see the car?6 Andy asked politely.

They walked out with Sergeant Kibet to the left side of the parking where impounded cars were parked

and indeed there was the Kassinaod6s car. The car w
the driverds side. H o lwodhiglatsscante lorajust as Andyrwaspaloost soiplt bne ? T h
the light they kept in the boot.

OHow is it possible?6 Andy asked. 6é6This is just a
0They were at the tail end of the impact, 6 Sargent

0 What -thetalendavenmead? Andy pushed.

6They were one of the last cars in the I|ine. So i
60Andy! d said a familiar female voice

OHi mum, 6 Andy said.

6James, I am so sorry, 6 she said huandganakmahii m. O Hel
close friend of Mr s . Kassina and mother to Andy, 6:
soon as | coul d. 6

6Thank you for coming. 6 Sergeant Kibet said. 6We

explanation. 0o

6Hdve they been taken for treatment?6 she asked. 06
of there? 6
As i f on cue, Sergeant Kibetds phone rang and he

hear were his short responses but tiveye enough to catch his attention.
60kayé | seeéboth?...tragic indeedé Yes... Yes th

Sergeant Kibet turned and | ooked from Andy to Jam

her son. They all looked &im expectantly.
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6l &m not sure there is a better way to say this, 6

your parents died on arrival .o

Life stopped and went black for a long moment and only the hand on his shoulder kept hirtn uprigh

How? Surely how? IBéndirgaverdvith his bands onthis knaes ldetstrugpgked to even

his breathing and st i |How®&ad?3HowxWhy today Why us?tWhy?as noét w
The screaming in the background brbufim out of te  d a r k n e ssshat™Whhaivere they

screaming about?

James turned to watch as Aunt Jane crumpled to the ground next to the car and wailed like a little child

and Andy did his bestto calm herdowiow | dondét have anyonéeto consol

wondered to himselwhy Lor d would you do this to us? Why wol
think we needed at least one of them?

6James, I am sorry. You need to be strong, d Serge:

James just sighed.

61 am sorr y épmnttyhisshaulded agai n,

6Sorry won't bring them back you know,d James ret

6l know. Thereds something else you need to know.

6Something worse than death?d James asked sarcast |

60 The doatfind the causenohdeath,e teplied.

6How?06 James asked.

6They have no wviaydlsehowjro iierst ammalx i njuries eitt

6Uh, 6 James retorted and wal ked out of the police

Dear God, for some reason you sand this faraway place to tell me that my parents who served you
diligently have died in an accident with no signs of injury and what causecitagin and you want me

to be happy with you? That is impossible my friend, You have taken it too far today.

It took a while to exhaust her tears and find balance then Jane Kimani became a woman on mission.

Notwithstanding the fact that it was not yet two in the morning, she picked her phone, walked away and
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made a series of phone calls. Sergeant Kibet, a feifieer and Andy had caught up with James

walking in a daze along the road, led him back to the station and had found a place for the young men to

sit as they processed the situation. He even pr .
moment. Her phone rang nonstop and she responded to question after question with clipped precision.
Watching her was a marvel because from the broken, beaten woman a few minutes earlier here arose a

warrior queen, ready for battlearshalingroops with pecision and determination.

*kk

As the sun rose and the day begun to warm the day, a convoy of six cars arrived at the Naivasha police
station with reinforcements for the three. Sergeant Kibet watched in amazement as the ocoupathts p

out and quickly surrounded James and Andy with love, hugs and prayers before they fanned out each with
a different assignment. With military precision, tasks were assigned from confirming the process for
transportation, to insurance assessment,dmant investigation, to release of the remains and the people

were set to task.

OWho are these people?d Sergeant Kibet quietly as|
6Family friends, & Andy answered.
6Do they al ways behave | ike this?b
6Yes! Thewpi hed mawhImessadnost |l y, 6 Ja

6They seem to know someone everywhere, & Kibet sai
6They do, and that is a very scary thing.6 Andy s
O6Why scary?6 Sarge asked

6Just scary, 6 Andy said as they exchanged | ooks wi
James wal ked away t o st aamdiSerdgeant Kibesturnedto Andyt 6 s car on
6Was he close to his parents?6 he asked.

6Very, 6 Andy said, O6his mother especially. d

O6He seems unmoved by this. He hasnét broken down

Kibet ventured.
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O0He was maftertyouycallandlalethe way here but as we got here he simplyrsajhrents
are the ones who perishedd Andy responded.

6How could he know that for certain?b

6l donét know but | remember the | ookomntithe sihsicee
Andy responded
O Mmmmhhhh! I nteresting! Well, you have a |l ong roa:

behaviour ?0

6l s what nor mal behaviour?d Andy asked

6The stoic face, the | ack of tear s, the sil ence, 1
O6For yYyasmksHe keeps his emotions in check most of |
O60Hi s behaviour is almost psychotic. I see a probl

6l 6ve just had the same c¢ oadwwnedantheisaund ofdindellimDak t ar i

Ol oob6s voice who joined them. 6Ilt isndt normal to
6Clearly you donét know the Kassinabs,d Andy resp!

6What do you mean?6 Uncle Jim asked

(@)

6Do you remember when Grandpa died?
60Yes, 6 Uncle Jim said.
O60Dyodou see either James or his father shed a tear?

Kibet and Jim exchanged a look.

*k%

Standing in the police station next to the hardly damaged car that his parents had died in brought tears to
Jamesd eyes but he woul dardunditthénlsat an a tafgeestonetbehindita | | . H

and just stared into nothing lost in thought and deep sadness.

He vividly recalled his last conversation with his mother and wished he had hugged her instead of just

responding to her questions while lying dow
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| told you to take of yourself mymme muttered to himseNvhy di @&nét you

*k%

It was all like a bad dream really, but the days had turned into weeks and today they would be laying his
parents to rest side by side at the farm in Kitale. Peopléragelled with them in droves but James

di dnét see most of them and Juliana had chosen to
friend often by his side and assigning people they both trusted to him when he had to be away. But the
painandgr i ef and sadness was all his; he dhmonydndt sha

relief he had was often angry or pained conversations with God.

You know God:; we havenot had a conversatouwaen i n a
supposed to know everything that happens even before it happens so you knew that my parents would

leave the house after mum and Juliana have an argument and they would not come home ever again. You

also know that Juliana is at the stage she needg&ents most but you decide to leave me with the work

of raising her. So help me understandéwhy shoul d

Look at all these people here, saying how much my parents meant to them and how much they will miss
them but | know thadfter we lay them to rest this weekend most of them will disappear like a cloud of
smoke never to be seen again. How do you call yourself a good God? How do you live with yourself
saying that all things work for good to them that love you yet you allowlevét follow them all their

days? How do you expect us to live in harmony with you when you hurt us so deeply? Surely God, do you
deserve the place of Father? Do you deserve to be called a good God? Is there any logical reason to

follow you?

Yes you settelp from unexpected sources to get things worked out but how do you want me to live my
Il ife and raise a sister | donét understand and no:

because | have to take over the family business. Is that even fair?

Don6t be silent! ] State your case! Fight for you
man to man! You say you are God? Show up! You say you have a plan? Explain it! You say you are

good? Prove it! Because riRightnow jpsvwantdowalkaway framot hi n g
you and never returnéWho will walk my sister down

Who will | ask questions about life?

You are unfair God! You just camtcavameedfostbemoped up |

surely you could have taken one and left one? Surely you could have allowed me to get another hug from
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my mother. All | want now is a hug from mum. | just want to hear dad say it will work out. | just want my
little sister to stop ciyg and cursing the fact that her last conversation with mum was a fight. How do |

comfort her? How do | teach her that it is ok? Is it even ok?

Everyone keeps telling me contradictory things. One set say | need to cry while the other set say be
strong,dm 6t question God, He knows best. Why can't th
emotion? Why do they want public displays of grief? Why can't they leave me to grieve as | know? Why

are they making demands on me yet once we are done todayiltteygone?

l &m so tired Lord, so tired, yet my | ife doesndt |

and lonel! | just want my parents back.

James had sunk deeper into himself as they sat through the burial service and novwnaes eaced, his
eyes closed and silent tears run down his face as he accepted that today was final and his parents won't be

back ever.

*k%k

A gentle nudge of a bony elbow brought James out of his thoughts to find the pastor speaking directly to

him.

6Wat is he talking about?6 he asked Andy, barely
6Long or short version?d Andy asked

6Short! 6

O6Heb6s been going on about howrifgould kAnodws rtehpel igeodo d

6Wel l, God and | ar e madsage and park ihimhisdark pocket ardijgeitto a k e t h

amore gulliblesoud, James retorted

The preacher sat down and invited an ol der man to

walked up to him and said gently,

6Bel oved skonnow fr i@ohd, nlow it doesnodét feel |l i ke God
just been turned upside down and all your hopes and dreams have been tossed to the wind. | know that

you now have responsibiliti esngyoGoddd irsatghoeord .nbot ha:
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He paused and | ooked into James6 eyes and said, 0
However, his goodness is not based on our understanding of good but on what He knows will bring Him

the most glory. You have a choicentmke today, you can take this word and believe he is good and

something good will come out of it or you can get angry, walk away from him and decide he is bad.

Whichever way you go, there will be results and you will have to live with the results ofhaiaes.

Note that | said results not consequences because
al ways premised on readingéyou could study and pa:
steal the exam and still passorfaih. B1et hi ng comes out of every choi cec¢
response wisely son of God, even though right now

Choose wisely because this is the beginning of a new chapter. Choose wisely!
Astheoldman wal ked away, tears filled James6é eyes and

How could that man know what he had just told God? What are the odds that whole conversation could

be responded to in a matter of minutes? Could it be that God was indeed interested in highife? Ri

nowéhe just needed to make it through a few more
people than he knew. Right now, he needed to keep it together but the words of the old man would be

unpacked later when he had time.

End
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Story by:

SHADRACK KATANA




Rose stared at the clock wishing it could move quickly so that she could live her life. The time
had finally come to appear before the Church Council. She had been accused of many things and wrong
doings. This was the time to set the record straight. Toneopt at the reception of the church office had
served her with nice lemon tea and snacks and informed her that she would beckon her to go in at exactly

four thirty. Rose loved tea, lemon tea and she wondered how the provost knew this.

She had been a Yith Chairlady at the church for three consecutive years and she had risen
through the ranks having started out as a normal church member seating at the back pews. She would
duck out every church service and kept a very low profile. She had been chodeades a while back
when she was pursuing her Masters Degree in Marketing when the pastor asked her to do an article about

customer service in the Church.

O6Rose Kasena, pl ease c o theanrouncemdntewasobkadmedcoa thea f t e r
plasma TVscreens across the whole church. It was the church way of doing things. UCC was a digital
and modern church. Every announcement was done like a news bulletin and the church media crew did it
to their best rivaling the mainstream media. All eyes fromthelkk bencher sdé crew star e

felt a bit coy and cold on that Easter morning.

When the church service ended she didnot rush

been answered, that she would eventually land her dream job. This Chioiach of Christ in Mombasa

was very big, in terms of size and membership, so
6May | come in?6 Rose asked before she entered
0Come right in, 06 the pastwvoicediffeentdromthe oree hesused ot her

at the pulpit to scare congregants on the dangers of missing heaven.

The pastors office was a big one, Rose had not entered before. The leather seats, the carpets, the
air condition and the sleek mahogany tables ajuesite as though it belonged to a government minister.

The pastor is a minister too, Rose mused.

60Kindly have a sit,d the pastor said.

(@)
(7]
>
(¢]
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6Thank you, down meekl y.
6l understand that you are an MBA student, & he

0Yes sli ram she said, her hear tchabhgingdfferng f aster i
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6Can | ask for a small favor from you??6
6Anything for you Pastor, 6 she said.

6Kindly do me a proposal on how | can treat th
60What do yomu? mkiamdIlpwsexpound. 6

6You see,® he said, 6t he congregants are |ike

more customers. 0
6So, customer service in the Church?56
O0Exactly! Wil it be ready within a month?5o

6Yes sir. o

O0Excell ent . uMf,t ekri nydoluy fsiennidshit to my personal
6Take this business card, it has all details. You
60kay pastor, 6 she answered in a determined to

the Pator wielded power, power that controlled the masses in the Church, bending their minds towards
accepting Jesus the Savior. Rose walked out of the office and disappeared in the crowds of people who
had come for the second service and were slowly tricklirend filling the pews. She deeply knew she

could deliver the task at hand.

*kkkkkk

The article was the best she had done since she started her studies. She had done a similar
Seminar Paper for her Masters. The pastor applauded her and thanked her, telling her that her reward is in
heaven. Rose read the return mail from the pastor anghid@ was a joke. She expected some monetary

gain by doing that assignment.

6A fifty page document, wel | researched, not
audacity to tell me my reward is in heaven? Hunger and lack of rent on earth canmotaoded in

heaven. I have bills to pay!d she wondered, shaki |

Easter had passed. It was customary for the church to replace its leadership every Easter.
OEpi phany shoul d r eiorrkept op sayiregtatehe gnol of the everyyHaster \beekeral.s

The Church holds an election via secret ballot when replacing its leaders for every department. Pastor and
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the outgoing leadership fronts names for each position, departmental heads and thies gemutheir
committees. The departments ranged from Media, Youth, Choir, Hospitality, Instruments, Ushers, Teens

amongst others. Roses®d name was floated and appea

ORose, please come theealtaetp dtrodueesher torthe Charchl. lewhstheer t o
tradition that the pastor introduces the contestants so that the congregation can make a choice. She was
supposed to be chosen as the leader of the Youth department. The voting underwent in phases phase
was for the first service and phase two for the second service. An eligible voter was a sound adult who
was a registered member. Not just any member. Being a member at UCC, you had to pay a joining fee
and pledge a monthly amount which you have toohdor 12 months on the trot and that qualified you to

be entered into the church books.

The votes were counted after both services and the results were to be made official. The provost
who had now known Rose sent her a text message congratulating Hegirfgrthe incoming Youth
Leader. Sunday came, and the new leaders were paraded before the congregation, prayed for and ready to
be commissioned. The outgoing leadership handed over in an auspicious ceremony with lots of photos,
videos, selfies and otherstn | i f e di stracters. Rose couldndét i ma
was not a paid up member of the church. She was born again, correct, but her life struggles had lowered

her self esteem to a point she didndt have what i

Rose would be engrossed with midweek and weekend meetings with other leaders. She detested
these constant meetings and considered them a waste of time since many agendas were left unattended
before the next meeting. It was futile. She only enjoyed onengitthe one conducted by the pastor on

Sunday Morning before first service. Pastor carried out a leadership series on John C. Maxwell books.

She was now through with her Research Project at the University. She was scheduled to graduate
the first week of [@cember, after which she had some issues to handle. One, and perhaps the most
important was to find gainful employment which she would have to juggle with her leadership position in
church, and her family and society in general was putting undue presshes to get married. She was
already fed up with her mot herdéds constant guest.
everyone had a notion of how she was supposed to live her life. Her mother would probably want her to
get married whilethepasor woul d have asked her to be committe

for employment in spite of the many rejected job applications she had received.

Taking up the mantle of leadership at the Youth department was daunting. She had to draft the

Youth activities Calendar which was to be merged with the church calendar to ensure harmony. With the
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help of the other members of the Youth leadership she was able to come up with activities to attract the
urban youth and to make sure they grow spirituallye @iraft was presented to the Church Council in the
monthly meetings. It was accepted with glee as it had fresh ideas and was bound to bring the much

needed change in the youth department.

One of the activities was setting up a youth service, they platinadt had to be held every
Saturday at two in the afternoon. The youth service was to be launched in style. The planning was also
done in stie- re-arranging thenall to give it a youthful look, repainting and rebranding everything to suit
theyouth. Th s youth event was hyped on soci al mredi a, t
Christ was the tagline. Pastor volunteered to be the guest speaker and the event went on well. A record
number attended, food was served and everybody was happy. Roskatid to be the leader of the

moment!

*kkkkkkk

Internally, Rose felt hollow and unaccomplished. She had dedicated herself fully to church
activities but waiting for her heavenly reward was beginningna&e her skeptical. She lived a dissonant
life, fulfilling the immediate needs of the church while hers took a back seat. She worked on bringing and
retaining new members to the church. The pastor kept telling her that she ought not to give up and that
sonething big was about to happen in her life. It did, eventually, but not as the pastor had envisioned. She
also found it ironical that youth brought her prayer requests for jobs while hers had not been answered

yet. Would God be fair if she answered théieore hers?

She resorted to books. Rose would buy books from Soko Ndogecond hand bookstore in
Mombasa town. She used the little monies she had acquired from hefHdoBoolPit, which she
started as a platform to cast a stone at life. From sethngnresponsive God, who was only interested
in receiving offering and scaring people about Hell, to the frustrations of not getting married, she was
thirty-two. She found solace in books. She would read anything that she found. Eventually she settled on

Literature, Philosophy and Psychology as her favorite genres.

She slowly drifted away from the value systems she had been indoctrinated to follow since
childhood like the idea of God, Heaven and Hell. Christianity was not making sense to her anymore. If
God really cared for her He would cater for her immediate needs. She felt cheated and decided to remove
any trace of religious and salvation beliefs in her life. By now, two and a half years later in leadership, she

had a library of over 400 booksonhevfar i t e genres. She didndét need Go
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far away Deity who was not concerned with her affairs. Her service to the youth began to show signs of

neglect and collapsed.

Fellow youth leaders started pointing fingers. She had lostzehéthat she started with. She
didnét pray, fast, give offertory nor read the bi
also drifting towards atheism and nihilism. The church members who were facebook friends could no
longer commenbn her posts. They were too extreme. She alsfrieimded her pastor and other church
leaders on Social Media. Rose had gone the whole gamut from the extreme end of the Dawkins scale to

the other extreme end.

*kkkkkk

It was fourthirty on the dot when the provost ushered Rose to meet the Church Council. It was

the highest governing council at Urban Church of Christ.
6Come in and take a seat, 6 the Pastor said, hi
6Thank yow, 6 she said

6Shal om! Shalom!é the greetings were exchanged
had been here countless times doing presentations on the progress of the youth ministry, and other official
departmental engagements. The faces were famil@rdnoly that they were now shrouded in anger.
Meetings always started with a prayer and the Pastor prayed to lead the seven members Council to a wise,

informed decision regarding the issue at hand.

ORose Kasena we ar e ¢ o0nc eouncédmhembesowhd way chairingd s ai
t hat meeting. 6We have heard many things about yo
a youth leader. Whether the allegations are true or not, we are giving you this opportunity to explain

your sel fsad.o us, 6 he

60kay | d6m here, & she said flatly.
OWe have summarized them in three counts and |
ot her starting from my i mmediate right and you a

Council Members conswt the printouts in front of them.
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Council Me mb er One read her the first count .
towards the Pastor and towards God whereas you st

that ?6

Rose cleared herthrat and answered o0l have no objection

in ministry. This whole issue of serving an unseen God does not make sense to me. | wish to be relieved

of f my post. | m not a bel i eneandtherGpdme pray,to everydap v e b |
has not helped me. Thatdés my response. 6
6What ?6 the pastor cried out, o6éyou are bl asphe

council members sighed and shook their heads in disapproval at her conduct.

Councl Member Two read the second Count . 6You h
poolpit, shown inclinations to nihilism and atheism. You are also leaning very much towards secular

humani sm. Whatdés your response?0d

Rose, now gaining more confidence,ffo her new found identity, sto
said it! | started doubting the existence of deities when | saw the hypocrisy you, the Church Council, were
showing. | f |l &m t o mention a few instandi@abays some
drinking themselves silly and yet on Sundays they portray a different life. Also a member of the youth
ministry was i mpregnated by one of you. You behay
close to the church leaders. The libergtmoment came when | researched more on the same and found
that the church is just a money making enterprise to enrich a few individuals while the rest of the

congregation is wallowing in abject poverty. You keep on saying that their reward is in healeeyowh

the Church Counci l are already i n Heaven, fl owing
6Stop it Stop it! o Counci l me mber o n-e i nt el
communicated!d There was already a commotion in t|
Counci | Member Three cleared his throat and r e
there is a post that was done on Valentineds Day
Q. E.D by Getrude Stein6. heaffaitthaeGetudeohgd wittoher femele e ¢ e |
partner. Does this mean you are a | esbian?b
Rose who was stil!]l sitting slowly stood up, S

gl asshouses throw stones at another manés house! 6
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With that, she walked owtf the door.

End
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Story by:

ABDULLAHI JAMAA




Mrs. Mwanaidi Juma is seated in front of her rectangular makeshift hut. A few meters from her is
a warm open hearth beside an old towering coconut tree. On her right there are three monster mango trees
that allow the latafternoon sunrays to permeate and dance on her face.

Her new neighbor Mrs. Lulu Rashid has visited her for the first time. Standing on a snaking root

of one of the mango trees, Lulu drinks tea from an old plastic cup as she listens keenly to her host.

AY see this tree, 06 Mwanai di says, towards t he

from the sunrays. Al't was t heightyt weot 0one we plant e

It was the same year she wedded her late husband Juma Idi, a bubbly, lavélgmmaer native
Digo tribe. This particular tree marked the embryonic foundation of their love. They planted it together on
a day when the sky was threatening to break with rain and what made it memorable was that it was a
blessing to have rained the sauglay they planted it. It grew to become a towering reminder of the love

between two people who seemed to have been made ofr each other.

~

ifiHe was strong both in brain and brawn, 6 Mwa

memory.

iSomet i me <limbed bretop offthee coconut tree, he used to drop one deliberately but
near wher e [ was seated, and t hMewanaidi, &kdfida magenzig h  and

hal i um zsl'laédp of | ove does not hurt). o

Mwanaidi is tall, slender with long hahat fell just below her shoulders. She was the apple of
her | ate husbandbés eye, a true product of |l ove t

neighborhood on the outskirts of Kwale.

AThe tree, 0 she says, haer ddafve oaswghilihiusemanoé& f ol
she pauses mperdeakupandagelL ovée t he one who | oves you) .
the tree for the second time as if something up there reminded her of her late husbandikiiimgées

of sweat lineher forehead as her eyes become teary.
She turns her face away from Lulu and wiped the tears with her leso.. The pain of lost love was

hard to get used to. Ever since her husband died, Mwanaidi and her two sons have been eking out a living
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in the most delprable conditions. There are two things that always crossed her mind: the sudden manner

in which her late husband departed and the uncertain future of their two young boys, Ali and Omari.

The nondescript huts in the village are far and fetched from oothean a canopy of coconut
trees towering above the maize plantation, mango trees offering sporadic shades across the farms. When
the bluish <coastal sky i s littered with <c¢louds,

neighborhood, hence perfgcttovering the abject poverty that thrives here.

As Mwanaidi wipes her tears, a lone figure approaching through the main gate catches her
attention. l'tds her | ast born son, Al i, who i s Kk
pantsand torn shoes. He was just happy as he was in his own innocent boyish world-opematiag

swings from his back. Mwanaidi makes a mental note to stich in the zipper later.

iMama, 0 he said, running towards &mses deeglye pl as

looking into her sunken, teary eyes, trying even in his tender age to decipher the pain in them.

AHow was your day?0 she asks, smiling.
ANot bad, 0 he says. fAMwali mu said she wants to
fi Oh, | see. So WwQuduve? 0b esechre aaskasd mho ki ng his

someone at school ?0

iANo, Mama, 0 he says. AMwal i mu said | was doing
Omar does, 0 he said, referring to hiidiunddrstbedrit br ot h

was just a teenage boyds reaction to the |l oss of

Mwanai di knew that the headmistress wanted to
Her pleas to the local Member of Parliamenbw@bacquiring a bursary had gone unheeded. It had been a

rough decade without the familybds breadwinner and

Ali proceeds to their hut and his mother follows him with a cup of tea and a plai@hofarj she
puts the tea on a fledgling wooden stool and quickly comes back to Lulu, a fagitieplump woman

from Malindi who has recently wedded a Digo man f |

iHow many years have you been raising the boys

A

Before she answers, Mwadai 6 s attenti on r est desothat whppddubds ga
around her waist, a mixture of yellow and blue strips forming a beautiful image of a rose flower. On the
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edge of thdesoare blue highlights with six powerful Swahili worlds written in wiitd® e n z i l a mam
tamu, halishihamuThe sweetness of a motherés | ove never e
her role as a mother is eternal and reminds her

becomes twofold.
A Ar e vy buluasiskhawng noticed that Mwanaidi had zoned out a bit.

ifiYes of course, I am oko she replied speaking

been thirteen terrible years since my husband di e

Even after more than a decade, shefatitls it hard to speak about her late husband. She takes a

deep breath before continuing.

AAl i my | ast born was three months old when i
from that fateful day that opened a new chapter in her life, thathdaghe became a widow and a single

mother who had to shoulder the burden of raising a young family.

iHe | eft us one Thursday morning never to retu

The morning before he left, he had kissed and held her longer than usual. He always did that

evay other day but it was different this time.
il escorted him up to a few meters out of our

The words that her husband spoke more than a decade ago are still fresh in her mind; they were
too sweet to be forgotten, gentle and poignant. It agag he meant to leave words that would still echo

through the years

AfiHe held me by the hsoulders and said, 6dar |l i

yourself and the boysAlll®dhdé s®@e you tomorrow, | ns|

Her husband neither retwed that day nor the next. It took two days for news to reach her that he
had perished in a grisly road accident along the Momb&sandi highway while heading to Shanzu to
visit his uncle. While he had left home smiling and dressed smartly, he was blmagghin a white

shroud. The accident had wiped all remnants of a smile from his face.

iWe shal/l al | |l eave this worl d, one way ofr ar
Lulu understood her col |l eague s dfve yearg epltlier beforer v we |
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getting married to her recent one, an aging man whom she had no love for. Her circumstances could not

accord her such freedom of choice.

iBe patient, things wil./ wor k out soonurdo Lul u
sons will finish school and start assisting you. oo

Al n-dhkhah, 06 Mwanai di says, sighing.

Al think you should marry again, o0 Lulu propose

AWhat 20 Mwanai di asked, eyeing Lulhingas if she

I't is sunset in Ndoéoni and while the two women

talk, the proposal to remarry had opened a whole new chapter.
Aiwhat iIis the use? What would be the point of r

fitds worth a thought, 6 Lulu says getting ready

about it, for you and for the boys. 0

The idea of marrying is alien to Mwanaidi s d
even for once. The thoughdises more questions than answers. Would she ever find it within herself to
love another man the way she had loved Juma? Would the said man love her as much Juma did? What
about the boys? They are in their teenhged, a very confusing stage of their kvéVould they accept

another man in their house?

This questions plagued her mind all night, pushing away sleep. Much as she did not fully buy into
the idea of getting married again, life had taken a toll on her and at times she had found herself doubtful
whet her sheds manage another month in that condit
complaints, she desired to see him with a new uniform at the beginning of every year, but as things were,

she had to either decide on uniform or keepiregrtfied.

Then on one side, she craved ofr a masculine t
man, and she was only human. It was perhaps due to her constant struggles that her mind never dwelt

much on men.
And Ndodoni i s a naforgaten hamlet degphiretde Nortih Cdast. Jee absence

of government is very evident. Several decades af
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devastating underdevelopment. Schools are neglected, water is still a scarce commodiglitacaddes

almost norexistent excerpt for one{#quipped dispensary.

She wondered whether she would manage to see the boys through school in such an
underprivileged community and whether the presence of another man in her life would make the journey

ary easier.

Morning creeps in and she wakes Ali up for the morning prayer as they prepare to go visit her
eldest son Omari who was schooling in a sponsored orphanage. She was worried abot him; his teachers
kept complaining that he was too aggressive witeoboys especially when they questioned him about
his father. The lack of a complete family was something shared in the orphanage but Omari always took

offense at being questioned.

As she is busy sweeping her compound before leaving, pondering on wd@tnith Omari, a

voice interrupts her thoughts.

A Mwa n ahikaimog 6 a man greets her jovially. He is o
to one side and a shovel on the back seat. It was Hamisi Abedi, a close friend of her late husband. He is

from a neighboring village.
fiMarhaba,Ha mi si 6 she answers, dropping her broom t

Hamisi is a true friend, a man who always stood for them and helped them in their farm. Since the
death of her husband, Hamisi has been checking on rggwad the boys, especially Ali, had taken to

l'iking him a | ot. |ltds been a while since the | as:
ilt has been |l ong, 0 he says. AHow are the boys
AAl hamdul il l ah, we candt compl the gate, pullsahbéacks ay s .

bag from the seat and hands it to Mwanaidi.

iSome chapatis for you,o0 he says, smiling. A My

For the past one year, she had noticed a change in the way Hamisi was treating her. He had
become more concerenadd always appeared to worry a lot about her-tveihg. At times she cught

him staring at her but never made anything from the sheepish grin he made when caught. Unbeknownst to
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her, Hamisi had developed strong feelings for her, and he had utilized dm$ absence to try and come

up with adequate words to express his feelings for her.

He had it all pl anned out, how hedés approach
attracted to her without seeming as if he was taking advantage of her simadi@®pendence on him.
He had decided to take her in as his second wife and take care of her sons as if they were his own. He had

planned to hold her hand as he proposedé¢

AMwanai di é1 |l ove youél want you to becsme my

the black bag on a stool.
She stared at him, wiekyed.

End
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