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c.1850-

… When we heard that the man with the white flesh was journeying down the Lualaba we were open-mouthed
with astonishment. We stood still.
All night long the drums announced the strange news—a man with white flesh! That man, we said to ourselves, has a white skin. He must have got that from the river-kingdom. He will be one of our brothers who were
drowned in the river. All life comes from the water, and in the water he has found life. Now he is coming back to
us, he is coming home …
We will prepare a feast, I ordered, we will go to meet our brother and escort him into the village with rejoicing!
We donned our ceremonial garb. We assembled the great canoes. We listened for the gong which would announce our brother’s presence on the Lualaba. Presently the cry was heard:
“He is approaching the Lohali! Now he enters the river!”
Halloh! We swept forward, my canoe leading, the others following, with songs of joy and with dancing, to
meet the first white man our eyes had beheld, and to do him honor.
But as we drew near his canoes there were loud reports, bang! bang! and fire-staves spat bits of iron at us.
We were paralyzed with fright; our mouths hung wide open and we could not shut them. Things such as we
had never seen, never heard of, never dreamed of—they were the work of evil spirits!
Several of my men plunged into the water … What for? Did they fly to safety? No—for others fell down also,
in the canoes. Some screamed dreadfully, others were silent—they were dead, and blood flowed from little holes
in their bodies.
“War! that is war!” I yelled. “Go back!”
The canoes sped back to our village with all the strength our spirits could impart to our arms.
That was no brother! That was the worst enemy our country had ever seen.
And still those bangs went on; the long staves spat fire, flying pieces of iron whistled around us, fell into the
water with a hissing sound, and our brothers continued to fall.
We fled into our village—they came after us. We fled into the forest and flung ourselves on the ground. When
we returned that evening our eyes beheld fearful things: our brothers, dead, bleeding, our village plundered and
burned, and the water full of dead bodies.
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The robbers and murderers had disappeared. …
119.138 The Elephant And The Lion: A Folktale\fn{by Chakanja of the Waganda (c.1850?- )} “the upper Congo,”
Orientale (then Haut-Zaire) Province, Congo/Kinshasa (M) 3
A huge and sour-tempered elephant went and wandered in the forest. His inside was slack for want of juicy
roots and succulent reeds, but his head was as full of dark thoughts as a gadfly is full of blood. As he looked this
way and that, he observed a young lion asleep at the foot of a tree. He regarded him for awhile, then, as he was in
a wicked mood, it came to him that he might as well kill the lion, and he accordingly rushed forward and impaled
him with his tusks. He then lifted the body with his trunk, swung it about, and dashed it against the tree, and
afterwards kneeled on it until it became as shapeless as a crushed banana pulp. He then laughed and said,
“Ha! ha! This is proof that I am strong. I have killed a lion, and people will say proud things of me, and will
wonder at my strength.”
Presently a brother elephant came up and greeted him.
“See,” said the first elephant, “what I have done. It was I that killed him. I lifted him on high, and lo, he lies
like a rotten banana. Do you not think that I am very strong? Come, be frank now, and give me some credit for
what I have done.” Elephant number two\fn{In the text , No. 2.} replied,
“It is true that you are strong, but that was only a young lion. There are others of his kind, and I have seen them
who would give you considerable trouble.”
“Ho, ho!” laughed the first elephant. “Get out, stupid. You may bring his whole tribe here, and I will show you
what I can do. Aye! And to your dam to boot.”\fn{It does not say so in the story, but I think this is a crude sexual epithet, of the
street-corner variety, equivalent to the Chinese “Your mother!” and similar swearings I have encountered in both Eastern and Western short
fiction.}

“What? My own mother, too?”
“Yes. Go and fetch her if you like.”
“Well, well,” said number two, “you are far gone, there is no doubt. Fare you well.”
Number two proceeded on his wanderings, resolved in his own mind that if he had an opportunity he would
send someone to test the boaster’s strength. Number one called out to him as he moved off,
“Away you go. Good-bye to you.”
*
In a little while number two elephant met a lion and lioness, full grown, and splendid creatures, who turned out
to be the parents of the youngster which had been slain. After a sociable chat with them, he said:
“If you go further on along the path I came you will meet a kind of game which requires killing badly. He has
just mangled your cub.”
Meantime elephant number two, after chuckling to himself very conceitedly, proceeded to the pool near by to
bathe and cool himself. At every step he went you could hear his
“Ha, ha, ha! loh! I have killed a lion!”
While he was in the pool, spurting the water in a shower over his back, he suddenly looked up, and at the
water’s edge beheld a lion and lioness who were regarding him sternly.
“Well! What do you want?” he asked. “Why are you standing there looking at me in that way?”
“Are you the rogue who killed our child?” they asked.
“Perhaps I am,” he answered. “Why do you want to know?”
“Because we are in search of him. If it be you that did it, you will have to do the same to us before you leave
this ground.”
“Ho! Ho!” laughed the elephant loudly. “Well, hark. It was I who killed your cub. Come now, it was I. Do you
hear? And if you do not leave here mighty quick, I shall have to serve you both in the same way as I served him.”
The lions roared aloud in their fury, and switched their tails violently.
“Ho, ho!” laughed the elephant gaily. “This is grand. There is no doubt I shall run soon, they make me so
skeery,” and he danced round the pool and jeered at them, then drank a great quantity of water and blew it in a
shower over them.
The lions stirred not, but kept steadfastly gazing at him, planning how to make their attack.
Perceiving that they were obstinate, he threw another stream of water over the lions and then backed into the
deepest part of the pool, until there was nothing seen of him but the tip of his trunk. When he rose again the lions
were still watching him, and had not moved.
“Ho, ho!” he trumpeted, “still there! Wait a little, I am coming to you.”
He advanced towards the shore, but when he was close enough the lion sire sprang into the air, and alighted on
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the elephant’s back, and furiously tore at the muscles of the neck, and bit deep into the shoulder.
The elephant retreated quickly into the deepest part of the pool, and submerged himself and his enemy, until
the lion was compelled to abandon his back and begin to swim ashore. No sooner had the elephant felt himself
relieved, than he rose to the surface, and hastily followed and seized the lion with his trunk. Despite his struggles
he was pressed beneath the surface, dragged under his knees, and trodden into the mud, and in a short. time the
lion sire was dead. The elephant laughed triumphantly, and cried,
“Ho, ho! Am I not strong, Ma Lion? Did you ever see the likes of me before? Two of you! Young Lion and Pa
Lion are now killed! Come, Ma Lion, had you not better try now, just to see if you won’t have better luck? Come
on, old woman, just once.” The lioness fiercely answered, while she retreated from the pool,
“Rest where you are. I am going to find my brother, and will be back shortly.”
The elephant trumpeted his scorn of her and her kind, and seizing the carcass of her lord, flung it on shore after
her, and declared his readiness to abide where he was, that he might make mash of all the lion family.
*
In a short time the lioness had found her brother, who was a mighty fellow, and full of fight. As they advanced
near the pool together, they consulted as to the best means of getting at the elephant. Then the lioness sprang
forward to the edge of the pool. The elephant retreated a short distance into deeper water. The lioness upon this
crept along the pool, and pretended to lap the water. The elephant moved towards her. The lion waited his chance,
and finally with a great roar, sprang upon his shoulders, and commenced tearing away at the very place which had
been torn by lion sire.
The elephant backed quickly into deep water as he had done before, and submerged himself, but the lion
maintained his hold and bit deeper. The elephant then sank down until there was nothing to be seen but the tip of
his trunk, upon which the lion, to avoid suffocation, relaxed his hold and swam vigorously towards shore. The
elephant rose up, and as the lion was stepping on shore, seized him, and drove one of his tusks through his
adversary’s body; but as he was in the act, the lioness sprang upon the elephant’s neck, and bit and tore so
furiously that he fell dead, and with his fall crushed the dying lion.
*
Soon after the close of the terrible combat, elephant number two came up, and discovered the lioness licking
her chops and paws, and said,
“Hello, it seems there has been quite a quarrel here lately. Three lions are dead, and here lies one of my own
kind, stiffening.”
“Yes,” replied lioness, gloomily, “the rogue elephant killed my cub while the little fellow was asleep in the
woods. He then killed my husband and brother, and I killed him; but I do not think the elephant has gained much
by fighting with us. I did not have much trouble in killing him. Should you meet any friends of his, you may warn
them to leave the lioness alone, or she may be tempted to make short work of them.”
Elephant number two, though a patient person generally, was annoyed at this, and gave her a sudden kick with
one of his hind feet, which sent her sprawling a good distance off, and asked,
“How do you like that, Ma Lion?”
“What do you mean by that?” demanded the enraged lioness.
“Oh, because I hate to hear so much bragging.”
“Do you also wish to fight?” she asked.
“We should never talk about doing an impossible thing, Ma Lion,” he answered. “I have traveled many years
through these woods, and I have never fought yet. I find that when a person minds his own business he seldom
comes to trouble, and when I meet one who is even stronger than myself I greet him pleasantly, and pass on, and I
should advise you to do the same, Ma Lion.”
“You are saucy, Elephant. It would be well for you to think upon your stupid brother there, who lies so stark
under your nose, before you trouble with your insolence one who slew him.”
“Well, words never yet made a plantation; it is the handling of a hoe that makes fields. See here, Ma Lion, if I
talked to you all day I could not make you wise. I will just turn my back to you. If you will bite me, you will soon
learn how weak you are.”
The lioness, angered still more by the elephant’s contempt, sprang at his shoulders, and clung to him, upon
which he rushed at a stout tree, and pressing his shoulders against it, crushed the breath out of her body, and she
ceased her struggles. When he relaxed his pressure, the body fell to the ground, and he knelt upon it, and kneaded
it until every bone was broken.
*
While the elephant was meditatively standing over the body, and thinking what misfortunes happen to
boasters, a man came along, carrying a spear, and seeing that the elephant was unaware of his presence, he
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thought what great luck had happened to him. Said he,
“Ah, what fine tusks he has. I shall be rich with them, and shall buy slaves and cattle, and with these I will get
a wife and a farm,” saying which he advanced silently, and when he was near enough, darted his spear into a place
behind the shoulder.
The elephant turned around quickly, and on beholding his enemy rushed after and overtook him, and mauled
him until in a few moments he was a mangled corpse.
Soon after a woman approached, and seeing four lions, one elephant, and her husband dead, she raised up her
hands wonderingly and cried,
“How did all this happen?” The elephant, hearing her voice, came from behind a tree, with a spear quivering in
his side, and bleeding profusely. At the sight of him the woman turned round to fly, but the elephant cried out to
her,
“Nay, run not, woman, for I can do you no harm. the happy days in the woods are ended for all the tribes. The
memory of this scene will never be forgotten. Animals will be henceforth at constant war one with another. Lions
will no more greet elephants, the buffaloes will be shy, the rhinoceroses will live apart, and man when he comes
within the shadows will think of nothing else than his terrors, and he will fancy an enemy in every shadow. I am
sorely wounded, for your man stole up to my side and drove his spear into me, and soon I shall die.”
When she had heard these words the woman hastened home, and all the villagers, old and young, hurried into
the woods, by the pool, where they found four lions, two elephants, and one of their own tribe lying still and
lifeless.
*
The words of the elephant have turned out to be true, for no man goes now-a-days into the silent and deserted
woods but he feels as though something were haunting them, and thinks of goblinry, and starts at every sound.
Out of the shadows which shift with the sun, forms seem crawling and phantoms appear to glide, and we are in a
fever almost from the horrible illusions of fancy. We breathe quickly and fear to speak, for the smallest vibration
in the silence would jar on our nerves.
I speak the truth, for when I am in the woods near the night, there swims before my eyes a multitude of terrible
things which I never see by the light of day. The flash of a fire-fly is a ghost, the chant of a frog becomes a
frightful roar, the sudden piping of a bird signalizes murder, and I run.
No, no, no woods for me when alone.
120.33 The Search For The Home Of The Sun: A Folktale\fn{by Kanga of the Wasongora-Meno (c.1850?- )} “right bank
of the Lualaba”, Orientale (then Haute-Zaire) Province, Congo/Kinshasa (M) 2
My tale is about King Masama and his tribe, the Balira, who dwelt far in the inmost region, behind\fn{ I.e., east
us, who throng the banks of the great river.
They were formerly very numerous, and many of them came to live among us, but one day King Masama and
the rest of the tribe left their country and went eastward, and they have never been heard of since, but those who
chose to stay with us explained their disappearance in this way.
*
A woman, one cold night, after making up her fire on the hearth, went to sleep. In the middle of the night the
fire had spread, and spread, and began to lick up the litter on the floor, and from the litter it crept to her bed of dry
banana leaves, and in a little time shot up into flames.
When the woman and her husband were at last awakened by the heat, the flames had already mounted into the
roof, and were burning furiously. Soon they broke through the top and leaped up into the night, and a gust of wind
came and carried the long flames like a stream of fire towards the neighboring huts, and. in a short time the fire
had caught hold of every house, and the village was entirely burned.
It was soon known that besides burning up their houses and much property, several old people and infants had
been destroyed by the fire, and the people were horror-struck and angry. Then one voice said,
“We all know in whose house the fire began, and the owner of it must make our losses good to us.”
The woman’s husband heard this and was alarmed, and guiltily fled into the woods.
*
In the morning a council of the elders was held, and it was agreed that the man in whose house the fire commenced should be made to pay for his carelessness, and they forthwith searched for him. But when they sought
for him he could not be found. Then all the young warriors who were cunning in wood-craft, girded and armed
themselves, and searched for the trail, and when one of them had found it, he cried out, and the others gathered
themselves about him and took it up, and when many eyes were set upon it, the trail could not be lost.
of.}
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They soon came up to the man, for he was seated under a tree, bitterly weeping. Without a word they took hold
of him by the arms and bore him along with them, and brought him before the village fathers.
He was not a common man by any means. He was known as one of Masama’s principal men, and one whose
advice had been often followed.
“Oh,” said everybody, “he is a rich man, and well able to pay; yet, if he gives all he has got, it will not be equal
to our loss.”
*
The fathers talked a long time over the matter, and at last decided that to save his forfeited life he should freely
turn over to them all his property.
And he did so. His plantation of bananas and plantains, his plots of beans, yams, manioc, potatoes, groundnuts, his slaves, spears, shields, knives, paddles and canoes. When he had given up all, the hearts of the people
became softened towards him, and they forgave him the rest.
After the elder’s property had been equally divided among the sufferers by the fire, the people gained new
courage, and set about rebuilding their homes, and before long they had a new village, and they had made
themselves as comfortable as ever.
*
Then King Masama made a law, a very severe law—to the effect that, in future, no fire should be lit in the
houses during the day or night; and the people, who were now much alarmed about fire, with one heart agreed to
keep the law.
But it was soon felt that the cure for the evil was as cruel as the fire had been.
For the houses had been thatched with green banana leaves, the timbers were green and wet with their sap, the
floor was damp and cold, the air was deadly, and the people began to suffer from joint aches, and their knees were
stiff, and the pains traveled from one place to another through their bodies. The village was filled with groaning.
Masama suffered more than all, for he was old. He shivered night and day, and his teeth chattered sometimes
so that he could not talk, and after that his head would burn, and the hot sweat would pour from him, so that he
knew no rest. Then the king gathered his chiefs and principal men together, and said:
“Oh, my people, this is unendurable, for life is with me now but one continuous ague. Let us leave this
country, for it is bewitched, and if I stay longer there will be nothing left of me. Lo, my joints are stiffened with
my disease, and my muscles are withering. The only time I feel a little ease is when I lie on the hot ashes without
the house, but when the rains fall I must needs withdraw indoors, and there I find no comfort, for the mould
spreads everywhere. Let us hence at once to seek a warmer clime. Behold whence the sun issues daily in the
morning, hot and glowing; there, where his home is, must be warmth, and we shall need no fire. What say you?”
Masama’s words revived their drooping spirits. They looked towards the sun as they saw him mount the sky,
and felt his cheering glow on their naked breasts and shoulders, and they cried with one accord:
“Let us hence, and seek the place whence he comes.”
And the people got ready and piled their belongings in the canoes, and on a certain day they left their village
and ascended their broad river, the Lira.
*
Day after day they paddled up the stream, and we heard of them from the Bafanya as they passed by their
country, and the Bafanya heard of them for a long distance up—from the next tribe, the Bamoru—and the Bamoru
lieard about them arriving near the Mountain Land beyond.
Not until a long time afterwards did we hear what became of Masama and his people.
It was said that the Balira, when the river had become shallow and small, left their canoes and traveled by land
among little hills, and after winding in and out amongst them they came to the foot of the tall mountain which
stands like a grandsire amongst the smaller mountains.
Up the sides of the big mountain they straggled, the stronger and more active of them ahead, and as the days
passed, they saw that the world was cold and dark until the sun showed himself over the edge of the big mountain,
when the day became more agreeable, for the heat pierced into their very marrows, and made their hearts rejoice.
The greater the heat became, the more certain were they that they were drawing near the home of the sun.
And so they pressed on and on, day after day, winding along one side of the mountain, and then turning to
wind again still higher. Each day, as they advanced towards the top, the heat became greater and greater. Between
them and the sun there was now not the smallest shrub or leaf, and it became so fiercely hot that finally not a drop
of sweat was left in their bodies.
*
One day, when not a cloud was in the sky, and the world was all below them—far down like a great buffalo
hide—the sun came out over the rim of the mountain like a ball of fire, and the nearest of them to the top were
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dried like a leaf over a flame, and those who were behind were amazed at its burning force, and felt, as he sailed
over their heads, that it was too late for them to escape. Their skins began to shrivel up and crackle, and fall off,
and none of those who were high up on the mountain side were left alive.
But a few of those who were nearest the bottom, and the forest belts, managed to take shelter, and remaining
there until night, they took advantage of the darkness, when the sun sleeps, to fly from the home of the sun.
Except a few poor old people and toddling children, there was none left of the once populous tribe of the
Balira.
*
That is my story. We who live by the great river have taken the lesson, which the end of this tribe has been to
us, close to our hearts, and it is this.
Kings who insist that their wills should be followed, and never care to take counsel with their people, are as
little to be heeded as children who babble of what they cannot know, and therefore in our villages we have many
elders who take all matters from the chief and turn them over in their minds, and when they are agreed, they give
the doing of them to the chief who can act only as the elders decree.
119.119 The Creation Of Man: A Folktale\fn{by Matageza of the Basoko (c.1850?- )} near the Aruwimi River,
Orientale (then Haut-Zaire) Province, Congo/Kinshasa (M) 5
In the old, old time, all this land, and indeed all the whole earth was covered with sweet water. But the water
dried or disappeared somewhere, and the grasses, herbs, and plants began to spring up above the ground, and
some grew, in the course of many moons, into trees, great and small, and the water was confined into streams and
rivers, pools and lakes, and as the rain fell it kept the streams and rivers running, and the pools and lakes always
fresh.
There was no living thing moving upon the earth, until one day there sat by one of the pools a large toad. How
long he had lived, or how he came to exist, is not known; it is suspected, however, that the water brought him
forth out of some virtue that was in it.
In the sky there was only the moon glowing and shining—on the earth there was but this one toad. It is said
that they met and conversed together, and that one day the moon said to him:
“I have an idea. I propose to make a man and a woman to live on the fruits of the earth, for I believe that there
is rich abundance of food on it fit for such creatures.”
“Nay,” said the toad, “let me make them, for I can make them fitter for the use of the earth than you can, for I
belong to the earth, while you belong to the sky.”
“Verily,” replied the moon, “you have the power to create creatures which shall have but a brief existence; but
if I make them, they will have something of my own nature; and it is a pity that the creatures of one’s own making
should suffer and die. Therefore, oh, toad, I propose to reserve the power of creation for myself, that the creatures
may be endowed with perfection and enduring life.”
“Ah, moon, be not envious of the power which I share with you, but let me have my way. I will give them
forms such as I have often dreamed of. The thought is big within me, and I insist upon realizing my ideas.”
“And you be so resolved, observe my words, both you and they shall die. You I shall slay myself and end
utterly; and your creatures can but follow you, being of such frail material as you can give them.”
“Ah, you art angry now, but I heed you not. I am resolved that the creatures to inhabit this earth shall be of my
own creating. Attend you to your own empire in the sky.”
Then the moon rose and soared upward, where with his big shining face he shone upon all the world.
*
The toad grew great with his conception, until it ripened and issued out in the shape of twin beings, full-grown
male and female. These were the first like our kind that ever trod the earth.
The moon beheld the event with rage, and left his place in the sky to punish the toad, who had infringed the
privilege that he had thought to reserve for himself. He came direct to toad’s pool, and stood blazingly bright over
it.
“Miserable,” he cried, “what have you done?”
“Patience, moon, I but exercised my right and power. It was within me to do it, and lo, the deed is done.”
“You have exalted thyself to be my equal in your own esteem. Your conceit has clouded your wit, and obscured the memory of the warning I gave you. Even had you obtained a charter from me to attempt the task, you
could have done no better than you have done.
“As much as you are inferior to me, so these will be inferior to those I could have endowed this earth with.
Your creatures are pitiful things, mere animals without sense, without the gift of perception or self-protection.
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They see, they breathe, they exist; their lives can be measured by one round journey of mine. Were it not out of
pity for them, I would even let them die.
“Therefore for pity’s sake I propose to improve somewhat on what you have done: their lives shall be lengthened, and such intelligence as malformed beings as these can contain will I endow them with, that they may
have guidance through a life which with all my power must be troubled and sore.
“But as for you, while you exist my rage is perilous to them, therefore to save your kin I end you.”
Saying which the moon advanced upon toad, and the fierce sparks from his burning face were shot forth, and
fell upon the toad until he was consumed.
*
The moon then bathed in the pool, that the heat of his anger might be moderated, and the water became so heated that it was like that which is in a pot over a fire and he stayed in it until the hissing and bubbling had subsided.
Then the Moon rose out of the pool, and sought the creatures of toad: and when he had found them, he called
them unto him, but they were afraid and hid themselves.
At this sight the moon smiled, as you sometimes see him on fine nights, when he is a clear white, and free
from stain or blurr, and he was pleased that Toad’s creatures were afraid of him.
“Poor things,” said he.
“Toad has left me much to do yet before I can make them fit to be the first of earthly creatures.”
Saying which he took hold of them, and bore them to the pool wherein he had bathed, and which had been the
home of toad. He held them in the water for some time, tenderly bathing them, and stroking them here and there
as a potter does to his earthenware, until he had moulded them into something similar to the shape we men and
women possess now. The male became distinguished by breadth of shoulder, depth of chest, larger bones, and
more substantial form; the female was slighter in chest, slimmer of waist, and the breadth and fullness of the
woman was mid-most of the body at the hips.
Then the moon gave them names; the man he called Bateta, the woman Hanna, and he addressed them and
said:
“Bateta, see this earth and the trees, and herbs and plants and grasses; the whole is for you and your wife
Hanna, and for your children whom Hanna your wife shall bear unto you. I have re-made you greatly, that you
and yours may enjoy such things as you may find needful and fit.
“In order that you may discover what things are not noxious but beneficial for you, I have placed the faculty of
discernment within your head, which you must exercise before you can become wise. The more you prove this,
the more will you be able to perceive the abundance of good things the earth possesses for the creatures which are
to inhabit it.
“I have made you and your wife as perfect as is necessary for the preservation and enjoyment of the term of
life, which by nature of the materials the toad made you of must needs be short. It is in your power to prolong or
shorten it. Some things I must teach you. I give you first an axe. I make a fire for you, which you must feed from
time to time with wood, and the first and most necessary utensil for daily use. Observe me while I make it for
you.”
*
The moon took some dark clay by the pool and mixed it with water, then kneaded it, and twisted it around until
its shape was round and hollowed within, and he covered it with the embers of the fire, and baked it; and when it
was ready he handed it to them.
“This vessel,” continued the moon, “is for the cooking of food. You will put water into it, and place whatsoever edible you desire to eat in the water. You will then place the vessel on the fire, which in time will boil the
water and cook the edible. All vegetables, such as roots and bulbs, are improved in flavor and give superior nourishment by being thus cooked. It will become a serious matter for you to know which of all the things pleasant in
appearance are also pleasant for the palate.
“But should you be long in doubt and fearful of harm, ask and I will answer you.”
Having given the man and woman their first lesson, the moon ascended to the sky, and from his lofty place
shone upon them, and upon all the earth with a pleased expression, which comforted greatly the lonely pair.
*
Having watched the ascending moon until he had reached his place in the sky, Bateta and Hanna rose and
traveled on by the beautiful light which he gave them, until they came to a very large tree that had fallen. The
thickness of the prostrate trunk was about twice their height. At the greater end of it there was a hole, into which
they could walk without bending. Feeling a desire for sleep, Bateta laid his fire down outside near the hollowed,
entrance, cut up dry fuel, and his wife piled it on the fire, while the flames grew brighter and lit the interior. Bateta
took Hanna by the hand and entered within the tree, and the two lay down together.
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But presently both complained of the hardness of their bed, and Bateta, after pondering awhile, rose, and going
out, plucked some fresh large leaves of a plant that grew near the fallen tree, and returned laden with it. He spread
it about thickly, and Hanna rolled herself on it, and laughed gleefully as she said to Bateta that it was soft and
smooth and nice; and opening her arms, she cried,
“Come, Bateta, and rest by my side.”
*
Though this was the first day of their lives, the moon had so perfected the unfinished and poor work of the toad
that they were both mature man and woman. Within a month Hanna bore twins, of whom one was male and the
other female, and they were tiny doubles of Bateta and Hanna, which so pleased Bateta that he ministered kindly
to his wife who, through her double charge, was prevented from doing anything else.
Thus it was that Bateta, anxious for the comfort of his wife, and for the nourishment of his children, sought to
find choice things, but could find little to please the dainty taste which his wife had contracted. Whereupon, looking up to Moon with his hands uplifted, he cried out:
“Oh, moon, listen to your creature Bateta! My wife lies languishing, and she has a taste strange to me which I
cannot satisfy, and the children that have been born unto us feed upon her body, and her strength decreases fast.
Come down, oh, Moon, and show me what fruit or herbs will cure her longing.”
The Moon heard Bateta’s voice, and coming out from behind the cloud with a white smiling face, said,
“It is well, Bateta; lo! I come to help you.”
When the moon had approached Bateta, he showed the golden fruit of the banana—which was the same plant
whose leaves had formed the first bed of himself and wife.
“Oh, Bateta, smell this fruit. How do you like its fragrance?”
“It is beautiful and sweet. Oh, moon, if it be as wholesome for the body as it is sweet to smell, my wife will
rejoice in it.”
Then the moon peeled the banana and offered it to Bateta, upon which he boldly ate it, and the flavor was so
pleasant that he besought permission to take one to his wife. When Hanna had tasted it she also appeared to enjoy
it; but she said,
“Tell Moon that I need something else, for I have no strength, and I am thinking that this fruit will not give to
me what I lose by these children.”
Bateta went out and prayed to Moon to listen to Hanna’s words—which when he had heard, he said,
“It was known to me that this should be, wherefore look round, Bateta, and tell me what you see moving
yonder.”
“Why, that is a buffalo.”
“Rightly named,” replied Moon. “And what follows it?”
“A goat.”
“Good again. And what next?”
“An antelope.”
“Excellent, O Bateta; and what may the next be?”
“A sheep.”
“Sheep it is, truly. Now look up above the trees, and tell me what you see soaring over them.”
“I see fowls and pigeons.”
“Very well called, indeed,” said Moon.
“These I give unto you for meat. The buffalo is strong and fierce, leave him for your leisure; but the goat,
sheep, and fowls, shall live near you, and shall partake of your bounty. There are numbers in the woods which will
come to you when they are filled with their grazing and their pecking.
“Take any of them—either goat, sheep, or fowl—bind it, and chop its head off with your hatchet. The blood
will sink into the soil; the meat underneath the outer skin is good for food, after being boiled or roasted over the
fire.
“Haste now, Bateta; it is meat your wife craves, and she needs nothing else to restore her strength. So prepare
instantly and eat.”
The moon floated upward, smiling and benignant, and Bateta hastened to bind a goat, and made it ready as the
moon had advised. Hanna, after eating of the meat which was prepared by boiling, soon recovered her strength,
and the children throve, and grew marvelously.
*
One morning Bateta walked out of his hollowed house, and lo! a change had come over the earth.
Right over the tops of the trees a great globe of shining, dazzling light looked out from the sky, and blazed
white and bright over all. Things that he had seen dimly before were now more clearly revealed. By the means of
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the strange light hung up in the sky he saw the difference between that which the moon gave and that new brightness which now shone out. For, without, the trees and their leaves seemed clad in a luminous coat of light, while
underneath it was but a dim reflection of that which was without, and to the sight it seemed like the colder light of
the moon.
And in the cooler light that prevailed below the foliage of the trees there were gathered hosts of new and
strange creatures; some large, others of medium, and others of small size. Astonished at these changes, he cried,
“Come out, O Hanna, and see the strange sights without the dwelling, for verily I am amazed, and know not
what has happened.”
Obedient, Hanna came out with the children and stood by his side, and was equally astonished at the brightness
of the light and at the numbers of creatures which in all manner of sizes and forms stood in the shade ranged
around them, with their faces towards the place where they stood.
“What may this change portend, O Bateta?” asked his wife.
“Nay, Hanna, I know not. All this has happened since the moon departed from me.”
“You must perforce call him again, Bateta, and demand the meaning of it, else I shall fear harm unto you, and
unto these children.”
“You are right, my wife, for to discover the meaning of all this without other aid than my own wits would keep
us here until we perished.”
Then he lifted his voice, and cried out aloud upward, and at the sound of his voice all the creatures gathered in
the shades looked upward, and cried with their voices; but the meaning of their cry, though there was an infinite
variety of sound, from the round bellowing voice of the lion to the shrill squeak of the mouse, was:
“Come down unto us, O Moon, and explain the meaning of this great change unto us; for you only who made
us can guide our sense unto the right understanding of it.”
*
When they had ended their entreaty unto the moon, there came a voice from above, which sounded like distant
thunder, saying,
“Rest you where you stand, until the brightness of this new light shall have faded, and you distinguish my
milder light and that of the many children which have been born unto me, when I shall come unto you and
explain.”
Thereupon they rested, each creature in its own place, until the great brightness, and the warmth of the strange
light faded and lessened, and it was observed that it disappeared from view on the opposite side to that where it
had first been seen, and that immediately after at the place of its disappearance the moon was seen, and all over
the sky became visible the countless little lights which the children of the moon gave.
Presently, after Bateta had pointed these out to Hanna and the children, the moon shone out bland, and its face
was covered with gladness, and he left the sky smiling, and floated down to the earth, and stood not far off from
Bateta, in view of him and his family, and of all the creatures under the shade.
*
“Hearken, O Bateta, and you creatures of prey and pasture.
A little while ago, you have seen the beginning of the measurement of time, which shall be divided hereafter
into day and night. The time that lapses between the sun’s rising and it’s setting shall be called day, that which
shall lapse between its setting and re-rising, shall be called night.
“The light of the day proceeds from the sun, but the light of the night proceeds from me and from my children
the stars; and as you are all my creatures I have chosen that my softer light shall shine during the restful time
wherein you sleep, to recover the strength lost in the waking time; and you shall be daily waked for the working
time by the stronger light of the sun.
“This rule never-ending shall remain.
“And whereas Bateta and his wife are the first of creatures, to them, their families, and kind that shall be born
unto them, shall be given pre-eminence over all creatures made, not that they are stronger, or swifter, but because
to them only have I given understanding and a gift of speech to transmit it.
“Perfection and everlasting life had also been given, but the taint of the toad remains in the system, and the
result will be death—death to all living things, Bateta and Hanna excepted. In the fullness of time, when their
limbs refuse to bear the burden of their bodies and their marrow has become dry, my first-born shall return to me,
and I shall absorb them.
“Children shall be born innumerable unto them, until families shall expand into tribes, and from here, as from
a spring, mankind will outflow and overspread all lands, which are now but wild and wold,\fn{ Wooded.} ay, even
to the farthest edge of the earth.
“And hearken, O Bateta, the beasts which you see have sprung from the ashes of the toad. On the day that he
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measured his power against mine, and he was consumed by my fire, there was one drop of juice left in his head. It
was a life-germ which soon grew into another toad. Though not equal in power to the parent toad, you see what he
has done.
“Yonder beasts of prey and pasture and fowls are his work. As fast as they were conceived by him, and
uncouth and ungainly they were, I dipped them into Toad’s Pool, and perfected them outwardly, according to their
uses, and, as you see, each specimen has its mate. Whereas, both you and they alike have the acrid poison of the
toad, you from the parent, they in a greater measure from the child toad, the mortal taint when ripe will end both
man and beast.
“No understanding nor gift of speech have been given to them, and they are as inferior to thyself as the child
toad was to the parent toad. Wherefore, such qualities as you may discover in them, you may employ in your
services.
“Meantime, let them go out each to its own feeding-ground, lair, or covert, and grow and multiply, until the generations descending from you shall have need for them. Enough for you, with the bounties of the forest, jungle,
and plain, are the goats, sheep, and fowls.
“At your leisure, Bateta, you may strike and eat such beasts as you see akin in custom to these that will feed
from your hand. The waters abound in fish that are yours at your need, the air swarms with birds which are also
yours, as your understanding will direct you.
“You will be wise to plant all such edibles as you may discover pleasing to the palate and agreeable to your
body, but be not rash in assuming that all things pleasant to the eye are grateful to your inwards.
“So long as you and Hanna are on the earth, I promise you my aid and council; and what I tell you and your
wife you will do well to teach your children, that the memory of useful things be not forgotten—for after I take
you to myself, I come no more to visit man.
“Enter your house now, for it is a time, as I have told you, for rest and sleep. At the shining of the greater light,
you will waken for active life and work, and family care and joys. The beasts shall also wander each to his home
in the earth, on the tops of the trees, in the bush, or in the cavern.
“Fare you well, Bateta, and have kindly care for your wife Hanna and the children.”
The moon ended his speech, and floated upward, radiant and gracious, until he rested in his place in the sky,
and all the children of the moon twinkled for joy and gladness so brightly, as the parent of the world entered his
house, that all the heavens for a short time seemed burning. Then the moon drew over him his cloudy cloak, and
the little children of the moon seemed to get drowsy, for they twinkled dimly, and then a darkness fell over all the
earth, and in the darkness man and beast retired, each to his own place, according as the moon had directed.
*
A second time Bateta waked from sleep, and walked out to wonder at the intense brightness of the burning
light that made the day. Then he looked around him, and his eyes rested upon a noble flock of goats and sheep, all
of whom bleated their morning welcome, while the younglings pranced about in delight, and after cavorting
around, expressed in little bleats the joy they felt at seeing their chief Bateta.
His attention was also called to the domestic fowls; there were red and white and spotted cocks, and as many
colored hens, each with its own brood of chicks. The hens trotted up to their master—cluck, cluck, clucking—the
tiny chicks, following each its own mother—cheep, cheep, cheeping—while the cocks threw out their breasts and
strutted grandly behind, and crowed with their trumpet throats,
“All hail, master.”
Then the morning wind rose and swayed the trees, plants, and grasses, and their tops bending before it bowed
their salutes to the new king of the earth, and thus it was that man knew that his reign over all was acknowledged.
*
A few months afterwards, another double birth occurred, and a few months later there was still another, and
Bateta remembered the number of months that intervened between each event, and knew that it would be a regular
custom for all time. At the end of the eighteenth year, he permitted his first-born to choose a wife, and when his
other children grew up he likewise allowed them to select their wives.
At the end of ninety years, Hanna had borne to Bateta, two hundred and forty-two children, and there were
grandchildren, and great-grandchildren, and countless great-great-grandchildren, and they lived to an age many
times the length of the greatest age amongst us now-a-days.
When they were so old that it became a trouble to them to live, the moon came down to the earth as he had
promised, and bore them to himself, and soon after the first-born twins died and were buried in the earth, and after
that the deaths were many and more frequent.
People ceased to live as long as their parents had done, for sickness, dissensions, wars, famines, accidents
ended them and cut their days short, until they at last forgot how to live long, and cared not to think how their
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days might be prolonged.
And it has happened after this manner down to us who now live. The whole earth has become filled with
mankind, but the dead that are gone and forgotten are far greater in number than those now alive upon the earth.
*
“You see now, my friends, what mischief the toad did unto all mankind. Had his conceit been less, and had he
waited a little, the good Moon would have conceived us of a nobler kind than we now are, and the taint of the toad
had not cursed man.
“Wherefore abandon headstrong ways, and give not way to rashness, but pay good heed to the wise and old,
lest you taint in like manner the people, and cause the innocent, the young, and the weak to suffer. I have spoken
my say. If you have heard aught\fn{Anything.} displeasing, remember I but tell the tale as it was told unto me.”
“Taking it as a mere story,” said Baraka, “it is very well told, but I should like to know why the Moon did not
teach Bateta the value of manioc, since he took the trouble to tell him about the banana.”
“For the reason,” answered Matageza, “that when he showed him the banana, there was no one but the Moon
could have done so. But after the Moon had given goats and sheep and fowls for his companions, his own lively
intelligence was sufficient to teach Bateta many things.
“The goats became great pets of Bateta, and used to follow him about. He observed that there was a certain
plant to which the goats flocked with great greed, to feed upon the tops until their bellies became round and large
with it. One day the idea came to him that if the goats could feed so freely upon it without harm, that it might be
also harmless to him.
“Whereupon he pulled the plant up and carried it home. While he was chopping up the tops for the pot his pet
goats tried to eat the tuber which was the root, and he tried that also. He cut up both leaves and root and cooked
them, and after tasting them he found them exceedingly good and palatable, and thenceforward manioc became a
daily food to him and his family, and from them to his children’s children, and so on down to us.”
“Verily, that is of great interest. Why did you not put that in the story?”
“Because the story would then have no end. I would have to tell you of the sweet potato, and the tomato, of the
pumpkin, of the millet that was discovered by the fowls, and of the palm-oil nut that was discovered by the dog.”
“Ah, yes, tell us how a dog could have shown the uses of the palm-oil nut.”
“It is very simple. Bateta coaxed a dog to live with him because he found that the dog preferred to sit on his
haunches and wait for the bones that his family threw aside after the meal was over, rather than hunt for himself
like other flesh-eating beasts. One day Bateta walked out into the woods, and his dog followed him. After a long
walk Bateta rested at the foot of the straight tall tree called the palm, and there were a great many nuts lying on
the ground, which perhaps the monkeys or the wind had thrown down. The dog after smelling them lay down and
began to eat them, and though Bateta was afraid he would hurt himself, he allowed him to have his own way, and
he did not see that they harmed him at all, but that he seemed as fond as ever of them.. By thinking of this he
conceived that they would be no harm to him; and after cooking them, he found that their fat improved the flavor
of his vegetables, hence the custom came down to us.
“Indeed, the knowledge of most things that we know today as edibles came down to us through the observation
of animals by our earliest fathers. What those of old knew not was found out later through stress of hunger, while
men were lost in the bushy wilds.”
When at last we rose to retire to our tents and huts, the greater number of our party felt the sorrowful
conviction that the toad had imparted to all mankind an incurable taint, and that we poor wayfarers, in particular,
were cursed with an excess of it, in consequence of which both toad and tadpole were heartily abused by all.
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Goat and a lion were traveling together one day on the outskirts of a forest, at the end of which there was a
community of mankind comfortably hutted within a village, which was fenced round with tall and pointed stakes.
The goat said to the lion:
“Well, now, my friend, where do you come from this day?”
“I have come from a feast that I have given many friends of mine—to the leopard, hyena, wolf, jackal, wild
cat, buffalo, zebra, and many more. The long-necked giraffe and dew-lapped eland were also there, as well as the
springing antelope.”
14

“That is grand company you keep, indeed,” said the goat, with a sigh. “Alas for poor me, I am alone. No one
cares for me very much, but I find abundance of grass and sweet leafage, and when I am full, I seek a soft spot under a tree, and chew my cud, dreamily and contentedly. And of other sorrows, save an occasional pang of hunger,
in my wanderings I know of none.”
“Do you mean to say that you do not envy me my regal dignity and strength?”
“I do not indeed, because as yet I have been ignorant of them.”
“What? Know you not that I am the strongest of all who dwell in the forest or wilderness that when I roar all
who hear me bow down their heads, and shrink in fear?”
“Indeed, I do not know all this, nor am I very sure that you are not deceiving yourself, because I know many
whose offensive powers are much more dangerous, my friend, than yours. True your teeth are large, and your
claws are sharp, and your roar is loud enough, and your appearance is imposing. Still, I know a tiny thing in these
woods that is much more to be dreaded than you are; and I think if you matched yourself against it in a contest,
that same tiny thing would become victor.”
“Bah!” said the lion, impatiently, “you anger me. Why, even today all who were at the feast acknowledged that
they were but feeble creatures compared with me: and you will own that if I but clawed you once there would be
no life left in you.”
“What you say in regard to me is true enough, and, as I said before, I do not pretend to the possession of
strength. But this tiny thing that I know of is not likely to have been at your feast.”
“What may this tiny thing be that is so dreadful?” asked the lion, sneeringly.
“The serpent,” answered the goat, chewing his cud with an indifferent air.
“The serpent!” said the Lion, astounded. “What, that crawling reptile, which feeds on mice and sleeping birds
—that soft vine-like, creeping thing that coils itself in tufts of grass, and branches of bush?”
“Yes, that is its name and character clearly.”
“Why, my weight alone would tread it flat like unto a smashed egg.”
“I would not try to do so if I were you. Its fangs are sharper than your great corner teeth or caws.
“Will you match it against my strength?”
“Yes.”
“And if you lose, what will be the forfeit?”
“If you survive the fight, I will be your slave, and you may command me for any purpose you please. But what
will you give me it you lose?”
“What you please.”
“Well, then, I will take one hundred bunches of bananas; and you had better bring them here alongside of me,
before you begin.”
“Where is this serpent that will fight with me?”
“Close by. When you have brought the bananas he will be here, waiting for you.”
The lion stalked proudly away to procure the bananas, and the goat proceeded into the bush, where he saw
serpent drowsily coiled in many coils on a slender branch.
“Serpent,” said the goat, “wake up. Lion is raging for a fight with you. He has made a bet of a hundred bananas
that he will be the victor, and I have pledged my life that you will be the strong one; and, hark you, obey my hints,
and my life is safe, and I shall be provided with food for at least three moons.”
“Well,” said serpent, languidly, “what is it that you wish me to do?”
“Take position on a bush about three cubits high, that stands near the scene where the fight is to take place, and
when Lion is ready, raise your crest high and boldly, and ask him to advance near you that you may see him well,
because you are short-sighted, you know. And he, full of his conceit and despising your slight form, will advance
towards you, unwiting of your mode of attack. Then fasten your fangs in his eyebrows, and coil yourself round his
neck. If there is any virtue left in your venom, poor Lion will like stark\fn{ Stiff, as in stark-dead.} before long.”
“And if I do this, what will you do for me?”
“I am thy servant and friend for all time.”
“It is well,” answered the serpent. “Lead the way.”
Accordingly Goat led Serpent to the scene of the combat, and the latter coiled itself in position, as Goat had
advised, on the leafy top of a young bush.
Presently Lion came, with a long line of servile animals, bearing one hundred bunches of bananas; and, after
dismissing them, he turned to the goat, and said:
“Well, Goatee, where is your friend who is stronger than I am? I feel curious to see him.”
“Are you Lion?” asked a sibilant voice from the top of a bush.
“Yes, I am; and who are you that do not know me?”
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“I am Serpent, friend Lion, and short of sight and slow of movement. Advance nearer to me, for I see you not.”
Lion uttered a loud roaring laugh, and went confidently near the Serpent—who had raised his crest and arched
his neck—so near that his breath seemed to blow the slender form to a tremulous movement.
“You shake already,” said Lion, mockingly.
“Yes, I shake but to strike the better, my friend,” said Serpent, as he darted forward and fixed his fangs in the
left eyebrow of Lion, and at the same moment its body glided round the neck of Lion, and became buried out of
sight in the copious mane.
Like the pain of fire the deadly venom was felt quickly in the head and body. When it reached the heart, Lion
fell down and lay still and dead.
“Well done!” cried Goat, as he danced around the pile of bananas. “Provisions for three moons have I, and this
doughty roarer is of no more value than a dead goat.”
Goat and Serpent then vowed friendship for one another, after which Serpent said:
“Now follow me, and obey. I have a little work for you.”
“Work! What work, O Serpent?”
“It is light and agreeable. If. you follow that path, you will find a village of mankind. You will there proclaim
to the people what I have done, and show this carcass to them. In return for this they will make much of you, and
you will find abundance of food in their gardens—tender leaves of manioc and peanut, mellow bananas, and
plenty of rich greens daily. True, when you are fat and a feast is to be made, they will kill you and eat you; but for
all your kind, comfort, plenty and warm dry housing is more agreeable than the cold damp jungle, and destruction
by the feral beasts.”
“Nay, neither the work nor the fate is grievous and I thank you, O Serpent; but for you there can be no other
home than the bush and the tuft of grass, and you will always be a dreaded enemy of all who come near your
resting-place.”
Then they parted. The goat went along the path, and came to the gardens of a village, where a woman was
chopping fuel. Looking up she saw a creature with grand horns coming near to her, bleating. Her first impulse was
to run away, but seeing, as it bleated, that it was a fodder-eating animal, with no means of offence, she plucked
some manioc greens and coaxed it to her, upon which the goat came and spoke to her.
“Follow me, for I have a strange thing to show you a little distance off.”
The woman, wondering that a four-footed animal could address her in intelligible speech, followed; and the
goat trotted gently before her to where Lion lay dead. The woman upon seeing the body stopped and asked,
“What is the meaning of this?” The goat answered,
“This was once the king of beasts; the fear of him was upon all that lived in the woods and in the wilderness.
But he too often boasted of his might, and became too proud. I therefore dared him to fight a tiny creature of the
bush, and lo! the boaster was slain.”
“And how do you name the victor?”
“The Serpent.”
“Ah! You say true. Serpent is king over all, except man,” answered the woman.
“You are of a wise kind,” answered the goat.
“Serpent confessed to me that man was his superior, and sent me to you that I might become man’s creature.
Henceforth man shall feed me with greens, tender tops of plants, and house and protect me; but when the feastday comes, man shall kill me, and eat of my flesh. These are the words of Serpent.”
The woman hearkened to all goat’s words, and retained them in her memory. Then she unrobed the lion of his
furry spoil, and conveyed it to the village, where she astonished her folk with all that had happened to her.
From that day to this the goat kind has remained with the families of man, and people are grateful to the
serpent for his gift to them; for had not the serpent commanded it to seek their presence, the goat had remained
forever wild like the antelope, its brother.
2
Maranda’s father was named Sukila, and he lived in the village of Chief Busandiya.
Sukila owned a fine large canoe and many paddles, which he had carved with his own hand. He possessed also
several long nets which he had himself made, besides spears, knives, a store of grass-cloths, and a few slaves. He
was highly respected by his countrymen, and sat by the chief’s side in the council place.
As the girl grew to be fit for marriage, Mafala thought she would suit him as a wife, and went and spoke of it
to Sukila, who demanded a slave girl, six long paddles ornamented with ivory caps, six goats, as many grass16

cloths as he had fingers and toes, a new shield, two axes, and two field-hoes.
Mafala tried to reduce the demand, and walked backwards and forwards many times to smoke pipes with,
Sukila, and get him to be less exacting. But the old man knew his daughter was worth the price he had put upon
her, and that if he refused Mafala, she would not remain long without a suitor.
For a girl like Maranda is not often seen among the Basokos. Her limbs were round and smooth, and ended in
thin, small hands and feet. The young men often spoke about Maranda’s light, straight feet, and quick-lifting step.
A boy’s arm could easily enclose the slim waist, and the manner in which she carried her head, and the supple
neck and the clear look in her eyes belonged to Maranda only.
Mafala, on the other hand, was curiously unlike her. He always seemed set on something, and the lines between the eyebrows gave him a severe face, not pleasant to see, and you always caught something in his eyes that
made you think of the glitter which is in a serpent’s eye.
Perhaps that was one reason why Sukila did not care to have him for his daughter’s husband. At any rate, he
would not abate his price one grass-cloth, and at last it was paid, and Maranda passed over from her father’s house
into that of her husband.
*
Soon after the marriage Maranda was heard to cry out, and it was whispered that she had learned much about
Mafala in a few days, and that blows as from a rod had been heard. Half a moon passed away, and then all the
village knew that Maranda had fled to Busandiya’s house, because of her husband’s ill-treatment.
Now the custom in such a case is that the father keeps his daughter’s dowry, and if it be true that a wife finds
life with her husband too harsh to be borne, she may seek the chiefs protection, and the chief may give her to
another husband who will treat her properly.
But before the chief had chosen the man to whom he would give her, Mafala went to a crocodile—for it turned
out that he was a mganga, a witch-man who had dealings with reptiles on land, as well as with the monsters of the
river—and he bargained with it to catch her as she came to the river to wash, and carry her up to a certain place on
the river bank where there was a tall tree with a large hole in it.
The crocodile bided his chance, and one morning, when Maranda visited the water, he seized her by the hand,
and swept her on to his back, and carried her to the hiding-place in the hollow tree. He then left her there, and
swam down opposite the village, and signaled to Mafala that he had performed his part of the bargain.
On the crocodile’s departure Maranda looked about the hole, and saw that she was in a kind of pit; but a long
way up, the hollow narrowed like the neck of a gourd, and she could see foliage and a bit of sky. She determined
to climb up, and though she scratched herself very much, she finally managed to reach the very top, and to crawl
outside into the air.
The tree was very large and lofty, and the branches spread out far, and they were laden with the heavy fruit of
which elephants are so fond.\fn{The jack-fruit.} At first she thought that she could not starve because of so many of
these big fruit; then as they were large and heavy she conceived the idea that they might be useful to defend
herself, and she collected a great number of them, and laid them in a heap over some sticks she had laid across the
branches.
By-and-by Mafala came, and discovered her high up among the foliage, and after jeering at her, began to climb
the tree. But when he was only half-way up, Maranda lifted one of the ponderous fruit and flung it on his head,
and he fell to the ground with his senses all in a whirl and his back greatly bruised. When he recovered he begged
the crocodile to help him, and he tried to climb up, but when he had ascended but a little way, Maranda dropped
one of the elephant-fruit fairly on his snout, which sent him falling backwards. Mafala then begged two great serpents to ascend and bring her down, but Maranda met them with the heavy fruit one after another, and they were
glad to leave her alone.
Then the man departed to seek a leopard, but while he was absent Maranda, from her tree, saw a canoe on the
river with two young fishermen in it, and she screamed loudly for help.
The fishermen paddled close ashore and found that it was Sukila’s daughter, the wife of Mafala, who was alone
on a tall tree.
They waited long enough to hear her story, and then returned to the village to obtain assistance.
Busandiya was much astonished to hear the fishermen’s news, and forthwith sent a war-canoe full of armed
men, led by the father, Sukila, to rescue her. By means of rattan-climbers they contrived to reach her, and to bring
her down safely. While some of the war-party set out to discover Mafala, the others watched for the crocodile and
the two serpents.
In a short time the cruel man was seen and caught, and he was brought to the river-side, bound with green
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withes. His legs and his arms were firmly tied together, and, after the Basoko had made Maranda repeat her story
from the beginning, and Sukila had told the manner of the marriage, they searched for great stones, which they
fastened to his neck; and, lifting him into the war-canoe, they paddled into the middle of the stream, where they
sang a death-chant; after which they dropped Mafala overboard and he was never heard of more.
That is all there is of the story of Maranda.
3
Kitinda, a woman of the Basoko, near the Aruwimi River, possessed a dog who was remarkable for his intelligence. It was said that he was so clever that strangers understood his motions as well as though he talked to them;
and that Kitinda, familiar with his ways and the tones of his whines, his yelps, and his barks, could converse with
him as easily as she could with her husband.
*
One market-day the mistress and her dog agreed to go together, and on the road she told him all she intended to
do and say in disposing of her produce in exchange for other articles which she needed in her home.
Her dog listened with sympathy, and then, in his own manner, he conveyed to her how great was his
attachment to her, and how there never was such a friend as he could be; and he begged her that, if at any time she
was in distress, she would tell him, and that he would serve her with all his might.
“Only,” he said, “were it not that I am afraid of the effects of being too clever, I could have served you oftener
and much more than I have done.”
“What do you mean?” asked Kitinda.
“Well, you know, among the Basoko, it is supposed, if one is too clever, or too lucky, or too rich, that it has
come about through dealings in witchcraft, and people are burned in consequence. I do not like the idea of being
burned—and therefore I have refrained often from assisting you because I feared you could not contain your surprise, and would chat about it to the villagers.
“Then some day, after some really remarkable act of cleverness of mine, people would say, ‘Ha! this is not a
dog. No dog could have done that! He must be a demon—or a witch in a dog’s hide!’ and of course they would
take me and burn me.”
“Why, how very unkind of you to think such things of me! When have I chatted about you? Indeed I have too
many things to do, my housework, my planting and marketing so occupy me, that I could not find time to gossip
about my dog.”
“Well, it is already notorious that I am clever, and I often tremble when strangers look at and admire me, for
fear some muddle-headed fellow will fancy that he sees something else in me more than unusual intelligence.
What would they say, however, if they really knew how very sagacious I am? The reputation that I possess has
only come through your affection for me, but I assure you that I dread this excess of affection lest it should end
fatally for you and for me.”
“But are you so much cleverer than you have already shown yourself? If I promise that I will never speak of
you to any person again, will you help me more than you have done, if I am in distress?”
“You are a woman, and you could not prevent yourself talking if you tried ever so hard.”
“Now, look you here, my dog. I vow to you that no matter what you do that is strange, I wish I may die, and
that the first animal I meet may kill me if I speak a word. You shall see now that Kitinda will be as good as her
word.”
“Very well, I will take you at your word. I am to serve you every time you need help, and if you speak of my
services to a soul, you are willing to lose your life by the first animal you may meet.”
Thus they made a solemn agreement as they traveled to market.
*
Kitinda sold her palm oil and fowls to great advantage that day, and in exchange received sleeping-mats, a
couple of carved tools, a bag of cassava flour, two large well-baked and polished crocks, a bunch of ripe bananas,
a couple of good plantation hoes, and a big strong basket.
After the marketing was over she collected her purchases together and tried to put them into the basket, but the
big crocks and carved stools were a sore trouble to her. She could put the flour and hoes and the bananas on top
with the mats for a cover very well, but the stools and the crocks were a great difficulty.
Her dog in the meantime had been absent, and had succeeded in killing a young antelope, and had dragged it
near her. He looked around and saw that the market was over, and that the people had returned to their own
homes, while his mistress had been anxiously planning how to pack her property. He heard her complain of her
folly in buying such cumbersome and weighty things, and ask herself how she was to reach home with them.
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Pitying her in her trouble, the dog galloped away and found a man empty-handed, before whom he fawned and
whose hands he licked, and being patted he clung to his cloth with his teeth and pulled him gently along—
wagging his tail and looking very amiable. He continued to do this until the man, seeing Kitinda fretting over her
difficulty, understood what was wanted, and offered to carry the stools and crocks at each end of his long staff
over his shoulders for a few of the ripe bananas and a lodging. His assistance was accepted with pleasure, and
Kitinda was thus enabled to reach her home, and on the way was told by the man how it was that he had happened
to return to the market-place.
Kitinda was very much tempted there and then to dilate upon her dog’s well-known cleverness, but remembered in time her promise not to boast of him. When, however, she reached the village, and the housewives came
out of their houses, burning to hear the news at the market, in her eagerness to tell this one and then the other all
that had happened to her, and all that she had seen and heard, she forgot her vow of the morning, and forthwith
commenced to relate the last wonderful trick of her dog in dragging a man back to the market-place to help her,
when she thought that all her profit in trade would be lost, and when she was just about to smash her nice crocks
in her rage.
The dog 1istened to her narrative, viewed the signs of wonder stealing over the women’s faces, heard them call
out to their husbands, saw the men advancing eagerly towards them, and look at him narrowly, heard one man
exclaim! “That cannot be a dog! it is a demon within a dog’s .hide. He—”
But the dog .had heard enough. He turned, and ran into the woods, and was never more seen in that village.
*
The next market day came round, and Kitinda took some more palm oil and a few fowls, and left her home to
dispose of them for some other domestic needs.
When about half way, her dog came out of the wood, and after accusing her of betraying him to her stupid
countrymen, thus returning evil for good, he sprang upon her and tore her to pieces.
4
The country now inhabited by the Basoko tribe was formerly known as Bandimba. A king called Bahanga was
its sole ruler.
He possessed a houseful of wives, but all his children were unfortunately of the female sex, which he considered to be a great grievance, and of which he frequently complained.
His subjects, on the other hand, were blessed with more sons than daughters, and this fact increased the king’s
grief, and made him envy the meanest of his subjects. One day, however, he married Bamana, the youngest
daughter of his principal chief, and finally he became the father of a male child, and was very happy, and his
people rejoiced in his happiness.
The prince grew up to be a marvel of strength and beauty, and his father doted on him so much, that he shared
his power with the boy in a curious manner. The king reserved authority over all the married people, while the
prince’s subjects consisted of those not yet mated. It thus happened that the prince ruled over more people than his
father, for the children, were, of course, more numerous than the parents.
But with all the honor conferred upon him the prince was not happy.
The more he obtained, the more he wished to possess. His eyes had but to see a thing to make him desire its
exclusive possession. Each day he preferred one or more requests to his father, and because of his great love for
him, the king had not the heart to refuse him anything. Indeed, he was persuaded to bestow so many gifts upon his
son that he reserved scarcely anything for himself.
*
One day the prince was playing with the youth of his court, and after the sport retired to the shade of a tree to
rest, and his companions sat down in a circle at a respectful distance from him. He then felt a gush of pride stealing over him as he thought of his great power, at the number and variety of his treasures, and he cried out boastfully that there never was a boy so great, so rich and so favored by his father, as he had become.
“My father,” said he, “can deny me nothing. I have only to ask, and it is given unto me.” Then one little slender boy with a thin voice said,
“It is true, prince. Your father has been very good to you. He is a mighty king, and he is as generous as he is
great. Still, I know of one thing that he cannot give you—and it is certain that you will never possess it.”
“What thing is that which I may not call my own, when I see it—and what is it that is not in the king’s power
to give me?” asked the prince, in a tone of annoyance.
“It is the moon,” answered the little boy; “and you must confess yourself that it is beyond the king’s power to
give that to you.”
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“Do you doubt it?” asked the prince. “I say to you that I shall possess it, and I will go now and claim it from
my father. I will not give him any peace until he gives it to me.”
*
Now it so happens that such treasures as are already ours, we do not value so much as those which we have not
yet got. So it was with this spoiled prince. The memory of the many gifts of his father faded from his mind, and
their value was not to be compared with this new toy—the moon—which he had never thought of before and
which he now so ardently coveted.
He found the king discussing important matters with the old men.
“Father,” said he, “just now, while I was with my companions I was taunted because I did not have the moon
among my toys, and it was said that it was beyond your power to give it to me. Now, prove this boy a liar, and
procure the moon for me, that I may be able to show it to them, and glory in your gift.”
“What is it you say, my son, you want the moon?” asked the astonished king.
“Yes. Do get it for me at once, won’t you?”
“But, my child, the moon is a long way up. How shall we ever be able to reach it?”
“I don’t know; but you have always been good to me, and you surely would not refuse me this favor, father?”
“I fear, my own, that we will not be able to give you the moon.”
“But, father, I must have it; my life will not be worth living without it. How may I dare to again face my
companions after my proud boast before them of your might and goodness. There was but one thing that yonder
pert boy said I might not have, and that was the moon. Now my soul is bent upon possessing this moon, and you
must obtain it for me or I shall die.”
“Nay, my son, speak not of death. It is an ugly word, especially when connected with my prince and heir. Do
you not know yet that I live only for your sake? Let your mind be at rest. I will collect all the wise men of the land
together, and ask them to advise me. If they say that the moon can be reached and brought down to us, you shall
have it.”
*
Accordingly the great state drum was sounded for the general palaver, and a score of criers went through the
towns beating their little drums as they went, and the messengers hastened all the wise men and elders to the
presence of the king.
When all were assembled, the king announced his desire to know how the moon could be reached, and whether
it could be shifted from its place in the sky and brought down to the earth, in order that he might give it to his only
son the prince. If there was any wise man present who could inform him how this could be done, and would
undertake to bring it to him, he would give the choicest of his daughters in marriage to him and endow him with
great riches.
When the wise men heard this strange proposal, they were speechless with astonishment, as no one in the
Basoko Land had ever heard of anybody mounting into the air higher than a tree, and to suppose that a person
could ascend as high as the moon was, they thought, simple madness. Respect for the king, however, held them
mute, though what their glances meant was very clear. But while each man was yet looking at his neighbor in
wonder, one of the wise men, who appeared to be about the youngest present, rose to his feet and said:
“Long life to the prince and to his father, the king! We have heard the words of our king, Bahanga, and they are
good. I—even I—his slave, am able to reach the moon, and to do the king’s pleasure, if the king’s authority will
assist me.”
The confident air of the man, and the ring of assurance in his voice made the other wise men, who had been so
ready to believe the king and prince mad, feel shame, and they turned their faces to him curiously, more than half
willing to believe that after all the thing was possible.
The king also lost his puzzled look, and appeared relieved.
“Say on. How may you be able to perform what you promise?”
“If it please the king,” answered the man, boldly, “I will ascend from the top of the high mountain near the
Cataract of Panga. But I shall first build a high scaffold on it, the base of which shall be as broad as the mountain
top, and on that scaffold I will build another, and on the second I shall build a third, and so on and so on until my
shoulder touches the moon.”
“But is it possible to reach the moon in this manner?” asked the king doubtingly.
“Most certainly, if I were to erect a sufficient number of scaffolds, one above another; but it will require a vast
quantity of timber, and a great army of workmen. If the king commands it, the work will be done.”
“Be it so, then,” said the king. “I place at your service every able-bodied man in the kingdom.”
“Ah, but all the men in your kingdom are not sufficient, oh, king. All the grown-up men will be wanted to fell
the trees, square the timber and bear it to the works; and every grown-up woman will be required to prepare the
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food for the workmen; and every boy must carry water to satisfy their thirst, and bark rope for the binding of the
timbers; and every girl, big and little, must be sent to till the fields to raise cassava for food. Only in this manner
can the prince obtain the moon as his toy.”
“I say, then, let it be done as you think it ought to be done. All the men, women, and children in the kingdom I
devote to this service, that my only son may enjoy what he desires.”
*
Then it was proclaimed throughout the wide lands of the Bandimba that all the people should be gathered
together to proceed at once with the work of obtaining the moon for the king’s son.
And the forest was cut down, and while some of the workmen squared the trees, others cut deep holes in the
ground, to make a broad and sure base for the lower scaffold; and the boys made thousands of rope coils to lash
the timbers together out of bark, fiber of palm, and tough grass; and the girls, big and little, hoed up the ground
and planted the cassava shrubs and cuttings from the banana and the plantain, and sowed the corn; and the women
kneaded the bread and cooked the greens, and roasted green bananas for food for the workmen.
And all the Bandimba people were made to slave hard every day in order that a spoiled boy might have the
moon for his toy.
In a few days the first scaffolding stood up as high as the tallest trees, in a few weeks the structure had grown
until it was many arrow flights in height, in two months it was so lofty that the top could not be seen with the
naked eye.
The fame of the wonderful wooden tower that the Bandimba were building was carried far and wide; and the
friendly nations round about sent messengers to see and report to them what mad thing the Bandimba were about,
for rumor had spread so many contrary stories among people that strangers did not know what to believe.
Some said it was true that all the Bandimba had become mad; but some of those who came to see with their
own eyes, laughed, while others began to feel anxious.
All, however, admired the bigness, and wondered at the height of the tower.
*
In the sixth month the top of the highest scaffold was so high that on the clearest day people could not see halfway up; and it was said to be so tall that the chief engineer could tell the day he would be able to touch the moon.
The work went on, and at last the engineer passed the word down that in a few days more it would be finished.
Everybody believed him, and the nations round about sent more people to be present to witness the completion of
the great tower, and to observe what would happen.
In all the land, and the countries adjoining it, there was found only one wise man who foresaw that if the moon
was shifted out of its place what damage would happen, and that probably all those foolish people in the vicinity
of the tower would be destroyed. Fearing some terrible calamity, he proposed to depart from among the Bandimba
before it should be too late.
He then placed his family in a canoe, and, after storing it with sufficient provisions, he embarked, and in the
night he floated down the river Aruwimi and into the big river, and continued his journey night and day as fast as
the current would take him—far, far below any lands known to the Bandimba.
A week later, after the flight of the wise man and his family, the chief engineer sent down word to the king that
he was ready to take the moon down.
“It is well,” replied the king from below. “I will ascend, that I may see how you set about it.”
*
Within twenty days the king reached the summit of the tower, and, standing at last by the side of the engineer,
he laid his hand upon the moon, and it felt exceedingly hot. Then he commanded the engineer to proceed to take it
down.
The man put a number of cool bark coils over his shoulder and tried to dislodge it; but, as it was firmly fixed,
he used such a deal of force that he cracked it, and there was an explosion, the fire and sparks from which
scorched him.
The timber on which the king and his chiefs were standing began to burn, and many more bursting sounds
were heard, and fire and melted rock ran down through the scaffolding in a steady stream, until all the woodwork
was ablaze, and the flames soared upward among the uprights and trestles of the wood in one vast pile of fire; and
every man, woman, and child was utterly consumed in a moment.
And the heat was so great that it affected the moon, and a large portion of it tumbled to the earth, and its
glowing hot materials ran over the ground like a great river of fire, so that most of the country of the Bandimba
was burnt to ashes.
On those who were not smothered by the smoke, nor burnt by the fire, and who fled from before the burning
river, the effect was very wonderful. Such of them as were grown up, male and female, were converted into
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gorillas, and all the children into different kinds of long-tailed monkeys.
*
The old man who told me this story ended by saying to us, who listened with open mouth to his words:
“Friends, if you doubt the truth of what I have said, all you have to do is to look at the moon when it is full,
and you may then see on a clear night a curious dark portion on its face, which often appears as though there were
peaky mountains in it, and often the dark spots are like some kind of horned animals; and then again, you will
often fancy that on the moon you see the outlines of a man’s face, but those dark spots are only the holes made in
the moon by the man who forced his shoulders through it.
“By this you will know that I have not lied unto you.
“Now ever since that dreadful day when the moon burst and the Bandimba country was consumed, parents are
not in the habit of granting children all they ask for, but only such things as their age and experience warn them
are good for their little ones.
“And when little children will not be satisfied by such things, but fret and pester their parents to give them
what they know will be harmful to them, then it is a custom with all wise people to take the rod to them, to drive
out of their heads the wicked thoughts.”
“But, Baruti,” said a Zanzibari who believed the story, for had he not often viewed the dark spots on the moon,
“what became of Bahanga and the little prince?”
“Why, after the engineer of the works, the first who died were the king and the prince whose folly had brought
ruin on the land.”
119.131 The Queen Of The Pool 2. The City Of The Elephants: Two Folktales\fn{by Kassim of the Basoko (c.1860?-)}
near the Aruwimi River, Orientale (then Haut-Zaire) Province, Congo/Kinshasa (M) 7
1
Izoka is the daughter of a chief of Umané whose name is Uyimba, and her mother is called T\vekay.
One of the young warriors called Koku lifted his eyes towards her, and as he had a house of his own which was
empty, he thought Izoka ought to be the one to keep his hearth warm, and be his companion while he went
fishing. The idea became fixed in his mind, and he applied to her father, and the dowry was demanded; and,
though it was heavy, it was paid, to ease his longing after her.
Now, Izoka was in every way fit to be a chiefs wife. She was tall, slender, comely of person, her skin was like
down to the touch, her kindly eyes brimmed over with pleasantness, her teeth were like white beads, and her
ready laugh was such that all who heard it compared it to the sweet sounds of a flute which the perfect player
loves to make before he begins a tune, and men’s moods became merry when she passed them in the village.
Well, she became Koku’s wife, and she left her father’s house to live with her husband.
At first it seemed that they were born for one another. Though Koku was no mean fisherman, his wife excelled
him in every way. Where one fish came into his net, ten entered into that of Izoka, and this great success brought
him abundance. His canoe returned daily loaded with fish, and on reaching home they had as much work to clean
and cure the fish as they could manage.
Their daily catch would have supported quite a village of people from starving. They therefore disposed of
their surplus stock by bartering it for slaves, and goats, and fowls, hoes, carved paddles, and swords; and in a
short time Koku became the wealthiest among the chiefs of Umané, through the good fortune that attended Izoka
in whatever she did.
*
Most men would have considered themselves highly favored in having such a fortunate wife,\fn{ The text has:
such fortunate wives.} but it was not so with Koku. He became a changed man. Prosperity proved his bane; he went
no more with Izoka to fish; he seldom visited the market in her company, nor the fields where the slaves were at
work, planting manioc, or weeding the plantain rows, or clearing the jungle, as he used to do.
He was now always seen with his long pipe, and boozing with wretched idlers on the plantain wine purchased
with his wife’s industry; and when he came home it was to storm at his wife in such a manner that she could only
bow to it in silence.
When Koku was most filled with malice, he had an irritating way of disguising his spitefulness with a wicked
smile, while his tongue expressed all sorts of contrary fancies. He would take delight in saying that her smooth
skin was as rough as the leaf with which we polish our spear-shafts, that she was dumpy and dwarfish, that her
mouth reminded him of a crocodile’s, and her ears of an ape’s; her legs were crooked, and her feet were like
hippopotamus hoofs, and she was scorned for even her nails, which were worn to the quick with household toil;
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and he continued in this style to vex her, until at last he became persuaded that it was she who tormented him.
Then he accused her of witchcraft. He said that it was by her witch’s medicines that she caught so many fish,
and he knew that some day she would poison him.
*
Now, in our country, this is a very serious accusation. However, she never crossed her husband’s humor, but
received the bitterness with closed lips. This silent habit of hers made matters worse. For the more patience she
showed, the louder his accusations became, and the worse she appeared in his eyes.
And indeed it is no wonder. If you make up your mind that you will see naught in a wife but faults, you
become blind to everything else.
Her cooking also, according to him, was vile—there was either too much palm oil or too little in the herbmess, there was sand in the meat of the fish, the fowls were nothing but bones, she was said to empty the chillipot into the stew, the house was not clean, there were snakes in his bed—and so on and so on.
Then she threatened, when her tough patience quite broke down, that she would tell her father if he did not
desist, which so enraged him that he took a thick stick, and beat her so cruelly that she was nearly dead.
This was too much to bear from one so ungrateful, and she resolved to elope into the woods, and live apart
from all mankind.
*
She had traveled a good two days’ journey when she came in sight of a lengthy and wide pool which was fed
by many springs, and bordered by tall, bending reeds; and the view of this body of water, backed by deep woods
all round, appeared to her so pleasing that she chose a level place near its edge for a resting-place.
Then she unstrapped her hamper and sitting down turned out the things she had brought, and began to think of
what could be done with them. There was a wedge-like axe which might also be used as an adze, there were two
hoes, a handy Basoko bill-hook, a couple of small nets, a ladle, half-a-dozen small gourds full of grains, a
cooking-pot, some small fish-knives, a bunch of tinder, a couple of fire-sticks, a short stick of sugar-cane, two
banana bulbs, a few beads, iron bangles, and tiny copper balls.
As she looked over all these things, she smiled with satisfaction and thought she would manage well enough.
She then went into the pool a little way and looked searchingly in for a time, and she smiled again, as if to say
“better and better.”
Now with her axe she cut a hoe-handle, and in a short time it was ready for use. Going to the pool-side, she
commenced to make quite a large round hole. She labored at this until the hole was as deep and wide as her own
height; then she plastered the bottom evenly with the mud from the pool-bank, and after that, she made a great fire
at the bottom of the pit, and throughout the night that followed, after a few winks of sleep, she would rise and
throw on more fuel. When the next day dawned, after breaking her fast with a few grains baked in her pot, she
swept out all the fire from the well, and wherever a crack appeared in the baked bottom she filled it up carefully,
and she also plastered the sides all round smoothly, and again she made a great fire in the pit, and left it to burn all
that day.
While the fire was baking the bottom and walls of the well, she hid her hamper among a clump of reeds, and
explored her neighborhood.
During her wanderings she found a path leading northward, and she noted it. She also discovered many nuts,
sweet red berries, some round, others oval, and the fruit which is a delight to the elephants; and loading herself
with as many of these articles as she could carry, she returned, and sat down by the mouth of the well, and
refreshed herself. The last work of the day was to take out the fire, plaster up the cracks in the bottom and sides,
and .re-make the fire as great as ever. Her bed she made not far from it, with her axe by her side.
*
On the next morning she determined to follow the path she had discovered the day before, and when the sun
was well-nigh at the middle of the sky, she came suddenly in view of a banana grove, whereupon she instantly
retreated a little and hid herself.
When darkness had well set, she rose, and penetrating the grove, cut down a large bunch of bananas, with
which she hurried back along the road. When she came to a stick she had laid across the path, she knew she was
not far from the pool, and she remained there until it was sufficiently light to find her way to the well.
By the time she arrived at her well it was in a perfect state, the walls being as sound and well baked as her
cooking-pot. After half. filling it with water, she roasted a few bananas, and made a contented meal from them.
Then taking her pot she boiled some bananas, and with these she made a batter. She now emptied the pot, smeared
the bottom and sides of it thickly with this sticky batter, and then tying a vine round the pot she let it down into
the pond.
As soon as it touched the ground, lo! the minnows flocked greedily into the vessel to feed on the batter. And on
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Izoka suddenly drawing it up she brought out several score of minnows, the spawn of catfish, and some of the
young of the bearded fish which grow to such an immense size in our waters. The minnows she took out and dried
to serve as food, but the young of the cat and bearded fish she dropped into her well..
She next dug a little ditch from the well to the pool, and after making a strong and close netting of cane
splinters across the mouth of the ditch, she made another narrow ditch to let a thin fillet of spring water supply the
well with fresh water.
*
Every day she spent a little time in building a hut, in a cosy place surrounded by bush, which had only one
opening; then she would go and work a little at a garden wherein she had planted the sugar-cane, which had been
cut into three parts, and the two banana bulbs, and had sowed her millet, and her sesamum, and yellow corn which
she had brought in the gourds, and every day she carefully fed her fish in the well.
But there were three things she missed most in her loneliness, and these were the cries of an infant, the proud
cluck of the hen after she lays an egg, and the bleating of a kid at her threshold.
This made her think that she might replace them by something else, and she meditated long upon what it might
be.
Observing that there were a number of ground squirrels about, she thought of snares to catch them. She
accordingly made loops of slender but strong vines near the roots of the trees, and across their narrow tracks in the
woods. And she succeeded at last in catching a pair.
With other vines rubbed over with bird-lime she caught some young parrots and wagtails, whose wing feathers
she chopped off with her bill-hook. And one day, while out gathering nuts and berries for her birds, she came
across a nest of the pelican, wherein were some eggs; and these she resolved to watch until they were hatched,
when she would take and rear them.
She had found full occupation for her mind, in making cages for her squirrels and birds, and providing them
with food, and had no time at all for grief.
Izoka, however, being very partial to the fish in her well, devoted most of her leisure to feeding them, and they
became so tame, and intelligent that they understood the cooing notes of a strange song which she taught them, as
though they were human beings. She fed them plentifully with banana-batter, so that in a few months they had
grown into a goodly size. By-and-by, they became too large for the well, and as they were perfectly tame, she took
them out, and allowed them to go at large in the pool; but punctually in the early morning, and at noon and sunset,
she called them to her, and gave them their daily portion of food, for by this time she had a goodly store of
bananas and grain from her plantation and garden.
*
One of the largest fish she called Munu, and he was so intelligent and trustful in his mistress’s hands that he
disliked going very far from the neighborhood; and if she laid her two hands in the water, he would rest contentedly in the hollow thus formed. She had also strung her stock of shells and beads into necklaces, and had fastened
them round the tails of her favorite fish.
Her other friends grew quite as tame as the fish, for all kinds of animals learn to cast off their fears of mankind
in return for true kindness, and when no disturbing shocks alarm them.
And in this lonely place, so sheltered by protecting woods, where the wind had scarce power to rustle the
bending reed and hanging leaves, there was no noise to inspire the most timid with fright.
If you try, you can fancy this young woman Izoka sitting on the ground by the pool-side, surrounded by her
friends, like a mother by her offspring. In her arms a young pelican, on one shoulder a chattering parrot, on the
other a sharp-eyed squirrel, sitting on his haunches, licking his forefeet; in her lap another playing with his bushy
tail, and at her feet the wagtails, wagging friskily their hind parts and kicking up little showers of dusty soil.
Between her and the pool a long-legged heron, who has long ago been snared, and has submitted to his mistress’s
kindness, and now stands on one leg, as though he were watching for her safety. Not far behind her is her
woodland home, well stored with food and comforts, which are the products of her skill and care. Swifts and sand
martins are flying about, chasing one another merrily, and making the place ring with their pipings; the water of
the pool lies level and unwrinkled, save in front of her, where the fish sometimes flop about impatient for their
mistress’s visit.
*
This was how she appeared one day to the cruel eyes of Koku her husband, who had seen the smoke of her fire
as he was going by the path which led to the north. Being a woodsman as well as a fisher, he had the craft of such
as hunt, and he stealthily approached from tree to tree until he was so near that he could see the beady eyes of the
squirrel on her shoulder, who startled her by his sudden movements.
It was strange how quickly the alarm was communicated from one to another. His brother squirrel peeped from
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one side with his tail over his back like a crest, the parrot turned one eye towards the tree behind which Koku
stood, and appeared transfixed, the heron dropped his other leg to the ground, uttered his melancholy cry, kwa-le,
and dropped his tail as though he would surge upward. The wagtails stopped their curtseying, the pelicans turned
their long bills and laid them lazily along their backs looking fixedly at the tree; and at last Izoka, warned by all
these signs of her friends, also turned her head in the same direction, but she saw no one, and as it was sunset she
took her friends indoors.
Presently she came out again, and went to the pool-side with fish-food, and cooed softly to her friends in the
water, and the fish rushed to her call, and crowded around her. After giving them their food, she addressed Munu,
the largest fish, and said,
“I am going out tonight to see if I cannot find a discarded cooking-vessel, for mine is broken. Beware of
making friends with any man or woman who cannot repeat the song I taught you,”
And the fish replied by sweeping his tail to right and left according to his way.
Izoka, who now knew the woods by night as well as by day, proceeded on her journey, little suspecting that
Koku had discovered her, and her manner of life and woodland secrets. He waited a little time, then crept to the
pool-side, and repeated the song which she had sung, and immediately there was a great rush of fish towards him,
at the number and size of which he was amazed.
By this he perceived what chance of booty there was here for him, and he sped away to the path to the place
where he had left his men; and he cried out to them,
“Come, haste with me to the woods by a great pool, where I have discovered loads of fish.”
His men were only too glad to obey him, and by midnight they had all arrived at the pool. After stationing
them near him in a line, with their spears poised to strike, Koku sang the song of Izoka in a soft voice, and the
great and small fish leapt joyfully from the depths where they were sleeping, and they thronged towards the shore,
flinging themselves over each other, and they stood for a while gazing doubtfully up at the line of men.
But soon the cruel spears flew from their hands, and Munu, the pride of Izoka, was pierced by several, and was
killed and dragged on land by the shafts of the weapons which had slain him. Munu was soon cut up, he and some
others of his fellows, and the men, loading themselves with the meat, hastily departed.
*
Near morning Izoka returned to her home with a load of bananas and a cooking-vessel, and after a short rest
and refreshment, she fed her friends—the ground squirrels, the young pelicans, the parrots and herons, and
scattered a generous supply for the wagtails, and martins, and swifts; then hastened with her bounties to the poolside.
But, alas! Near the water’s edge there was a sight which almost caused her to faint—there were tracks of many
feet, bruised reeds, blood, scales, and refuse of fish. She cooed softly to her friends; they heard her cry, but
approached slowly and doubtingly. She called out to Munu, “Munu-nu-nu, O Munu, Munu, Munu;” but Munu
came not, and the others stood well away from the shore, gazing at her reproachfully, and they would not advance
any nearer. Perceiving that they distrusted her, she threw herself on the ground and wept hot tears, and wailing,
“Oh! Munu, Munu, Munu, why do you doubt me?”
When Izoka’s grief had somewhat subsided she followed the tracks through the woods until she came to the
path, where they were much clearer, and there she discovered that those who had violated her peaceful home, had
traveled towards Umané.
A suspicion that her husband must have been of the number served to anger her still more, and she resolved to
follow the plunderers, and endeavor to obtain justice. Swiftly she sped on the trail, and after many hours’ quick
travel she reached Umané after darkness had fallen. This favored her purpose, and she was able to steal,
unperceived, near to the open place in front of her husband’s house, when she saw Koku and his friends feasting
on fish, and heard him boast of his discovery of the fine fish in a forest pool.
In her fury at his daring villainy she was nearly tempted to rush upon him and cleave his head with her billhook, but she controlled herself, and sat down to think. Then she made the resolution that she would go to her
father and claim his protection—a privilege she might long ago have used had not her pride been wounded by the
brutal treatment her person had received at the hands of Koku.
Her father’s village was but a little distance away from Umane, and in a short time all the people in it were
startled by hearing the shrill voice of one who was believed to be long ago dead, crying out in the darkness the
names of Uyimba and Twekay.
On hearing the names of their chief and his wife repeatedly called, the men seized their spears and sallied out,
and discovered, to their astonishment, that the long-lost Izoka was amongst them once again, and that she was
suffering from great and overpowering grief. They led her to her father’s door, and called out to Uyimba and his
wife Twekay to come out, and receive her, saying that it was a shame that the pride of Umané should be suffering
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like a slave in her father’s own village. The old man and his wife hurried out, torches were lit, and Twekay soon
received her weeping daughter in her arms.
*
In our country we are not very patient in presence of news, and as everybody wished to know Izoka’s story, she
was made to sit down on a shield, and tell all her adventures since she had eloped from Umané.
The people listened in wonder to all the strange things that were told; but when she related the cruelty of Koku,
the men rose to their feet all together, and beat their shields with their spears, and demanded the punishment of
Koku, and that Uyimba should lead them there and then to Umané.
They accordingly proceeded in a body to the town, to Koku’s house, and as he came out in answer to the call
of one of. them, to ascertain what the matter was, they fell upon him, and bound him hand and foot, and carrying
him to their superior chiefs house they put him to his trial.
Many witnesses came forward to testify against his cruel treatment of Izoka, and of the robbery of the fish and
of the manner of it; and the great chief placed Koku’s life in the power of Uyimba, whose daughter he had
wronged, who at once ordered Koku to be beheaded, and his body to be thrown into the river. The sentence was
executed at the river-side without loss of time.
The people of Umané and Uyimba's village then demanded that, as Izoka had shown herself so clever and
good as to make birds, animals, and fish obey her voice, some mark of popular favor should be given to her.
Whereupon the principal chief of Umané, in the name of the tribe, ceded to her all rights to the Forest Pool, and
the woods and all things in it round about as far as she could travel in half a day, and also all the property of
which Koku stood possessed.
*
Izoka, by the favor of her tribe, thus became owner of a large district, and mistress of many slaves, and flocks,
goats, and fowls, and all manner of useful things for making a settlement by the Pool.
There is now a large village there, and Izoka is well known in many lands near Umané and Basoko as the
Queen of the Pool, and at last accounts was still living, prosperous and happy; but she has never been known to
try marriage again.
2
A Bungandu man named Dudu, and his wife Salimba, were one day seeking in the forest a long way from the
town for a proper redwood tree, out of which they could make a wooden mortar wherein they could pound their
manioc. They saw several trees of this kind as they proceeded, but after examining one, and then another, they
would appear to be dissatisfied, and say,
“Perhaps if we went a little further on we might find a still better tree for our purpose.”
And so Dudu and Salimba proceeded further and further into the tall and thick woods, and ever before them
there appeared to be still finer trees which would after all be unsuited for their purpose, being too soft, or too hard,
or hollow, or too old, or of another kind than the useful redwood.
They strayed in this manner very far.
In the forest where there is no path or track, it is not easy to tell which direction one came from, and as they
had walked round many trees, they were too confused to know which way they ought to turn homeward. When
Dudu said he was sure that his course was the right one for home, Salimba was as sure that the opposite was the
true way. They agreed to walk in the direction Uudu wished, and after a long time spent on it, they gave it up and
tried another, but neither took them any nearer home.
The night overtook them and they slept at the foot of a tree.
The next day they wandered still farther from their town, and they became anxious and hungry. As one cannot
see many yards off on any side in the forest, all animals hear the coming step long before the hunter gets a chance
to use his weapon. Therefore, though they heard the rustle of the flying antelope, or wild pig as it rushed away, it
only served to make their anxiety greater. And the second day passed, and when night came upon them they were
still hungrier.
Towards the middle of the third day, they came into an open place by a pool frequented by Kiboko (hippo), and
there was a margin of grass round about it, and as they came in view of it, both at the same time sighted a grazing
buffalo. Dudu bade his wife stand behind a tree while he chose two of his best and sharpest arrows, and after a
careful look at his bow-string, he crept up to the buffalo, and drove an arrow home as far as the guiding leaf which
nearly buried it in the body. While the beast looked around and started from the twinge within, Dudu shot his
second arrow into his windpipe, and it fell to the ground quite choked.
Now here was water to drink and food to eat, and after cutting a load of meat they chose a thick bush-clump a
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little distance from the pool, made a fire, and, after satisfying their hunger, slept in content. The fourth day they
stopped and roasted a meat provision that would last many days, because they knew that luck is not constant in
the woods.
*
On the fifth they traveled, and for three days more they wandered. They then met a young lion who, at the
sight of them, boldly advanced; but Dudu sighted his bow, and sent an arrow into his chest which sickened him of
the fight, and he turned and fled.
A few days afterwards, Dudu saw an elephant standing close to them behind a high bush, and whispered to his
wife:
“Ah, now, we have a chance to get meat enough for a month.”
“But,” said Salimba, “why should you wish to kill him, when we have enough meat still with us? Do not hurt
him. Ah, what a fine back he has, and how strong he is. Perhaps he would carry us home.”
“How could an elephant understand our wishes?” asked Dudu.
“Talk to him anyhow, perhaps he will be clever enough to understand what we want.” Dudu laughed at his
wife’s simplicity, but to please her he said,
“Elephant, we have lost our way, will you carry us and take us home, and we shall be your friends forever.”
The elephant ceased waving his trunk, and nodding to himself, and turning to them said,
“If you come near to me and take hold of my ears, you may get on my back, and I will carry you safely.”
*
When the elephant spoke, Dudu fell back from surprise, and looked at him as though he had not heard aright,
but Salimba advanced with all confidence, and laid hold of one of his ears, and pulled herself up on to his back.
When she was seated, she cried out,
“Come, Dudu, what are you looking at? Did you not hear him say he would carry you?”
Seeing his wife smiling and comfortable on the elephant's back, Dudu became a little braver and moved forward slowly, when the elephant spoke again,
“Come, Dudu, be not afraid. Follow your wife and do as she did and then I will travel home with you quickly.”
Dudu then put aside his fears, and his surprise, and seizing the elephant’s ear, he ascended and seated himself
by his wife on the elephant’s back.
Without another word the Elephant moved on rapidly, and the motion seemed to Dudu and Salimba most
delightful. Whenever any overhanging branch was in the way, the elephant wrenched it off, or bent it and passed
on. No creek, stream, gully, or river, stopped him, he seemed to know exactly the way he should go, as if the road
he was traveling was well known to him.
When it was getting dark he stopped and asked his friends if they would not like to rest for the night, and
finding that they so wished it, he stopped at a nice place by the side of the river, and they slid to the ground, Dudu
first, and Salimba last. He then broke dead branches for them, out of which they made a fire, and the elephant
stayed by them, as though he was their slave. Hearing their talk, he understood that they would like to have something better than dried meat to eat, and he said to them,
“I am glad to know your wishes, for I think I can help you. Bide here a little, and I will go and search.”
About the middle of the night he returned to them with something white in his trunk, and a young antelope in
front of him. The white thing was a great manioc root, which he dropped into Salimba’s lap.
“There, Salimba,” he said, “there is food for you, eat your fill and sleep in peace, for I will watch over you.”
Dudu and Salimba had seen many strange things that day, but they were both still more astonished at the
kindly and intelligent care which their friend the elephant took of them. While they roasted their fresh meat over
the flame, and the manioc root was baking under the heap of hot embers, the elephant dug with his tusks for the
juicy roots of his favorite trees round about their camp, and munched away contentedly.
The next morning, all three, after a bathe in the river, set out on their journey more familiar with one another,
and in a happier mood.
About noon, while they were resting during the heat of the day, two lions came near to roar at them, but when
Dudu was drawing his bow at one of them, the elephant said:
“You leave them to me; I will make them run pretty quick.”
Saying which he tore off a great bough of a tree, and flourishing this with his trunk, he trotted on the double
quick towards them, and used it so heartily that they both skurried away with their bellies to the ground, and their
hides shrinking and quivering out of fear of the great rod.
In the afternoon the elephant and his human friends set off again, and some time after they came to a wide and
deep river. He begged his friends to descend while he tried to find out the shallowest part. It took him some time
to do this; but, having discovered a ford where the water was not quite over his back, he returned to them, and
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urged them to mount him as he wished to reach home before dark. As the elephant was about to enter the river, he
said to Dudu,
“I see some hunters of your own kind creeping up towards us. Perhaps they are your kinsmen. Talk to them,
and let us see whether they be friends or foes.”
Dudu hailed them, but they gave no answer, and, as they approached nearer, they were seen to prepare to cast
their spears, so the Elephant said,
“I see that they are not your friends; therefore, as I cross the river, do you look out for them, and keep them at a
distance. If they come to the other side of the river, I shall know how to deal with them.”
They got to the opposite bank safely; but, as they were landing, Dudu and Salimba noticed that their pursuers
had discovered a canoe, and that they were pulling hard after them. But the Elephant soon after landing came to a
broad path smoothed by much travel, over which he took them at a quick pace, so fast, indeed, that the pursuers
had to run to be able to keep up with them. Dudu, every now and then let fly an arrow at the hunters, which kept
them at a safe distance.
*
Towards night they came to the City of the Elephants, which was very large and fit to shelter such a multitude
as they now saw. Their elephant did not linger, however, but took his friends at the same quick pace until they
came to a mighty elephant that was much larger than any other, and his ivories were gleaming white and curled
up, and exceedingly long.
Before him Dudu and Salimba were told by their friend to descend and salaam,\fn{Bow respectfully in greeting.}
and he told his lord how he had found them lost in the woods, and how for the sake of the kindly words of the
woman he had befriended them, and assisted them to the city of his tribe.
When the King Elephant heard all this he was much pleased, and said to Dudu and Salimba that they were
welcome to his city, and how they should not want for anything, as long as they would be pleased to stay with
them, but as for the hunters who had dared to chase them, he would give orders at once.
Accordingly he gave a signal, and ten active young elephants dashed out of the city, and in a short time not one
of the hunters was left alive, though one of them had leaped into the river, thinking that he could escape in that
manner. But then, you know, an elephant is as much at home in a river, as a kiboko,\fn{Hippopotamus.} so that the
last man was soon caught and was drowned.
Dudu and Salimba, however, on account of Salimba’s kind heart in preventing her husband wounding the
elephant, was made free of the place and their friend took them with him to many families, and the big pa’s and
ma’s told their little babies all about them and their habits, and said that, though most of the human kind were
very stupid and wicked, Dudu and Salimba were very good, and putting their trunks into their ears they whispered
that Salimba was the best of the two. Then the little elephants gathered about them and trotted by their side and
around them and diverted them with their antics, their races, their wrestlings, and other trials of strength, but when
they became familiar and somewhat rude in their rough play, their elephant friend would admonish them, and if
that did not suffice, he would switch them soundly.
The City of the Elephants was a spacious and well-trodden glade in the midst of a thick forest, and as it was
entered one saw how widely the elephant families had arranged their manner of life. For without, the trees stood
as thick as water-reeds, and the bush or underwood was like an old hedge of milkweed knitted together by thorny
vines and snaky climbers into which the human hunter might not even poke his nose without hurt.
Well, the burly elephants had, by much uprooting, created deep hollows, or recesses, wherein a family of two
and more might snugly rest, and not even a dart of sunshine might reach them.
Round about the great glade the dark leafy arches ran, and Dudu and his wife saw that the elephant families
were numerous—for by one sweeping look they could tell that there were more elephants than there are human
beings in a goodly village. In some of the recesses there was a row of six and more elephants; in another the
parents stood head to head, and their children, big and little, clung close to their parents’ sides; in another a family
stood with heads turned towards the entrance, and so on all around—while under a big tree in the middle there
was quite a gathering of big fellows, as though they were holding a serious palaver; under another tree one
seemed to be on the outlook; another paced slowly from side to side; another plucked at this branch or at that;
another appeared to be heaving a tree, or sharpening a blunted ivory; others seemed appointed to uproot the
sprouts, lest the glade might become choked with underwood.\fn{ I.e., underbrush:H}
Near the entrance on both sides was a brave company of them, faces turned outward, swinging their trunks,
flapping their ears, rubbing against each other, or who with pate against pate seemed to be drowsily considering
something. There was a continual coming in and a going out, singly, or in small companies. The roads that ran
through the glade were like a network, clean and smooth, while that which went towards the king’s place was so
wide that twenty men might walk abreast. At the far end the king stood under his own tree, with his family under
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the leafy arches behind him.
*
This was the City of the Elephants as Dudu and Salimba saw it. I ought to say that the outlets of it were many.
One went straight through the woods in a line up river, at the other end it ran in a line following the river downward; one went to a lakelet, where juicy plants and reeds throve like corn in a man’s fields, and where the
elephants rejoiced in its cool waters and washed themselves and infants; another went to an ancient clearing
where the plantain and manioc grew wild, and wherein more than two human tribes might find food for countless
seasons. Then said their friend to Dudu and Salimba,
“Now that I have shown you our manner of life, it is for you to ease your longing for a while and rest with us.
When you yearn for home, go tell our king, and he will send you with credit to your kindred.”
Then Dudu and his wife resolved to stay, and eat, and they stayed a whole season, not only unhurt, but tenderly
cared for, with never a hungry hour or uneasy night.
*
But at last Salimba’s heart remembered her children; and kinsfolk, and her own warm house and village
pleasures, and on hinting of these memories to her husband, he said that after all there was no place like
Bungandu.
He remembered his long pipe, and the talk-house, the stool-making, shaft-polishing, bow-fitting, and the little
tinkering jobs, the wine-trough, and the merry drinking-bouts, and he wept softly as he thought of them.
They thus agreed that it was time for them to travel homeward, and together they sought the elephant king, and
frankly told him of their state.
“My friends,” he replied, “be no longer sad, but haste to depart. With the morning’s dawn guides shall take you
to Bungandu with such gifts as shall make you welcome to your folk. And when you come to them, say to them
that the elephant king desires lasting peace and friendship with them. On our side we shall not injure their
plantations, neither a plantain, nor a manioc root belonging to them; and on your side dig no pits for our unwary
youngsters, nor hang the barbed iron aloft, nor plant the poisoned stake in the path, so we shall escape hurt and be
unprovoked.
And Dudu put his hand on the King’s trunk as the pledge of good faith.
In the morning, four elephants, as bearers of the gifts from the king—bales of bark-cloth, and showy mats, and
soft hides and other things—and two fighting elephants besides their old friend, stood by the entrance to the city,
and when the king elephant came up he lifted Salimba first on the back of their old companion, and then placed
Dudu by her side, and at a parting wave the company moved on.
*
In ten days they reached the edge of the plantation of Bungandu, and the leader halted. The bales were set
down on the ground, and then their friend asked of Dudu and his wife,
“Know you where you are?”
“We do,” they answered.
“Is this Bungandu?” he asked.
“This is Bungandu,” they replied.
“Then here we part, that we may not alarm your friends. Go now your way, and we go our way. Go tell your
folk how the elephants treat their friends, and let there be peace forever between us.”
The elephants turned away, and Dudu and Salimba, after hiding their wealth in the underbrush, went arm in
arm into the village of Bungandu.
When their friends saw them, they greeted them as we would greet our friends whom we have long believed to
be dead, but who come back smiling and rejoicing to us. When the people heard their story they greatly wondered
and doubted, but when Dudu and Salimba took them to the place of parting and showed them the prints of seven
elephants on the road, and the bales that they had hidden in the underbrush, they believed their story.
And they made it a rule from that day that no man of the tribe ever should lift a spear, or draw a bow, or dig a
pit, or plant the poisoned stake in the path, or hang the barbed iron aloft, to do hurt to an elephant.
And as a proof that I have but told the truth go ask the Bungandu, and they will say why none of their race will
ever seek to hurt the elephant, and it will be the same as I have told you.
That is my story.
106.69 The Children Of The Widow: A Folktale\fn{told by Musoki (c.1870?- )} “from Usuku, east of the Kuangu
River, between the Maiaka and the Maxinji,” southern Bandundu Province, Congo/Kinshasa (M) 1
A woman gave birth to her children.
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When she had finished giving birth to her children, the children grew up. Their father died. One, the elder said:
“I will learn the craft of hunting.” The younger said:
“I will learn also the craft of hunting.”
They took up the guns; they go, until they are in the woods. They see no game. The rain comes on; they say:
“Let us flee from the rain.”
They run; they come to a house of Ma-kishi; they enter. They find in it an mbanza\fn{A small musical instrument
played with both thumbs.} of the Ma-kishi; they play. One Di-kishi comes; he carries two buffaloes. He asks:
“Who is he, who is playing the mbanza?” He hears in there, saying:
“If you art a strong man, enter the house, you shall be food of my dogs.”
He stopped outside. Another Di-kishi comes; he also carries three buffaloes: He asks the other, who is outside,
saying:
“In the house, what did you flee from?” Says he:
“I fled from two men who are in it. They want to kill us for food for their dogs.”
Others they come too; also their chief. The chief asks, saying:
“In the house, what did you flee from?” They say:
“We fled from two men, who want to kill us.”
The chief entered; greeted, saying:
“Be gone, outside.” The two men said:
“We cannot go outside.” The chief called the others, saying:
“Put them outside!”
They manage to put them out. The elder, he sits down; the younger, he fights with the Ma-kishi. He kills four
Ma-kishi. There remain eight Ma-kishi. He kills again four. The younger too sits down.
The elder conquers too; he kills the four who remained. He takes the chief; he cuts off his head. There succeeds
again a head : he cuts it again. There succeeds further another. The elder says:
“We cannot kill him; let us sit down, please!”
The elder becomes a bagre-fish. The Di-kishi takes him up; he swallows him. The bagre goes to look into his
hearts, whether there are the keys of their houses. He finds them; he takes them; comes out. The younger, who
succeeded him, he cut the head of the Di-kishi. The Di-kishi died.
They opened the rooms. They found in them slaves; they gave them to eat. They go up to the upper story and
open there. They find there three ladies, and they give them to eat, too. They say:
“Let us live now here!”
Where she stayed, their mother had gone to another country with her two little children. Their mother said:
“The food, which we are eating, it is not sufficient for us. Go to fetch firewood.”
They went for the firewood; they went astray. They come to the house of a stranger, of an old woman. They
hear the old one, saying:
“You are my children; go for firewood.”
They went for firewood; they came with firewood. They ate; they slept; they got up. Then the old woman:
“Go again for firewood.”
They went to cut. The younger, a girl, went with her firewood; the elder stayed. He finds his deceased father,
saying:
“The firewood, you are cutting it why?”
“I don’t know, father.” Their father says:
“Directly I will tell you, when they send you for water.”
The elder returns also to the old woman. She tells them:
“Go get the water.”
The elder and the younger went for the water. The younger got the water; came home. The elder stayed, said:
“My father, tell me now.” His father said:
“The old woman, forthwith when she puts the water on fire-place; when she tells you, saying, ‘Look the water,
whether it is boiling,’ you shall speak, saying: ‘I don’t know.’ While the old woman looks at the water, you shall
push her into it; shall plunge her head into the boiling water.”
The elder, as his father told him, thus he did. He pushed the old woman, held her down there in the water; the
old woman then died.
The elder and the younger entered into the house. They took out of it all the money. They ran away to their
mother.
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101.53 The Wise And Foolish Antelopes: A Folktale\fn{told by Bofaya Efalaiso (c.1898?- )} Ekoto, Equatoria
Province, Congo/Kinshasa (F) 1
Once there were two small brown antelopes who were good friends. One was a very wise antelope and the
other was a very foolish one with no wisdom at all. The foolish antelope had a gourd of his own. One day when
he was going to his garden, the wise antelope asked if he could borrow the gourd so that he could go to the river
and get water. While he was there, the water rushed up and grabbed the gourd and carried it on down the river. He
went back home calling,
“Friend, friend. Your gourd was taken by the current and carried down river.”
“Oh, no! I want my gourd. Go and get my gourd.”
“I can’t get your gourd. It is gone. However, I will bring you one that is as good as yours.”
“No, no! I don’t want another gourd. I want my very own gourd.”
After a while, the wise antelope knew that he had better hunt the very gourd that had been lost. He got a canoe
and started down river. He went and went. All along the way, people called greetings to him.
“Are you there? Where are you going?”
“I’m hunting my friend’s gourd.”
“Go well.”
He went and went.
“Where are you going?”
“I’m hunting my friend’s gourd.”
“Go well.’
He went and went. After a while, he passed a hut where a very old man lived. The old man called,
“Come, come! Come here! Where are you going?”
“My friend had a gourd. I took it to get water, and the river carried it away. I don’t know where it is, but I am
trying to find it. I need it, need it, need it. I’m hunting, hunting, hunting.”
“If you will stay here and help me, I’ll tell you how to find it. Wait! Wait! Wait! I’ll help you find the right way
of the two.”
So the wise antelope cleaned the old man’s garden, he cleaned his house, he picked the bugs out of his
hair,\fn{Not at all uncommon a service, and considered a kindness; indeed, pupils remain after school to do this for a teacher .} washed
his clothes and washed him.\fn{Not at all unusual in this culture, where age is greatly respected, and even venerated .} He slept
there, and slept there, and slept there. Then the old man told him,
“Go down this road. You will come to a fork in the road and will see that one is a wide road and one is narrow.
You are to go down the narrow path.”
So the wise antelope left the old man and started down the path. Soon he came to the division of the two roads.
He went down the narrow path and soon met some people.
“Where are you going?”
“I’m hunting my gourd. It belongs to my friend. I took it to the river to get water and the river carried it away.”
“Sit a bit.”\fn{One has to fulfill all the host’s obligations of courtesy before they could bring the gourd to the antelope; and although
no mention is made of bringing food and drink, very probably that was also part of the courtesy extended .}
So he sat down, and soon they brought the gourd to him. The wise antelope went home and returned the gourd
to the foolish antelope.
“How did you find it? I didn’t think you could.”
*
Soon the wise antelope found that the foolish antelope had taken a certain food called eggplant\fn{ Originally a
non-native food for the Nkundo, but considered by them a valuable food.} from his garden.
“I want the eggplant which you took.”
“But I ate it. I’ll get you some other.”
“No, no! I must have that one. I returned your gourd. You must return my eggplant.”
Finally the foolish antelope started off in a canoe. He went on down the river, but refused to greet anyone or
talk with anyone. He landed near the old man and started down the road. Since he had not asked for help, when he
came to the division of the road he chose the wide road. As he went along this road he met some people.
“Where are you going?”
“I ate some eggplant from my friend’s garden and he wants it. I am hunting it.”
“You want your eggplant?”
“Yes. That’s right.”
They didn’t like his looks or his story, so they killed him.
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100.134 How The Tribes Of The Earth Began 2. The Slave Becomes The Master 3. The Husband, The Wife, And
The Sharing Of Meat 4. The Importance Of Sharing 5. The High Cost Of Selfishness 6. Compensation For Evil 7.
The Fish-Woman And The Broken Tabus 8. The Jealous Wife: Eight Folktales\fn{told by Bongonda Michele (1898- )}
Bolenge, Equatoria Province, Congo/Kinshasa (M) 21
1
A husband, Ilele,\fn{Or Ilelagonda, literally, “branch of the forest.” } and his wife, Mbombe, went into the forest
together. They went to hunt meat. First they built a temporary shelter and then Ilele spread out a net for catching
animals. They were hoping to catch porcupines. After a long while, a porcupine came out of his hole and was
trapped in the net. Ilele took it to his wife to cook. He sang,
Mbombe, cook it.
Cook the meat for me.

Mbombe took the meat and prepared it. When the food was ready, Ilele said,
“Mbombe, Mbombe, wait a bit. Let’s ask the owner of the forest\fn{ Evidence of the continuing animistic belief among
the Nkundo.} if it is all right for a woman to eat this meat. Owner of the Forest, Owner of the Forest, is it all right
for Mbombe to eat this meat?”
Don’t eat it; don’t eat it,
Lest your trap line see no meat.

Each day they caught porcupines, and Ilele would sing,
Mbombe, cook it.
Cook the meat for me.

Then Mbombe would cook some of it and dry some of it. Each day Ilele ate the meat, and Mbombe had none.
After six days, Mbombe became angry. She announced,
“I’m going home.”
She started, but only went a little way until she decided to hide. When Ilele passed that way, she jumped out at
him,
“O-ou!”
He was frightened and ran. She ran after him. He called,
“Mbombe, come, but don’t kill me or even frighten me again.”
He went on down the path, and an itoji bird fluffed his feathers, fu-u-u-u. Ilele jumped again, and Mbombe was
there,
“O-ou!” Ilele shouted, “Don’t kill me; don’t kill me!”
She frightened him many times on that path. Finally they reached home.
*
Shortly, Mbombe found that she was pregnant. She began to refuse foods, but had a great desire for nsabu
fruits. These she ate and ate and wanted all the time. Ilele asked her,
“What’s the matter with you?” She sang,
Hornbill, hornbill, take it!
The horn bill takes the fruit which I want.

The hornbill dropped one nsabu. Mbombe picked it up, cooked it, and ate it. She wanted more. Ilele asked her,
“What food do you really want to eat? Tell me.”
“The hornbill let one fall; I picked it up and ate it.”
“Where will I find more?” he asked.
“If a hornbill or a parrot flies over, follow it.”
After not a long while, a parrot flew over. Ilele followed him and picked up the nsabu that the parrot dropped.
He gave these to Mbombe and she was pleased. The parrot went again to the nsabu tree, and Ilele followed him.
Ilele left his baskets on the ground and climbed into the tree. There he found a sentry who was set to watch the
fruit. He didn’t object to the birds’ eating the fruit, but he was trying to keep people from taking the nsabu.
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Ilele filled one basket with fruit. Then he climbed higher and filled the second basket. The sentry called,
“You are picking nsabu. Don’t you know that it is forbidden?”
Ilele hit him. The sentry cried out so as to be heard at home,
“Nsabusabu, Ilele is picking nsabu and he hit me.” The owner of the tree, Ingele, came with a net and spread it
under the tree. He said,
“I’ll catch him in the net and kill him.”
Ilele climbed out of the tree and was caught in the net of Ingele. Ingele sang,
Ingele has caught him
Even though he is very tall.

Ilele tore the net to pieces and, taking the two baskets of nsabu, went home to Mbombe. She ate and ate the
nsabu until they were all gone. They were what she desired most. Then Ilele returned to the nsabu tree. As he
climbed the tree he said,
“What will I do with the boy who is the sentry?”
He picked nsabu and carried that basket away from the tree. Then he picked more nsabu and carried those
away. The sentry came.
“Weren’t you in enough trouble before? Why do you come back again?”
Ilele hit the sentry and the sentry called out,
“Nsabusabu, Ilele is picking nsabu and has hit me again. The nsabu are finished by now.”
This time Ntokulakende came and spread a net. Again Ilele was caught, and Ntokulakende began to sing a
song of rejoicing. About then, Ilele broke the net and began to sing his own song:
He broke the net.
[choral response]

Ilele went along the path and got into the net of Bankilinga Belenge. Bankilinga began to sing, but Ilele broke
loose and sang his own song:
He broke the net.
[choral response]

Ilele was caught in the net of Bolongi and freed himself again. This happened a number of times.
Later, Ilele returned to the nsabu tree and climbed up to pick more fruit. While he was up in the tree a tortoise,
Ulu, came along and saw Ilele. He pulled strips from a banana stalk and made a net of those and put it under the
tree. When Ilele climbed out of the tree, he found himself caught in Tortoise’s net made of the banana-stalk strips.
There were people all around watching. When he wasn’t able to break out, he sang,
The tortoise has caught me.
[choral response]

Ilele pleaded with the tortoise that he free him from the net. Tortoise refused, and the people nearby killed
him\fn{I.e., they killed Ille. Among the Nkundo, the tortoise shares with the dwarf antelope the reputation as a trickster, or clever
animal.} Before Ilele had left home this time, he had said to Mbombe,
“I have been caught many times and lived. However, this time I feel that I will die. If you see rain before I
return, you will know that I am dead. Also, if you see soldier ants who are scattered and not in line, you will know
for sure that I am dead.”\fn{ These are symbols of the “external soul” or the “life force” of Ilele, together with the unnatural boiling
of water in his magic horn, the filling of the horn with blood, the weeping of monkeys before his house, and the trampling of the ground by
elephants; and they are particular to the area of the Nkundo as signs of distress or disaster .}

Mbombe waited and waited. Finally she said,
“He must be dead.”
It began to rain, a soft gentle rain. Very soon she saw soldier ants coming along and then beginning to scatter.
She sang her song of mourning:
The soldier ants are scattered;
Ilele is dead.

The time had come for her baby to be born. When the pains came, she didn’t want anyone to know that they
were labor pains; she sang,
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I don’t really cry;
But I have a terrible toothache.

This was not her first baby. She had had many different kinds of births and as many kinds of babies. The baby
was making a real effort to be born, and she sang again:
A friend gives birth to a child;
The tooth continues to hurt.

This child was an Nkundo. Mbombe called,
“Mother, a girl child has been born. She has a chair and sits on it.” The child answered,
“I am Nsongo.”\fn{I.e., “moon,” or “month.”}
Then Jibanza, Mbombe’s boy child who was older, took some chalk and rubbed it on Mbombe’s leg as a sign
that she was a new mother. Pao-Jibanza had a spear, a shield, and a pointed hat with feathers.\fn{ All signs of a divinely appointed leader among the Mongo, Ngombe and Baloki, all the tribes of the Nkundo people; of which the name Jibanza is for them the
name of a national hero.} Another child was coming, and Jibanza said,

“The child will kill the mother.”
However, Mbombe gave birth to a boy baby, Boilenge. Boilenge asked,
“Where is my father?” Mbombe answered,
“You find him and find out what happened.”
“I want to know where he lives.”
“You find out.”
“Father, where did you go?”
Since Jibanza was now a soldier, he went to find where his father had died. He found Bankilinga Belenge, but
he denied knowing anything about it. Then Jibanza asked Bosokonda, but he knew nothing of Ilele. Next Jibanza
found Bolongi, who told him,
“I saw your father come hunting nsabu in the territory of the Nsabusabu. They caught him and he died there.”
Jibanza went to the village of the Nsabusabu and said,
“I am ready for a fight, but I don’t want it in the village. Too many innocent people would be killed.” The
Nsabusabu asked him,
“When a child isn’t dry around the navel, should he have such a palaver as this?”
“A child must avenge his father,” was the retort.
So they agreed to fight. Each side got his soldiers together and they fought. The people of Nsabusabu called
the wasps to help them. When the wasps were finished, they called the hornets. These sting and then return to the
nest to get another sting. Then they could continue to torment the soldiers of Jibanza.
Jibanza was afraid of losing, but Boilenge came to help him. When a new leader comes, the soldiers take new
heart. Jibanza captured the king of the Nsabusabu. Boilenge said,
“Let’s kill him.” Nsongo objected.
“No, don’t kill him.”
“Why not?” inquired her brothers.
“I want him for my husband.”
So they all celebrated the wedding of Nsongo and the king of the Nsabusabu.
Then Jibanza went with his soldiers, the Nsabusabu soldiers, Nsongo and her husband, and Boilenge. As they
were going on their journey, they found a man named Yende Yengili who was playing a longombi.\fn{A guitar-like
instrument, most frequently used among the Mongo.} They listened while he played. He was an Nsabusabu and had
boasted,
“If I see Jibanza, I will challenge him.”
When Jibanza arrived there, all at once he became a child. He watched Yende Yengili for a while and said,
“I want to play your longombi.”
“How can you play it when you are only a small child?”
“I know how. Give it to me.”
“No! You can’t know.”
“Give it to me.”
Yende Yengili finally gave it to him. Jibanza grabbed it and held it close to his body.
“I have it now. It’s mine.” Just then, Yende Yengili recognized him.
“Mo! You are Jibanza.”
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“Me! I’m not Jibanza. I couldn’t be he. Jibanza is a king, and I am a child. I’m not like him, not I.”
Then Jibanza grabbed Yende Yengili and said, “We will kill him.”
Just then, Jibanza became an adult once more.
“I am the one who will lead in battle. I will have my soldiers.”
The soldiers of Jibanza heard that Bapunungu Bainabolongi had been threatening them, so they decided to
hunt for him. Jibanza was sure they could conquer him. They decided to trap him, so they left some tobacc\fn{ An
introduction into Central African culture by the Portuguese, and from which it had been previously absent .} in the path hoping that
Bapunungu Bainabolongi would find it.
Bainabolongi came and saw the tobacco but was afraid to touch it. He said,
“If you are the tobacco of Jibanza, go quickly.”
The tobacco went to another place. Bainabolongi followed it and hid.
“Now if Jibanza comes, you keep agitating.”
Soon Jibanza came near, and the tobacco began to agitate. Then Bainabolongi left. Jibanza found the tobacco
gone.
“How will I ever catch him?”
It wasn’t long until Jibanza found him and quickly captured him. Jibanza was conquering everywhere. Then
another Jibanza came along, Jibanza Jolombongo. The son of Ilele was Jibanza Bolekunge. Jolombongo said,
“I’ve come here with my soldiers and you have yours. If I win, all the soldiers will go with me. If you win,
they’ll all go with you.”
Each Jibanza had a younger sister named Nsongo. Jolombongo won the battle and called to his sister,
“Nsongo, bring me my knife, Lombolimbongo; I want to kill him.”
She brought the knife and Jolombongo hit Bolekunge with it. There was a big flash of fire and when it cleared,
Bolekunge wasn’t there. He had disappeared. Jolombongo said,
“He is dead.”
“But you don’t see his grave, do you? How can he be dead?” asked Bolekunge’s sister.
Jolombongo gathered his soldiers together and the soldiers of Bolekunge, his sister and the sister of
Bolekunge, and prepared to leave. It was raining, but Nsongo, the sister of Jolombongo, sent the other Nsongo in
the rain to get water. She went, crying all the way. After she had filled the gourd with water, Bolekunge came and
asked her why she was crying. After she told him he said,
“Break the gourd.”
“I don’t want to break it. They will beat me if I do.” So Bolekunge took the gourd and broke it.
“But you are dead. How can you break a gourd?”
“Did you see my grave? I’m not dead.” She went back to the others and said,
“The gourd is broken.”
Nsongo, the sister of Jolombongo, was angry. She took up a whip with several strands of buffalo hide and
raised her arm to strike the girl to the ground. Her arm was paralyzed in the air. She tried several times, but each
time it was the same. She finally called someone to help her. This one tried, but his arm was paralyzed. Then she
called another and another, and each time it was the same. Finally they called Jolombongo. He raised his arm with
the whip, but Bolekunge grabbed his arm and held it there. Jolombongo said,
“I killed you, didn’t I?”
They began to wrestle. Bolekunge wrapped his leg around Jolombongo the way a vine wraps itself around a
tree trunk and threw him to the ground. His sister brought him the knife, Lombolimbongo, and he cut off the head
of Jolombongo. Jibanza Bolekunge congratulated himself and proudly stated,
“I won.” Some of the soldiers sang,
Jibanza is a very strong man.
He killed his enemy.

Jibanza gathered all the soldiers together and the two Nsongos, and they all went singing down the path. They
went on until they came to Mbombianda, which is god himself. Jibanza said,
“Now I want to have the sun.\fn{ A device both of conferring power and of recognizing time .} How can I get it?” Then
Mbombianda called a fly and said,
“Fly up there and bring back the sun for Jibanza.” They waited and waited and finally the fly returned.
“I didn’t get it,” he told them.
So they called a wasp and sent him to get the sun. After a long while he came back and said,
“I didn’t get it. How can I get it?”
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He finally called the hawk and said he’d send him. He said to him,
“Come and get this present and take it to Elima, the god of heaven.”
Hawk took the package and flew up toward heaven, haw, haw. He arrived there and found Elima. Hawk said,
“Give me the sun for Jibanza.”
He waited and waited. Then Elima came and gave him a clock.\fn{The word jefa is used both for “sun” and for
“clock.”} Hawk took the clock and carried it back to earth. He gave it to Jibanza, and Jibanza shared it with his
sister. Jibanza proudly announced,
“I am now a king.”
He gathered all his people together and they started out. This was their song:
We have many things
Because we went on a journey.

As they went along the way, Jibanza left people at different places so that they could start tribes of their own.
His mother had given birth to children of each tribe, and now Jibanza was leaving them in their places. He told
each one the name of his tribe.
Then he crossed the ocean and left people on every continent in the world.\fn{ Thus accounting for the origin of white
men.} When he died, another king was chosen in his place.
This was the beginning of all the people of the world and how they became scattered each in his own place?
2
Bolumbu married and had a child. Before their child had many years, her husband said,
“Bolumbu, go with the child to your parents that they see her. Then come home.”
Then Bolumbu began her journey with her child. On her way she had to pass through a small forest between
two villages. There was a tabu in this forest place. No child must eat the fruit growing there, not the lomunga, not
the lombole.\fn{Fruits common in many forest areas.} Yet these the child wanted. The child began to sing to her mother,
Mother, lombole;
Mother, lomunga.
Mother, lombole;
Mother, lomunga.

After a time, the mother picked some fruit and gave it to the child. Then the owner of the forest, Bolili
Likumbe, came, pu-u-u. She asked the mother,
“Did you give lombole and lomunga to your child?” Bolumbu answered,
“Yes.” Truly she had. Bolili said,
“All right. We will settle this by fighting.”
They struggled and struggled. Bolumbu was killed. Bolili dressed herself in Bolumbu’s clothing. She put
Bolumbu’s basket on her shoulders. She tied the child to her hip. She possessed Bolumbu’s spirit. When she had
finished, she looked as Bolumbu had looked when she left her village.
They went along the path toward the home of Bolumbu’s family, ikao-ikao-ikao. They reached a village. When
the people saw them, they were delighted. They said,
“Oh-h. Bolumbu has come. Bolumbu and her child are here. Eh-h-h.”
Some of the family took the child. The child said,
Mother is not this one.
Spy it out carefully.
That is Bolili from the bend in the path.
Spy it out carefully.
She wrestled with Mother.
Spy it out carefully.

The people all came to see what was there. Bolili took the child. She wanted to go on. She said,
“This child keeps talking and talking.”
Then they went and went, te-e-e. They came to another group of people. These people, too, were pleased to see
the child.
“Oh-h! Bolumbu has come. She has her child.” They took the child. Quickly the child said,
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“She is not my mother. She has taken the spirit of my mother.”
Mother is not this one.
Spy it out carefully.
That is Bolili from the bend in the path.
Spy it out carefully.
She wrestled with Mother.
Spy it out carefully.

The child sang the song, singing, singing. The people said,
“Mo! This child says that this isn’t her mother. It is only the spirit of her mother. What’ll we do?” Bolili said,
“A child is talking. She talks, talking. Truly I am her mother.”
Then they went until they reached the village of Bolumbu’s mother. The child’s grandmother took the child.
She cried for joy. Then she looked at Bolili.
“Bolumbu has changed; truly she hasn’t changed like that.” Then the child began her song:
Mother is not this one.
Spy it out carefully.
That is Bolili from the bend in the path.
Spy it out carefully.
She wrestled with Mother.
Spy it out carefully.

The grandmother asked, “What do you mean?” The child said,
“That is not my mother.”
Night came, and the grandmother prepared food for everyone. They all ate. When morning came the people
said,
“Let us go to our gardens in the forest. Our corn is planted there. Unless we care for it, the birds will eat it.”
Then they went to the forest. They found many birds. It was fitting that a slave protect the corn from them.
Bolili said,
“Take this child. Let her protect the corn.”\fn{ Indicating that she regarded the child as a slave; for no conscientious Nkundo
mother would leave her own very young child alone in a forest garden .} The people said,
“The spirit of Bolumbu will come in a bird, Nkanga.\fn{ A term normally used to identify a witch doctor, though here
applied to a bird, serving also to house the spirit of the slain Bolumbu .} He is the bird of our own village.” The bird sang,
The witch doctor is angry.
Yoyo-yo-yo.\fn{The chorus line, suggesting the imperative need for prompt action, the word yo meaning quickly, hastily, or hurriedly, and its repetition
intensifying such a desire.}
I feel shame because of the slave.
Yoyo-yo-yo.
The witch doctor is angry.
Yoyo-yo-yo.
I feel shame because of the slave.
Yoyo-yo-yo.
The witch doctor is angry.
Yoyo-yo-yo.
I feel shame because of the slave.
Yoyo-yo-yo

The people of the village wondered, wondering. They said,
“This is very difficult. He says that the slave will become the master. Why does he speak that way?”
Then they knew that the child was wise. She had tried, trying, to tell them the truth concerning her mother. The
grandmother asked the child,
“Why do you say these things? Why does the bird say that the master will be the slave and the slave will be the
master? Tell us all things.”
“As we went along the path, I and my mother, I wanted the fruit that was growing in the small forest, lombole
and lomunga. Mother got the fruit and I ate it. Then Bolili came. She struggled with Mother. When she killed
Mother, she took all of Mother’s clothes and things. She said that I was her child.”
Night came. The grandmother dug a hole that was not only deep, but wide across, digging, digging. Then she
took small limbs the size of a man’s thumb and laid them across the hole. In the middle she put a much larger
limb, the size of a man’s thigh. This would make it strong. That night she took Bolili there and said,
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“I have made this bed for you and the child. Truly you will sleep well here.”\fn{ A gesture of real courtesy.}
So Bolili and the child went to sleep on the tree limbs. How could they know that the pit was there?
In the night the grandmother came quietly, quietly. She picked up the child. Then she grasped the large limb
that was in the center of the bed. She jerked it, jerking. The bed and Bolili dropped into the pit, bwo. Bolili called,
“I have no palaver with you. No matter. If I die here, your child and I together.” The grandmother answered,
“Not my child. My child is here with me.”
Then, throwing, throwing, she threw the dirt back into the pit. In not a little while the hole was gone. The
ground was level as before
The slave is dead.
The impostor is dead.
The slave is dead.
The impostor is dead.

He who stops the rain for a friend, he himself will be drenched.
3
Waji,\fn{Wife.} along with Borne,\fn{Husband.} went into the forest. They went there to set traps for catching
animals. The first trap that they set caught a wild pig. Wife cooked it and served it to them. Just before Wife was
ready to eat, Husband said,
“Wait a minute. Let’s ask the owner of the forest. Owner of the Forest, Wife has this meat. What about it?”
“She mustn’t eat it, lest you are bewitched at the hunt and find nothing.” Husband said to her that,
“You mustn’t eat it.”
So Wife carried her meat to the swamp and put it down into the water. She caught not a few good fish with it.
She came back.
“When you begrudged me the wild pig, I got my own food in the swamp.”
Husband didn’t like this at all, nye. After she did this several times, he cut her head off and buried it in the
ground. He left and kept rejoicing,
“Wife is dead and I will no longer have problems with her. She won’t bother me again.”He went back to their
shelter in the forest and gathered all her things together. About then, Wife’s head began to sing,
The fool, Botamba, ate the wild pig.
He refused to share with me.
Then he cut off my head.

Husband answered, “No matter.” He dug up the head and with his knife he cut it into pieces, kwa-kwa-kwa.
Then he dug another hole and buried it again. He said that, “I want to leave here. I’m going home.”
He went and went and went. When he was almost home, he heard the head again.
The fool, Botamba, ate the wild pig.
He refused to share with me.
Then he cut off my head.

Husband said that, “Are you following me?” He returned to where the head was buried. After he dug it up, he
chopped and chopped until it was in small bits. Then he buried it again. When this was finished, he finally arrived
home. Then the head began to sing again.
The fool, Botamba, ate the wild pig.
He refused to share with me.
Then he cut off my head.

The people heard the song.
“You have come. What is it that comes after you? Who is talking?” Husband asked that,
“Where?”
“Can’t you hear it in the forest?” Then her song began again.
The fool, Botamba, ate the wild pig.
He refused to share with me.
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Then he cut off my head.

As the people looked down the path, they saw the head coming, rolling along from side to side. Then it arrived.
The people called,
“Husband, come here. This is the head of your wife. Did you kill her?”
He had nothing to say. They asked the head that,
“What about this palaver?” She said,
“We went into the forest. Botamba killed a wild pig and refused to give me any. I went to the swamp and
caught some fish with the meat and didn’t give him any. Then he cut off my head.”
The evidence was all there, and Botamba had nothing to say.
When Cain killed Abel, Cain found that the thing was not finished—or—Nothing is hidden which is not found.
4
On another day Balenge, Wanga, and Bokune went into the forest to hunt copal.\fn{ A resin found in swamps and
They all had good baskets and sounding sticks.
Bokune could learn many things from the older ones. As they went, going, going, down the path, Balenge and
Wanga killed a snake, an ndota.\fn{A delicacy, like any source of meat, and traditionally shared with the elders in the family,
especially the males.} They said,
“Let’s not take it home to Father. We wouldn’t get much of it. We’d have to give the best part to him.”
So Balenge and Wanga cooked it and ate it. They refused a part to Bokune. Bokune said,
“Why won’t you share your meat with me?”
“Did you work for it?”
“No matter.”
Then they went on into the forest to the swamp. After they finished filling their baskets with copal, to, they
went home. Balenge said,
“When we get home, we won’t tell anyone that we killed a snake.” Wanga said,
“It was very good meat, and they won’t like it if they know we had it.” When they reached a village, everyone
greeted them.
“All of you, Balenge, Wanga, Bokune, you have all come.”
“Yes. We have come.” Bokune began to sing,
used commercially in making varnish, plastics, paints, and other products .}

We saw a really good snake.
They didn’t hear me.
We killed the snake.
They refused me.
They didn’t hear me.

They all continued going on the path. They came to where there were other people.
“Balenge, Wanga, Bokune, you have all come.”
“Yes. We have come.” Then Bokune began again:
We saw a really good snake.
They didn’t hear me.
We killed the snake.
They refused me.
They didn’t hear me.

Balenge and Wanga said, “Stop! It is bad when you talk about the ndota.”
They went and went and went, te-e-e, until they came to the house of their father. They sat\fn{ Either on the ground
at their fathers’ feet or—if the house were affluent enough—on low stools; for few households owned sufficient chairs to seat the entire
family.} to talk with him a little. He said,

“Balenge and Wanga, you had a good journey with Bokune?” Bokune began again:
We saw a really good snake.
They didn’t hear me.
We killed the snake.
They refused me.
They didn’t hear me.
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Their father said,
“What about this song of Bokune’s?”
“It doesn’t mean anything.” But Bokune said,
“They killed a snake, an ndota, the kind you like best, Father. They cut it up and cooked it, but they gave none
to me.”
“You are very bad children—badness itself. You killed a good snake, the kind we like best. You ate it. You did
not bring it home to us.”
Their father cursed them. He refused to give them his blessing.\fn{ Thus advising the girls that they would be well advised to stay in their mother’s hut and out of their father’s sight for a long while .} Truly he felt that they were bad.
Any child that eats in secret and does not share is not worthy of the family.
5
On a certain day, some women went into the forest to hunt fish. It was the dry season, when the water in the
swamps was low and the fish would be easy to catch. Two of the women, Botomolo,\fn{ Older Sister.} and
Bokune, \fn{Younger Sister.} took their brother Mpempe with them. They left their things in the shelter and snared
many fish. Each woman cooked some of her fish and then dried some of it to take home with her.
For no reason, Older Sister refused to share her fish with Mpempe; he shared the fish of Younger Sister. She
did in this manner for many days. After some time, Mpempe said,
“You! Why won’t you give me any food? I don’t understand.” Older Sister answered,
“Go to Younger Sister. She will give you food.”
“But you brought me on this journey?”
On that night, they heard a very large bird. He was near their shelter. He perched and began to sing,
You take me for Mpempe.
Do not hesitate to learn.
You ask me for Mpempe’s mother.
Do not hesitate to learn.
You are a knife. I am a knife.
Do not hesitate to learn.
You are a shield. I am a shield.
Do not hesitate to learn.

The bird flapped his wings, pwu-pwu, over the shelter as he left.
The next morning Older Sister and Younger Sister went to hunt fish. They returned to the shelter before sunset.
They dried some fish and cooked some fish. Younger Sister shared hers with Mpempe, and Older Sister ate her
own. That evening, pwu-pwu, they heard the flapping of the wings of the huge bird:
You take me for Mpempe.
Do not hesitate to learn.
You ask me for Mpempe’s mother.
Do not hesitate to learn.
You are a knife. I am a knife.
Do not hesitate to learn.
You are a shield. I am a shield.
Do not hesitate to learn.

Again he flapped his wings in the manner of the night which was finished. He did this seven doings, ngoko,
ngoko, ngoko.\fn{“Like that, like that, like that.”}
On another day, Mpempe said,
“Our food is finished. I will go home and bring some food here.”
That night after Mpempe had finished going, the bird came again, pwu-pwu.
You take me for Mpempe.
Do not hesitate to learn.
You ask me for Mpempe’s mother.
Do not hesitate to learn.
You are a knife. I am a knife.
Do not hesitate to learn.
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You are a shield. I am a shield.
Do not hesitate to learn.

He flew near the entrance of the shelter and again sang the song. It was quietness itself in the shelter; he went
inside. Then he took the eyes of all the people who were there, plucking, plucking. He put the eyes in a small
pouch which he carried on his back.
Because of this, when morning came, no one could see the path in front of the shelter. When Mpempe came
with the food, he found that no person had eyes.
“What a palaver! What’ll we do?”
He returned home that he talk with the relatives.
“There in the shelter a big bird came and he took the eyes of Older Sister and Younger Sister,” he said. “Let’s
all go and discuss this with the witch doctor.”
They went. The witch doctor listened to their news. Then he said to Mpempe,
“Look! That bird lives in the forest. You go there. You can live in his home in the way of his workman. While
you are there, you can learn all of the manner in which he lives and how he cares for his affairs.”
Then Mpempe did as the witch doctor had said. He went to the home of the big bird and lived there as his
workman. While he was there, he was watching the bird that he learn all about him. On another day the big bird
said to Mpempe,
“I am going to hunt food. You take care of the house while I am gone.”
The opportunity had arrived for which Mpempe had been waiting. After not a long time, he began to look for
the pouch. Quickly he found it and he went on his way.
The bird was surprised when he did not find Mpempe and the pouch with the eyes. Mpempe returned to the
shelter and he gave Younger Sister her eyes. But he refused to give the eyes to Older Sister.
“You don’t do the right things. You do not hear what is right.”
Older Sister begged and she promised until after not a short time Mpempe returned her eyes to her. Then he
taught her,
“You did badness. I do not like that way. If you do, things much worse will happen to all of us. I do not feel
happiness in the way you act.”
Then the three of them went home, bwo.\fn{“Right way,” emphasizing the sense of urgency felt by the three after their narrow escape from the witch-bird.}
After some days had passed, those three went again to the shelter because all the fish they had gotten had been
eaten. While they were going in the path to the shelter, they found a very large mushroom growing. They picked it
and carried it with them. That evening Older Sister cooked the mushroom, but she refused to give some of it to
Mpempe.
In the morning itself, when the first cock crowed, the small cuckoo bird fluffed his wings, ku-ku-ku. They
heard,
You picked my mushroom.
Be crippled.
You picked my mushroom.
Be crippled.

Mpempe began to collect all their belongings.
“Hurry, everybody! The owner of the mushroom is coming. He feels that we have taken his very own child.
Come on. Let us go quickly.”
You picked my mushroom.
Be crippled.
You picked my mushroom.
Be crippled.

An ogre followed them, and they were having difficulty in making sure that he not arrive near them. He was
close.
You picked my mushroom.
Be crippled.
You picked my mushroom.
Be crippled.
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He was near; they felt him.
They came to a bokungu tree and Mpempe called out,
“Lower your limb. We need help.”
The tree let a large branch fall, and Younger Sister and Mpempe climbed on it. Then he tried to keep Older
Sister from climbing the tree.
“Leave the tree for me to climb. The ogre will kill me dead.”
The limb of the bokungu went to sleep and fell to the ground.
In time, Older Sister climbed, and the limb of the tree returned above. The ogre arrived and studied what was
there. He had desire for food.
“Na-a-a! I’ll be able to live now. I have very much good meat.”
He went home quickly to call the other ogres.
“I have found a tree that has many monkeys, bwe. Come! Let’s go kill them.”
They took their axes and went to the place of the bokungu tree. One ogre began to cut the tree, kao-kao. They
all sang,
We cut the tree, cutting, cutting,
The earth nourishes us, cutting, cutting.
We find the fruit between the villages, cutting, cutting.

After he had cut a gash in the tree, the tree began to complain, “Stop! Stop!” And the gash was healed. Then
another ogre began to cut the tree, kao-kao.
We cut the tree, cutting, cutting.
The earth nourishes us, cutting, cutting.
We find the fruit between the villages, cutting, cutting.

All this time, the ogres were singing their cutting song. At each time that the tree was nearly falling, the gash in
the tree was healed. Each ogre cut the tree, and each time it healed itself.
We cut the tree, cutting, cutting.
The earth nourishes us, cutting, cutting.
We find the fruit between the villages, cutting, cutting.

After a time, every ogre had cut, cutting, and all their axes were dull.
“What’ll we do now?” asked one.
“We’ll have to go home and get other axes.” Then they left to get sharp axes.
Then Older Sister and Younger Sister and their brother quickly climbed out of the tree and they went on the
path. After not a long time, they came to the home of the bird who knows the way of the ogres. Itoji agreed to help
them. He said,
“Go that you talk with the chief of the ogres. Lokilo lives in a village not too far on the path.”
They went on the path toward that village. When they were near to that village, they heard, “ Kao-kao!” It was
the ogres running to where they were. Quickly they were face to face, ta-ka-ba!
“Who are you? Aren’t you the ones who were up in the tree that we tried to cut down?”
“No! No! Not us! We have been to the blacksmith’s to make some spears.”
“Truly not you?”
“No! No! Not us!”
“Not you at all?”
“No! No! Not us!” Then, to prove that they were carefree and had no burdens, they all began to dance and to
sing,
I have never seen goodness
From the time of my birth.

After those three had danced and sung, the ogres said to them,
“Go your way. We can see that you aren’t those people.”
After they had gone not far, they met other ogres, ta-ka-ba!
“Who are they? They are the people who were in the tree that we tried to cut down.”
“No! No! Not us! We have come from the blacksmith’s where we made spears.”
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“But truly you are like them. Truly it isn’t you?”
“No! No! Not us!”
“But they were like you.”
“No! No! Not us!”
I have never seen goodness
From the time of my birth.

After a while, the ogres agreed and told them,
“Go. You aren’t the people which we seek.”
Again they started in the path. Then, ta-ka-ba!, other ogres were there.
“Look! Here are the people who were above in the tree which we tried to cut down.”
“No! No! Not like that. We have been in the place of the blacksmith’s that we make some spears.”
“But truly we feel that you are those people.”
“No! No! Not us!”
“But you are like them.”
Again they began to dance and sing:
I have never seen goodness
From the time of my birth.

Then these ogres also told them,
“Go as you wish. You are not those people.”
At that time, they had finished reaching the village. In this village was a house that belonged to some of their
family. They ran to that house and they blocked the door and the windows. But the ogres came and they tied the
door and the windows from the outside. In this manner no way of escape was there. The ogres rejoiced.
“Now we have our meat. We will live well.”
The captives paid a small boy to go and tell their relatives of their difficulties. The family was surprised.
“What’ll we do?”
Then they called a forest rat; they called an aardvark; they called an anteater. They said to them,
“Our family is trapped in a house by ogres and can’t leave. Go and dig them out that they come home.”
Then these three went to the house where the captives were, and they began digging, digging, under the wall of
the house. While they were digging, the people in the house continued singing that the ogres would know that
they were there. And they didn’t wish that the ogres hear the animals digging.
When the tunnel was sufficient, they all crawled through it and were free to go home. Then, before they left,
they set a trap in the tunnel and left it there. As they went, they sang,
I have never seen goodness
From the time of my birth.

After not a long time, the ogres found that even though they had closed the house with force itself, those people were gone.
“They have gone. What can we do now?”
The eldest of the ogres, Lomata, began to crawl into the house through the tunnel. His neck was caught in the
trap and he was killed dead. The ogres began to wail,
Lomata, our eldest,
Has his neck caught in a cord.

They felt sorrow itself.
“Here we are. These people who were to be our feast have dug out and are at home. Lomata is dead. What can
we do?” The ogres went home with no food and with sorrow.
Mpempe and Older Sister and Younger Sister arrived home without another palaver.
Do not return evil for evil; return good for evil.
6
Two girls who had the same mother and the same father went to hunt fish. Bokune\fn{ Younger Sister.} said,
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“I’m going to get some salt.” Botomolo\fn{Older Sister.} said,
“No, don’t go. I’ll get enough for both of us.”
Older Sister got salt, but Younger Sister also got salt and hid it. They needed a dipper in order to dip the water
out of the hole in the swamp. (Then they could pick up the fish that were there.) They remembered that they
didn’t have one. Younger Sister said,
“I’ll go and get mine.” But Older Sister said,
“No, no. Don’t bother. I’ll bring two.” Younger Sister said,
“I have no complaint.” But she got one and hid it nearby. Then Older Sister said,
“When we finish working here, we’ll want to rub ourselves with oil.”
“I’ll get mine,” said Younger Sister.
“No, no. I’ll get enough for both of us.”
“No matter.” But Younger Sister got her own oil and hid it nearby.
When they reached the river bank, many people came, and with them came their brother, Nkana. They all went
out in canoes and caught not a few fish and returned to the beach.
Younger Sister cooked hers and Older Sister cooked hers. When they were ready to eat, Nkana said,
“Older Sister, give me salt.”
“No. I don’t want to. I don’t have much, and if I share with you, it will soon be gone.”
“Why don’t you make some more?”
“How can I do that now?”
“No matter.” Then Younger Sister got her salt and salted the fish.
“I’m glad I didn’t share with you. Look. You have your own.”
Then they all needed to wash and rub their bodies with oil. Nkana asked Older Sister,
“Give me some oil that I rub it on my body.” Older Sister answered,
“If I give you some, it will be finished very quickly.”
“What if it is? How am I to rub my body? But I have no complaint.” Younger Sister got the oil that she had
hidden, and they rubbed it on their bodies. Older Sister said,
“I brought some for you, but I’m glad I didn’t give it to you.”
Then they decided to go into the forest to hunt fish in a ditch in the swamp. They each needed a dipper for
this.\fn{Dippers are made of solidly woven reeds; sieves are of reeds woven more loosely .} Nkana asked,
“Older Sister, give me a dipper.”
“No. If I give you one, both of mine will be finished in one day.”
“No word. Keep yours. I’ll get another one.”
Younger Sister got hers and started to dip water with it.
“I’m glad I didn’t let you use mine. I didn’t know you brought yours.”
Not a little while later, Younger Sister and Older Sister each had a baby, both born at about the same time.\fn
{Premarital pregnancies among the Nkundo are socially acceptable .} Older Sister said,
“I want both babies to sleep with me.”
“Why do you want this?” Older Sister answered,
“You are just a child and don’t really know how to care for them. I’ll sleep with both of them.”
She lay down to sleep that night. Her own baby was against her, and Younger Sister’s child was on the outside
next to the fire. She kept turning and turning in her sleep and was crowding Younger Sister’s baby closer to the
fire.
But Younger Sister didn’t sleep. She had her eyes there. She saw Older Sister push her child nearer the fire little by little. She called,
“Now you are really sleeping. Are you caring for the babies?”
“Yes. I’m caring for them.”
Older Sister went to sleep again, but she kept turning and pushing the baby toward the fire. Younger Sister
watched and then carefully picked up her baby and cared for it herself. Older Sister didn’t know Younger Sister’s
baby was gone and kept pushing the baby. Then the baby let out a cry and was in the fire. Older Sister called,
“Your baby, Younger Sister. It’s in the fire.” Younger Sister answered,
“It’s not my child. My baby is here in bed with me. I have already taken it.” Older Sister said,
“What do you mean? Now you have caused my baby to be in the fire.”
“No, not I. It was you who pushed it into the fire. You can blame only yourself, with much blaming.” Older
Sister thought,
“My child is dead. I must seek revenge.” She went into the forest to call some ogres to help her. She thought,
“I myself can’t seem to get ahead of her, but I can find help from the ogres.” Nkana and Younger Sister began
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to plan.
“What will we do? Shall we go home, or shall we seek help?”
They decided to talk it over with the bird who is like a witch doctor, Itoji. They found him and told him their
problem.
“Our sister has gone to the ogres. What shall we do about it?” Itoji said,
“Now, you do like this. You, Nkana, you make a big basket. Then put your sister and her baby in it. You carry
it down the path. When you meet ogres, say to them,
“‘I am Kotoyakoto. I am from Elanga and I’m going to Buyaeyeka.’
“When they hear that you are Kotoyakoto, they won’t bother you at all but will let you pass. Do you hear?”
“Yes, I hear.”
Nkana got the materials for making the basket. Then he put Younger Sister and her baby inside, just as Itoji had
told him to do. Then he started down the path. Younger Sister and her baby could not be seen. They went and
went and, sa-ka-fa, there were the ogres. They said,
“Who are you?” Nkana answered,
“I am Kotoyakoto. I am from Elanga and I’m going to Buyaeyeka.” They were surprised.
“Ah-h-h. You are Kotoyakoto. That is something. Then dance for us.”
Nkana’s dance was a dance and a song of joy:
You don’t see me,
Koto,\fn{\fn{The root word for the ogre chief’s name, used as the chorus for Nkana’s song identifying himself as the ogre chief.}
But I look myself over,
Koto.
I’m like a beautiful bird,
Koto.
A bird from the river,
Koto.

The ogres said, “Go ahead. You may pass.”
So Nkana went on ahead with his basket. Soon he saw some more ogres coming down the path. They said,
“Stand where you are. Who are you?”
“I am Kotoyakoto. I am coming from Elanga and am going to Buyaeyeka.”
“You are Kotoyakoto himself? Then dance for us.”
So Nkana began to sing and dance.
You don’t see me,
Koto,
But I look myself over.
Koto.
I’m like a beautiful bird,
Koto,
A bird from the river.
Koto.

“Our chief is on a journey,” said the ogres.
“Yes, indeed.”
“Go your way.”
Once more Nkana picked up his basket and went his way. Soon he met some more ogres, and the same
ceremony took place and he passed them by. Then he saw some more ogres, but this time Older Sister was with
them. She called out,
“There they are; there they are! Those are the ones I told you about. Kill them!”
“No. We are afraid to do anything until we know more about them.”
“Look in the basket,” she said.
“No. We might have a real palaver if we did. Who are you?” they asked. Nkana answered,
“I am Kotoyakoto. I am coming from Elanga and am going to Buyaeyeka.” Then he sang his song:
You don’t see me,
Koto,
But I look myself over.
Koto.
I’m like a beautiful bird,
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Koto,
A bird from the river.
Koto.

Older Sister said, “No, that isn’t true at all. Look in his basket. You will find people inside.”
“That just isn’t possible. How could they be there? His is of Kotoyakoto, our chief. How would we dare to
look there?” Older Sister kept telling them,
“Open the basket.”
But they refused. They felt that they couldn’t without having a real problem. They said,
“Go on your way.”
So Nkana picked up the basket and went on down the path. Older Sister and the ogres went on their way until
they came to the place where she and her brother and sister had been sleeping. They found the burned skeleton of
Older Sister’s baby and ate it. Then they asked Older Sister,
“Where are the people that you promised us would be here?”
“They are the ones that I pointed out to you on the path.”
“No, no. That just can’t be.”
So since she couldn’t give them the food she had promised, they killed her and ate her.
7
On another day three young women went from a village to hunt fish. As they went along the path, they had to
pass through a small swampy forest. This particular forest had a tabu against spitting. One of the women was
called Bafalafasa Biaji\fn{Tattletale.} (That name was given to her because she was a gossip and liked to pass all
sorts of stories about people to others.)
Tattletale, even though she knew about the tabu, spat in the forest. Her friends chided her.
“Why do you spit here in this forest?” She shrugged her shoulders.
“It really makes no difference.”
They went just a bit farther and met the owner of the forest.\fn{ A male spirit, believed by the Nkundo to have the ability
to make themselves visible at will.}
It is mine; it is mine.
Take off your sash.\fn{A wide sash tied around the lower hips and buttocks.}

He sang this song many times.
When Tattletale heard his song, she removed the sash that was wrapped about her waist and gave it to him. The
women went a little way farther, and the owner sang again:
It is mine; it is mine.
Take off your bells.\fn{Worn on a cord about her waist.}

Tattletale took off the bells she had around her waist and gave them to one of her friends, and she passed them
to the owner. They went a little farther, and the owner began to sing again:
It is mine; it is mine.
Take off your beads.\fn{Worn under her wraparound overskirt, and hung at hip level.}

So Tattletale took off her beads, and the man took these also. By then, Tattletale was feeling very sad and was
crying. However, the young women went on to the swamp to fish. As soon as their baskets were full of fish, they
said,
“Let’s go home.”
They started off down the path for home. When they came to the forest where Tattletale had broken the tabu
and had all the palavers, they found a very large river there, bi-i-i! They said,
“Where did this river come from? Now how do we get home?”
As they thought about it, they began to accuse Tattletale for causing the river to be there. They were sure that
the owner of the forest had put it there. Then one of the young women began to walk out into the river. As she
went, they sang,
Kill Mputu Toloke.
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See the one who cried.

They sang this all the time the friend was crossing the river. As soon as she was across, the next woman went
into the water, and they began the same song and sang until she had reached the other side:
Kill Mputu Toloke.
See the one who cried.

Then Tattletale went into the water to her knees, and they sang,
Kill Mputu Toloke.
See the one who cried.

The water came up to her waist, and they sang,
Kill Mputu Toloke.
See the one who cried.

It came to her shoulders, and they sang,
Kill Mputu Toloke.
See the one who cried.

Then she was completely covered with water, ha-ha.
“She is already drowned. There is no use waiting. Let’s go home.”\fn{ Among the Nkundo, the victim will already have
placed him- or herself beyond the ranks of those deserving aid, for his fate had been decided by supernatural forces, and no Nkundo would
tamper with such power.}

In that same village early one morning, a man took his fish traps and went to the river to catch fish. Later,
when he checked his traps, he found that among other fish he had a lokombe. He returned to his temporary shelter;
he ate some of the fish, but the lokombe he put up on the drying shelf for food for another day.
The next day, he went out into the river to check his traps. When he returned to the shelter, he found that
someone had brought him some delicious food—fish, greens, and cassava—all cooked and ready to eat. He asked,
“Who could have prepared all of this good food for me? Someone from home must have brought it while I was
out in my canoe.”
Without asking any more questions, he ate it and enjoyed it.
The next day, he left to check his traps. When he returned, he found the same kind of meal waiting for him. He
no longer asked questions. He just ate it. The next morning he said,
“I won’t leave again until I find out who is bringing this food.” So he hid where he could watch.
Very soon the fish, lokombe, turned into a woman, for this was Tattletale. She put a cloth around her waist and
began to prepare food. He came out of hiding and said,
“I have a wife.” She answered,
“I have a husband.”
“You are the one who has been preparing all the food for me?”
“Yes,” she answered.
“That is wonderful. I now truly have a wife.” She said to him,
“I will help you to have a better life. However, you must never tell anyone where I came from. Your mouth
must never speak of this. Do not drink liquor. Liquor ruins people. If you do drink, you will have some very real
problems.” They sang,
Where do we succeed?
In our mouths.
Where do we fail?
In our mouths.
Where do we succeed?
In our mouths.
Where do we fail?
In our mouths.

After not a long while, Lokombe went to visit her father and mother. They gave her two slaves to take home
with her; both of them were young women. She took them with her and gave them to her husband.
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“These are wives for you.”\fn{Among the Nkundo, wealth can be measured in terms of the number of wives a man has .}
The wives began to build a house for their husband—building, building. As time went by, the wives worked
for him and gave him children. As a result, he became a very rich and influential man. Every day, he began going
to the long house in the center of the town where the elders of the village met.\fn{ A rectangular structure with a roof and
roof supports but no wells, where the business of the village would be discussed, though most of the time a place where the men would
argue and exchange stories.} One day when he was there, one of his friends asked him,

“You come here all the time, but you don’t drink liquor with us. Why don’t you drink?”
“My wife doesn’t approve of my drinking liquor.”
“Your wife doesn’t want you to? How can you accept that?\fn{ In the Nkundo culture, the husband is considered the
dominant figure of the household, and a challenge to that is resented .} Come on and drink just a bit.”
So he took a cup of the liquor and drank it. Then he drank another cup of it. Then he went home.
Lokombe smelled his breath.
“Have you been drinking?” He answered,
“No, no!” She warned him,
“Remember to be careful.”
Another day, he went to the center of the village. All of his friends were drinking, and he joined them. He
drank until he began to sing. He sang all the way home. When he arrived home, Lokombe asked,
“Have you been drinking?” He said,
“Who do you think you are? You forget that you were a fish and I saved you. How dare you accuse me?”
His children heard this and began to sing,
Mother, she a lokombe fish.
Mother, she a lokombe fish.

Then they all went to bed and to sleep.
When he awoke the next morning, his house was gone, his wives were gone, his children were gone. He was
just the way he had been before Lokombe had come to him and as she had warned him. Right after that, he went
into the forest and he heard the voice of his wife:
Where do we succeed?
In our mouths.
Where do we fail?
In our mouths.

That tree that gives life to the cattle,\fn{I.e., Lokombe.} do not cut it down.
8
A certain man named Kelekeke went to another village to visit. When he arrived there, he found a woman who
was soon to deliver a child. He said to that woman and her husband,
“We are distant relatives. Your wife is pregnant and I am interested in the baby that’s coming. If it is a boy, I’ll
bring many gifts and you bring gifts and we’ll exchange them.\fn{ To promise an unborn child in marriage is not uncommon
among the Nkundo.} If it is a girl, it is my wife. Now I’ll go home.”
After a while the woman had her baby. Liangu was a lovely girl baby. The girl grew and grew until one day the
parents said,
“Let’s take her to her husband.”
So they gathered all of her things together and went and went, kao-kao.\fn{A sound suggesting weary, heavy footsteps.} They arrived at a stretch of forest just as a big storm came up. Thunder roared in their ears— pao—they ran
for cover. Her father and mother ran into the forest.
However, in the other direction were the gardens of a nearby village. Liangu ran that way and hid under the
cassava leaves that were there. The owner of the garden, Nsonga, came to her garden and saw the young girl. She
said,
“I have a slave. She’s in my garden and has been stealing there. I’ll take you for my slave.” Liangu said,
“No. I haven’t taken anything from your garden. I was on the path with my father and mother when it began to
thunder. We were frightened. My parents went one way, but I came here and hid. I am not a thief.”
When Kelekeke came to the home of my parents,
Yafo, yafo,
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Mother was weak with a pregnancy.
Yafo, yafo,
Kelekeke said if she had a boy they would exchange gifts.
Yafo, yafo.
If she had a girl, she was to be his wife.
Yafo, yafo.
The day arrived and a baby girl was born.
Yafo, yafo.
Now we are going so that I may be the wife of Kelekeke.
Yafo, yafo.
You want to make a slave of me. I was only hiding under your cassava.
Yafo, yafo.
I didn’t dig any. Look at my hands and see if they are dirty.
Yafo, yafo.
Look at my back and see if I have the strength to carry a basket of cassava roots.\fn{ The cassava basket is held in place by straps around the arms
and shoulders, and is very heavy; the women lean forward and walk pigeon-toed so that they can balance it for carrying, and Liangu would have had marks
on her back if she had been carrying such loads.}

Yafo, yafo.

They went to a nearby village, and Nsonga accused Liangu again of being a thief. Liangu sang all of her story
to them.
When Kelekeke came to the home of my parents,
Yafo, yafo,
Mother was weak with a pregnancy.
Yafo, yafo.
Kelekeke said if she had a boy they would exchange gifts.
Yafo, yafo.
If she had a girl, she was to be his wife.
Yafo, yafo.
The day arrived and a baby girl was born.
Yafo, yafo.
Now we are going so that I may be the wife of Kelekeke.
Yafo, yafo.
You want to make a slave of me. I was only hiding under: your cassava.
Yafo, yafo.
I didn’t dig any. Look at my hands and see if they are dirty.
Yafo, yafo.
Look at my back and see if I have the strength to carry a basket of cassava roots.
Yafo, yafo.

The people there looked at her hands and at her back.
“She is still a child and not strong enough to dig or to carry cassava. You had better let her go. Kelekeke will
be very angry.”
The village people wanted Nsonga to wait for Liangu’s parents, but Nsonga decided to go on down the path.
Nsonga sneered, “Thief, thief.” Liangu said,
“Don’t call me that. I’m not a thief.”
They went on almost to the village of Kelekeke when they met a group of people. Nsonga called,
“Come and help me. Here is a girl I found in my garden. She was stealing cassava.” Someone said,
“She’s been stealing cassava?”
Then Liangu began to sing her song again telling of why she was there:
When Kelekeke came to the home of my parents,
Yafo, yafo,
Mother was weak with a pregnancy.
Yafo, yafo.
Kelekeke said if she had a boy they would exchange gifts.
Yafo, yafo.
If she had a girl, she was to be his wife.
Yafo, yafo.
The day arrived and a baby girl was born.
Yafo, yafo.
Now we are going so that I may be the wife of Kelekeke.
Yafo, yafo.
You want to make a slave of me. I was only hiding under your cassava.
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Yafo, yafo.
I didn’t dig any. Look at my hands and see if they are dirty.
Yafo, yafo.
Look at my back and see if I have the strength to carry a basket of cassava roots.
Yafo, yafo.

They listened to her song; they examined her hands and her back. They said,
“Nsonga, you’d better leave this as it is. If Kelekeke finds out about this he will be very angry.” She answered,
“No, no. I won’t leave it.”
They went and went. Finally they reached the house of Kelekeke. Then Liangu realized that Nsonga was a
wife of Kelekeke. Kelekeke demanded of her,
“Where did you get this girl child?”
“She was stealing cassava from my garden.”
He was really surprised.
Liangu began her song once more:
When Kelekeke came to the home of my parents,
Yafo, yafo,
Mother was weak with a pregnancy.
Yafo, yafo.
Kelekeke said if she had a boy they would exchange gifts.
Yafo, yafo.
If she had a girl, she was to be his wife.
Yafo, yafo.
The day arrived and a baby girl was born.
Yafo, yafo.
Now we are going so that I may be the wife of Kelekeke.
Yafo, yafo.
You want to make a slave of me. I was only hiding under your cassava.
Yafo, yafo.
I didn’t dig any. Look at my hands and see if they are dirty.
Yafo, yafo.
Look at my back and see if I have the strength to carry a basket of cassava roots.
Yafo, yafo.

Again she sang it all the way through:
When Kelekeke came to the home of my parents,
Yafo, yafo,
Mother was weak with a pregnancy.
Yafo, yafo.
Kelekeke said if she had a boy they would exchange gifts.
Yafo, yafo.
If she had a girl, she was to be his wife.
Yafo, yafo.
The day arrived and a baby girl was born.
Yafo, yafo.
Now we are going so that I may be the wife of Kelekeke.
Yafo, yafo.
You want to make a slave of me. I was only hiding under your cassava.
Yafo, yafo.
I didn’t dig any. Look at my hands and see if they are dirty.
Yafo, yafo.
Look at my back and see if I have the strength to carry a basket of cassava roots.
Yafo, yafo.

Then he realized that this was the girl who was to be his wife.
“What’s going on here? What could this child have done?”he demanded again.
Once more Nsonga told her story:
“I found her in my garden stealing my cassava. She is a thief.” He turned to Liangu.
“Tell me again.”
Liangu sang her story for him again.
When Kelekeke came to the home of my parents,
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Yafo, yafo,
Mother was weak with a pregnancy.
Yafo, yafo.
Kelekeke said if she had a boy they would exchange gifts.
Yafo, yafo.
If she had a girl, she was to be his wife.
Yafo, yafo.
The day arrived and a baby girl was born.
Yafo, rafo.
Now we are going so that I may be the wife of Kelekeke.
Yafo, yafo.
You want to make a slave of me. I was only hiding under your cassava.
Yafo, yafo.
I didn’t dig any. Look at my hands and see if they are dirty.
Yafo, yafo.
Look at my back and see if I have the strength to carry a basket of cassava roots.
Yafo, yafo.

“This is truly the child that I bargained for before she was born.”
Her mother and father arrived at the house of Kelekeke just then. The mother was crying because of their lost
child. The father began to tell his story.
“Remember when you visited us a long while ago. My wife was pregnant. You said that if it was a boy, we
would exchange gifts; but if it was a girl, she would be your wife. The day you left, my wife had her baby. Now
we have come to bring her to her marriage. But on the way there was a big storm; thunder and lightning frighttened us. My wife and I ran, but Liangu went into a garden of cassava and hid there. The garden belonged to your
wife. She came and accused Liangu of being a thief. But how could Liangu dig cassava or carry it since she is still
a child?”
They called Liangu and examined her hands and found no dirt. They examined her back and could tell that she
hadn’t carried a heavy basket on it.
Kelekeke was angry. He said,
“My wife must die. I should kill her myself. She is bad and ruins all of our reputations and especially that of
Liangu. I could kill her, but I prefer to sell her. Then the new owner can tie her hands down with her clothes,
stretch out her neck, and cut her throat.”
And that is just what happened to Nsonga. Kelekeke sold her. Her new owner tied her hands with her clothes;
he stretched her neck and cut her throat.
If you are forbidden something, leave it alone.
158d.68 Qui t’a poussé à épouser un voleur?: A Folktale\fn{by Kunisi (1898- )} Musenge-Mputu Village,
Bandundu Province, Congo/Kinshasa (F) 2
Il y avait un homme dont la seule occupation était de voler. Il se plaisait à voler les moutons et les chèvres, et
même un coq s’il en venait à passer un d’aventure. Au bout de quelques années il se dit:
“Bien que je sois un voleur et n’aie pas d’autres occupation, je dois me marier. Ainsi, lorsque je rapporterai de
la viande, ma femme la préparera pour que je puisse la manger, et je lui en donnerai un peu seulement.”
Ayant pris cette décision, il se mit en route pour aller prendre la femme. Il arriva enfin dans un village éloigné
du sien, et il s’adressa à une femme qui s’appelait Abwel, en lui disant:
“Je désire t’épouser.” Abwel lui demanda:
“En quoi consiste ton travail?” L’homme lui répondit:
“Tu verras cela lorsque tu seras chez moi, dans ma maison.” La femme répliqua:
“Si tu n’as pas de travail, tu me rendras très malheureuse; je n’irai pas chez toi à moins que tu me dises en quoi
consiste ton travail.” L’homme l’implora de le suivre et lui dit:
“Je t’en prie, ne me rends pas malheureux alors que tu pourrais vivre heureuse chez moi. La situation que
j’occupe est importante.” La femme insista:
“Quelle situation occupes-tu donc? Es-tu le chef du village?” L’homme répondit:
“Bien que je ne sois pas le chef du village, je t’assure que je mange bien et que je m’habille bien aussi.”
Cette femme, comme toutes les autres, se laissa facilement séduire; l’homme la convainquit de suivre, et il
l’epousa. Il alla demander sa main à ses parents. Il leur dit:
“Je veux épouser votre fille.” Les parents de la jeune fille lui demandèrent:
“De quel village es-tu, non garçon?”
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Il leur donna le nom de son village, et il se trouva que le père de la fille le connaissait. Il lui dit:
“Tu es un voleur, tu voles les chèvres dans ton village, tu n’as pas de travail.” Le garçon répondit:
“Comment un homme comme moi pourrait-il être un voleur de chèvres? Pourquoi volerais-je des chèvres,
alors que j’ai tout ce qu’il me faut: des chèvres, des canards, des cochons, des poules et des moutons. Il me
manque seulement une femme, et c’est pourquoi je suis venu cherecher une femme à épouser.”
Le père de la jeune fille lui dit d’emmener sa femme et de payer la dot plus tard. Mais le garçon répliqua:
“Non, père, je ne veux pas agir ainsi; je veux payer la dot aujourd’hui même.” Le garçon refusait de partir avec
la jeune fille sans payer la dot, car il se disait:
“Quand la femme arrivera chez moi et qu’elle s’apercevra que je n’ai rien, elle voudra rentrer chez les parents
et elle refusera de revenir chez moi.”
Voici la raison pour laquelle le garçon voulait payer la dot avant que la fille ne vienne chez lui, car en arrivant
chez lui, voyant sa maison et sa pauvreté, elle refuserait de rester avec lui. Le père accepta donc de lui donner sa
fille en mariage et il lui dit:
“C’est bien, tu peux l’épouser.”
Le garçon versa la dot, et il se mit en route avec sa femme. Quand ils arrivèrent à l’entrée de leur village, ils
rencontrèrent des villageois qui demandèrent au garçon:
“Ekukar, qui est cette fille qui t’accompagne?” Il répondit:
“C’est ma femme! Vous pensiez donc que les gens des autres villages ne m’accepteraient pas comme gendre?”
Quand les gens virent cette belle fille, ils s’attristèrent sur son sort et se dirent qu’elle allait être bien
malheureuse chez Ekukar. Ils dirent à la jeune fille:
“Tu prétends sérieusement avoir Ekukar pour mari? Qu’est-ce qui t’a poussé à épouser ce voleur? Que va-t-il
te donner?” La jeune fille répondit:
“Qu’importe, puisque je suis ici maintenant.” Abwel et Ekukar arrivèrent ensemble chez ce dernier qui montra
la maison à sa femme en disant:
“Voici ma belle maison! Est-ce qu’un homme qui possède une aussi belle maison que la mienne pourrait être
un voleur?”
Ils mangèrent d’abord ce qu’ils avaient rapporté de chez les parents d’Abwel. Lorsqu’ils eurent épuisé leurs
provisions, la femme dit à son mari:
“Qu’allons-nous manger, maintenant?” Ekukar répondit:
“Ne t’en fais pas, puisque je suis l’homme ici, je vais aller chercher de la nourriture, de la viande et du
manioc.”
Et Ekukar reprit son occupation de voleur. La première fois, il alla voler loin de chez lui, car il se disait:
“Si je [illegible word] un vol ici, ma femme se rendra compte de ma vraie nature.”
Il rapporta deux boucs et trois moutons. Il les déposa chez lui et dit à sa femme:
“Il ne faut pas laisser ma maison ouverte. Je repars chercher le manioc que j’ai laissé.”
Ekukar s’en alla. Comme cela se passait en plein jour, il avait peur d’être vu et arrêté. Il prit du manioc sur
l’étagère d’une maison, le mit dans son sac, et rentra chez lui. Il le donna à sa femme et lui dit:
“Dépêche-toi, prépare-moi du luku, et vite, j’ai faim!” Sa femme lui demanda:
“Dis-moi, Ekukar, d’où viens ce manioc? Tu es un homme, pourtant, et les hommes ne font jamais tremper les
tubercules de manioc dans l’eau; ces tubercules de manioc sont déjà sèches: d’où viennent-elles?” Ekukar
répondit:
“Voyez cette femme! Pour de telles remarques tu mériterais que je t’abandonne comme mes autres femmes! Si
je te disais d’aller dans la forêt cultiver des champs, tu n’irais pas. Aujourd’hui, je t’apporte du manioc déjà sec, et
au lieu de me préparer du luku, tu me demandes d’où il vient!” Quand la femme entendit cela, elle prit peur, et
elle se tut en pensant:
“Ekukar va m’abandonner.”
Ekukar tua un bouc et un coq, et dit à sa femme Abwel de préparer le coq. Lorsqu’ils eurent fini de manger, il
lui dit encore:
“Tu feras cuire aussi cette viande de bouc, parace que je n’ai rien mangé depuis hier, et j’ai tellement faim que
ce n’est insupportable.”
Abwel prépara le luku et la viande, et elle partagea entre elle et son mari. Son mari prit sa part, et elle la
sienne, mais Ekukar dit:
“Tu es ma femme, nous devons manger ensemble.”
Abwel ne refusa pas, et elle s’installa avec son mari. Celui-ci prit un gros morceau de viande et le mit dans sa
bouche, tandis que sa femme en prenait seulement un petit norceau. Lorsquelle voulut le mettre dans sa bouche,
Ekukar lui dit:
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“Hélas, Abwel, quelle conduite est la tienne? Les gens me disaient bien que tu n’étais pas une femme à
épouser! Si j’avais su, je ne t’aurais pas épousée. Tu prends d’abord ce morceau: et les instestins, qui les
mangera?” La femme s’inclina, mais lorsqu’elle voulut prendre un morceau d’instestin, son mari lui dit encore:
“Tu vois comment tu es! Tu es une voleuse, tu te coupes un morceau d’instestin; et à qui laisses-tu l’estomac?”
La femme d’Ekukar coupa un morceau de l’estomac, mais son mari lui dit encore:
“Si je te fais une remarque, tu te diras que ton mari ne t’aime pas. Corrige donc toi-même ta conduite!”
Lorsque la femme entendit cela, elle laissa le morceau d’estomac et ne mangea que de la sauce. Voyant cela,
Ekukar la felicita et lui dit:
“C’est ainsi qu’une femme doit se conduire. Pourquoi as-tu donc agi tout d’abord comme une voleuse en
prenant ce qui ne t’appartenait pas?” Après avoir mangé, Ekukar prit le bouc et le donna à sa femme en disant:
“Prépare-le afin que nous le mangions.”
Mais lorsqu’ils se mirent à table, Ekukar morigéna sa femme de la même façon, et jour après jour, il la priva de
viande. Un jour, les villageois invitèrent Ekukar à venir à la chasse avec eux. Ekukar feignit d’être malade, alors
ils le laissèrent en disesant:
“Tu ne sais que voler!”
Quand ils revinrent avec du gibier, ils le rapportèrent au village pour le partager. Ekukar s’approcha, et les gens
lui demandèrent:
“Que viens-tu faire ici? Quand nous t’avons appelé pour aller à la chasse, tu nous as dit que tu étais malade.” Il
répondit:
“Oui, j’étais malade, vous devez aussi me donner ma part.” Ils refusèrent disant:
“Tu n’étais pas avec nous!”
Ils se mirent à partager le gibier, mais Ekukar s’approcha, saisit un morceau à terre et s’enfuit. Les villageois se
mirent à sa poursuite, et Ekukar cria à sa femme:
“Ouvre la porte!”
Abwel ouvrit la porte, et son mari le voleur se précipita dans la maison, fermant la porte derrière lui, au nez des
villageois. Il continua ainsi à voler le bien d’autrui, jour après jour, et à son retour il disait à sa femme d’ouvrir la
porte. Mais il ne partageait jamais sa nourriture avec sa femme. Un jour cependant elle se lassa. Alors que son
mari revenait de voler, poursuivi par les villageois, et lui demandait d’ouvrir la porte, elle refusa. Elle ferma
solidement la porte, et Ekukar resta dehors. Les gens l’arrêtèrent et le tuèrent, et Abwel trouva un autre mari.
149.94 The Gazelle And The Leopard: A Folktale\fn{by an unnamed Bakongo informant (before 1898west of Kinshasa, Bas-Congo Province, Congo/Kinshasa (M?) 1

)}

south and

The gazelle said to the leopard, “It is now the dry season, and we should be cutting down the bush, so our
women may plant as soon as the first rains come.”
“Well,”said the leopard, “ I cannot go today, but you may as well go.”
The gazelle went; and all that day he cut the bush, and cleared the ground for planting, and the next day he also
went alone. On the third day the leopard called on the gazelle and asked him to go to the plantation with him. But
the gazelle said he was sick and could not go, so the leopard went by himself. The next day the leopard again
called for the gazelle, but he was not in.
“Where’s he gone?” inquired the leopard.
“Oh, he has gone to another part.”
And each day the leopard called upon the gazelle he was either sick or out of town; so that the leopard had
nearly all the hard work himself.
When the women had planted, and the harvest was ripe, the gazelle went to look at the plantation. He was
greatly pleased to find so much planted, and thought how pleased his friends would be if he invited them to a
feast; so he called in all the antelopes and other beasts of the field, and they had a splendid feast. By and by the
leopard thought he would go and see how his plantation was getting on, and no sooner had he arrived there than
he exclaimed,
“Hullo, who has been feeding on my plantation and eaten up my corn? Surely I will set a trap for them and
catch the thieves.”
The next day the animals, led by the little gazelle, came again; and he warned them, saying,
“Be careful, for the leopard will surely set a trap for us.” But the antelope became careless, and finally fell into
the leopard’s trap.
“There,” said the gazelle, “I told you to be careful. What shall we do? They have all run away and left us, and I
am not strong enough to release you.”
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Then the leopard came, and rejoiced greatly at having caught the thief. He took the antelope to his town.
“Please, sire, the gazelle told me to go,” cried the antelope. “Don’t kill me! Don’t kill me!”
“How am I to catch the gazelle?” the leopard replied. “No, I must kill you.”
And so he killed the antelope and ate him.
When the gazelle heard what the leopard had done, he was greatly annoyed, and declared that as the leopard
was their chief, the animals were quite right in eating the food he had provided for them. Was it not the duty of the
father to provide for his children?
“Well, well, never mind, he will pay us for this.”
Then the gazelle made a drum, and beat it until all the animals came as if to a dance. When they were
assembled, he told them that they must be revenged upon the leopard. The leopard heard the drum, and said to his
wife,
“Let us go to the dance.”
But his wife said she would rather stay at home, and did not go. The leopard went; but no sooner had he
arrived than they all set upon him and killed him. And when the dance was over, the leopard’s wife wondered why
he did not return. The gazelle sent her the head of her husband, skinned, as her part of the feast; and not knowing
that it was her husband’s head, she ate it.
“Oh, for shame,” said the gazelle, “you have eaten your husband’s head.”
“Nay, sir, the shame rests with you; for you gave it to me to eat, after having murdered him.”
And she wept and cursed the gazelle.
149.95 A Tale Of Two Brothers: A Folktale\fn{by an unnamed Bakongo informant (before 1898- )} south and west of
Kinshasa, Bas-Congo Province, Congo/Kinshasa (M?) 1
There were two brothers, the Smart Man and the Fool, and it was their habit to go out shooting to keep their
parents supplied with food. Thus, one day, they went together into the mangrove swamp, just as the tide was
going down, to watch for the fish as they nibbled at the roots of the trees.
Fool saw a fish, fired at it, and killed it. Smart Man fired also, but at nothing, and then ran up to Fool and said,
“Fool, have you killed anything?”
“Yes, Smart Man; I am a fool, but I killed a fish.”
“Indeed, you are a fool,” answered Smart Man, “for when I fired I hit the fish that went your way, so that the
fish you think you killed is mine. Here, give it to me.”
The fool gave Smart Man the fish. Then they went to their town, and Smart Man, addressing his father, said,
“Father, here is a fish that your son shot, but Fool got nothing.”
The mother prepared and cooked the fish, and the father and Smart Man ate it, giving none to Fool. Then they
went again; and Fool fired, and with his first shot killed a big fish.
“Did you hear me fire?” said Smart Man.
“No,” answered Fool.
“No?” returned Smart Man. “See, then, the fish I killed.”
“All right,” said Fool, “take the fish.”
When they reached home they gave the fish to their mother and, after she had cooked it, Smart Man and his
father ate it, but gave none to Fool.
As they were enjoying the fish, a bone stuck in the father’s throat. Then Smart Man called to Fool and bade
him go for a doctor.
“No,” said Fool, “I cannot. I felt that something would happen.” And he sang:
Every day you eat my fish,
You call me Fool,
And would let me starve.

“How can you sing,” said Smart Man, “when you see that our father is suffering?” But Fool went on singing:
You eat and eat unto repletion;
A bone sticks in your throat;
And now your life is near completion,
The bone is still within your throat.
So you, smart brother, killed the fish,
And gave the fool to eat?
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Nay! but now he’s dead perhaps you wish
You’d given the fool to eat.

While Fool was still singing, the father died. Then the neighbors came and joined the family circle, and asked
Fool how it was that he could go on singing now that his father was dead. And Fool answered them, saying,
“Our father made us both, one a smart man, the other a fool. The Fool killed the food, and they ate it, giving
none to the Fool. They must not blame him, therefore, if he sings while they suffer. He suffered hunger while they
had plenty.”
And when the people had considered the matter, they gave judgment in favour of the Fool, and departed.
The father died, and so had been justly punished for not having given food to the Fool.
He who eats fish with much oil must suffer from indigestion.
And now I have finished my story. Tomorrow may you chop palm-kernels.
149.96 Nagomba And The Mpunia: A Folktale\fn{by an unnamed Bakongo informant (before 1898Kinshasa, Bas-Congo Province, Congo/Kinshasa (M?) 2

)}

south and west of

Four little girls one day started to go out fishing. One of them was suffering sadly from sores which covered
her from head to foot. Her name was Ngomba.
The other three, after a little consultation, agreed that Ngomba should not accompany them, and they told her
to go back.
“Nay,” said Ngomba, “I will do no such thing. I mean to catch fish for mother as well as you.”
Then the three girls beat Ngomba until she ran away. But she determined to catch fish also, so she walked and
walked, she hardly knew whither, until at last she came to a large lake. Here she commenced fishing and singing:
If my mother
(She catches a fish and puts it in her basket]
Had taken care of me
[She catches another fish and puts it in her basket]
I should have been with them
[She catches another fish and puts it in her basket]
And not here alone.
[She catches another fish and puts it in her basket]

But a murderer, an mpunia, had for some time been watching her, and now he came up to her and accosted her:
“What are you doing here?”
“Fishing. Please, don’t kill me! See, I am full of sores, but I can catch plenty of fish.”
The mpunia watched her as she fished and sang:
Oh, I shall surely die!
[She catches a fish and puts it in her basket]
Mother, you will never see me!
[She catches another fish and puts it in her basket]
But I don’t care
[She catches another fish and puts it in her basket]
For no one cares for me.
[She catches another fish and puts it in her basket]

“Come with me,” said the mpunia.
“Nay, this fish is for mother, and I must take it to her.”
“If you do not come with me, I will kill you.”
Oh! Am I to die
[She catches a fish and puts it in her basket]
On the top of my fish.?
[She catches another fish and puts it in her basket]
If mother had loved me
[She catches another fish and puts it in her basket]
To live I should wish.
[She catches another fish and puts it in her basket]

“Take me and cure me, dear mpunia, and I will serve you.”
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The mpunia took her to his home in the woods and cured her. Then he placed her in the paint-house and
married her.
*
Now the mpunia was very fond of dancing, and Ngomba danced beautifully, so that he loved her very much
and made her mistress over all his prisoners and goods.
“When I go out for a walk,” he said to her, “I will tie this string round my waist; and that you may know when
1 am still going away from you, or returning, the string will be stretched tight as I depart, and will hang loose as I
return.”
Now Ngomba pined for her mother and, therefore, entered into a conspiracy with her people to escape. She
sent them every day to cut the leaves of the mateva palm and ordered them to put the leaves in the sun to dry.
Then she set them to work to make a huge ntenda. When the mpunia returned, he remarked to her that the air was
heavy with the smell of mateva.
Now Ngomba had made all her people put on clean clothes, and when they knew that the mpunia was returning, she ordered them to come to him and flatter him. So now they approached him, some calling him “father” and
others “uncle;” others told him how he was a father and a mother to them. And he was very pleased and danced
with them.
The next day when the mpunia returned, he again said he smelt mateva. Then Ngomba cried, and told him that
he was both father and mother to her and that, if he accused her of smelling of mateva, she would kill herself. He
could not endure this sadness, so he kissed her and danced with her until all was forgotten.
The next day Ngomba determined to try her ntenda, and to see if it would float in the air. Four women lifted it
high and gave it a start upwards, and it floated beautifully. Now the mpunia happened to be up in a tree, and he
espied this great ntenda floating in the air; and he danced and sang for joy, and wished to call Ngomba, that she
might dance with him.
That night he smelt mateva again, and his suspicions were fully aroused.
When he thought how easily his wife might escape him, he determined to kill her. Accordingly, he gave her
some palm wine to drink which he had drugged. She drank it, and she slept as he put his sommo into the fire. He
meant to kill her by pushing this red-hot wire up her nose.
But when he was almost ready, Ngomba’s little sister, who had changed herself into a cricket and hidden
herself under the bed, began to sing. The mpunia heard her and felt forced to join in and dance, and thus he forgot
to kill his wife.
But, after a time, the cricket ceased singing, and then he began to heat the wire again. The cricket then sang
again, and again the mpunia danced and danced, and in his excitement he tried to wake Ngomba to dance also.
But she refused to awaken, telling him that the medicine he had given her made her feel sleepy.
Then the mpunia went out to get some palm wine, and as he went Ngomba drowsily asked him if he had made
the string fast. He called all his people, dressed himself, and made them all dance.
The cock crew. The iron wire was still in the fire. Then the mpunia made his wife get up and fetch more palm
wine.
Then the cock crew again, and it was daylight.
*
The mpunia had left her in the morning, Ngomba determined to escape that very day. She called her people and
made them try the ntenda again. When she was certain that it would float, she put all her people and the mpunia’s
ornaments into it. Then she got in and the ntenda began to float away over the tree-tops in the direction of her
mother’s town.
When the mpunia, who was up a tree, saw it coming toward him, he danced and sang for joy, and only wished
that his wife had been there to see this huge ntenda flying through the air. It passed just over his head and then he
saw plainly that the people in it were his people. So he ran after it in the tops of the trees until he saw it drop in
Ngomba’s town. And he determined to go there also and claim his wife.
The ntenda floated round the house of Ngomba’s mother, and astonished all the people there, and finally
settled down in front of it. Ngomba cried to the people to come and let them out. But they were afraid and did not
dare, so that she came out herself and presented herself to her mother.
Her relations at first did not recognize her, but after a little while they fell upon her and welcomed her as their
long-lost Ngomba.
Then the mpunia entered the town and claimed Ngomba as his wife.
“Yes,” her relations said, “she is your wife, and you must be thanked for curing her of her sickness.”
While some of her relations were entertaining the mpunia, others were preparing a place for him and his wife
to be seated. They made a large fire, and boiled a great quantity of water, and dug a deep hole in the ground. This
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hole they covered over with sticks and a mat.
When all was ready they led the mpunia and his wife to it and requested them to be seated. Ngomba sat near
her husband, who, as he sat down, fell into the hole.
The relations then brought boiling water and fire, and threw this over him until he died.
285.39 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Bikela (before 1902Congo/Kinshasa (F) 1

)}

Ehanga, Kasai-Oriental Province,

I was born at Ehanga. After my father died my mother and I went to Molcili. When we returned to Ehanga
soon after that, Lokokwa of Bikoro came to fight with us because of rubber.
Ehanga did not want to take rubber to the white man. We and our mothers ran away very far into the bush. The
… soldiers are very strong and they fought hard. One soldier was killed and they killed one Ehanga man. Then the
white man said let us go home and they went home, and then we, too, came out of the bush.
*
This was the first fight. After that another fighting took place. I, my mother, grandmother, and my sister Nzaibiaka, we ran away into the bush. The soldiers came and fought us, and left the town and followed us into the
bush.
When the soldiers came into the bush near us they were calling my mother by name, and I was going to
answer, but my mother put her hand to my mouth to stop me. Then they went to another side, and then we left that
place and went to another.
When they called my mother, if she had not stopped me from answering, we would all have been killed then.
A great number of our people were killed by the soldiers. The friends who were left buried the dead bodies and
there was very much weeping. After that there was not any fighting for some time.
*
Then the soldiers came again to fight with us and we ran into the bush, but they really came to fight with
Iyembe. They killed a lot of Iyembe people and then one soldier came out to Ehanga, and the Ehanga people
killed him with a spear.
And when the other soldiers heard that their friend was killed they came in a large number and followed us
into the bush. Then the soldiers fired a gun and some people were killed.
After that they saw a little bit of my mother’s head, and the soldiers ran quickly towards the place where we
were and caught my grandmother, my mother, Nzaibaika, and another little one, younger than us. Several of the
soldiers argued about my mother, because each wanted her for a wife, so they finally decided to kill her. They
killed her with a gun—they shot her through the stomach—and she fell and when I saw that I cried very much,
because they killed my mother and grandmother—and I was left alone.
My mother was near to the time of her confinement at that time. And they killed my grandmother too, and I
saw it all done. They took hold of Nzaibiaka and asked her where her older sister was and she said:
“She has just run away.” They said,
“Call her.”
She called me, but I was too frightened and would not answer, and I ran and went away and came out at another place and I could not speak much because my throat was very sore. I saw a little bit [of] kwanga\fn{Cassava
bread} lying on the ground and I picked it up to eat. At that place there used to be a lot of people, but when I got
there there were none.
*
Nzaibiaka was taken to Bikolo, and I was at this place alone. One day I saw a man coming from the back
country. He was going to kill me but afterwards he took me to a place where there were people, and I saw my
stepfather, Nzaibiaka’s father. He asked to buy me from this man, but the man would not let him. He said,
“She is my slave now; I found her.”
One day the men went out fishing and when I looked I saw the soldiers coming, so I ran away, but a string
caught my foot and I fell, and a soldier named Lombola caught me. He handed me over to another soldier and as
we went away we saw some Ikoko people fishing, and soldiers took a lot of fish from them and an Ikoko woman
and we went to Bikoro, and they took me to the white man.
*
The white man set me to work. The white man’s woman called me to cook some bananas for her, and when I
had finished she was eating, and the white man was there too, we saw some of Pebe’s\fn{ The native name for a Rev.
Mr. Clark, who ran the mision school where this statement was recorded:H } men coming, so he called four of us small folks,
Nzaiblaka, Bikela, and Mongo, and told us to go with Pebe’s men to the Mission at Ikoko.
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I had a very bad headache when I was in the canoe. Evening school was going on when we arrived at the Mission. Mama Monkasa\fn{Mrs. Clark} and Pebe gave us some bananas and corn to eat.
At first we did not know that the white people of God were so kind to people—we thought that they were bad
like the white people we had seen in the State, but we found out it was not so, but they are quite different.
The soldiers told us that when a missionary died we should be buried with him, but they only told us so to
frighten us. …
189.161 Ten Times A Slave\fn{by Bwanikwa (before 1914- )} “on the banks of the Dindie River,” Katanga
Province, Congo/Kinshasa (F) 2
I, Bwanikwa, was born on the banks of the Dindie, a small river in our Lubaland. Our part of the country was
thickly populated, and our principal chief was Goi-Mani.
My father’s name was Kankolwe. My mother was called Mikomba. I was one of a family of five. Our only
brother had died; four girls remained, of whom I was the second oldest.
My father had a dozen wives. His head-wife was the daughter of chief Katumba. She was an important
woman. At the time I refer to, the head-wife had just died. According to Luban custom [my father] was mulcted
for death dues. He was ordered to pay three slaves, as compensation for his wife’s death, and to ensure inheritance
by the dead wife’s sister. They did not produce a sister to take the dead woman’s place till the death had been paid
for to the relatives. Three slaves were demanded, and my father could only raise two.
One of his four daughters had to be handed over to make a third, and I was chosen. I was the second oldest, as
I said, and my father loved me. When he handed me over to my master, he said to him as we parted:
“Be kind to my little daughter; do not sell her to anyone else, and I will come and redeem her.”
*
As my father was unable to redeem me, I was left in slavery.
My father did not come to redeem me, and my master sold me to some of Msidi’s people who were out manhunting. I was sold for a packet of gunpowder, worth two shillings and sixpence, and was taken to Chifuntwe’s
village in the Balomotwa country. At that time I was small, unable to walk.
It appears that my master had, at this time, offended the principal chief, and was ordered to pay up several
slaves. Amongst those slaves given to pay for my master’s crimes, I was handed over. Thus I was sold again. The
chief to whom I was given in payment of a fine handed me to one of his warriors as wife, saying,
“Take her as your wife, she’s young.” After a while he said:
“She’s only a young girl, and I don’t want her.”
*
He sold me to a man named Mukoka for a gun. Mukoka bought me, with another woman and child, intending
to sell us later to the Biheans. He took me as his wife. I bore him a child which only lived three days. His other
wives were kind to me. Though he sold many other slaves to Biheans, he never sold me, nor did he threaten to do
so. I lived with Mukoka till Msidi’s death and the break up of his power by the Europeans.
At this some of us slaves saw our chance and fled. We scattered. Men, tired of Msidi’s despotic rule, would
take some or other woman slave, and both would head north, south, east, or west, in search of freedom and a new
start in life. When possible, each headed for the old homestead.
A well-known elephant hunter and fellow-slave in the same village, whose name was Kabongo, took me, and
we ran off east. Our old master set out in search of a new home and village site. We crossed the Luapula River to
Kazembe’s to try and begin life anew. Chief Kazembe cast his eye upon me and asked Kabongo to give me to him
for a wife. Kabongo refused.
We left Kazembe’s capital, came back west, and settled in Sakungami village. We lived and cultivated there for
two years. Some slaves heard of our old master having built at the Luisi River and suggested our returning
together. My husband refused at first but afterwards agreed to join the party. When Chief Mukoka saw me come
back, he said:
“My wife’s come back.” On hearing this, Kabongo was angry, and said:
“No, I won’t let you take her from me; she’s my wife.” Thus the altercation grew, and they almost came to
blows.
Kabongo had killed a bull elephant and intended to give the tusks to the chief. However, owing to Mukoka
taking me from him, he hid his ivory in the forest and threatened to kill some of Mukoka’s people in revenge.
Mukoka was afraid of Kabongo’s threats and sold me to a band of West Coast slavers who had just turned up.
Said he:
“If I’m not going to have her, neither shall he.”
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He sold me to the Biheans, and I started, a slave bound for the West Coast. Immediately after I left, Mukoka
caught Kabongo and killed him.
On the road west I took refuge with Inansala, Msidi’s sister, who hid me in one of her houses. Shortly after, she
was caught and eaten by a lion. On account of her death I was afraid, came out of hiding, and traveled to the
mission station. At this time I had never heard the Gospel and was very ignorant.
*
I met a man named Wafwilwa, who, seeing me alone, asked me to be his wife. I refused at first, but he persisted and would not leave me. I had need of a protector, so I finally gave in and became his wife.
We lived near to the mission at Lufoi. Wafwilwa, with two others, was sent to build a mission house on Lake
Mweru. We women accompanied them there. On arrival he was sent to the Government Post Office with mission
letters, and Wafwilwa insisted on my going with him. His reason for my going soon appeared.
On arrival at Kalunguisi, in British territory, he sold me secretly to some Arabs for calico. I overheard
whispered conversation among the Arab traders. Said one of them:
“She’s very pretty.” (Mzuri sana) I became suspicious and said to them:
“Who is pretty?”
“Oh,” they said, “we’re just talking.” Then I heard someone say:
“She’s the slave they’re buying.”
I became afraid and began to cry. Shortly afterwards the Arabs came to me and said:
“You’re our slave now. Go into the house and sleep; it’s night.”
Then I knew I had been sold again. I refused to enter the house, but my refusals were met by force. I was
pushed inside the house, and a woman kept guard over me. Wooden bars were put across the doors to prevent my
escape. The woman was soon fast asleep, while I kept awake. I got up in the middle of the night, removed the
bars, and, getting out, ran to the soldiers’ headquarters in the government location. I hid there. In the morning the
Arabs, finding their slave had escaped, went to Wafwilwa and made him disgorge his ill-gotten gains.
The soldiers threatened to report the matter to the magistrate, but Wafwilwa paid them up and begged them to
say nothing. They then handed me back to him; we recrossed the lake and rejoined our friends. Mishi-Mishi was
then a Christian, and on hearing my story was angry with Wafwilwa. I refused to live longer with him.
Mr. Campbell\fn{Dugald Campbell, a missionary of the Plymouth Brethren} then came from the West Coast, via Lufoi.
A man in his caravan named Kawimbe, nephew of Chief Mwemmena, asked me to be his wife. I married him.
Wafwilwa, seeing this, sent in his account for my keep while I was with him, and Kawimbe paid him a gun.
Thus I was enslaved for the tenth and last time.
105.60 How Death Came Into The World: A Folktale\fn{told by Ina Banza (before 1929Kabono, Katanga Province, Congo/Kinshasha (F) –1

)}

“the village of King

Kalumba, the creator, knew that both Life and Death, wrapped up in grass-cloth and tied to a pole as if for
burial, would pass along the path to try to reach the people. So he appointed Dog and Goat to guard the path in
order to allow Life to pass, but not Death.
Kalumba, the creator, sent both Dog and Goat to guard the path. He said,
“Go, lie on the path.” Dog said,
“I shall not go to sleep while I am guarding!”
Dog and Goat talked crossly to each other. Goat said,
“If you undertake to guard the path, you will surely fall asleep!” Dog said,
“No, I shall not sleep.” Goat said,
“See how I jump around. I am lively, I could not possibly fall asleep.”
Finally, Goat’s feelings were hurt, and he went home, leaving Dog to guard by himself. Dog stayed there to
guard the path. He made a fire—and went to sleep.
Then Death slipped passed him.
When Goat returned, they swore at each other because of what had happened.
Next day, Goat watched. He did not sleep on the path as he was guarding. Life came along, and Goat caught
him. People said,
“If Goat had watched, Death would have been intercepted.” Dog cursed Goat, saying,
“You have ears far apart, and horns between.” Goat cursed Dog, saying,
“You have shiny eyes that are always looking for something to steal.”
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159b.151 L’importance et l’utilité de l’épouse aînée: A Folktale\fn{by Nya-Ngongo (before 1952?- )} An unnamed
Nyanga village, Katanga Province, Congo/Kinshasa (F) 1
Il y avait un homme qui avait épousé une femme. Cet homme lui avait enseigné toutes les manières de manger
les feuilles: les épinards, les feuilles de citrouille. Il se dit qu’il voulait épouser une autre femme. Il alla
rassembler les biens pour épouser une autre. Quand il arriva avec cette seconde femme, celle-ci dit à son mari
qu’elle ne mangeait jamais des feuilles:
«Va dresser des pièges pour moi».
Il alla piéger. En allant examiner les pièges, il y trouva un serpent, d’une longueur allant du pays des Babira
jusqu’au pays des Berya. Il dit:
«Je te frappe, je te lie». Le serpent lui dit:
«Toi tu me délies; et nous irons chez les chefs pour faire examiner la cause pour laquelle tu m’as attrapé au
piège».
Ils allèrent au village. En arrivant au village, ces chefs lui dirent:
«Tu ne peux pas être jugé ici; va donc là où s’est rendue ta première femme».
Ils se dirigèrent au village où se trouvait sa première femme. Ils y arrivèrent. La femme leur prépara de la
nourriture. Ils retournèrent avec elle où les pièges étaient dressés; ils y arrivèrent. Elle dit à son mari de refaire le
piège. Et celui-ci (le serpent) plaça de nouveau la tête dans le piège. Elle dit à son mari de le transpercer. Le mari
le transperça; il (le serpent) mourut. C’est ainsi que cette première femme sauva son mari.
118.73 How Nturo Rejected Mpaca: A Folktale\fn{by Shé-Muranda Nkúbá (before 1952- )} Nyanga tribe, near
Usumbura village, Nord- Kivu Province, Congo-Kinshasa (M) 1
There was a woman named Nturo. After her marriage, she quarreled with her husband. Having felt the blows
of her husband too long, Nturo said that, as far as she was concerned, she would hang herself.
She went. When she was at the point of “from where do you come, and where do you go,” she went to appear
in a small village.
Now, it so happened that the specter of the forest, Mpaca, was the lord of that village. When she entered [the
house], the specter of the forest, Mpaca, pronounced her name:
“E! Nturo!” This one said,
“So then, someone just recognized me!”
When the two were already in the house, Mpaca jumped; he placed himself on the back of Nturo. This Mpaca
had a long nail; he advanced it and introduced it into Nturo’s neck. While she was doing all the work in this
house, and Mpaca was always established on her back, she told him:
“One day you must descend; I do work, and I am always with you. I go to the river and I carry you on my
back!"
[Nturo being] totally worn out [by the complaints], Mpaca finally removed his nail from her neck.
*
The next morning, this Mpaca went to fetch wood for Nturo. While he was gone in the forest, Nturo fled.
During her flight, Nturo entered into a snail’s shell.
When Mpaca returned, in arriving there, he saw that there was no one there. He extended his nail; he did not
find the place where the woman had gone. He retracted his nail. That nail searched here and there; it came upon
Snail Shell, it made her come out.
He advanced the nail [again], dug it into that woman there, and she wore herself out [with complaints]. Her
aunt appeared to her in a dream [entered within her], saying that she should prepare some beer. She prepared it.
[The beer] was ready, she went to tempt the specter with that beer. He drinks it. He removes his nail from her neck
so that he can drink it [the beer].
The beer goes to Mpaca’s head; he is drunk from it. He falls asleep. While he was asleep, she [Nturo] slashed
his throat with his knife and returned to the village of the people of her family.
That is the reason why one must not hang himself, nor even think of hanging himself, one must not cut off
one’s life when God is still withdrawn.
As such you must not threaten yourself in your life if God is still withdrawn.
118.74 Trapper, Gatherer-of-Honey, And Cultivator: A Folktale\fn{by Kabonganya (before 1952- )} Nyanga tribe, nr.
Manyema village, Nord-Kivu Province, Congo/Kinshasa (M?) -1
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Three men went into the forest: one was the Cultivator, [the other] the Trapper, [the third] the Gatherer-ofHoney. Arriving in the forest, they asked themselves:
“How shall we build?” They said:
“You, the Cultivator, build your house in the middle of the three hills.”
The Trapper built his house on a hill, the Gatherer-of-Honey built his on a hill. No sooner had they finished
building than the Cultivator had already finished growing plants behind his house.
The Trapper asked the Gatherer-of-Honey to make a blood pact [with him], saying that they should not make
such a pact with the Cultivator. Having finished making friendship, and having killed game, the Trapper went
with the meat to his friend. They did not show it to the Cultivator.
The following day, the Gatherer-of-Honey passed with a jar of honey to bring it to his friend the Trapper. They
did not give anything to the Cultivator.
And so it was every day; they made things pass at the entrance of the village of this one.\fn{ The Cultivator} He
said to himself that his children alone would die of hunger.
This Harvester, this Cultivator, went to sow discord between the two friends. He called in a loud voice,
“You man of the rodents mikü, you the Trapper, it is you who will kill my children, never again bring rodent
mikü here.”\fn{At my house} The Cultivator also set out to the village of the Gatherer-of-Honey calling,
“You Gatherer-of-Honey, it is the flies that you bring here that cause my children to be sick; also it is my
rodents mikü, which you eat, that make you fat.”
On his side, the Trapper reflected much, saying that so then his friend had just insulted him; on his side the
Gatherer-of-Honey also thought that his friend had just insulted him. Having heard that, the Trapper and the
Gatherer-of-Honey, one left from his [house], the other left from his house, they met in the valley at the Cultivator’s. Arriving there, they questioned each other. One said,
“You yelled to me that it was my rodents mikü who are the reason why your children have caught the kwashiorkor,\fn{“A form of malnutrition caused by protein deficiency in the diet.”W } yes my rodents mikü!” And the other said,
“You yelled that because of me your children have their throat obstructed by larvas of bees.”
The one denied and the other denied, both at the same time. At this time, the Cultivator was dancing, while his
wife beat the drum for him. This instigator, the Cultivator, took to dancing and singing:
I the instigator Cultivator.
I just finished placing in discord those who are two.

The two friends understood, having heard the manner in which this Cultivator had placed them in discord, one
against the other.
Having considered that, they made a pact of friendship with the Cultivator. As such, the three became friends
among each other; they began to give meat, honey, and agricultural products, all of them giving to one another
mutually.
That is why a man should never refuse the mark of friendship because the mark of friendship is a thing capable
of saving the family group.
189.184a Why Lightning Is Always Looking For A Woman: A Nyanga Tale\fn{by Nyakaneno (before 1952- )}
Muntoko Village, Ihana District, North Kivu Province, Congo/Kinshasa (F) -1
Some man called Shekandari begat one offspring, a female child called Kandari. And in his place the sun does
not shine because an tyungu tree was there.
One day, a young man arrived; he said that he came to marry her. Shekandari told him that he who could fell
this tree would carry Kandari away.
The young man took his ax; he felled; he sang:
My little father, Little Shekandari
Speaks thus:
He who can fell this tyungu
Will carry Kandari.

He was overpowered. All the young men were overpowered.
Nkuba (named after Lightning) arrived there.
Kandari’s father told him that he who could fell this tree would carry Kandari away. He felled; he sang:
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My little father speaks thus:
He who can fell this tyungu
Will carry Kandari.
We slept in Mpinga!
Nkuba (Lightning), help me!

Nkuba made the branches fall. He went to rest; he cut again, and he sang again:
My little father speaks thus:
He who can fell this tyungu
Will carry Karrlari.
We slept in Mpinga!
Nkuba (Lightning), help me!

Nkuba cut again other branches. The tree was finished. The sun shone (in the village).
Nkuba carried Kandari away.\fn{Narrated May 14, 1952}
189.184b Why If A Female Child Refuses Marriage She Will Experience Difficulties For Herself: A Nyanga
Tale\fn{by Nyakwabo (before 1952- )} Misoke Village, Ihana District, North-Kivu Province, Congo/Kinshasa (F) -1
There was a female child; she did not want to get married. She was used to saying that she could get married
(only) to a man with white teeth.
She was married to a man of the Chimpanzee group; this young man was called Ububi-wabota.
The paternal aunt of that young woman, the one who was born with her father, was dead. She entered her (in
dream), singing:
Ee! my young woman,
accompany me!
I am tired of telling you:
accompany me!
You have arrived over there:
accompany me!
Ask Bubi-wabota:
accompany me!
Say Bubi-wabota is not your husband:
accompany me!
Nkendi-butea is your brother-in-law:
accompany me!

When she had finished (singing), the paternal aunt went with her; she saved her even though she was about to
die among the Chimpanzees.\fn{Narrated May 15, 1952}
189.184c Why A Human Must Not Be Married To A Wild Animal: A Nyanga Tale\fn{by Nyakisa (before 1952- )}
Misoke Village, Ihana District, North Kivu Province, Congo/Kinshasa (F) -1
There was one young woman; she rejected all men; she failed to get married.
One day she was married to Lion. He cut, cut up all the animals with his claws and this was the bride-price he
gave to his father-in-law.
Having given [the animals] to his father-in-law he said that he was unable to provide [other] goods as marriage
payments. She set out with her husband. In the place where she went with her husband, she carried a pregnancy.
Carrying the pregnancy she felt pains; she went to the river to give birth to it. And her husband was gone [on a
journey]. While she was in labor, her sister was singing while she was collecting crabs.
She\fn{The sister} had told her to accompany her. She\fn{ The woman in labor} went alone to the place where her
sister was singing about her. She met them there, they sang:
Ee! Nyamabingwa!
Erere! that lion!
Ee! Nyakayama!
Erere! that lion!
Nyakamabingwa, ee!
Nyakayanyama!

62

That lion!

When they had finished singing, their sister gave birth to a young lion that was marked, marked [as if with
body paint]. They killed it, the junior and the senior; they fled to the village.
In the place where they had fled, Lion arrived with his claws; he set them all straight; he killed them; they
died.
This Lion went with his wife.\fn{Narrated May 15, 1952}
189.184d Why The Father Of A Young Woman Gets The Bride-Prince That He Is Looking For: A Nyanga
Tale\fn{by Njirani (before 1952- )} Mpinga Village, Ihana District, North Kivu Province, Congo/Kinshasa (F) -1
A young man had a young woman.
He fixed a calabash above a pool on a tall tree.
Whenever young men arrived, he was in the habit of telling them that he who could remove this calabash
would carry his daughter away.
One young man arrived there. They sang while he was climbing:
“Is it here?”
“No, elder, that nice, nice one that is beyond the others.”
“Is it here?”
“No, elder, that nice, nice one that is beyond the others.”

As he wanted to take it. he fell into the pool. All the men were wiped out; they died.
Master Duiker arrived there. He removed this calabash; he carried this young woman away. They gave him
goats and cattle.
As he was going with his wife. he encountered Leopard.
Leopard killed Duiker. This one\fn{Leopard} made off with the young woman.\fn{Narrated May 16, 1952}
189.184e Why A Female Child Must Not Counsel Herself: A Nyanga Tale\fn{by Nyamunda (before 1952- )}
Rimbungu Village, Ihana District, North Kivu Province, Congo/Kinshasa (F) -1
One female child refused to get married. She said she would only get married to a Kiriznu-Ogre, Master-ofthe-Road.
It happened that a young man arrived there; she rejected him. One day Kirimu arrived there saying that he
wanted to marry her. She agreed with him.
Kirimu wrapped himself around this female child because he was a snake. She remained with Kirimu.
After a month had passed, her paternal aunt entered her saying that she should buy the tail of a sheep. She
bought it; she suspended it [above the fire].
When Kirimu smelled the odor he unrolled himself and the female child fled, singing:
Kirimu, Master-of-the-Road,
Where Nyamitondo is going.

The female child arrived at her maternal uncles’ place. The maternal uncles made pitfall traps and they killed
Kirimu.\fn{Narrated May 16, 1952}
189.184f Why A Person Must Not Reject Males: A Nyanga Tale\fn{by Mwayuma (before 1952- )} Misau Village,
Ihana District, North Kivu Province, Congo/Kinshasa (F) -1
There was one female child; she rejected all the young men, [she refused] getting married to them. Finally she
was married to Chimpanzee.
Her paternal aunt entered her in her sleep, saying: you, you reject all the men! Her paternal aunt entered her;
she sang:
Lover- of-marriages, follow me!
Lover-of-marriages, ee! follow!

63

She\fn{The paternal aunt} left. Afterwards, the female child died; they ate her when she had become fat.\fn{ Narrated May 20, 1952}
189.184g Why Many Times Small One Loses His Things: A Nyanga Tale\fn{by Nyabusanga (before 1952- )}
Ntsindo Village, Ihana District, North Kivu Province, Congo/Kinshasa (F) -1
There was one man, he begat one child; she was a female child, one only, and she was very reddish, and they
dwelt in a hamlet.
When his child was big now, he made a proclamation saying that the one who could fell for him the tyungu
tree that stood in (his) banana grove would marry Ndari.
All the animals were overpowered by this tyungu tree.
One day, Duiker arrived there; he felled and he was singing:
Let him who fells tyungu!
We ate in the middle of …
Let him carry Ndari away!
We ate in the middle of …
Mrs. Legs, very big!
We ate in the middle of …

This Duiker finished cutting this tyungu; he carried this young woman Ndari away. In the place where Duiker
went with his wife, they said:
“Let us take her away from him.”
And he was carrying small tastes of salt that his father-in-law had given.
This young woman rejected Duiker. She returned home again.\fn{ Narrated June 3, 1952}
189.184h Why If One’s Father Forbids One To Be Married One Must Stay Put: A Nyanga Tale\fn{by Nyandakara
(before 1952- )} Binyampuri Village, Ihana District, North Kivu Province, Congo/Kinshasa (F) -1
There was a female child; her father forbade her to get married.
This one\fn{The girl} did not listen; she went to get married. And she did not know how to prepare food.
In the place where she went, her husband made a field for her; but she did not stir paste for her husband. The
husband became angry, saying:
“You my wife, will my mother always stir paste for me, and you not?”
One day, after she had put water\fn{ To boil, for preparing the banana paste } as she wanted to lift it\fn{The pot} up; the
water spilled on her. She returned;\fn{Home} she went to her father’s place, and she was rubbing, rubbing herself
and singing:
Father Munyanga, my hair burns
I was used to sifting flour
I was not used to stirring paste.

This young woman returned definitely to her father’s place. Her father returned the marriage payments. And
this young woman always ate the things that were cooked\fn{ I.e., were ready for eating} in her father’s and mother’s
place.\fn{Narrated June 20, 1952}
1920
201.1 The Mwindo Epic\fn{by Shé-Kárisi Candi Rureke (c.1906- )} Bese Village, Katanga Province,
Congo/Kinshasa (M) 42
Long ago there was in a place a chief called Shemwindo. That chief built a village called Tubondo, in the state
of Inhimbi. Shemwindo was born with a sister called Iyangura.
And in that village of Shemwindo there were seven meeting places of his people. That chief Shemwindo married seven women. After Shemwindo had married those his seven wives, he summoned together all his people: the
juniors and the seniors, advisors, the counselors, and the nobles.\fn{ Normally only adult male seniors and officeholders
participate in such counsels—the first of many unusual deviations from normal procedure, only a few of which are sketched out in footnotes, to avoid burdening the text:H} All those—he had them meet in council.
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When they were already in the assembly, Shemwindo sat down in the middle of them; he made an appeal,
saying:
“You my wives, the one who will bear a male child among you my seven wives, I will kill him; all of you must
each time give birth to girls only.”
Having made this interdiction, he threw himself hurriedly into the houses of the wives, then launched the
sperm where his wives were.
Among his wives there was a beloved-one and a despised-one. The despised-one had her house built next to
the garbage heap and his other wives were in the clearing, in the middle of the village. After a fixed number of
days had elapsed, those seven wives carried pregnancies, and all at the same time.
*
Close to the village of Shemwindo there was a river in which there was a pool, and in this pool there was a
water serpent, master of the unfathomable.\fn{ A fabulous creature, and very powerful:H} In his dwelling place, in the
pool, Mukiti heard the news that downstream from him there was a chief who had a sister called Iyangura; she
was always glistening, like dew, like sunrays because of beauty. After Master Mukiti had heard the news of the
beauty of that young woman Iyangura, he went in pursuance of her in order to court her.
Mukiti reached Tubondo; Shemwindo accommodated him in a guesthouse. When they were already in twilight, after having eaten dinner and food, Mukiti said to Shemwindo:
“You, my maternal uncle, I have arrived here where you are because of this one, your sister Iyangura.”
Shemwindo, having understood, gave Mukiti a black goat as a token of hospitality and, moreover, said to Mukiti that he would answer him tomorrow. Mukiti said:
“Yes, my dear father, I am satisfied.”
When the night had become daylight, in the morning, Mukiti made himself like the anus of a snail\fn{ A symbol
of neatness and cleanliness} in his dressing up; he was clothed with raphia bunches on the arms and on the legs, and
with a belt of bongo antelope,\fn{ The symbol of beauty and greatness} and he also carried an isia-crest\fn{A small brass
disc in which is fixed either part of an elephant’s tail, or the whiskers of leopards and genets } on the head. In their homestead,
Shemwindo and his sister Iyangura also overstrained themselves in dressing up. The moment Mukiti and Shemwindo saw each other, Mukiti said to his father-in-law.
“I am astonished—since I arrived here, I have not yet encountered my sister.”
Hearing that, Shemwindo assembled all his people, the counselors, and the nobles; he went with them into
secret council. Shemwindo said to his people:
“Our sororal\fn{Sister-related} nephew has arrived in this village looking for my sister; and you then must answer him.” The counselors and nobles, hearing that, agreed, saying:
“It is befitting that you first present Iyangura to Mukiti.”
They passed with Iyangura before Mukiti. Mukiti, seeing the way in which Iyangura was bursting with mature
beauty, asked himself in his heart:
“Now she is not the one I expected to see; she is like a ntsembe-tree.”\fn{A tall, straight, very smooth tree that cannot
be cut for fear that lightning would strike the house in which its wood was burned } Iyangura, indeed, was dressed in two pieces
of bark cloth imbued with red powder and mbea-oil. Seeing each other, Mukiti and Iyangura darted against each
other’s chests; they greeted each other. Having greeted each other, Iyangura said to Mukiti:
“Do you really love me, Mukiti?” Mukiti told her:
“Don’t raise your voice any more, my wife; see how I am dancing, my back shivering like the raphia-tree larva, and my cheeks contain my laughing.”
After Mukiti and Iyangura had seen each other in this manner, the counselors and nobles of Shemwindo
answered Mukiti, saying:
“We are satisfied, Mukiti, because of your word; now you will go to win valuables;\fn{ Matrimonial goods} whether you win many, whether you win few, from now on you win them for us.”
After Mukiti had been spoken to in that way, he returned home with soothed heart. Returning home, they fixed
him seven days for bringing the valuables.
*
After Mukiti was home, he assembled his people and told them that he was just back from courting, that he had
been assigned nine thousand,\fn{ Monetary units} and a white goat, and a reddish one, and a black one, and one for
sacrifice, and one for the calabash,\fn{ I.e., one for those young men who supply the bride-to-be with chickens as wedding gifts }
and one for the mother, and one for the young men.
The counselors and the nobles, hearing that, clapped their hands,\fn{ One of the ways in which agrement among these
people is signified} saying to their lord that they were satisfied, that they could not fail to find that payment of goods
enough, because this maiden was not to be lost.
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After the seven days were fulfilled, in the morning, Mukiti took the marriage payments to go, and his people
remained behind him; they went to Shemwindo’s to give him the payments. On leaving his village, he went to
spend the night in the village of the Baniyana.\fn{ The kinship group of the bats, generally represented as blacksmiths who
“forge” (i.e., who strengthen) heroes } The Baniyana gave him a ram as a token of hospitality. The Bana-mukiti and
Mukiti himself slept in that village, being like a blister because of repletion.
In the morning, Mukiti woke up; he went to throw himself into the village of the Banamitandi;\fn{ The kinship
group of spiders, who appear in Nyanga tales as helpful creatures who make bridges to save heroes } the Banamitandi gave Mukiti a
goat as a token of hospitality; he spent the night there.
In the morning, he set out from one of the ways out of the village together with his people, and went to arrive
at long last in the village of his fathers-in-law, in Tubondo, at Shemwindo’s. When they arrived in Tubondo,
Shemwindo showed them a guesthouse to sleep in and also gave them a billy goat as a present of hospitality.
In the late evening, Iyangura heated water for her husband; they went together to wash themselves. Having
finished washing themselves, they anointed themselves with red powder; they climbed into bed; Iyangura put a
leg across her husband.
In the morning, there was a holiday. Shemwindo assembled all his people; they sat together in a group. When
all the Banashe-mwindo\fn{All the people placed under Chief Shemwindo’s authority } were grouped together, Mukiti came
out with the marriage payments and placed them before his fathers-in-law. His fathers-in-law were very satisfied
with them. They told him:
“Well, you are a man, one who has his nails cut.”\fn{ I.e., one who cannot be stopped by anything, one who is able to overcome doubt and fear, also calling to the Nyanga mind the contradistinctive image of the Mpaca, the long-nailed, fear-inspiring, small, old
spirit of the forest}

After they had completely laid hold of the marriage payments, the Banashe-mwindo told Mukiti to return to his
village; they would conduct his wife to him. Hearing this, Mukiti said:
“Absolutely all is well; what would be bad would be to be deceived.” He returned to his village.
*
When he was already in his village, Mukiti had his people prepare much food because he was having guests
come.
When Shemwindo, who had remained in his village, realized that Mukiti had been gone a day, in the morning,
he set out to follow him; they went to conduct Iyangura. While going, the attendants carried Iyangura, without
allowing her foot to set on the ground, in mud, or in water.
When the attendants arrived with the incoming bride at Mukiti’s, Mukiti showed them to a guesthouse; they sat
down in it. They seized a rooster to clean the teeth. In this guesthouse they had Iyangura sit down on an utebestool.\fn{A sacred object normally reserved for men } When she was already seated, she took out the remainder of the
banana paste from which she had had breakfast in her mother’s house in their village. She and her husband Mukiti
ate it.
When her husband had finished eating from that piece of paste, they had still more banana paste with taro
leaves prepared for them. When the paste and the leaves were ready in the house, they told Mukiti to sit down on
an utebe-stool; and they placed the paste between both of them. When they were grouped like that, they told Iyangura to grasp a piece of paste in her right hand and make her husband eat it together with a portion of meat. Iyangura took a piece of paste from the dish; she had her husband eat it; and her husband took a piece of paste, and he
too had his wife eat it.
After both husband and wife had finished eating the paste, the counselors of Mukiti gave Shemwindo a strong
young steer as a gift of hospitality. After they had finished eating this young steer, they answered Mukiti, saying:
“Don’t make our child here, whom you have just married, into a woman in ragged, soiled clothing; don’t make
her into a servant to perform labor.”
After they had said this, in the early morning right after awakening, they went, having been given seven bunches of butea-money as a departure gift by Mukiti.
When the bridal attendants arrived in Tubondo, they were very happy, along with their chief Shemwindo.
Where Mukiti and his people and his wife Iyangura remained, he made a proclamation saying:
“You all my people, if one day you see a man going downstream, then you will tear out his spinal column, you
Banamaka, Banabirurumba, Banankomo, Banatubusa, and Banampongo;\fn{ Various species of fish and crab which are
also Mukiti’s kinship groups} however, this path here which follows the flow of the river, it is the great path on which
all people pass.”
After he had passed this interdiction regarding these two paths,\fn{ From a premonition concerning Mwindo, who is
destined to overthrow his power} and while in this his village there lived his Shemwami\fn{ An officeholder; the name means
“Father of the Chief”} called Kasiyembe, Mukiti told his big headman Kasiyembe:
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“You, go to dwell with my wife Iyangura at the borders of the pool; and I, Mukiti, shall from now on always
reside here where all the dry leaves collect in flowing down, where all the fallen tree trunks are obstructed in the
middle of the pool.”
*
Where Shemwindo lived in Tubondo, together with his wives and all his people, they were very famous there;
his fame went here and there throughout the entire country. When many days had passed that his wives had remained pregnant, one day six of his wives pulled through; they gave birth merely to female children. One among
them, the preferred-one, remained dragging herself along because of her pregnancy.
When the preferred-one realized that her companions had already given birth, and that she remained with her
pregnancy, she kept on complaining:
“How terrible this is! It is only I who am persecuted by this pregnancy. What then shall I do? My companions,
together with whom I carried the pregnancy at the same time, have already pulled through, and it is I who remain
with it. What will come out of this pregnancy?”
After she had finished making these sad reflections, reawakening from her thoughts, at the door then there was
already a bunch of firewood; she did not know from where it had come, for it was her child, the one that was inside the womb, who had just brought it.
After some time had passed, looking around in the house, there was already a jar of water; she did not know
whence it had come; all by itself it had brought itself into the house.
After some time had passed, raw isusa-vegetables also arrived there at the house. When the preferred-one saw
it, she was much astonished; lo! it was the child in her womb who was performing all those wonderful things.
*
When the inhabitants of the village saw that the preferred-one continued to drag on with her pregnancy in her
house, they got used to sneering at her:
“When then will this one also give birth?”
Where the child was dwelling in the womb of its mother, it meditated to itself in the womb, saying that it could
not come out from the underpart of the body of its mother, so that they might not make fun of it saying that it was
the child of a woman; neither did it want to come out from the mouth of its mother, so that they might not make
fun of it saying that it had been vomited like a bat.\fn{ A widespread belief about the birth of bats}
When the pregnancy had already begun to be bitter, old midwives, wives of the counselors, arrived there; they
arrived there when the preferred-one was already being troubled with the pains of the pregnancy. Where the child
was dwelling in the womb, it climbed up in the belly, it descended the limb, and it went and came out through the
medius.\fn{The third digit of the middle finger} The old midwives, seeing him wailing on the ground, were astonished,
saying:
“It’s terrible; is the child now replacing its mother?” When they saw him on the ground, they pointed at him
asking:
“What kind of child is it?” Some among the old midwives answered:
“It’s a male child.”
Some of the old midwives said that they should shout in the village place that a male child was born. Some refused, saying that no one should shout that it was a boy who had just been born, because when Shemwindo heard
that a boy had been born, he would kill him. Where the counselors were sitting together with Shemwindo, they
shouted, asking:
“What child is born there?”
The old midwives who were sitting in the house kept silent, without giving an answer.
After the birth of the child, the midwives gave him the name Mwindo, because he was the first male child who
followed only female children in their order of birth.
*
In that house where the child had been born that day, there was a cricket on the wall. Where Shemwindo was
staying, after he had asked what child was born and the midwives were unwilling to give him an answer, the cricket left the house where the child had been born and went to say to Shemwindo:
“You, chief, a male child was born there; his name is Mwindo; that is why those who are in that hut there have
not answered you.”
When Shemwindo heard that his preferred-one had given birth to a boy, he took up his spear; he rubbed it on a
whetstone; he sharpened it; he went with it where the child had been born. The moment he prepared to throw it
into the birth hut, the child shouted from where it was; it said:
“May this spear end up each time it is being thrown at the bottom of the house pole;\fn{ The middle pole of a hut,
which sustains the roof and is said to be the home of the tutelary spirit of the home, near which children may never sit } may it never
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end up where these old midwives are seated here; may it neither arrive at the place where my mother is.”
Shemwindo threw the spear into the house six times, each time reaching nothing but the pole. When the old
midwives saw that extraordinary event they stormed out of the house; they fled away, saying to one another that
they should not go to die there.
*
When Shemwindo had become exhausted from running back and forth with his spear and had completely
failed to kill Mwindo, he spoke to his counselors, saying that they should dig a grave in order to throw Mwindo
into it, because he did not want to see a male child.
When the counselors had heard the order of the lord of their village, they did not disagree with him; they dug
the grave. When the grave was finished, they went to fetch the child Mwindo; they carried him—thus they went to
bury him in the grave. Mwindo howled within the grave, saying:
“Oh, my father, this is the death that you will die, but first you will suffer many sorrows.”
While Shemwindo was hearing the sound of the Little Castaway, he scolded his people, telling them to cover
the grave right away. His people went to fetch fallen plantain stems; they placed them above him and above the
plantains they heaped much soil.
Lo! at his birth, at that very moment, Mwindo was born with a conga-scepter,\fn{ A flyswatter made from a buffalo
tail or from the hairy tail of a certain species of antelope, Mwindo’s single most important attribute; containing magical properties, it is the
material symbol of his physical and mental force } holding it in his right hand. He was also born with an adze, holding it in
his left hand.\fn{As used here, the symbol of an individual authorized to organize cycles of circumcisions and perform masked dances }
He was also born with a little bag of the spirit of Kahombo,\fn{ The goddess of good fortune} wearing it slung across
his back on the left side; in that little bag there was a long rope.\fn{ A magic line with which Mwindo will later communicate
with his paternal aunt} Mwindo was born laughing and also speaking.

When the day had ended, those who were sitting outdoors, seeing that where Mwindo had been thrown away
earlier in the day there was light as though the sun were shining there, went to tell the men about it. The latter also
arrived there; they saw the place; they could not bear to stay a moment which is long as what,\fn{ A current expression meaning a moment that has no length, it is so short } because the great heat, which was like fire, burned them. Each
time they did as follows: as one passed by, he cast his eyes there\fn{ I.e., as if he was planting a knife in meat } and proceeded on.
*
When they already were in the first vigil, when all the people were already asleep, Mwindo got out of the
grave; he went to sneak into the house of his mother. As Mwindo was wailing in the house of his mother, and
when where he was sitting Shemwindo began to hear the way in which the child was wailing in the house of the
preferred-one, he was very much astonished, saying:
“This time what was never seen is seen for the first time; again a child cries in that house. Has my wife just
given birth to another child?”
Shemwindo died of indecision—whether or not to stand, up, because of fear; [but] owing to his virile impetus,
Shemwindo stood up. He went into the house of his wife, the house of the preferred-one, slithering like a snake,
without letting his steps be noisy. He arrived at the hut; he peeked through the open door, casting an eye into the
house; he saw the child sleeping on the floor; he entered the hut; he questioned his wife, saying:
“Where does this child come from again; did you leave another one in the womb to whom you have given birth
again?” His wife replied to him:
“This is Mwindo inside here.” Where Mwindo was sitting on the ground, he kept silent.
Shemwindo, witnessing this marvelous event, his mouth itched to speak but he left the house without having
retorted another word. Where he went, he went to wake up the counselors. Arriving there, he told them:
“What is there behind me, is what is there; it is astounding.” He told them also:
“Tomorrow, when the sky will have become day, then you will go to cut a piece from the trunk of a tree; you
will carve in it a husk for a drum; you will then put the hide of a mukaka-antelope in the river to soften.”
*
When the sky had become day, all the people assembled together, calling one another; they went to see
Mwindo in the house of his mother. Mwindo was devoured by the many longing eyes.
After they had looked at him, the counselors went to the forest to cut a piece of wood for the husk of the drum.
They arrived in the forest; they cut it; they returned with it to the village. Arriving in the village, they carved the
wood; they hollowed it out so that it became a husk. When the husk was finished, they went again to fetch
Mwindo; they carried him; they stuck him into the husk of the drum. Mwindo said:
“This time, my father has no mercy; what! a small baby is willingly maltreated!”
The Banashemwindo went to get the hide for the drum; they glued it on top of the drum; they covered it with
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it. When Shemwindo had seen how his son had been laid in the drum, he declared to all his people that he wanted
two expert divers, swimmers, to go the next day and throw this drum into the pool where nothing moves.
After the divers, swimmers, had been found, they picked up the drum; all the people abandoned the village;
they went to throw Mwindo. When they arrived at the pool where nothing moves, the swimmers with the drum
entered the pool, swimming in the river. When they arrived in the middle of the pool, they asked in a loud voice:
“Shall we drop him here?” All those who were sitting on the edge of the river answered “Yes,” all saying
together:
“It is there, so that you will not be the cause of his return.”
They released the drum in the middle of the pool; it sank into the depths. The waves made rings above the
place where the drum had entered.
After the swimmers had thrown him into the pool, they returned to the shore. Shemwindo was very pleased
with them:
“You have performed good work.” He gave each swimmer a maiden; thus those two got married because of receiving a gift for their labor.
That day, when Mwindo was thrown away, earth and heaven joined together because of the heavy rain; it
rained for seven days; hailing left the earth no more; that rain brought much famine in Tubondo.
After they had thrown Mwindo away, they returned to Tubondo. When they arrived in the village, Shemwindo
threatened his wife Nyamwindo, saying:
“Don’t shed tears weeping for your son; if you weep, I shall make you follow up where your son has been
thrown away.” That very day, Nyamwindo turned into the despised-one. Unable to weep, Nyamwindo went on
merely sobbing—not a little tear of weeping!
*
Where Mwindo dwelt in the pool where he had been thrown away, when he was in the water on the sand, he
moaned inside the drum; he stuck his head to the drum; he listened attentively; he said:
“I, to go downstream the river, and this without having warned my father and all his people who have thrown
me away so that they hear the sound of my voice—well then, I am not Mwindo.”
Where the drum was in the water on the sand, it arose all alone to the surface of the water. When the drum was
at the surface of the pool—in its middle—it remained there; it did not go down the river; neither did it go up the
river.
*
From Tubondo, from the village where the people dwelt, came a row of maidens; they went to draw water
from the river at the wading place. Arriving at the river, as soon as they cast their eyes toward the middle of the
pool, they saw the drum on the surface of the water, which was turning around there; they said inquiringly to one
another:
“Companions, we have dazzling apparitions; the drum that was thrown with Mwindo—there it is!” Where
Mwindo dwelt inside the drum in the pool, he said:
“If I abstain from singing while these maidens are still here drawing water from the river, then I shall not have
anybody who will bring the news to the village where my father is in Tubondo.”
While the maidens were in the act of drawing water and still had their attention fixed there toward the drum,
Mwindo, where he dwelt in the drum in the pool, threw sweet words into his mouth; he sang:
Scribe, move on!
I am saying farewell to Shemwindo!
I am saying farewell to Shemwindo!
I shall die, oh! Bira!
My little father threw me into the drum!
I shall die, Mwindo!
The counselors abandoned Shemwindo;
The counselors will become dried leaves.
The counselors of Shemwindo,
The counselors of Shemwindo,
The counselors have failed in their counselingl
My little father, little Shemwindo,
My little father threw me into the drum:
I shall not die and that little-one will survive!
The little-one is joining Iyangura,
The little-one is joining Iyangura,
Iyangura, the sister of Shemwindo.
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When the girls heard the way in which Mwindo was singing in the drum in the pool, they climbed up to the
village, running and rushing, after they had left the water jars at the river, behind them, in disarray. When they
arrived within the inhabited area, the men, seeing them appear at the outskirts running and rushing, took their
spears and went, believing that they were being chased by a wild beast. Seeing the spears, the maidens beseeched
their fathers:
“Hold it! We are going to bring the news to you of how the drum that you threw into the pool has stayed; it is
singing: ‘The counselors of Shemwindo, the counselors have failed in their counseling; the counselors will
become dried leaves.’”
When he heard that, Shemwindo told the girls that they were lying.
“What! the drum that we had thrown away yesterday into the pool arose again!” The maidens assented:
“Mwindo is still alive.”
They had seen him with their own eyes, and he really was still alive. When Shemwindo heard that, he assembled again all his people; the village remained empty; everybody deserted the village for the river carrying spears,
arrows, and fire.\fn{Torches}
Where Mwindo dwelt in the river, after he had seen the way in which the maidens had cleared for the village,
he also stopped singing for a while; he said that he would sing again when the people arrived, because these girls
had just witnessed his astonishing deed.
*
All the people of the village, children and youngsters, old people and young men, women, when they arrived at
the river, seeing the drum in the middle of the pool, grouped together looking attentively at the drum. When
Mwindo noticed them waiting in a group on the shore of the river, he threw sweet words into his mouth; he sang:
I am saying farewell to Shemwindo;
I shall die, oh Bira!
The counselors abandoned Shemwindo.
Scribe, move on!
The counselors will turn into dried leaves.
What will die and what will be safe
Are going to encounter Iyangura.

When Mwindo had finished singing like that, saying farewell to his father and to all the Banashemwindo, the
drum sank into the pool; the waves made rings at the surface. Where Shemwindo and his people were standing on
the shore, they were very perplexed; they nodded their heads, saying:
“How terrible it is! Will some day then be born what is never being born?”After they had witnessed this extraordinary event, they returned to the village Tubondo.
*
Where Mwindo headed inside the water, he went upstream;\fn{ For the Nyanga, all bad things go downstream with the
river} he went to the river’s source, at Kinkunduri’s,\fn{ A species of crab found near river sources } to begin it. When he
arrived at Kinkunduri’s, he lodged there; he said that he was joining Iyangura, his paternal aunt, there, whither she
had gone; the news had been given him by Kahungu.\fn{ The hawk, a friendly messenger } He began the trip; he joined
his aunt Iyangura downstream;\fn{Where she still was:H} he sang:
Mungai, get out of my way!
For Ikukuhi shall I go out of the way?
You are impotent against Mwindo,
Mwindo is the Little-one just-born-he-walked.
I am going to meet Iyangura.
For Kabusa, shall I go out of the way?
You are helpless against Mwindo,
For Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
Canta, get out of my way!
Canta, you are impotent against Mwindo.
I am going to encounter Iyangura, my aunt.
For Mutaka shall I go out of the way?
You are helpless against Mwindo!
I am going to meet Iyangura, my aunt.
For Kitoru shall I get out of my way?
You see, I am going to encounter Iyangura, my aunt.
I stated that:
For Mushenge shall I get out of my way?
You are impotent against Mwindo!
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See, I am going to encounter Iyangura, my aunt,
Iyangura, sister of Shemwindo.
For Nyarui, shall I get out of my way?
Whereas Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-has-walked.
I am going to encounter Iyangura, my aunt,
Sister of Shemwindo.
For Cayo shall I get out of my way?
You see, I am going to encounter Iyangura, my aunt,
Sister of Shemwindo.
Look! You are impotent against Mwindo,
Mwindo the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
He who will go up against me, it is he who will die on the way.

Each time Mwindo arrived in a place where an aquatic animal\fn{ They (and others in the song’s continuation, below) are
all species of fish and crab, personifications of evil, hatred and ugliness, and considered to be allies of Mukiti } was, he said that it
should get out of the way for him, that they were powerless against him, that he was going to his aunt Iyangura.
*
When Mwindo arrived at Cayo’s, he spent the night there; in the morning he went right after awakening; he
sang:
For Ntsuka shall I go out of the way?
You see that I am going to encounter Iyangura.
You see that you are powerless agaInst Mwindo.
Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
For Kirurumba shall I go out of the way?
You see that I am going to encounter Aunt Iyangura.
You see that you are powerless against Mwindo,
For Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
For Mushomwa shall I go out of the way?
You see I am going to encounter Aunt Iyangura.
You see that you are powerless against Mwindo.
For Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-has-walked.

Musoka, the junior sister of Mukiti, had gone to live upstream from Mukiti:
For Musoka shall I go out of the way?
You are powerless against Mwindo
Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-has-walked.

When Musoka\fn{A female water spirit, a junior sister of Mukiti } saw Mwindo arriving at her place, she sent an envoy
to Mukiti to say that there was a person there where she was, at Musoka’s, who was in the act of joining Iyangura.
The envoy ran quickly to where Mukiti was; he arrived there and gave the news:
“There is a person back there; he is in the act of joining Iyangura.”
Mukiti replied to that envoy that he should tell Musoka that that man should not pass beyond her place.
“If not, why would I have placed her there?”
That envoy arrived at Musoka’s; he announced the news of how he had been spoken to by Mukiti. Musoka
kept on forbidding Mwindo like that, without knowing that he was a child of Mukiti’s wife, Iyangura. Musoka
replied to Mwindo, saying:
“Mukiti refuses to let you pass; so it is your manhood that will permit you to pass; I here, Musoka, I am
placing barriers here; you will not find a trail to pass on.” Mwindo answered her, softening his voice:
“I, Mwindo, never am I forbidden to pass on a trail; I will thrust through there where you are blocking.”
Mwindo hearing this pulled himself together; he left the water above him; he dug inside the sand; and he went
to appear in between Musoka and Mukiti. After Mwindo had passed Musoka, having broken through the dam of
Musoka, he praised himself:
“Here I am, the Little-one-just-born-he-walked; one never points a finger at me.”\fn{ I.e., nobody ever argues with
me or taunts me}
When Musoka saw him anew downstream,\fn{Where his aunt still was:H} she touched her chin,\fn{To express astonishment} saying:
“How then has this tough one here gotten through? If he had passed above me I would have seen his shadow;
if he had passed below me, I would have heard the sound of his feet.” Musoka complained a lot saying that she
would be scolded by Mukiti because she had let somebody pass.
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*
After Mwindo had passed Musoka, he began a journey to go to Mukiti’s; he sang:
In Mukiti’s, in a pool’s dwelling place!
For Mukiti shall I get out of my way?
You see I am going to encounter Iyangura,
Iyangura, sister of Shemwindo.
Mukiti, you are powerless against Mwindo.
Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.

When Mukiti in his dwelling place heard this, he moved, asking who had just mentioned his wife. He shook
heaven and earth; the whole pool moved. Mwindo on his side said:
“This time we shall get to know each other today, we with Mukiti; for I Mwindo never fear an insolent child,
so long as I have not measured myself against him.” When Mwindo heard that, he said:
“This time, the husband of my aunt is lying; it is I Mwindo who am being forbidden the road to my aunt!”
Mwindo pulled himself together; he went to appear at the knot where Mukiti was coiled up. When Mukiti saw
him, he said:
“This time it is not the one whom I expected to see; he surpasses expectation!” He asked:
“Who are you?”
Mwindo referred to himself saying that he was Mwindo, the Little-one-just-born-he-walked, child of Iyangura.
Mukiti said to Mwindo:
“How then?”
Mwindo answered him saying that he was going to encounter his paternal aunt Iyangura. Hearing that, Mukiti
said to Mwindo:
“You are lying; here never anybody passes, who would have crossed over these logs and dried leaves; so, then,
you never go to sleep thinking! You alone are the man who in spite of all will be able to pass here where I am!”
While Mukiti and Mwindo were still talking to each other like that, maidens went from Iyangura’s place to
draw water; at Mukiti’s place, there it was that the waterhole was. As soon as the maidens witnessed the way in
which Mwindo constantly mentioned Iyangura, saying she was his aunt, they ran to Iyangura; they arrived there
and said to Iyangura:
“Over there, where your husband Mukiti is, there is a little man saying that Mukiti should release him, that he
is Mwindo, that he is going to encounter Iyangura, his paternal aunt.” When Iyangura heard that news, she said:
“Lo! that is my child, let me first go to where he is.”
Iyangura climbed up the slope; she went to appear at the water hole; she looked to the river that she first might
see the man who was mentioning that she was Iyangura. As soon as Mwindo in his place saw his paternal aunt
coming to see him, he sang:
I am suffering much, Mwindo.
I will die, Mwindo.

While his. aunt Iyangura was then descending the slope, he went on singing looking in the direction from
which his aunt was coming.
Aunt Iyangura,
Mukiti has forbidden me the road.
I am going to meet Aunt Iyangura,
I am going to encounter Iyangura,
Sister of Shemwindo.
For Mukiti shall I go out of the way?
I am joining Iyangura,
Sister of Shemwindo.
For Mukiti, my father, shall I go out of the way?
You are powerless against Mwindo,
Katitiiri and Mpumba
And Rintea and Sheburenda!\fn{Four names, derived from insects, especially selected to express scorn for the pettiness of Mukita’s allies}
My father. I shall die today. Mwindo!
Aunt Iyangura howled, she said,
Aunt Iyangura “of the body.”\fn{An expression of tenderness}

Iyangura said: “If the sororal nephew of the Banamitandi is in this drum, let it arrive here so that I can see it
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before me.”
When the aunt cited the Banamitandi in this way. the drum refused to move in the direction of Iyangura. Inside
the drum, Mwindo complained that this time his aunt missed the mark. His aunt spoke again:
“If you drum, if you are the sororal nephew of The-one-who-hears-secrets, come here; draw near me.”
When his aunt had mentioned in that way Those-who hear-secrets, the drum still refused to draw near her. His
aunt said anew:
“If you really are the nephew of the Baniyana, come here before me.” When Mwindo heard that, he went
singing, in his leaving the pool:
I am going to my Aunt Iyangura,
Iyangura. Sister of Shemwindo,
Kabarebare and Ntabare-mountain.
Where the husband of my senior sister sets byoo-traps,
And a girl who is nice is a lady.
And a nice young man is a kakoma-pole.\fn{Forming the framework of house walls, they are symbols of straightness}
We are telling the story
That the Babuya have told long ago,
We are telling the story.
Kasengeri is dancing wagging his tail;
And you, see! this tail of nderema-fibers.
Nkurongo-bird has gone to court mususu-bird;
Muhasha-bird has contracted asthma.
If I am at a loss for words in the great song,
If it dies out, may it not die out for me there.
I cannot flirt with I-have-no-name;\fn{A term for a woman who has suffered numerous miscarrages}
They are accustomed to speak to Mukiti with bells.
The tunes that we are singing,
The uninitiated-ones cannot know them.
I cannot be given mburu-monkey\fn{Who is naturally lean, and admired as such} and still eat a lot,
I would remain satisfied with my flat belly.
I have seen a rooster cock-a-doodle-dooing;
I also saw muntori-bird\fn{The sparrow; referring to a tale with a rooster} pointing him out.
The little guardian of the rice field
Is never confused about
When sky has become day.
I see that meditations kill;
They killed the couple, otter and his mother.
If little pot travels too much,
It means little pot looks for a crack.\fn{In this sentence there are references to three different tales }
He who one day ate ntsuka-fish does not sojourn long.
It is as though he had eaten the heart of the plunger.\fn{A proverb}
If Nyabunge coils like the whirlpools,
Then she loses her way home.
I learned that a catastrophe happened:
One suffering from frambesia and a leper on a bed.
If you hear the uproar of an argument,
It means the old woman has gotten more than the young mother.
I always sit down thinking about myself,
As in the game “throat and top.”
I have cultivated bananas for the dragon
So heavy that a cluster had no one to carry it.
The muhangu-animal that tries to make the first banana fruits drop.
If the mother of the girl dies because of the young man,
It means an atumbu-insect falls from the ntongi-tree.\fn{A song composed of many unrelated materials, in which the object is not the words of the
song, but the enjoyment of the sound and rhythm of the dance itself}

*
When Mwindo was still in the act of going down with the river, the moment he joined his aunt he went to arrive before her where she was. His aunt seized the drum; her people gave her a knife; she slashed the drum; removing the hide, she saw the multiple rays of the rising sun and the moon. That is the beauty of the child Mwindo.
Mwindo got out of the drum, still holding his conga-scepter and his axe, together with his little bag in which
the rope was. When Kahungu\fn{Hawk, friendly messenger for Mukiti} saw Mwindo meeting with his aunt, he went to
bring the news to the mutambo-elder who had been given to Iyangura to keep watch over her continually. He
arrived there, he gave him the news:
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“You, you who are here, it is not merely a little man who appears over there; he is with many stories and feats;
you are dead.” Hearing this news, Kasiyembe said:
“You envoy, you go! When you will have arrived at Mwindo’s, tell him he should not even try to pass this side;
otherwise I shall tear out his spinal column; I here am setting up traps, pits and pointed sticks and razors in the
ground, so that I shall know where he will step.” Seeing that, Katee\fn{ Hedgehog, friendly messenger for Mwindo} went
to appear where Mwindo was and told him:
“You, Mwindo, your mates are holding secret council against you; they are even preparing pit traps against
you, and pointed sticks and razors. I am Katee, don’t you always see me on the ground, in the depth of the earth?”
Mwindo answered him:
“Yes, I always see you; it is on the ground that you live.” After having given Mwindo the news of that danger
there in order to warn him, Katee also told him:
“I am going to have a road go by, so that it emerges from the place where you are, and I want to make it come
out inside the house of your aunt, at the base of the house pole.” Mwindo said “Yes” to him. Mukei began to dig
in the ground, inside it. Mwindo told his aunt Iyangura:
“You, Aunt, proceed ahead; you be already on your way home; I shall meet you there; and that Kasiyembe
threatening me over there, I shall first meet up with him; if he really has force, I shall deal with him today.” He
also said to his aunt:
“Tell him, the one who is threatening me there, that he should prepare himself.”
Master Spider also emerged from within the pits, he was building bridges; he made them come out above the
pits; the pits became merely bridges; he said to himself that it was there that Mwindo was going to play.
“As far as I, Master Spider, am concerned, Mwindo cannot completely perish, since we are there.”
*
After his aunt had thus been told by Mwindo to proceed going, she did not tergiversate;\fn{ Become a renegade}
she went home. Back there where Mwindo had remained, he took the road made by Katee; he came out in the
house of his aunt, at Iyangura’s, thanks to his kahombo.\fn{Good fortune} When Kasiyembe saw him, he said:
“Mwindo is already over here; now, from where has he emerged?”
The people of his village said that they did not know from where he had emerged. When Iyangura saw that her
son Mwindo had already arrived, she said to him:
“My son, don’t eat food yet; come first to this side, so that we may dance to the rhythm of the drum.”
After Mwindo had heard the words of his aunt, he left the house and appeared where his aunt was outdoors; he
told his aunt that there he was, that he was going to dance without having eaten food, that he was going to faint
with this drum. His aunt replied to him:
“Not at all! Dance all the same, my son; and as for me, what shall I do then, since the one whom I was given to
take care of me is saying that you must dance? What then shall we do? Dance all the same!” Hearing the word of
his aunt, Mwindo said:
“Oh! Right you are; let me first dance; hunger never kills a man.” Mwindo sang; he howled, he said:
Kasiyembe, you are powerless against Mwindo,
For Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
Kasiyembe said: “Let us dance together:”
Shirungu,\fn{One of the percussionists} give us a morceau!
If we die, we will die for you.
Kasengeri is dancing with his conga-scepter,
Conga-scepter of nderema-fibers.
I am saying farewell to Mpumba,
My Mpumba with many raphia bunches.

Mwindo went round about in the middle of the pits; he marched with the body bent over the pits, without even
being injured by the razors; he passed and passed everywhere where Kasiyembe had placed traps for him, without
injuring himself. After Mwindo had passed and passed where traps had been set up for him, he danced; he agitated his conga-scepter to and fro, singing:
It is Katee who is crackling of dried leaves,\fn{Praising hedgehog, whose habit is to take dried leaves into its burrow}
And it is Kantori who is Shebireo.\fn{Recalling a favorable tale about Kantori the sparrow}

He also pointed out the Banamitandi, saying:
You have seen that I am a follower of the Banamitandi.
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May Kahungu go to see now.
May I see over there Shemumbo’s village.\fn{I.e., with the idea of occupying Shemubo’s throne}
I am seeing that among the chimpapzees of the ficus-tree,
The one who is repleted comes down.\fn{Reference to a tale}

Iyangura told her son to eat some food, saying that since the time he arrived he had not spit his saliva while
eating food.\fn{I.e., has not rinsed his mouth with water before eating } Iyangura gave her son a bovine as a token of hospitality; he/she felled it. Eating it were those who were on the side, the maidens, who ate from it for several days;
he did not put it in the mouth trying to eat from it.
*
After Mwindo had received the hospitality gift of the bovine, which his aunt had offered to him, together with
the maidens, Kasiyembe, the man of hatred, persisted in trying to kill him, saying:
“Is this the boy\fn{Perjoratively, as in a boy not yet become a man } against whom I shall be impotent, whereas I heard
that he came from the inside of a drum?” Kasiyembe implored Nkuba, the lightning-hurler, saying:
“You, Nkuba, you will have to come down; may you cut Mwindo into two pieces, in the house here where he
is together with all these maidens who are with him here.”
When Mwindo heard the way in which Kasiyembe threatened him, over and over again, he told the maidens
sitting with him in the house to sit down on one side with him because Kasiyembe wanted to bring lightning down
on him. Then Mwindo said threateningly to Master Nkuba:
“You, Nkuba, since you come down, you must come down on one side of the house; don’t come down on the
side where Mwindo is.”
Master Nkuba, on hearing the voice of Kasiyembe, descended onto the house where Mwindo was; Mwindo
pointed him out, saying:
“You too will die the same death; you are climbing on a hard tree.”
Master Nkuba came down seven times; each time he descended onto one side of the house in which Mwindo
was, he did not come close to the place where he was; the fire burned on one side; that side became merely ashes.
Where Iyangura, aunt of Mwindo, was sitting, tears rolled from her eyes and reached her legs, she saying that lot
her son was dying and that she had not even seen him well.
*
Mwindo then came out of the house together with the maidens; he presented himself before the crowd of
people; he declared about himself that there he was, the Little-one-just-born-he-walked. He said to his aunt to
come close to where he was so that he could speak to her; his aunt came close to him; Mwindo spoke to her:
“No more crying; it is you, my aunt, who are the reason Kasiyembe made this evil test come over me; in the
day of tomorrow, if you will see me no more, it means that I am not worthy of Mwindo.”
He told his aunt that within the twinkling of an eye, the mop of hair\fn{ Symbolizing an evil element} of Kasiyembe
would already be burning. Where Kasiyembe was, people were all of a sudden struck by the fact that in the mop
of hair of Kasiyembe the fire was already flaring up; the tongues of flame rose into the air; all the lice and all the
vermin that were nestled on his head, all were entirely consumed.
When they saw the mop of hair of Kasiyembe burning, the people of Kasiyembe thought about fetching water
in the jars in order to extinguish the fire on the head of Kasiyembe. When they arrived at the jars, in arriving
there, there was no water left; all the water had dried up in the jars, there was not a drop of water left in them.
They went straight to the herbaceous stalks of the plantains; they arrived there when they were already dried
up, without a drop of water in them. They said:
“What then! Spit some saliva on his head!”
Saliva was lacking among all the people; their mouths were wanting of saliva. When they experienced this,
they said:
“This Kasiyembe is about to die. Go and look for help for him at his Master’s; it is at Mukiti’s that there is a
pool.”
They went there. Arriving there, they found Mukiti with butterflies and flies flitting about him; for him, too,
the water had dried up; the whole pool had dried up, without even a drop in it.
*
When his aunt saw that, she went to beg before her son:
“Widen your heart, you my son ‘of the body,’ you only child. By any chance did you come here where I am in
order to attack us? Set your heart down; undo my husband together with his mutambo-elder, this one Kasiyembe;
heal them without harboring further resentment against them.”
After the aunt had finished humbly imploring her son, Mwindo had his heart go down; he woke up Kasiyembe,
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waving his conga-scepter above him; he sang:
He who went to sleep wakes up.
You are impotent against Mwindo,
Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
Wake up thanks to my conga here of nderema-fibers.
He who went to sleep wakes up.
Look, I am playing with my conga-scepter.

Suddenly, Kasiyembe was saved. And the jars, water returned again in them; and the herbaceous stalks of all
the plantains, in them again was water; and there where Mukiti was, the water came back again for him; the river
was full again. When they saw that feat, they were much astonished, saying:
“Lo! Mwindo, he too, is a great man.”\fn{I.e., is a full-fledged adult male}
Kasiyembe gave Mwindo a salute, saying:
“Hail! hail! oh! Mwindo.” And Mwindo answered,
“Yes.”
*
After he had accomplished that deed, Mwindo said to his aunt that tomorrow he would be going to Tubondo to
fight with his father, because his father had thrown him away twice; now he would in his turn go to stand up
against him. The aunt told him:
“Oh! my father, you will be impotent at your father’s, in Tubondo; you, just yesterday’s child, born just a while
ago, is it you who will be capable of Tubondo, village with seven meeting places?
“Iyangura! I had you taken out from within the drum; as far as I am concerned, I say ‘No,’ strongly; never
again try to go alone; the lonely path is never nice.”
When Mwindo heard the way in which his aunt was speaking, he refused; he wiped out his aunt’s words by
humming to himself. The aunt told him:
“You, my young man, to give birth to a son is to rest. Do not go to fight with your father; if you go, at any rate,
then I also shall go with you to see how your father will be cutting you into pieces.”
She went to tell the maidens to pack up her household objects, so as to go with Mwindo, because the lonely
path is not nice; it never fails to find something that could kill a man.
*
When the sky had become daylight, they had breakfast before the journey of returning back to Tubondo.
Mwindo went together with his aunt, together with his servants who were chanting the refrain. Mwindo sang:
Ntiriri-liana has become mubanga-rope,
And musara-liana has become a mukendo-bag.\fn{Indicating that the normal order is out of balance, because these two vines are not normally used to
fabricate a carrying rope or shoulder bag}
Scribe, march!
I am going over there to Tubondo;
I shall fight over there in Tubondo,
Even though Tubondo has seven entries.
We are saying, oh Bira!
Aunt, give me advice
To fight with the people downstream;
They carry spears and shields.
In Ihimbi where dwelt Birori, I shall die today, Mushumo.
On Ntsuri-hill where dwelt Ruronga,
In Munongo where dwelt Shecara,
Bitumbi-hill of Shemene Ndura,
And the old ones fight because of a wind.
On Mbare-hill where dwelt Karai,
He was the one who gives much tribute of words.
Mbare-hill is together with Irimwe-hill, his kinsman,
Tunkundu-hill is together with Nteko-hill, his kinsman.
May I mention Mabura Banyore,
Homeland of my mothers, Kabotyo Munyangoro
Nyabuke Kamwikoti?
Big legs\fn{Praise name for an elephant} ravaged Mpurwa,\fn{Name of an estate, as is Kamuri}
And the baboon ruined Kamuri.
Sky became day, I was still speaking
Like the sound of Mukuki.\fn{One of the Nyanga closed associations}
The sky in this village takes a long time to become day:
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It is the single man who is cooking hard-to-cook food.\fn{A frequently-heard proverb evoking the fate of the single man}
Mikere-river is together with Mboru-river, his kinsman,
And Batoi-river is together with Tua-river, his kinsman.
Who will take me to Bukuca, to Ngara?
Mbuhi is of both Mutatea and Mwindo,
Kirambo is of Mamboreo.\fn{Various river and mountain limitations to Nyanga—or the narrator’s personal—power}
May the people of Ntande not regret the lack of meat,
For they have had a woman who fishes with a net.\fn{Women normally fish with baskets}
Mpinga is land
Whereas Nkasa is the natal village of Burongo
And of Mwindo.
May the Batembo not regret the lack of meat.
They hold Mutumba and Kunju.
And Birere-hill of Rukobakoba;
I cannot fish with the Baroba.
From Europe there come all kinds of things!
The sun is setting downstream
From the Batika-Rukari.
Maere, little girl of Rukunja,
Maere, what did you eat when you came?
I have not eaten anything extraordinary;
I have eaten a goat for sharing purposes,
And I also ate mususa-vegetables picked in the village.
They were full of sand and slime.
To a trap that is not well set
Katiti-pigeon only leaves its tail.
The nkurongo-birds of this village are mean;
The nkurongo-birds, as soon as they have seen people,
Flutter their tails.
In Kumbukumbu of the Batobo
Where dwelt Nkuru and Rukari.\fn{Most of the verses of this song have nothing to do with the story, but are reflections of the narrator on people, landed
estates, stories, and the lack of consideration with which he has been treated in the past. As before, the emphasis is on the enjoyment of the rhythms of the
dance, and the dance itself}

Mwindo sang:
Scribe, march!
I am going with the aunt.
The Little-one has slept all prepared for the journey.
Oh! my father, the Little-one set out right after awakening.
I warn you we are already underway, we,
To Bat of the Baniyana.

*
During this journey that Mwindo was making in spite of all with his aunt, evening went to find him at his
maternal uncles, the Baniyana.\fn{ The bats} He slept there after they had killed a goat of hospitality for him. After
he, together with his paternal aunt and the servants of the aunt, had eaten that goat, Mwindo said to his maternal
uncles:
“I am going to fight Shemwindo in Tubondo; forge me,\fn{ I.e., make me strong} you who are blacksmiths of large
light spears, you my uncles. The Baniyana said that they were going to forge him. They dressed him in shoes
made entirely of iron and pants of iron; they also forged him an iron shirt and a hat of iron. They told him:
“Since you are going to fight your father, may the spears that they will unceasingly hurl at you go striking on
this iron covering that is on your body.”
After the uncles had finished forging him, they said that they could remain no more; they would be going with
him so that, they might see the way in which they would knead him.
*
In the morning, Mwindo began the journey together with his uncles and his aunt Iyangura, and the servants of
his aunt. Mwindo went singing; he howled, he said:
I shall fight over there at Shemwindo’s.
The cattle that Shemwindo possesses,
May they join Mwindo.
Oh! scribe, march!
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When they were on the point of arriving there, when they already had the village in sight, Mwindo’s aunt said
to Mwindo:
“Oh! my father, let’s get out of here, look how there is dizziness over there in your father’s village; Tubondo
over there is a village of seven ways out; there are many people over there; they will destroy us.” Mwindo
answered his aunt:
“I, Mwindo, I never am afraid of a big child with whom I have not yet fought; I want to try this Shemwindo
out first; he is too much spoiled by pride.” Mwindo went on, singing:
We are going over there to Tubondo
Where dwelt Shemwindo.

When they arrived in the glen, he said:
“Let us spend the night in this village.” His aunt howled, she said:
“Where will we sleep, here there is no house? Lo! Kiruka-nyambura\fn{ An old woman who lives in the sky } has
arrived, bearer of rain that never ceases.” The aunt shouted, she said:
“Oh! my father, where shall we sleep? The rain has just rumbled, the young woman is destitute.”
Mwindo looked around, he said that he wanted to have houses: and the houses built themselves. Mwindo said
that his uncles should take that row there, and his aunt that other row; and Mwindo’s house planted itself in the
middle of them. His aunt shouted saying:
“Yes, my father Mwindo, hail for these our houses. Lo! Shemwindo has brought forth a hero; Kahombo,\fn
{The spirit of good fortune} my father, I shall give you some paste.\fn{ When a young woman says this to her husband, she
means that she will give him children; with these statements, Iyangura is praising her nephew/son } Let us go with our prestigious
man; may our prestigious man escape thunder and lightning! Shemwindo brought forth a hero who is never afraid,
and Mwindo himself is a hero.” When they were there in the glen, the houses having built themselves, Mwindo’s
aunt said to him:
“Oh! my father Mwindo, let us get away; you are powerless against this mass of people who are in Tubondo.”
Mwindo said that first he would try. Iyangura, Mwindo’s aunt, said to him:
“Oh! my father Mwindo, what shall we eat then? Look! the great number of your uncles here, and I too,
Iyangura, have a line of people, and you, Mwindo, you have drummers and singers with you; what will this whole
group eat?” Mwindo, hearing what his aunt had just told him, agreed, saying:
“You are not lying, you my aunt; I see that the whole group that is with us is already hungry.”
*
He lifted his eyes to the sky; he said to himself that he first wanted to have all the food that was over there in
Tubondo come; so the food having joined him, he would go to fight with them. Mwindo sang while transporting
the food that was with his father. His aunt shouted, she said:
“Oh! my father, what shall we eat today?” Mwindo howled, he sang:
The pastes that are in Tubondo,
May the pastes join Mwindo,
Mwindo, the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
The animals that are in Tubondo,
May the animals join Mwindo.
The meats that Shemwindo stores,
May the meats join Mwindo Mboru,
Mwindo, the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
The wood that Shemwindo keeps,
Oh! father, may it join Mwindo Mboru,
For Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
And the fire that Shemwindo possesses,
May the fire also join Mwindo.
And the water that Shemwindo possesses,
May the water also join Mwindo Mboru.
The jars that are at Shemwindo’s
May the jars join Mwindo,
Mwindo, the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
The clothes that are at Shemwindo’s,
May the clothes join Mwindo,
Mwindo is going to fight!
The wooden dishes that are in Tubondo,
May the wooden dishes also join Mwindo,
Oh father! the Little-one-just-born-he-has-walked
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Hopes to be victorious.
The beds that Shemwindo possesses,
May the beds join Mwindo.
And the wicker plates that Shemwindo possesses,
May the wicker plates also join Mwindo.
And the salt that Shemwindo possesses,
May the salt also join Mwindo,
The Little-one-just-born-he-walked.\fn{A short inventory of some of the most significant items in the diet and technology of the Nyanga}

It was in this way that Mwindo was speaking!
And the chickens that Shemwindo possesses,
May the chickens also join Mwindo.
The cheerleaders are in unison;
They thus having achieved unison long ago.
The cheerleaders are in unison;
They have achieved harmony in the middle of the village.\fn{ The narrator’s priase for the singers and percussionists who accompany him}
That which-will-die and that which-will-be-saved,
May it join Iyangura here,
Iyangura, sister of Shemwindo.
The goats that are at Shemwindo’s,
May the goats join Mwindo.
The cattle that are in Tubondo,
May the cattle join Mwindo.
The cattle bellowed, saying,
“Oh father! let us join Mwindo.”
The dogs that are in Tubondo,
May the dogs join Mwindo.
The dogs barked, saying,
“Oh father! let us join Mwindo.”
We are seated, stretching out our voices
Like the diggers of pits for trapping.
The banana groves that are in Tubondo,
May the banana groves join Mwindo.
And the tobacco also that is at Shemwindo’s,
May the tobacco also join Mwindo.
The mukusa-asp swallowed froth;
Anger is in the heart.\fn{Reference to a story}
And the pipes that Shemwindo possesses,
May the pipes also join Mwindo.
The spears that are at Shemwindo’s,
May the spears join Mwindo.
The adzes that are at Shemwindo’s,
May the adzes join Mwindo.
The billhooks that are at Shemwindo’s,
Oh father! may the billhooks join Mwindo;
May there be none left to go gardening.
The pruning knives that are at Shemwindo’s,
May the pruning knives join Mwindo,
Little pruning knife, little scraper of mbubi-lianas.
May the little pruning knife join Mwindo.
The little dog bells that Shemwindo possesses,
May the little dog bells join Mwindo;
May there be nobody left to go hunting.
The bags that Shemwindo possesses,
May the bags also join Mwindo.
The razors that Shemwindo possesses,
May the razors also join Mwindo;
May there be nobody left who is shaved.
The butea-rings that Shemwindo possesses,
Oh father! the butea-rings,
May they be ready to join Mwindo;
May there be nobody left who wears them.
The necklaces that Shemwindo possesses,
May the necklaces also join Mwindo;
May there be nobody left who wears them.
The needles that Shemwindo possesses,
May the needles also join Mwindo;
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May there be nobody left to do hook work.
The fire drill that Shemwindo possesses,
May the fire drill also join Mwindo;
May there be nobody left who makes fire.
The hoes that Shemwindo possesses,
Oh father! the hoes,
May they join Mwindo;
May there be nobody left who hoes.
The pots that Shemwindo possesses,
May the pots also join Mwindo;
May there be nobody left who cooks.
The baskets that Shemwindo possesses,
May the baskets join Mwindo;
May there be nobody left who goes to work.
The mumanga-piercer that Shemwindo possesses,
May the mumanga-piercers join Mwindo;
May there be nobody who bores shafts.
Let us recite from the story
That the Babuya are used to reciting.
The bisara-billhooks that Shemwindo possesses,
May the bisara-billhooks join Mwindo;
May there be nobody who prunes banana trees.
And the bellows that Shemwindo possesses,
May the bellows also join Mwindo;
May there be nobody left who smiths.
And the hammers that are at Shemwindo’s,
May the hammers also join Mwindo;
May there be nobody who smiths.
And the blacksmiths whom Shemwindo has,
May the blacksmiths also join Mwindo;
May there be nobody who smiths.
The nkendo-knives that are in Tubondo,
The nkendo-knives that Shemwindo possesses,
May the nkendo-knives join Mwindo;
May there be nobody who plaits.
The raphia palm trees that are at Shemwindo’s,
May the raphia palm trees join Mwindo;
May there be nobody who plaits
Or who taps.
And the drums that are in Tubondo,
Oh father! the drums,
May they join Mwindo;
May there be nobody who dances.

*
Mwindo and his uncles and his aunt and the servants who had arrived with them, the singers and the drummers, when the latter opened their eyes—all the things that were in Tubondo at Shemwindo’s had joined them
there where they were. When the aunt of Mwindo saw all those things, she said to her son Mwindo:
“Oh father! You will suffer because of those things belonging to other people which you are gathering together.”
Those who were with Mwindo in the vale were sick with the indisposition of being gorged with food; they
were not cold any more; they refound their heat; they said:
“Lo! Mwindo is a man who does not lie when he says that he is the Little-one-just-born-he-walked; he always
has something to rely upon.\fn{I.e., he is certain of his power} The one who will try to climb on him will be the first to
die on the great road;\fn{I.e., in solitary abandonment} he is not a man to provoke.”
When Mwindo had seen that the things of his father had come to join him, he said that his father now remained
over there merely as a destitute person. He said to his aunt that he wanted his uncles to go ahead and fight first,
and that he, Mwindo, would remain with his aunt for a while here in the vale so that he might first see the way in
which his uncles handled their force.
*
After he had thus sent his uncles out to go to fight, his uncles departed to fight, and he remained with his aunt
in the vale. Where his uncles passed, they fought on land and in the air, but the people of Tubondo said:
“You will not solve the case today.”
After a while, Mwindo’s uncles were completely wiped out; they died; the people of Tubondo wiped them out.
80

One of Mwindo’s uncles escaped in the middle of the war, being already seriously injured; he fled to Mwindo to
report the news to him. He arrived there and said:
“There where we have gone, the people of Tubondo have overcome us, all the people—your uncles—are dried
up.” When Mwindo’s aunt saw this messenger—the blood had covered his whole body—and also heard the news
of how the people had completely dried up, she exclaimed:
“Oh, father Mwindo, I have told you that when I said that you are helpless against the people of Shemwindo
over there; you said, ‘Not at all’; first pick up this nkebe-tooth here, this first achievement\fn{She is speaking ironically}; look how they have been wiped out.” Mwindo said to his aunt:
“I too, I shall go to find out first the reason why my uncles are all wiped out, and if Shemwindo does not come
up face to face with me, then I am not Mwindo.” His aunt said to him:
“Oh, father Mwindo, don’t! You will be the reason for which the whole group that has arrived with us will be
wiped out. If you vex the people over there in Tubondo, then we are all on the verge of dying.” Mwindo did not
listen to the mouth of his aunt; he said that he was going to fight:
“You, aunt, remain with my axe here and my little bag in which there is a rope; and I, Mwindo, am leaving
with my conga here.”
*
Mwindo went. Where he headed, he went to climb up to Tubondo. As soon as the people of that village saw
Mwindo arriving at the village entrance, they pointed him out: they said to Shemwindo:
“See that little man alone there who makes his appearance at the village entrance through which the war
came.” Shemwindo answered his people:
“What will a little man do all by himself? Even if he comes, we shall cut his throat so that he will die.” His
people answered him:
“There from where bisibisi-insects emerge, one day red ants will issue; this one little man can make us run in
this village without our being able to do anything against him.” Shemwindo answered his people:
“Let this little fool go swaggering toward the garbage heap.”
*
Mwindo emerged at the village entrance while singing; he agitated his conga round about. When Mwindo
arrived in Tubondo, he got into the middle of the village; he said to the people of that village that he wanted to
dance to the rhythm of a drum. The people of that village answered him:
“You are helpless against our drums here, you are a little fool.”
Mwindo answered them that this was an insult, that he had not even had time to rest.\fn{ I.e., he expesses his surprise that they are so quick to challenge and slander him }
The people of that village told him that there was no drum there.
To that Mwindo said that the drums would be coming. Mwindo went on speaking in that way with the people
of that village, his father being in his compound. Mwindo sang:
He is climbing up here in Tubondo,
He is going to fight with Shemwindo.

While he was singing, he went on enunciating distinctly:
“May what will die and what will be saved join Iyangura.” He raised his voice to the sky, he sang:
What will never die but will be saved,
May it, oh father, join Iyangura,
Iyangura, sister of Shemwindo,
Mother mine of the cradling string.\fn{The highest honorific name a person can give a mother or aunt}
Oh! father, what will die and will be saved,
May it join its aunt,
Sister of Shemwindo!
My junior and my senior sisters,
Be ready to join me.
What will never die but will be saved,
May it join Iyangura,
Aunt, sister of Shemwindo.
My senior brother, come,
What will die and will be saved,
May it join Aunt Iyangura.
May you, oh my mothers, come!
What will not die but be saved,
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May it join Aunt Iyangura.
I die, oh Bira!
What has been said will be said again.
Let me fight here in Tubondo,
Even if Tubondo has seven entrances.
The counselors have hesitated to counsel Shemwindo.
What will die and be saved,
May it join Aunt Iyangura.
The counselors. retreated before Shemwindo.
What will die and be saved,
May it join Aunt Iyangura.
Nkuba, my friend, may you be victorious.
Hatred is in the heart.
When I shall have a bridge built for myself,
He who crosses it will cut himself.
I implored Aunt Iyangura,
Aunt Iyangura, may you be blessed.

Mwindo shouted, saying:
Hatred is in the heart.
My friend, Nkuba, may you be victorious.
I shall fight here in Tubondo,
Even if Tubondo has seven entrances.
Here in Tubondo seven lightning flashes!
I shall fight here in Tubondo.
I want seven lightning flashes right now!
Mwindo reviewed the causes of his griefs;
The counselors retreated before Shemwindo.
The counselors did not know how to counsel.
It’s you who will turn into dried leaves—
In the river—
My father threw me into the drum.
I shall fight here in Tubondo;
May Tubondo turn into dried leaves,
Merely.
The counselors retreated before Shemwindo;
The counselors did not know how to counsel;
May the counselors turn into dried leaves.
My friend, Nkuba, may you be victorious.
Hatred is in the heart.
I implored Aunt Iyangura,
What will die and be saved,
May it join Iyangura,
Aunt, sister of Shemwindo.
My little fiery father,
My little father threw me into the grave.
My father believed that I would die;
My little father threw me into the grave.
My little father believed that I would die.
If you believe that girls are worthy beings
It is because oh father, they bring in goods.\fn{I.e., marriage payments, implying that greed was the motivation for his father, since the man wanted
only female progeny}

In his heart he was saying that girls were people worthier than he, that they transcended him;
“You will find out about it today.”
Girls are worthy beings
Oh, father, it is because they bring in goods.
Tubondo, seven lightning flashes!

Mwindo raised his eyes into heaven and said:
My friend, Nkuba,
Here in Tubondo seven lightning flashes!
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While Mwindo was looking up into the sky, he also stretched his conga toward there. From the sky at Nkuba’s,
things came; there appeared seven lightning flashes; they descended on Tubondo in the village. Tubondo turned
into dust, and the dust rose up; all who lived there turned into mere dust. Where Shemwindo was sitting in his
compound, he exclaimed:
“There is no time for lingering here.”
Having spoken like that, he went down behind the house; he went without looking back. Where he fled, he
went to arrive where there was a kikoka-plant.\fn{A kind of fern which grows in the forest and around villages, and which the
Nyanga use for brewing beer and various magical purposes} He tore it out; he entered at its root’s base.
*
After he had become victorious in Tubondo, Mwindo praised himself in the middle of the village; he said:
“This time the one who climbs on me, the one who digs into me while fighting with me, will be wearing
himself out in vain.”
He spoke like this when the corpses of his uncles who were the first to die had already begun to decay. Mwindo went down to where his aunt had remained in the glen in order that they would rise up to the peak. He arrived
at his aunt’s; the aunt asked him:
“Good news there from where you are coming?”
Mwindo answered her that Tubondo was on fire. He also told them:
“Now let’s go up to Tubondo which is high up; let’s get away from here in the glen.” When the aunt began
preparing her belongings, Mwindo forbade her; he said to her:
“Leave the things; they themselves will join us over there in Tubondo.”
Having spoken like that, he went, and his aunt followed him together with the group of servants who had come
with them. They climbed up to Tubondo; they arrived there. When they were already in Tubondo, the things that
they had left in the glen joined them. Mwindo said that he could not chase his father so long as he had not
resuscitated his uncles. He woke them up beating them with his conga and singing:
He who went to sleep awakes,
My uncle, my mother, wake up.
I have been testing the Baniyana.
My uncle, my mother, forge me!
Shemwindo, you are powerless against Mwindo,
Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
My uncle, my mother, forge me.
You are a blacksmith of light spears.

Mwindo finished waking up all his maternal uncles; they resuscitated.
*
Where Shemwindo had fled, he went harming himself running into everything; he went to arrive at Musia’s,\fn
{One of the Nyanga divinities, said to live in a cold, desolate, subterranean place where fire is unknown } the place where no one
ever clusters around the fire. In Tubondo, where Mwindo settled with his aunt, with his uncles, and with his
servants, singers, and drummers, he told them:
“Let’s join Shemwindo whither he headed to Muisa’s; let us go in search of him.”
His aunt handed over to him his bag in which there was the rope; she also handed over to him his axe, whereas
he still clasped his conga, he its owner. Mwindo said to his aunt:
“You, my aunt, remain here in this village in Tubondo with these uncles here and the group of singers and
drummers, along with whom we came; because you are used to eating terrestrial foods, you are not capable of all
the adventures and the dangers that I am used to experiencing wherever I pass.” Mwindo said to his aunt:
“You, my aunt, you stay here in the village of your birth, in Tubondo; here is the rope; remain with one end,
holding it in your hand, whereas I shall follow my father where he fled to Muisa’s; if one day you feel that this
rope has become still, if it does not move anymore, then pay no more attention to where I have gone; the fire has
dwindled; I am dead then.” After he had spoken like that, Master Sparrow alit where he was, he told him:
“Come here for me to show you the path that your father took and where he entered at the base of the root of
the kikoka-plant; indeed, when your father fled, I, Sparrow, was on top of the roof; your father fled while I was
seeing him stumbling.”
*
After Sparrow had given him the news, Mwindo in his leaving said farewell to his aunt; he held one end of the
rope and the aunt remained holding the other end of the rope. Mwindo rushed hurriedly toward the village exit.
When he arrived at the kikoka-plant, where his father had entered, he too pulled out the kikoka-plant; he entered at
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its base; he passed through; he went to appear at the well.
Arriving there, he met Kahindo, daughter of Muisa. Kahindo embraced him, saying:
“This is my welcome, Mwindo.” Mwindo in reply said
“Yes.”
Kahindo was sick with yaws; the yaws started at her tooth and went up to the perineum; they descended the
legs and went up to the toes of the sole of the feet. When Mwindo tried to go through, Kahindo forbade, saying,
“No, no.” She said to him:
“Where are you going?”
Mwindo answered her that he was going to Muisa’s to look for his father because it was here in this village of
Muisa that he was. She told him again:
“Stop first here where I am. Over there in Muisa’s village one never goes through; is it you who will succeed
in getting through there like that, with all your pride?” Kahindo said to Mwindo:
“Now you are going to Muisa’s.
“When you will have arrived there, having entered the meeting place, if you see a very big man and tall, too,
curled up in the ashes near the hearth, it is he who is Muisa; and if he greets you, if he says, ‘Blessing be with
you, my father,’ you, too, will answer, ‘Yes, my father’; and when he will have left you a stool, then you will
refuse it; you will tell him, ‘No, my father; will the head of a man’s father become a stool?’
“When he will have handed over to you a little gourd of banana beer for you to drink, you will refuse,
answering, ‘No, my father, even though a person is one’s child, is that a reason why he should drink the urine of
his father?’
“After Muisa will have recognized you in that way, he will say to you, ‘Blessing, blessing, Mwindo’; and you
will answer him, ‘And to you blessing, blessing also, father.’
“When he will have given you paste to eat, you will answer him, ‘Even though a person is one’s child, is that a
reason why he should eat the excrements of his father?’”\fn{ These are Nyanga ordeals for testing shrewdness; the answers
Mwindow must give to the second and third blessings refer to Shemwindo, not to Musia; but he must call Musia “father” as an honorific;
and Musia also calls him “father” in the same way:H}

After Mwindo had heard Kahindo speaking these useful words to him, he said to himself that he could not
leave without washing the yaws of Kahindo. Mwindo began washing the yaws of Kahindo; he smoothed them,
taking away all the scabs of the yaws.
*
After Mwindo had washed the yaws of Kahindo in that way, after he had also healed them entirely, Mwindo
passed ahead of her; he went and climbed up to Muisa’s; he arrived there and headed for the meeting place.
Muisa, seeing him, greeted him with
“Blessing.” Mwindo answered,
“Yes, my father.” Muisa recollected:
“Let them give a chair to Mwindo to sit on it.” Mwindo answered him:
“Not at all, my father, even though a man is a guest, is that a reason for him to sit down on the head of his
father?” Muisa also said that he had left a gourd of beer here:
“Let me pour you a bit.” Mwindo said:
“No, my father, even though a man is a guest, is that a reason for him to drink the urine of his father?” Muisa
said:
“Blessing, blessing, my father.” Muisa again said:
“Let them prepare some paste for you, oh Mwindo!” Mwindo answered him:
“No, my father, even though a man is a guest, is that a reason for him to eat the excrements of his father?”
Hearing that, Muisa said to him:
“Blessing, blessing, Mwindo.” Seeing Mwindo escape those ordeals, Muisa said to Mwindo:
“Go and take a rest in the house there of your sister Kahindo.”\fn{ Not to imply a relationship, but to say that both of
them are about the same age}
Mwindo went inside. When he arrived in Kahindo’s house, he looked around in it; he saw Kahindo inside the
house; Kahindo had made herself like the anus of a snail in dressing up and in rubbing herself with red powder
and castor oil. Mwindo, seeing her, was about to step back because of seeing sunbeams inside the house. Kahindo,
seeing him, said to him:
“Come in, oh Mwindo!” Mwindo said:
“May the one who remains behind hurt himself, oh my sister!” When she saw that Mwindo had entered into
the house, she said to herself:
“Lo!, Mwindo has hunger.”
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She got up, she went to make some paste, a little like that of ashes.\fn{ The mythical food of Muisa, who lives in cold
ashes} After she had stirred it, she brought it to Mwindo in her sacred hut. When Muisa saw Kahindo bringing the
paste to Mwindo, he dashed quickly toward the house of his daughter; he went to spy where Mwindo was. He said
to Mwindo:
“Oh, my father Mwindo, you are eating this food; tomorrow, as soon as you are up and about, you will start
cultivating a new banana grove for me; may you first cut leaves, then plant the banana trees, then fell the trees;
may you then cut the newly grown weeds, then prune the banana trees, then prop them up, then bring ripe bananas. It’s after you will have performed all those works that I shall know to give you your father.” After Muisa had
spoken like that to Mwindo, he also said to him:
“When you leave for cultivating, I shall give you a man to observe the way in which you are performing the
cultivation.”
After he had spoken like that, he left the doorway; he returned to his meeting place.
Where Mwindo was sitting in the house, he started eating the paste.
*
When the sky had become daylight, in the morning, Mwindo equipped himself with his billhook; Mwindo
went to cultivate.
Muisa picked out one man who accompanied Mwindo going to the fields. When they arrived in the forest, the
man whom Muisa had picked out showed Mwindo a mountain with mango trees\fn{ I.e., with trees difficult to fell } on
it. Mwindo, seeing that mountain, placed the billhooks on the ground; all by themselves, they laid out the fresh
trails. Having finished the trail, they cut the grasses.\fn{ When planting a new banana grove, the Nyanga first clear two trails
that stand perpendicular to each other; then they cut the brush in such a way as to form the third side of a triangle with cut grasses }
Having cut the grasses, the banana trees planted themselves; the banana trees having planted themselves, Mwindo
sent a bunch of axes down on them; the axes by themselves finished felling the trees. Finishing there, he sent a
bunch of billhooks down on it; those billhooks went across the banana grove cutting the newly grown weeds.
Where the companion of Mwindo was sitting, he returned to Muisa. When he arrived there, he brought Muisa
the news, saying:
“This time he there is not merely a cultivator; he is fast, a cultivator of marvelous things; he has not touched
one iron tool; the iron tools themselves are cultivating—and felling trees and cutting weeds.”
Having given the news, he returned again where Mwindo was on the fresh banana field. Where Mwindo was,
the billhooks having finished cutting their weeds, they now cut gaffs; the gaffs themselves propped up the banana
trees. The gaffs having finished sustaining the trees, the banana stems were ripe.
The companion ran to bring the news to Muisa. He arrived there and said to Muisa:
“It is not a man who is there; he has cultivated today; the banana trees already have stems and the bananas
already are ripe.” He also said to Muisa that Mwindo was already on his way with that stem of bananas. Hearing
this, Muisa said:
“Lo! this boy here will manage to get through again there in the forest; I went to sleep after having deceived
him in the evening, but he got himself loose; he has escaped that danger; and today I have again tested him, but
here he is about to escape again.” Having thus been astonished because of Mwindo, Muisa sent his karemba-belt
of cowries over there; he said to it:
“You, my karemba, you are going to Mwindo; when you will have seen him, you will have to bend him, then
you will have to smash his mouth against the ground.”
*
Karemba, having heard the way in which it had been instructed by its master, went to the banana grove. When
it saw Mwindo in the banana grove cutting up the banana stems on which there were ripe bananas, it went to
where he was; it fell upon him where he was; it made Mwindo scream; it crushed him; it planted his mouth
against the ground—froth came out; he lacked the way of getting his breath out; urine and excrements agreed to
get out; they lacked the one who could remove them.
Having seen its master missing all means of getting out, Mwindo’s conga recalled its duty; it wagged itself
above the head of Mwindo; Mwindo succeeded in sneezing; he raised his eyes upward; he opened his eyes; he
raised them; he gazed about a little.
After Mwindo had been wedged by Muisa’s karemba, the rope became still, it did not move any more. Where
his aunt had remained in Tubondo, where she had held one end of the rope, she threw herself down saying that her
son was dead. She uttered a cry, low and high, imploring the divinities, she said:
“It is the one who will escape there who is my child.” Where Mwindo was, when he lifted up (his) eyes, he
sang:
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Muisa slaughtered Mwindo,
I shall die, oh Bira!
Muisa, you are helpless against Mwindo,
Against Mwindo, the Little-one-just-born-he-has-walked.

Mwindo, while singing, remembered his aunt:
“You there in Tubondo, I had already felt that my rope did not move, that it had become still because Muisa
had already wedged me; he had wrapped me up like a bunch of bananas; but don’t suffer from anxiety any more,
there where you are, because my hope has just warned you that I am saved. It is my conga that set me up again.”
Having reported the news to his aunt in recollecting her, Mwindo now sent his conga to Muisa in the village,
saying:
“You, my conga, when you will have arrived where Muisa is in the village, you will have to smash him with
force; you must plant his mouth to the ground; his tongue must penetrate inside the earth; so long as I shall not be
back; so long as I shall not have come there into the village, you should not have released him again.”
The conga went whirling around; when it arrived at Muisa’s meeting place, it smashed him; it planted his
mouth to the ground; the tongue dug into the earth; urine and excrements lacked mpunga-leaves,\fn{The Nyanga
version of toilet paper} and the one who would take them away was also missing; breath found no way of coming out.
*
Where Mwindo remained in the banana grove, he prepared a load of green bananas together with ripe bananas.
He returned to the village. When he cast his eyes at the meeting place, he saw Muisa—foam had come out of his
mouth and nostrils.
Kahindo, Muisa’s daughter, seeing Mwindo, hurried to the place where he was; she told him:
“You are arriving, whereas my father here has already cooled off.” Mwindo answered Kahindo that he had
come here looking for his father:
“Now give me my father here, so that I may go home with him.” Kahindo answered him:
“Begin first by healing my father, so that I know how to unveil your father, so that I may give him to you.”
Mwindo sang while awakening Muisa:
He who went to sleep wakes up.
Muisa, you are powerless against Mwindo,
Because Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
Kahombo, whom Muisa brought forth,
He-who-is-accustomed-to-mocking-himself.
Muisa, you are helpless against Mwindo.
A bit of food, thanks, puts an end to a song.

Mwindo went on singing like that while beating Muisa incessantly on the head with his conga in order to wake
him up. When Musia had awakened, when he was safe, he said:
“You, Mwindo, lo, you also are a man.” Muisa also said to Mwindo:
“You, child, go as soon as you are awake to extract for me my honey which is in that tree there.” Mwindo
complained:
“This time I am dead once more.”
After Mwindo had been shown that honey by Muisa so as to set out in the early morning to extract it, sky
became night. Kahindo stirred paste for Mwindo; Mwindo ate it. Having eaten the paste, they went to partake in
sleep.
*
When the sky had become day, in the morning, Mwindo provided himself with his axe; he went ahead into the
forest to extract the honey; he also took fire. When he arrived at the base of the tree, he climbed up into the tree;
he went to arrive at the fascicle\fn{Structure} where the honey was; he called:
“Is this the place?” They answered him:
“There it is; ‘Lo! he will be able to handle it.’”
Mwindo poked up the fire for it. He struck his axe at the tree; he sang:
I am extracting honey in Muisa’s country;
Kabumbu-woodpecker is hanging in the high emptiness.
Women-who-are-lingering-on-the-other-side-of-the river, listen to
The way in which the little female forger of words is speaking.\fn{ An epithet for talkative women who speak skillfully}
My friend Nkuba, may you be victorious.
Hatred is in the heart.
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My little father threw me into the drum into the river;
My father believed that I would fade away.

Where Muisa remained in the village, he said:
“Lo! this man will finally extract this honey!”
*
Muisa sent his karemba-belt; it went and smashed Mwindo on the tree; it planted his mouth into the trunk of
the tree; his breath could not get out; urine and excrements trickled down from him.
Where his aunt Iyangura was, the rope reminded her, she said that her son was dead. This rope had again become still.
Where Mwindo had left his conga down on the ground, the conga realized that its master was dead; it climbed
up where he was; it went to beat and beat on the head of Mwindo. Mwindo sneezed; he lifted his eyes and a bit of
breath came out. Mwindo said:
“Lo! while I was perched, lo! I was on the verge of death.”
When he had opened his eyes, he implored his friend Nkuba; he sang:
My friend Nkuba, be victorious.
Hatred is in the heart.

In climbing down from the tree, he implored Nkuba, he gazed into the sky:
“My friend Nkuba, I am suffering.”
When Nkuba heard the cry of his friend Mwindo, he came down onto the tree; he cleaved it into pieces. His
friend Mwindo went down, but he did not have a single wound.
When he was down with the basket of honey, he went up to Muisa’s with the honey. He arrived there; he
placed the honey basket down for him saying that there was the honey, but that he wanted him to give him his
father.
Muisa hearing this sent a boy to look for the place where he had hidden Shemwindo. The boy arrived there
whereas Shemwindo was no longer there; lo! it was Muisa who had warned Shemwindo that he should flee to
Ntumba’s.\fn{The aardvark, for the Nyanga a rare and sacred animal}
Having looked for the place where Shemwindo had hidden himself, and having seen that there was no one
there, the boy returned to Muisa and Mwindo; he arrived there; he told them:
“You, you are sitting here while Shemwindo has fled; he is not in the place where he was before.” Kahungu
came; he gave Mwindo the news:
“Your companion Muisa lies; it is he who has warned your father to flee to Ntumba’s, saying that you are too
tough.”
After Kahungu had told Mwindo the news in that manner, he flew away into the sky. Where Mwindo and
Muisa remained, Mwindo told him the trutb bluntly.
“Give me my father on the shot. Make him come out from where you have hidden him so that I may go with
him; oh! you are like that are you, you scoundrel? You had said that when I would have cultivated a field for you,
when I would have extracted honey for you, you would then give me my father. I want you to take him out right
now; don’t let the saliva dry up without having taken him out.”
When Muisa heard how Mwindo was criticizing him, he twitched his eyes; he said:
“This time, this boy makes my belly swell here in my own village.”\fn{ I.e., is a serious nuisance; the expression is
related to drinking poison during ordeals}
Having seen that Muisa did not bring his father out, Mwindo beat Muisa on top of his head with his conga;
Muisa, excrements stuck to the buttocks, fainted away; urine ran all over the ground; froth came out from his nose
and eyes and covered his face; he tossed his hoofs up into the air; he stiffened like a mukusa-viper. Mwindo said:
“Stay like that, you dog.” He would heal him when he would be back from where he was going.
*
Mwindo went in pursuit of his father, where he had gone to Ntumba’s. Mwindo went on singing:
I am searching for Shemwindo
In the place where Shemwindo went.
Shemwindo fled into Ntumba’s dwelling,
Into Muisa’s dwelling.
I am searching for Ntumba’s dwelling,
For Munundu’s dwelling.
Ntumba, open for me.

87

Shemwindo has set a barrier inside Munundu’s dwelling;
Shemwindo is in flight inside Ntumba’s dwelling.
I am searching for my father Shemwindo
In Ntumba's, in Munundu’s dwelling.
The sun sets down.
I am searching for Shemwindo;
Shemwindo is in flight inside Ntumba’s dwelling,
Inside Munundu’s.
My little father threw me into the drum.

Mwindo implored Nkuba, saying:
My friend Nkuba, may you be victorious.
Hatred is in the heart.
My little father, the dearest one,
I am searching for my father in Ntumba’s dwelling,
In Munundu’s.
My friend Nkuba, may you be victorious,
Hatred is in the heart.
I am looking for my little father, the dearest one.
My little father threw me into the drum,
My little father, eternal malefactor among people.
My little father shot me into the river.
Ntumba, open for me,
I am looking for my little father, the dearest one.

*
While Mwindo was still pacing around Ntumba’s cave where his father was, and Ntumba from the inside at
first paid no attention to him; then Ntumba made a sign to Shemwindo, saying:
“You be ready to go; the little male at the door here is strong, and you are witnessing the way in which he is
threatening at the entrance of the cave.” When Shemwindo heard the way in which his son toughened himself at
the entrance of the cave, he said:
“The little boy comes to us with severity.”
He said to his friend Ntumba that he was fleeing. Shemwindo went to escape to Sheburungu’s. Where Nkuba
was in the sky, when he heard the voice of his friend, he said:
“My friend is already too tired of beseeching me.”
Nkuba sent down seven lightnings; they descended into Ntumba’s cave; they cleaved it into a million pieces;
the cave turned into mere dust; the dust flew up.
Realizing that his friend Nkuba had cleft the cave, Mwindo opened the door; he entered the interior of the
cave; he looked and looked for his father here and there inside the cave; he did not see him. He met Ntumba
inside; he told him:
“You, Ntumba, where did you let my father go, where have you hidden him?”
Ntumba kept silent as though he had not heard. Mwindo spit saliva at him, saying:
“Get out, you scoundrel! Lo! while I was laboring at the door asking that you open for me, you refused. May
you die of scrotal elephantiasis.”
When Ntumba witnessed the way in which Mwindo continued blaming him because of his father, saying that
he had made him flee, he said to Mwindo:
“You see how my house was just destroyed and all my crops; what shall I do then?” Mwindo said:
“You are crazy; don’t make me smell your breath where I am! So! That’s what you are like!”
Where Kahungu dwelt in the sky, he came down; he went to bring the news to Mwindo; he arrived saying:
“You know, you Mwindo, that Ntumba has made your father escape; your father has fled to Sheburungu’s.”
Kahungu, having brought Mwindo the news again, flew away into the sky. Where Mwindo remained at Ntumba’s—because of anger and weariness—he said to Ntumba:
“You, Ntumba, that is the death you will die; may you never again find food in this country of yours.”
Having spoken to him in that way, he went to where his father had gone; he went in search of him. Where his
aunt Iyangura dwelt in Tubondo, she went on pondering sadly saying:
“My heart will be back only when Mwindo will be back from where he has gone.” She looked at the rope that
she was holding; she said:
“Lo! Mwindo is still going in search of the place where his father went.”
*
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Where Mwindo continued to follow his father, going in search of him all wrapped up in hatred, he went to
arrive at the entrance of Sheburungu’s\fn{One of the common epithets given to Ongo, the creator-god } village. He met little
children there; they greeted him, saying:
“Are you awake, oh Mwindo?” Mwindo answered them:
“Yes.” After the youngsters had greeted Mwindo, they told him:
“You, Mwindo, don’t draw ahead of us; we are hungry; we ask you for food.”
Mwindo implored his aunt Iyangura to send him food, telling her that the children of Sheburungu were hungry.
While asking for food from his aunt, Mwindo sang. Mwindo howled, he said:
Oh! father, where Iyangura remained,
Sister of Shemwindo,
I claim seven portions of food.
You see where Mwindo passed,
I am suffering from hunger.
Aunt Iyangura,
I am claiming meat.
Mwindo had spoken in that way:
I claim seven portions of food.
You see that I woke up and set out on my journey.
Where my aunt remained,
Again I claim seven portions of food.
Aunt, I have expressed my desire for meat.

Having implored his aunt, saying that he wanted seven pastes with meat to join him in the place where he was
with the children of Sheburungu, when Mwindo looked up, the pastes were already there, having come from his
aunt Iyangura. After the food had arrived, Mwindo gave it to the youngsters.
The children of Sheburungu began eating the paste, while Mwindo was keeping company with them. When the
children had finished eating, Mwindo returned the wicker plates to his aunt Iyangura, saying to line them up in
order for him to be able to climb up to Sheburungu’s; the household utensils having finished returning. Mwindo
sent back the wicker plates, singing:
I send back the wicker and wooden plates.
Oh! Aunt Iyangura,

I send back the wicker and wooden plates.\fn{As is strictly done after meals in Nyanga culture, for fear that some sorcerer may bewitch the remaining
food particles against those that have consumed their portion}

*
After he had sent back the wicker and wooden plates, he proceeded to climb up to Sheburungu’s, and the
youngsters followed him. He went up to Sheburungu’s, singing:
Sheburungu, you,
I am looking for Shemwindo.
Shemwindo gave birth to a hero
In giving birth to the Little-one-just-born-he-walked,
Sheburungu,
I am looking for Shemwindo,
My little father, the dearest one.

Sheburungu shouted and said:
Oh Mwindo, let us play wiki together!

And Mwindo shouted and said:
Oh! my father Sheburungu,
I am looking for Shemwindo.

And he—
Oh Mwindo, let us play wiki together!

And Mwindo shouted, he said:
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Oh my father, give me Shemwindo!
My little father threw me into the drum;
My little father threw me into the river.
The youngsters asked me to play wiki with them,
The youngsters—I do not play wiki with them.

After Mwindo had entreated Sheburungu, asking him to give him back his father, Sheburungu said to him:
“I cannot give you your father; I am asking that we first play wiki together, so that I may deliver your father to
you, so that you may go home with him.” After Sheburungu had spoken like that to Mwindo, Mwindo answered
him:
“Spread them\fn{The wiki} out on the ground; I will not flee from you; you know the dangers from which I have
escaped.”
*
After Sheburungu had heard the way in which he was being answered by Mwindo, he went to fetch a mat; he
spread it out on the ground; he also went to get the very old wiki-seeds of the isea-tree. Sheburungu wagered:
“You, Mwindo, if you beat me, you will carry your father off with you, and here are three bunches of buteamoney; if you beat me, you will carry them off.”
Mwindo wagered three bunches of butea-money. After they had wagered things with each other in that way,
Sheburungu was the first to take a handful of wiki-seeds; when he picked them up, with the first take-up, he won
Mwindo’s butea-money.
Mwindo wagered the goats that remained in Tubondo; Sheburungu took the wiki-seeds; he won all the goats
from Mwindo.
Mwindo wagered everything and his aunt; Sheburungu again took the seeds; he won all the goods and the people and his aunt from Mwindo.\fn{In this game, men would wager all they had, including their wives and daughters }
Mwindo remained all alone with his conga, his partner Sheburungu having finished winning from him all the
things and all the people who lived in Tubondo.
After Mwindo had been losing all his things and his people, he wagered his conga.
When Sheburungu tried to take the seeds, he failed.
Mwindo took the seeds; he won from Sheburungu the money that he had wagered.
Sheburungu wagered again; Mwindo again took the seeds; he won on eight; all that Sheburungu had wagered,
Mwindo won it back.
Sheburungu wagered all his objects, together with his cattle. Mwindo took the seeds up again; he won again on
eight; he won all the things of Sheburungu: people, goats, cattle.
Mwindo piled up things; Sheburungu remained all alone by himself.
Where Kantori and Kahungu remained, they arrived where Mwindo was; they warned him:
“You, Mwindo, come quickly; your father wants to flee again.”
*
After he had heard that news, Mwindo abondoned the wiki-game; he headed very quickly to join his father in
the banana grove of Sheburungu. Seeing him, they\fn{ Perhaps the young children} put their nails into him. Seeing his
father, Mwindo inquired of him:
“Oh my father, is it you here?” Shemwindo answered:
“Here I am.” Mwindo again inquired of his father:
“Oh Shemwindo, is it really you?” Shemwindo again answered:
“Here I am, you, my son.”\fn{ A note reads: The dignified attitude of mutual respect with which father and son treat each other is
truly impressive: no fighting, no slander. Mwindo’s encounter with his father has a cathartic effect on him; from now on Mwindo is in a
reconciliatory mood. The attitude attributed to Mwindo is in line with the Nyanga code of values: the ideal man is not subject to verbosity,
rancor; he does not manifest excessive emotions. It is only from the moment of his encounter with his father that Mwindo demonstrates his
true greatness}

After Mwindo had seized his father like that, he returned with him; he climbed up with him to Sheburungu’s.
Mwindo said to Sheburungu:
“You, Sheburungu, you have been hiding my father away. This one here is my father, is he not?” Mwindo said
further to Sheburungu:
“You, Sheburungu; I don’t want any of your things that I have won; now keep all your things that I have won;
here I am going with my father.” When he was about to return with his father, Mwindo gave his farewell to
Sheburungu and to all his people:
“Oh, my father Sheburungu, farewell!” Sheburungu answered:
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“Yes, you too, Mwindo, go and be strong, along with your father Shemwindo.”
*
After Mwindo had said farewell to Sheburungu, he returned singing:
Listen, Ntumba Munundu,
He who went away comes back.

Mwindo shook the rope, he reminded his aunt; and where his aunt remained, she had bells attached to the rope.
Mwindo sang:
He who went away comes back;
You see I am carrying Shemwindo.

Mwindo rushed headlong to Ntumba’s cave; he arrived there when Ntumba had already finished rebuilding it.
Mwindo sang:
I am longing for Ntumba Munundu’s.
The country is a mutaka-fish.
He who went to sleep wakes up.

Mwindo said to Ntumba:
“Why did you hide my father away? Here I am with my father.” Mwindo sang:
Ntumba, you are powerless against Mwindo,
For Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-has-walked.
I am on my way home from this point on in Ntumba’s house.
Look, I am carrying Shemwindo,
My little father, the dearest-one,
Shemwindo, senior brother of Iyangura.
It is Shemwindo, the one who gave birth to a hero.
Aunt Iyangura, I am on my way back.
Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
I am carrying my little father, Shemwindo.
Katakwa-region, lowland intersected with flooding streams.
You see, I went to give allegiance to the Baniyana.

When Mwindo arrived at Ntumba’s, he related the whole story to Ntumba; he said to him:
“You, Ntumba, you were wrong to offend me in vain.”
All the things of Ntumba, the land, and the banana groves, and the people, everything came back. Mwindo and
his father Shemwindo spent the night at Ntumba’s. After Mwindo had saved all the things of Ntumba, Ntumba
said to Mwindo:
“Go, you senior, I never utter slander against you; I have no dispute with you.”
*
When Mwindo left Ntumba’s, together with his father, he went singing, reminding his aunt in Tubondo:
He who has gone away is back.
Muisa!
The sky has become day.
The rooster cock-a-doodle-dooed,
And the sparrow pointed him out.
Mwindo will arrive in the house of Muisa,
In the house of Nyarire;\fn{Nyarire is the contracted form of Nyamurairi, the god of fire; Musia is his servant}
I come from Ntumba’s,
From Munundu’s.
Muisa, you are helpless against Mwindo,
Since Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-has-walked.
It is you who are wrong in offending me in vain.
Look! I am carrying Shemwindo.
Muisa, you are helpless against Mwindo,
Since Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
Look! I am carrying Shemwindo.
I am returning to Tubondo,
Where remained my aunt Iyangura,
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Iyangura, sister of Shemwindo,
Aunt, birth-giver, Iyangura.\fn{The title, birth-giver, is not given to a mother in patrilinial descent, but to the father, or in this case also to a patrilinial
aunt}
I shall eat on the wicker and wooden plates
Only when I shall arrive in Tubondo.

*
When Mwindo left Ntumba’s village with his father Shemwindo, he went headlong into Muisa’s house. When
Mwindo was already in Muisa’s house, Kahindo came to Mwindo saying:
“You see my father here, his bones fill a basket; what shall I do then? It is befitting that you heal my father;
don’t leave him like that; wake him up, may my father wake up, because he is the chief of all the people.”
After Kahindo had spoken to Mwindo in that way, Mwindo woke up Muisa singing:
He who went to sleep wakes up,
My father Muisa,
He who went to sleep wakes up.
Look!
You,
It is you who have offended me in vain.
Look!
I am carrying my father Shemwindo.
Muisa,
He who went to sleep wakes up.
Muisa,
You are helpless against Mwindo,
Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
Shemwindo brought forth a hero.
I am going to Aunt Iyangura’s village,
Iyangura, sister of Shemwindo.

While Mwindo was awakening Muisa, he kept on striking him all the time with his conga, telling him:
“You have offended me in vain; you have tried to be equal to Mwindo, whereas Mwindo is the Little-one-justborn-he-walked, the little one who does not eat terrestrial foods; and the day he was born. he did not drink at the
breasts of his mother.”
When Mwindo had finished waking up Muisa, Muisa woke up, he resuscitated. After Muisa had resuscitated,
Mwindo told him that he had been forged by his uncles, the Baniyana.
“My body is covered with iron only; and you, Muisa, don’t you see me? Is that why you mounted me?” Muisa
asked Mwindo:
“You, Mwindo. how were you born? Do you have a medicine that enables your going?”
Mwindo unfolded for him the thread of the news of how he was born. He told him:
“You, Muisa, lo! have you never heard that I came out of the medius of my mother, that I was not born in the
same way that other children are born, that I was born speaking and even walking?
“You, Muisa, have you never heard that I was thrown into a grave, that they had even put banana stems on it,
that I resuscitated again, that my father threw me anew into the drum, that he threw me into the river, that I came
out of it again?
“Have you not heard all these marvelous things, you, Muisa? That is why you dared to make a fool of me.”
When Mwindo was already at Muisa’s, he agitated the rope where his aunt remained in Tubondo; he reminded
her. Iyangura said to Mwindo’s uncles, the Baniyana, that in the place where Mwindo had gone, he had long ago
finished seizing his father, that he was on his way home with him. While returning to Tubondo, Mwindo said
farewell to Muisa; he sang:
You, Muisa,
You see me already going,
You, Muisa, taker of others’ things.
Where Aunt Iyangura remains
In Tubondo,
He who went away is back.

When Muisa saw Mwindo going, he said to him:
“Oh, Mwindo, you my son, it’s befitting that you marry my Kahindo here.” Mwindo answered him:
“I cannot marry here; I shall marry later in Tubondo of Shemwindo.”
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*
In leaving Muisa’s village, Mwindo began the trip; he and his father went home; they went to appear where
they had entered at the root of the kikoka-fern.
When Mwindo and Shemwindo arrived at the entrance of Tubondo, those who were in the village, Iyangura
and the uncles of Mwindo, swarmed in the village like bees; they went to greet Mwindo and his father at the entrance; they met them.
Seeing Mwindo, Iyangura and the uncles of Mwindo lifted him up into the air; they carried him on their fingertips.\fn{Commonly done to honor somebody} When they traversed the village of Tubondo, Mwindo told them to let him
down. They put him down in the middle of the village place; they went to take a lot of spearheads, and it is on
them that Mwindo sat down—they stood for the utebe-stool. His maternal uncles put him to the test like that in
order to know if perhaps their nephew was still as they had forged him.
When Mwindo was on the stool in the middle of the village, he gave his aunt the news from where he had
come and the way in which he had fought, searching for his father. He sang:
When I descended with the rope,
Aunt,
I met with Kahindo,
Kahindo shouted and said:
“Mwindo, let me charge you with the following words:
If you see Muisa,
What Muisa will say,
You should refuse it,” Mwindo said:
“I go to the village, the village place
Where Muisa lives,
If I am not victorious
Where Muisa remains.
When I arrived in the village of Muisa,
Muisa shouted and said:
—Muisa brought out a chair—
‘Mwindo, sit down here.’”
Mwindo shouted, complaining,
Saying, “This is your head, Muisa.”
Muisa shouted and said:
“Counselors, give me some little beer
So that I may give it to Mwindo.”
And Mwindo shouted, complaining:
“A father’s urine a child never drinks.” Muisa said:
“Let us fight together.
I have kneaded Muisa.\fn{As one kneads dough to bake into loaves of bread:H}
I was already going,
I arrived in Ntumba’s cave,
In the cave of Ntumba Munundu,
Ntumba said: ‘Let’s fight together.’
I kneaded Ntumba,
I who had kneaded Muisa.
You too, Ntumba, are powerless against Mwindo,
Mwindo, the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
I kneaded Ntumba so that I got tired.
Already I was hurrying in Sheburungu’s house;
When I arrived there at the entrance of Sheburungu’s—a god—
The youngsters howled, saying:
‘Oh, Mwindo, we are hungry.’
I sent pastes over there;
The youngsters ate the pastes,
Already I was on my way to Sheburungu’s.
Together with the youngsters.
Sheburungu said: ‘Let us play wiki together.’[
I said: ‘You, Sheburungu,
You are powerless against Mwindo, the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
Who made Muisa and Ntumba fail.’
I shouted, complaining,
I, saying: ‘Give me my father here.’
Sheburungu shouted, saying,
‘Mwindo, you are helpless in the wiki-game against Sheburungu,
Which has beaten Heaven and Earth.’
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We took a handful of mbai-seeds.\fn{Earlier these are wiki seeds from the isea tree:H}
Mwindo shouted and said:
‘Sheburungu, you are helpless against Mwindo.
Give me Shemwindo,
You see, I have already beaten you.’
Kahungu notified Mwindo;
Kahungu showed me Shemwindo.
It is I who seized Shemwindo,
My little father, the dearest one.
We were already on the return trip;
‘Shemwindo, let us go home,
Let us go up to Tubondo
Where remained Aunt Iyangura.’
What Shemwindo accomplished!
I arrive at the peak in Tubondo.
You see, I am carrying Shemwindo;
I am carrying my little father, the dearest one.”

*
Iyangura gave her son the order:
“Since you have arrived with your father, bring him first into the iremeso-hut to let him rest there.”
They carried Shemwindo into the iremeso-hut; he settled down in it. In giving hospitality to his father, Mwindo killed for him the goat that never defecates and never urinates; they cooked it, along with rice, for his father.
He said to his father:
“Here are your goats! It is you who were wrong in vain; you made yourself awkward to Mwindo, the Littleone-just-born-he-walked, when you said that you did not want any boys, that you wanted girls; you did a deliberate wrong in the way you desired. Lo! you did not know the strength of the blessing of Mwindo.”\fn{ I.e., good
health, long life and life-force} After Mwindo had given food to his father as a hospitality gift, Iyangura said to him:
“You, my son, shall we go on living always in this desolate village, we alone, without other people?
“I, Iyangura, I want you first to save all the people who lived here in this village; when they have resuscitated,
it is then only that I shall know to ask our young man, Shemwindo, to tell me some of the news of the ways in
which he acted, all the evil that he did against you.”
Mwindo listened to the order of his aunt to heal those who had died. His uncles, the Baniyana, beat the drum
for him while he, Mwindo, was dancing because of the joys of seeing his father. They sang. Aunt shouted and
said:
My father, eternal savior of people.

Mwindo said:
Oh, father, they tell me to save the people;
I say: “He who went to sleep wakes up.”
Little Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
My little father threw me into the drum.
Shemwindo, you do not know how to lead people.
The habits of people are difficult.
My little father, eternal malefactor among people,
Made bees fall down on me,\fn{I.e., he suddenly and unexpectedly exposed him to all sorts of dangers}
Bees of day and sun;
I lacked all means of protection against them.

*
While Mwindo was healing those who died in Tubondo, he continued on in the following way: when he arrived at the bone of a man, he beat it with his conga so that the man would then wake up. The resuscitation was as
follows:
each one who died in pregnancy resuscitated with her pregnancy;
each one who died in labor resuscitated being in labor;
each one who was preparing paste resuscitated stirring paste;
each one who died defecating resuscitated defecating;
each one who died setting up traps resuscitated trapping;
each one who died copulating resuscitated copulating;
each one who died forging resuscitated forging;
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each one who died cultivating resuscitated cultivating;
each one who died while making pots and jars resuscitated shaping;
each one who died carving dishes resuscitated carving;
each one who died quarreling with a partner resuscitated quarreling.

Mwindo stayed in the village for three days resuscitating people; he was dead of weariness. The people and all
the houses—each person resuscitated being straight up in his house.
Tubondo filled itself again with the people and the goats, the dogs, the cattle, the poultry, the male and the
female ewes, the teenage boys and girls, the children and the youngsters, the old males and females; in the middle
of all those people were the nobles and the counselors and the Pygmies and all the royal initiators; all those also
were straight up.
All the descent groups that formerly dwelt in Tubondo resuscitated; again they became as they were before,
each person who died having things of a certain quantity, resuscitated still having his things. Tubondo again
became a big village with seven entrances.
When the people were resuscitated, Iyangura began to speak in the middle of the crowd of people, saying:
“You, Shemwindo, my brother, in the middle of the whole country of yours, have them prepare much beer and
cows and goats; let all the people meet here in Tubondo. It is then that we shall be able to examine in detail all the
palavers and to redress them in the assembly.”
After Shemwindo had heard the voice of his sister Iyangura, he uttered a cry, high and low, to all his people,
saying that they should bring beer together.
*
After one week had passed, all groups within his state swarmed into Tubondo, together with beer and meats.
On the morning of the eighth day, all the people of all the villages of Shemwindo’s state pressed together in the
assembly.
After all the people, the children and the youngsters, the adults and the elders, had thronged about, Mwindo
dressed himself and became like the anus of a snail. His aunt Iyangura, she too threw on her clothes, those famous
ones of Mukiti’s. His father Shemwindo, he too dressed himself from top to bottom: tuhuhuma-bark cloths on
which were red color and castor oil, ndorera-fringes, masia-hair ornaments. He too became something beautiful.
After the people had grouped themselves in the assembly, servants stretched mats out on the ground, there
where Mwindo and his father and his aunt would pass. All the people in that assembly kept silent pi! There was
sacred silence.
Those three radiant stars, Mwindo and his father and his aunt, appeared from inside the house. They went into
the open to the assembly; they marched solemnly. Those who were in the gathering of the assembly gave them the
gift of their eyes: there where they appeared, that is where their attention was focused. Some among them surmised, saying:
“I wonder, is Shemwindo born with another young man?” Some answered:
“Shemwindo is there with the chief of Shekwabahinga, together with his wife.” Some said:
“No, Shemwindo is there with his sister, Mukiti’s wife, and with Mukiti himself.”
The remainder said that Shemwindo was with his sister Iyangura, Mukiti’s wife, together with his son Mwindo, the Little-one-just-born-he-walked, the man of many wonders, the one who was formerly martyrized by his
father. Shemwindo and Mwindo and Iyangura went in a line, while appearing in the middle of the gathering of the
assembly.
Mwindo beseeched his friend Nkuba, asking him for three copper chairs. Nkuba made them come down. When
they were close to the ground, being close to the ground, they remained suspended in the air about five meters
from the ground. Mwindo and his father and his aunt climbed up onto the chairs; Iyangura sat down in the middle
of both, Shemwindo on the right side and Mwindo on the left side. When all the men had finished grouping
themselves together in the assembly and had finished becoming silent, Mwindo stood up from his chair; he raised
his eyes into the air, he implored Nkuba, saying:
“Oh, my friend Nkuba, prevent the sky from falling!” Having spoken like that, he lowered his eyes toward the
ground, down upon the mass of people; he said, he lauded them, saying:
“Be strong, you chiefs.”
They approved of it. He said:
“You counselors, be strong.”
They approved of it. Then he:
“You seniors, be strong.”
They approved. Mwindo praised the council, holding all the things with which he was born: conga, axe, the
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little bag in which the rope was; he also held an ancient stick to praise the council.\fn{ Typical of the way in which a
solemn meeting among the Nyanga begins } After Mwindo had finished praising those who were in the council, he made a
proclamation:
“Among the seven groups that are here in Tubondo, may each group be seated together in a cluster; and the
chiefs and the seniors of the other villages, may they also be seated in their own cluster.”
After he had finished speaking like that, the people grouped themselves in an orderly manner, each group in its
own cluster. Mwindo also ordered that all his seven mothers be seated in one group but that Nyamwindo, the
mother who gave birth to him, should separate herself somewhat from his little mothers. After he had spoken like
that, his mothers moved to form their own cluster; his mother who gave birth to him moved a short distance away
yet remaining near her co-spouses. Mwindo also ordered:
“Now you, my father, it is your turn. Explain to the chiefs the reason why you have had a grudge against me; if
I have taken a portion larger than yours, if I have borne ill will against you because of your goods, if I have
snatched them away from you, tell the chiefs the news so that they may understand.”
*
Where Shemwindo was sitting, he was flabbergasted: sweat arose from his big toe, climbed up to his testicles,
went to arrive at the hair on his head; in his virile impetus Shemwindo got up.
Because of the great shame in the eyes of Shemwindo, he did not even praise the chiefs any more; he spoke
while quivering, and a little spitting cough clung to the centipede of his throat, without warning: all this caused by
the great evil of destruction. Shemwindo said:
“All you chiefs who are here, I don’t deny all the evil that I have done against this, my offspring, my son;
indeed, I had passed an interdiction on my wives in the middle of the group of counselors and nobles, stating that
I would kill the one among my wives who would give birth to a son, together with her child.
“Among all the wives, six among them gave birth only to girls, and it was my beloved-one who gave birth to a
boy.
“After my beloved-one had given birth to a boy, I despised her; my preferred wife became my despised-one.
“From then on, I always looked at the soles of her feet.
“In the middle of all this anger, I armed myself with a spear; I threw it into the birth hut six times; I wanted to
kill the child with its mother.
“When I saw that the child was not dead, I made an agreement with the counselors and the nobles; they threw
this child away into a grave.
“When we woke up in the morning, upon awakening, we saw the child already wailing again in its mother’s
house.
“When I noticed that, I asked myself in my heart, I said: ‘If I continue to fail to kill this child, then it will oust
me from my royal chair; now I, here, have seen all these amazing things that he is doing, so this child will cause
me a big problem,’
“It’s only then that I carried him into the drum and that I threw him into the river.
“Where this child went, I believed that I was harming him, whereas I was only making him stronger.
“From there it is that this child’s anger stems.
“When he came out of the river he marched right up against me; he attacked me here in Tubondo; it is from
that point on that I began to flee, all my people having been exterminated.
“Where I fled, I rejoiced, saying, ‘I was safe,’ thinking that where I was going, there was salvation, whereas I
was casting myself into the thorns of rambling around throughout the country counting tree roots, sleeping in a
filthy place, eating bad foods.
“From that moment on, my son set out in search of me; he went to take me away in the abyss of evil in which I
was involved; he went to seize me at the country’s border.
“I was at that time withered like dried bananas.
“And it is like that that I arrive here in the village of Tubondo.
“So may the male progeny be saved, because it has let me see the way in which the sky becomes daylight and
has given me the joy of witnessing again the warmth of the people and of all the things of here in Tubondo.”
*
Iyangura spoke to the men who were sitting in the assembly, reproaching openly their young man here,
Shemwindo:
“Here I am, aunt of Mwindo, you chiefs, in your presence.
“Our young man here, Shemwindo, has married me out to Mukiti; I got accustomed to it thanks to the confidence of my husband.
“Thanks to my labor and to getting along with him, my husband placed me high up, so that he loved me above
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all the wives he had married.
“So then—you chiefs, may I not bore you; let me not carry you far off in a long line of many words.
“Suddenly, this child appeared where I lived; Mukiti was then on the verge of killing him because he did not
know that he was my child; but his intelligence and his malice saved him.
“It is from then on that I followed him and followed him to point out to him the way to Shemwindo’s, and also
because of my desire to see him.
“It’s there that Mwindo’s fights with his father began, because of the anger caused by all the evils that his
father perpetrated against him.
“He subdued this village, Tubondo; his father fled.
“Where he fled, Mwindo went in search of him, saying that his father should not go to die in the leaves.\fn{ I.e.,
like a wild animal rambling about in the forest}
“When he joined him, he seized him; it is that, that Mwindo has made his father return again to this village,
Tubondo.
“So it is that we are in this meeting of the assembly of the chiefs.”
She also said:
“You, Shemwindo, acted badly, together with your counselors and nobles.
“If it were a counselor from whom this plan of torment against Mwindo had emanated, then his throat would
be cut, here in the council.
“But you are safe, it being yourself from whom this plan sprang.
“You have acted badly, you Shemwindo, when you discriminated against the children, saying that some were
bad and others good, whereas you did not know what was in the womb of your wife; what you were given by
Ongo,\fn{The creator-god:H} you saw it to be bad; the good thing turned into the bad one.
“So, there is nothing good on earth!
“But nevertheless. we are satisfied, you notables, because of the way in which we are up on our feet again here
in Tubondo, but this Shemwindo has committed an iniquitous deed.
“If the people had been exterminated here, it is Shemwindo who would have been guilty of exterminating
them.
“I, Iyangura, I finish, I am at this point.”
*
After Iyangura had finished speaking. Mwindo also stood up; he praised the assembly, he said:
“As for me. I, Mwindo, man of many feats, the Little-one-just-born-he-walked, I am not holding a grudge
against my father; may my father here not be frightened, believing that I am still angry with him; no, I am not
angry with my father.
“What my father did against me and what I did against my father, all that is already over.
“Now let us examine what is to come, the evil and the good; the one of us who will again start beginning, it is
he who will be in the wrong, and all those seniors here will be the witnesses of it.
“Now, let us live in harmony in our country, let us care for our people well.”
*
Shemwindo declared that as far as he was concerned, the act of giving birth was not repugnant in itself.
He said that where he was here, no longer was he chief, that now it was Mwindo who remained in his successsion, that against the one who would insult Mwindo in this land the seniors would clap their hands.\fn{ As a sign of
their denunciation of him} When Mwindo heard his father’s voice, he answered him:
“You, father, just sit down on your royal chair; I cannot be chief as long as you are alive, otherwise I would die
suddenly.” Where the counselors and nobles were seated, they assented to Mwindo; they said to Shemwindo:
“Your son did not speak wrongly; divide the country into two parts; let your son take a part and you a part,
since, if you were to give away all authority, you would again be immensely jealous of him, and this jealously
could eventually trouble this country in the long run.” Shemwindo said:
“No, you counselors and nobles, I am not on that side; but I want my son to become chief. From now on I shall
always work behind him.” The counselors told him:
“You, Shemwindo, divide your country into two parts, you a part and your son a part, since formerly you
always used to say that you alone were a man surpassing all others; and what you said happened: that is why we
witnessed all these palavers; we had no way of disagreeing with you because you inspired fear. Lo! if the chief
cannot be disagreed with, then it is too great foolishness.” Shemwindo said:
“Since you, my counselors and my nobles, come to give this advice, so I am ready to divide the country into
two parts: Mwindo a part and I, Shemwindo, a part, because of the fear you inspire; but in my own name I had
wanted to leave the country to Mwindo, and from then on I would always have been eating food after my son
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Mwindo, because I have felt and do feel much shame in the face of my son and of all the people.”
*
After Shemwindo had spoken like that, he conferred the kingship upon his son: he stripped himself of all the
things of kingship which he bore: a dress dyed red and two red belts; he also gave him butea watukushi\fn{Little
rings made of string obtained from the raphia palm} to wear on his arms when he would pile up the bsebse-meat, and
butea to wear on the legs; he also gave him an ncambi-belt;\fn{A belt made of the skin of a wild boar and decorated with
leopard, monkey and genet teeth } he also gave him a kataba-belt;\fn{A belt made of raphia and decorated with beads, cowries and
wild boar hair} he also gave him a kembo-hat;\fn{A hat made of the skins of genet, bush baby and flying squirrel } he also gave
him the hide of a white goat.
Shemwindo dressed Mwindo in all those things while Mwindo was standing up, because a chief is always
being dressed in such things while standing.
The counselors went to fetch the chair imbued with ukaru-powder and castor oil; they gave it to Shemwindo;
Shemwindo made Mwindo sit on it.
Shemwindo handed over to Mwindo the scepter of copper on which there were lamels\fn{Thin plates} imbued
with ukaru-powder and castor oil.
He handed these things over to him when he was already seated on the chair. When he stood up, his father also
handed over to him the wrist protector and the bow; he also gave him the quiver in which there were arrows.
Shemwindo also handed Pygmies over to his son;\fn{ Which a chief is supposed to have a number of to hunt and to perform
various ritual duries} he gave him the bandirabitambo-initiators: mwamihesi, mushonga, mubei, mushumbiya, muheri, shemumbo,\fn{Ritual experts: the chief blacksmith, cook, barber, drummer, sacrificer—and the shemumbo, the one who who
provides the chief with the ritual wife, whose son will succeed to the throne } counselors, nobles. They dressed him in all these
things in the guesthouse.
*
After Shemwindo had enthroned his son like that. Mwindo shouted that he now had become famous, that he
would not want to act as his father had so that only one descent gronp would remain on earth.
“May all the descent groups establish themselves in the country; may boys and girls be born; may there be
born deaf and cripples, because a country is never without some handicapped-ones.”
After Shemwindo had dressed his son in the chiefly paraphernalia, he distributed beer and meat for the chiefs
who were there; each group took a goat and a cow. They also gave Iyangura one cow for returning to her husband
Mukiti. The chiefs and the counselors who were there said:
“Let Mwindo remain here in Tubondo and let Shemwindo go to dwell on another mountain.”
Hearing this, Shemwindo clapped his hands; he was very satisfied.
During Mwindo’s enthonement, his uncles, the Baniyana. gave him a maiden, and Shamwami also gave him a
maiden; Mwindo’s father, he too, gave him a maiden called Katobororo and the Pygmies gave him one. During
Mwindo’s enthronement, he was given only four women; he went on getting himself married while he was
crossing the country. In each place where he made a blood pact he carried off a maiden.
During Mwindo’s enthronement, the convives\fn{Guests} grew weary; some of them defecated on their heels.
*
After Mwindo had been enthroned, the assembly dispersed: all those who came from somewhere returned
there; Shemwindo also took possession of his mountain; he left to his son Tubondo.
When Iyangura, aunt of Mwindo, returned to her husband, she annointed Mwindo in the middle of the group
saying:
Oh, Mwindo, hail!
Blessing, here, hail!
If your father throws you into the grave, hail!
Don’t harbor resentment, hail!
May you stand up and make your first step, hail!
May you be safe, may you be blessed, hail!
And your father and your mother, hail!
May you bring forth tall children, boys and girls.
Be strong, my father; as for me, there is nothing ominous left, hail!

When Mwindo took leave of his father, his father also gave him a blessing. Mwindo handed over to his aunt
two counselors to accompany her; he also gave her four goats and a return gift of twenty baskets of rice and five
little chicken baskets.
*
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After a fixed number of days had elapsed since he had been enthroned, Mwindo said that he had a terrible
craving to eat some wild pig meat. He sent his Pygmies out to hunt for it in the forest. Where the Pygmies went in
the forest, when they were already in the place of coming whence, going where,\fn{ An expression used to indicate a
great distance traveled} they felt tired, they slept half way.
In the morning they set out right after awakening. In leaving right after awakening, they found the trail of wild
pigs; they followed them; in going, say, from here to there, they met them; they sent the dogs after them,\fn{ The
Nyanga leash their hunting dogs until the prey is in sight } seeing that they were fleeing; the dogs hurled themselves after
them. Crossing two plateaus, they met a red-haired pig dragging its scrotum; they hurled a sharp spear at it. The
pig in question said that it was not great—it turned its hoofs upward; it died. They cut it into pieces on the spot.
There where they were in the very dense forest, when they were cutting the pig to pieces, Kirimu\fn{ Dragon, a
large animal with black hide, seven heads, a huge belly, teeth like a dog and the tail of an eagle, a solitary hunter who is sometimes said to
have a captured human wife, but who ovccasionally feeds on human flesh } heard their mumbling. Kirimu said:

“What now, people here again? I always thought that I was the only one living here, whereas there are still
other people there.”
Kirimu went after them, snakelike. When he came close to them, he threw himself onto them; he took away
three Pygmies from there; he swallowed them.
One among the Pygmies was called Nkurongo; he wrestled himself loose; he fled, and the dogs followed him;
they fled with him. Kirimu said to himself:
“Let this wild pork remain here, for I will trap the dogs and the Pygmy, the one who fled.”
Kirimu nestled down beside the corpse of the pig. Where Nkurongo fled, when he arrived, say, “over there,” he
looked back saying:
“Lo! our companions have been overtaken by night; they are already dead.”
At the time when he fixed his eyes on him,\fn{ Kirimu} he saw that he had seven heads and seven horns and
seven eyes. He said:
“This time it is an enormous lump; Mwindo, who is usually capable against people, this time will be powerless
against this one in fighting with him.” When that little Pygmy there was already on the crest, he shouted:
“I flee, eh!”
*
He kicked up his heels onto his shoulders; he fled and the dogs followed him. He went to appear in the village
of Tubondo; when he was nearly bursting with breath, he arrived in Mwindo’s house. After he had rested awhile,
for as long as it takes a pot of paste to be cooked, Mwindo asked him:
“Peace there, from where you are coming?” He answered him:
“There is no peace there, you my chief! We went to the forest, four of us; Kirimu has swallowed three of us,
and I, Nkurongo, escaped among them, together with the dogs. But it is not Kirimu; he is as large as the sky.”
Hearing that, Mwindo said:
“Well, now, this time it’s tough; my Pygmies in their very first hunt are already exterminated in the forest.” He
looked up to the sky, lowered his eyes to the ground; he said:
“Oh, my conga, be victorious in the day of tomorrow.” And that day his father, Shemwindo, was in the village.
Mwindo said to his father:
“The rooster is going to die of mukeri,\fn{The name of a disease, but used here as a synonym for malediction; Mwindow says
he will be on his way long before the rooster crows } I shall already be on my way; I shall go right after awakening with
this Pygmy only to fight with Kirimu.” When Shemwindo heard this, he forbade his son:
“Oh, my father, no, don’t go there; Kirimu has always been a destroyer; he has eaten from man’s bones; if you
again provoke this Kirimu, then you cause great disaster in this country.” Mwindo said to his father:
“I do not care; at any rate, I am going from dawn on; you stay behind to tell the counselors that I have gone to
fight with Kirimu.”
*
When it was very early morning, Mwindo took up his conga, and the Pygmy preceded him. They thus proceeded in the forest. When they appeared at the place where they had cut the pig into pieces, the Pygmy pointed at
Kirimu, saying:
“There he is.” Mwindo said to the Pygmy:
“Stop first; let me take a look at him.” Mwindo said to the Pygmy:
“You, stay here. When Kirimu will have swallowed me, .it is you who will announce the news in the village.”
Mwindo took his subduer of a conga; he went snakelike after the Kirimu. When he saw himself eye-to-eye
with him, Mwindo designated him, saying:
“You will not judge me; today: you and I.”
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Kirimu was seized with surprise; he stood up. When he was about to fly against Mwindo, Mwindo put sweet
words into his mouth, he sang:
Kirimu, you are helpless against Mwindo,
For Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
Kirimu, you have challenged Mwindo.
Kirimu, you are powerless against Mwindo,
For Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-walked.
Shemwindo gave birth to a hero.
Comrade, you are powerless against Mwindo.

When Kirimu attempted to swallow Mwindo, Mwindo exclaimed:
“This time he is finished.”
Mwindo also approached where he was; Mwindo beat him with his conga.
Kirimu fell upside down; he died. Mwindo called, shouting to his Pygmy to come to cut up Kirimu. The
Pygmy came. When he was about to touch Kirimu with his great knife, Mwindo forbade him, saying:
“First, leave him like that; let us call people in the village so that they may go and carry him to the village in
order that Shemwindo could see the wonders that I perform.”
Mwindo implored those who were in the village; Mwindo sent his conga to the village to go and bring the
people so that they could go and fetch this god of a dragon. He sang:
Oh, my conga, go for me.
Those who have remained in Tubondo over there,
Those who have remained in Tubondo over there,
At Shemwindo’s,
May Shemwindo send people to me.

*
Where conga went, when it arrived in Tubondo, it arrived just in front of Shemwindo. It wagged itself in front
of him, and all the people of the village abandoned their homes; they went to see the way in which conga was
wagging itself before Shemwindo. Shemwindo said that conga is giving the news:
“If Mwindo is not dead, it is Kirimu who is dead.” Shemwindo sent there a group of people saying:
Be ready to leave the village!
Go and join Mwindo!
In the dense forest there are many things;
There are snakes that bite.
Go and join Mwindo,
Where Mwindo has gone.
Shemwindo has given birth to a hero.

Having wagged itself in front of Shemwindo, the conga flew away, together with the people whom Shemwindo had provided. Conga was flying with those people through the air; it went to descend with the people at the
place where Mwindo was. When Mwindo saw his conga with the people, conga came into Mwindo’s hands.
Mwindo said to the men to lift up Kirimu. They made a stretcher; they put Kirimu on top of it. Some among
them seized the pig that had been killed by the Pygmy. When the carriers of Kirimu left, say, as far as that, the
stretcher broke because of Kirimu’s weight. They made another stretcher; they put Kirimu on it again; they lifted
him up; they had him arrive at the village.
When he appeared in the village, the whole village crowded together: so many young, so many old people!
They let Kirimu down in the middle of the village. When the people saw him, they were very astonished; they
whooped, they said:
“Now, things will be coming out of the forest!” Some among them said:
“At any rate, he who has killed this one cannot fail to kill one of his relatives.”
When Mwindo heard those people speaking like that, he killed them on the spot; they were three; they died.
Mwindo said to his people to cut up Kirimu, and he, Mwindo, sang:
Kirimu is being skinned and cut up on the little raphia palms.
Shemwindo howled, saying:
Kirimu is being skinned and cut up on the little raphia palms.
Kirimu always devours people;
Kirimu has exterminated people.
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Shemwindo, my father, be afraid of me.

When they opened the belly, there came out a man who leaped up, being alive; there came out another man; he
came out; he too was alive. When they opened the belly, there came out another one who leaped up, being alive.
After Kirimu had been cut up and the three Pygmies had come out alive, Mwindo gave the order that he
personally wanted the following:
“When you will begin to eat this Kirimu, you will eat him with bones and all; don’t throw any of them away.”
After Kirimu had been cut up, Mwindo distributed to all his people all the meat with the mass of bones; he told
them also that in case he would see a little bone behind somebody’s house, he would make him pay for it. When
Kirimu had been divided up and divided again into many parts, they seized his eyes; they roasted them hot on a
piece of potsherd. Each time that there appeared a splatter and it burst open, there came out a man. When all the
eyes of Kirimu had been roasted, there appeared one thousand people. Mwindo said:
“These are my people.”
And he gave them a mountain.
*
Where Nkuba resided in the sky it so happened that he had made a blood pact with Kirimu. Where Nkuba was
in the sky, when he inhaled the odor of his friend Kirimu, which was passing with the wind, froth dropped from
his nose; tears came out his eyes; he said:
“What shall I do with this friend here, Mwindo?” He said that he first wanted to make him suffer in order that
he would not begin again.
“When I shall have finished making him suffer here where I am, then I shall know to return him to earth to his
village.” He also said:
“If Mwindo had known that he had exchanged blood with Kirimu, then he would not have killed his friend
Kirimu; in that case, he would not restore him; in that case, he would be lost right here, without having gone back
to his country. But he is safe because he did not know that he was my friend.”
Mwindo sang:
Nkuba has just come to take Mwindo;
Nkuba came to carry Mwindo away
From the heights of Tubondo,
When he inhaled the smell of roasting.
Mwindo howled, he said:
Eh! Nkuba, you are helpless against Mwindo;
Shemwindo brought forth a hero.
Eh! Nkuba, you are helpless against Mwindo Mboru.

Mwindo said:
Eh! Nkuba, you are helpless against Mwindo Mboru.
The cheerleaders were always in unison.
The tunes that are being sung, the non-initiates cannot understand them.
Oh, scribe, you,
You see that I am already going;
My mother who carried me,
You see that I am already going.
The counselors of Shemwindo,
You see that I am already going.
Let the counselors of Shemwindo come here.
Kubikubi-star adheres to moon.
My friend Nkuba, be victorious.
Nkuba has come to take Mwindo.
Let us climb up to Nyarjre’s.

Mwindo said farewell to the people, one by one.
My mother who carried me,
You are seeing that I am already going.
Nyamwindo howled, complaining.
—And Nkuba at that very moment had just opened the door—
“What shall I do with my child?”
Nyamwindo howled, saying:
“I die, I die, along with my child.”
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Shemwindo howled, saying:
“I die, I die, along with my child.”
The little bark loincloth that the Bira debarked,
If it gets used, I set aside the trimming.\fn{I.e., I keep part of it as a souvenir}

*
After Nkuba had inhaled the smell of his friend Kirimu which came from his friend Mwindo in Tubondo, he
descended on the spot to take Mwindo. He descended; he arrived in Mwindo’s village. Nkuba said to Mwindo:
“I come to take you, you my friend; I want to go and teach you because I am very vexed with you, you my
friend, since you dared to kill Kirimu, whereas Kirimu was my friend; so know that you are doing wrong.”
Hearing this, Mwindo was not afraid of going away with his friend; but his people were stricken with anxiety,
thinking that their chief was going forever. Mwindo sang:
Let us go up to Bisherya\fn{To the sky} over there,
For Nkuba has come to take Mwindo.
I am about to climb up to Bisherya over there,
For Nkuba has come to take Mwindo.
Oh, Nkuba, you are powerless against Mwindo,
For Mwindo is the Little-one-just-born-he-has-walked.
Shemwindo gave birth to a hero;
My friend, you are powerless against Mwindo.
Wanderer, go anyway announcing it,
That ntiriri-liana has become mubanga-rope,
And musara-liana has become mukendo-bag.\fn{A proverb noting the reversal of the normal order of things}
What Shemwindo has said
Will be lacking the one who will analyze it.
The sky became day while we were still talking,\fn{About mysterious things}
Like the association mukuki.\fn{The sound box of an association, through which the spirit of the association speaks about mysterious things to initiants }
The-ones-who-are-accustomed-to-go-to-sleep, let them go to sleep.
May the one who is always grumbling remain grumbling.
The counselors of Shemwindo,
The counselors threw me into troubles.
Let me speak to Munguto of Wamba,
Where there are chiefs’ wives carrying raphia bunches.
I have spoken with my companion odiously;
In case the heart turns away from where it has come: it means it is getting accustomed.\fn{ Said of married women; that when one forgets his
place of origin, it is a sign of being well accustomed to the new place of residence }
Kabarebare and Ntabare,
My father,
Where the husband of my senior sister sets up byoo-traps.

Mwindo went on singing like that while Nkuba was climbing up slowly with him into the air, and the people of
Mwindo had their attention diverted by what was happening above.
*
Nkuba disappeared into the clouds, together with Mwindo; and they arrived at Nkuba’s. When Mwindo arrived
at Nkuba's, Nkuba asked him:
“You, my friend Mwindo, you have acted badly when you dared to kill my friend Kirimu, when you have
roasted his eyes so that the odor climbed up to me, so that I smelled it in the air; if only you had made the odor
descend to earth, then I would not have been angry.” Nkuba still said to Mwindo:
“I have rescued you many times from many dangers, so then you show that you are equal to me.”
Mwindo arrived there at Nkuba’s; he felt there much cold, and the icy wind there was strong. No house! They
lived there in mere nomadism, no settling in one spot.
Nkuba seized Mwindo; he climbed up with him to Rain. When Rain saw Mwindo, he told him:
“You, Mwindo, never accept being criticized; the news about your toughness, your heroism, we surely have
heard the news, but over here, there is no room for your heroism.”
Rain fell upon Mwindo seven and seven times more; he had Hail fall upon him, and he soaked him thoroughly.
Mwindo said:
“This time I am in trouble in every way.”
Nkuba lifted Mwindo up again; he had him ramble across Moon’s domain. When Moon saw Mwindo, he
pointed at him:
“This time the news was given us that you were tough, but here in the sky there is no room for your pride.”
Moon burned Mwindo’s hair; Mwindo complained:
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“Oh, father Shemwindo, bless me, and may my conga not get out of my hands.”
Nkuba lifted Mwindo up again; he went and climbed up with him to the domain of Sun. When Sun saw
Mwindo, he harassed him hotly; Mwindo lacked all means of defense against Sun; his throat became dry; thirst
strangulated him; he asked for water. They said to him:
“No, there is never any water; now we advise you to grit your teeth; we advise you to put your heart on your
knee.”\fn{An expression used to describe strong but contained suffering}
After Sun had made Mwindo sustain these pains, Nkuba lifted Mwindo up; he went and made him arrive in the
domain of Star. When Star saw him, he pointed him out; he told him:
“The news about you was given us that surely you are very tough, but here there is no room for your heroism.”
Kubikubi-star ordered Rain and Sun to come. All—Nkuba, Rain, Sun, Star—all those told Mwindo but one
single thing:
“We have respect for you, just that much; otherwise, you would vanish right here. You, Mwindo, you are
ordered to go back; never a day should you kill an animal of the forest or of the village or even an insect like a
centipede or like a ntsine.\fn{A water-strider} If one day we would learn the news that you began again to kill a
thing among those that we just forbade, then you will die, then your people would never see you again.” They
pulled his ears seven times and seven more, saying:
“Understand?” And he:
“Yes, I have understood.” They also said to Mwindo:
“It is Nkuba here who is your guardian; if you have done wrong, it is Nkuba who will give the news, and that
day he will seize you all at once, without any longer saying farewell to your people.”
*
After Nkuba had made Mwindo ramble everywhere through the sky, they gave him back the right of home,
saying he was allowed to return.
On his return, Mwindo had then finished spending one year in the sky, seeing all the good and all the bad
things that are in the sky.
Nkuba raised Mwindo up; he returned with him home to Tubondo. Mwindo threw sweet words into his mouth;
he sang:
Mwindo was already arriving
Where Shemwindo had remained;
Where Shemwindo had remained
Mwindo was already arriving
He who went away returns.
Shemwindo brought forth a hero.
What will die and what will be safe,
Oh my senior sister, may it join Mwindo!
My friend Nkuba, be victorious.
Let me go to Tubondo,
To Tubondo, village of my mothers.
May I see my mother.
I descend here in Tubondo,
In father’s village, my dearest one.
And if, Mwindo, you kill a game,
It is I who have a right to the tail,
In which normally father’s elder brother has a right.

The will\fn{Announced before death, and which sets forth various taboos and injunctions} says:
“Mwindo, if you kill an animal, then you die.
Oh Mwindo, never try again!
From now on may you refuse meat.
Nkuba said:
“Never try again.”
Shemwindo, you brought forth a hero.
Kiruka-Mbura, advise those leaving
Who makes the trees fall in the forest.
My little father, my dearest one,
My little father threw me into palavers.
Substitute, replace me now!
My father believed that I would faint away;
He threw me into palavers.
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Iyobora, open for me now,
Iyobora of Mirabyo.\fn{Flashes, an epithet for lightning}
I have fame here in Tubondo, I, Mwindo,
Tubondo with seven meeting places,
With seven entrances.
He who will go beyond what Mwindo has said,
He will die from seven lightnings—
And one more in addition.
The counselors howled, saying
That what has been said will be resaid.
And the common man is incapable of judgment;
Even Shemumbo is incapable of judgment.
Absentminded ones, be never again distracted.
And an old man, he too is incapable of judgment.
It is the great chief who sustains the common man,
And it is the chief’s wives who sustain the people.
The words of the nkebe-dance are of wisdom.
Nyamumbo howled, saying:
“If you arrive at Shemwindo’s,
What Shemwindo will say
Will be the announcement of something living.
If Shemwindo says a word,
He will die from seven lightnings.
We shall lack the one who will utter a word,
“We”:
Nyamwindo howled saying:
“My son has suffered much.
Slander in this village is outrageous.
Someone’s mother-in-law
Allows herself to criticize that someone;
And even someone’s father-in-law
Allows himself to criticize that someone.
A giant of a young man
Laughs at the young woman’s.
A Mubuya rainmaker
Formerly did not like to remove dew—
Remover of oil dew.
In Ihimbi, in our country. It is fine;
From it came out an epic.
There lived a divinator.
Stump of the path of the river trail
Tears up the clothing of the elegant woman.”

When Nkuba was returning with Mwindo, he went on slowly descending with him; he went and let him down
in the very middle of the village place of Tubondo.
When his father Shemwindo saw his son being brought back by Nkuba, he gave Nkuba a reward of a maiden
who was dressed with a bracelet of copper\fn{ One of the distinctive emblems of this cult } of Nkuba; they also gave him
the prescribed white fowl. It is there that originated the custom of rendering cult to Nkuba; from then on they
always dedicated to him a maiden and her copper ring.
After Nkuba had received his gift, he returned to his domain in the sky.
*
After Mwindo had taken rest, he assembled all his people. They arrived. He told them:
“I, Mwindo, the Little-one-just- born-he-walked, performer of many wonderful things, I tell you the news from
the place from where I have come in the sky.
“When I arrived in the sky, I met with Rain and Moon and Sun and Kubikubi-Star and Lightning.
“These five personages forbade me to kill the animals of the forest and of the village, and all the little animals
of the forest, of the rivers, and of the village, saying that the day I would dare to touch a thing in order to kill it,
that day the fire would be extinguished; then Nkuba would come to take me without my saying farewell to my
people, that then the return was lost forever.” He also told them:
“I have seen in the sky things unseen of which I could not divulge.”
When they had finished listening to Mwindo’s words, those who were there dispersed, Shemwindo’s and
Nyamwindo’s many hairs went, say, high as as the long hairs of an mpaca-ghost;\fn{A specter of the forest, who has
much hair, very long nails, and is always fomenting evil plans } and in Tubondo the drums had not sounded anymore; the
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rooster had not crowed anymore.
On the day that Mwindo appeared there, his father’s and his mother’s long hairs were shaved, and the roosters
crowed, and that day all the drums were being beaten all around.
*
When Mwindo was in his village, his fame grew and stretched widely. He passed laws to all his people, saying:
May you grow many foods and many crops.
May you live in good houses; may you moreover live in a beautiful village.
Don’t quarrel with one another.
Don’t pursue another’s spouse.
Don’t mock the invalid passing in the village.
And he who seduces another’s wife will be killed!
Accept the chief; fear him; may he also fear you.
May you agree with one another, all together; no enmity in the land nor too much hate.
May you bring forth tall and short children; in so doing you will bring them forth for the chief.

After Mwindo had spoken like that, he went from then on to remain always in his village.
He had much fame, and his father and his mother, and his wives and his people!
His great fame went through his country; it spread into other countries, and other people from other countries
came to pay allegiance to him.
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1
A very long time ago, people thought that we Nkundo wished for the place of Ba-Tetela, which is also called
Yankata.\fn{That-the-people-come.}
We Nkundo are the people of Mbondze, who are our fathers. Mbondze gave birth to Simba, and elder Simba
was the father of the people of Bofidzi; Bolemelongi was the father of the people of Ntomba; Eale was the father
of the people of Lifumba, which is the territory of Bokatola. Their sister is Mputela, and she gave birth to the
people of Ekonda. To this day the people of Ekonda are looked down upon as though they were women.
Our forefathers were on the river at Lofole and some of these stayed there even until today. These are the fisher
people called by the foreigners “riverine people.”
2
Long ago the Nkundo did not have fire, but ate their meat raw, as animals eat theirs. They got fire from a semiPygmy tribe that lived in the forest. These semi-Pygmies are called Batswa\fn{ Slaves.}
The Batswa knew all the things of the forest, and they discovered fire by rubbing pieces of dry wood together.
They found one certain tree, bokumo, that would produce fire more quickly than any other when two pieces were
rubbed together. At that time, the Nkundo would plant gardens and trade their garden produce for meat from the
Batswa. To this day, the Batswa do not like to plant gardens, but are still people of the forest. This is in spite of the
fact that they live in villages, often send their children to school, and share in many of the things that come with
modern living.
The Batswa became slaves of the Nkundo. This was because they were not as strong as the Nkundo and therefore the Nkundo could govern them. Even now, many Nkundo families still consider certain Batswa as their own
slaves. Many Nkundo think of Batswa as animals, rather than people, and do not want them to have the advantages of being people. This means that segregation is a very real problem.
The Nkundo found the Batswa in the forest in hovels and have never been able to admit that people would live
that way. Today many Batswa do very well in school, and no doubt in time to come they will be accepted on a
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level with anyone else.
Through the centuries there has been very little intermarriage between the Batswa and other tribes because
there have been very strong tabus concerning the eating of food cooked by a Batswa.\fn{ For example, Nkundo boys are
taught that certain death will be the result of eating food cooked by a Batswa woma n.} This has kept men of other tribes entirely
away from Batswa women.
It is generally very difficult to break down barriers until there is intermarriage, or at least children from a union
of the tribes.
3
Long, long ago the grandfathers of our grandfather believed that God was there. They were aware that God had
made the world and all that is in it including man.
However, they felt that God was far away and did not understand the way in which God wanted man to go.
As a result, each person took his own private god, each one choosing a god who would help him in what he did
and wanted to do. Some of them took a special bird to be god; others took a certain animal; some even took a
ghost or a spirit to be god to them; others took a special kind of medicine as god, until there were almost as many
gods as there were men in the world—perhaps more.
Sometimes the gods were good and sometimes they were bad.
For instance, two men would go on a path through the forest, the younger brother following the older brother.
The older brother went along the path and saw no meat, but the second brother following along behind saw meat.
Then the older brother would say,
“I went first and saw no meat, but you followed and saw much meat. Therefore your god is good and mine is
bad.”
In spite of this feeling that one’s own god is bad and the other god is good, everyone would cling to his own
god. Changing one’s god just wasn’t done.
In the time of our forefathers, a man and a leopard could be friends and talk together. The man could choose
this leopard to be his god. No one else would be aware of this relationship. If a war came along, that mm could
have the wisdom of the leopard in the fight.
When the man has a son, he will teach him about the leopard and when the man dies, the leopard will be the
god of the eldest son. Each of the other sons will need to seek a god for himself. If the man dies with no sons, the
god will go to his younger brother.
This family will never kill a leopard, nor will they eat the meat of a leopard.
4
All the animals gathered together to have a meeting of their own. They wanted to have a big feast, and this
meeting was to plan it.
Everyone was there except the fish, and they couldn’t come because they were in the water.
When they met, they organized. They agreed on Elephant as president and Hippopotamus as vice president.
With the birds, Eagle as their president and Hawk vice president. They rejoiced. In the place of the snakes, Python
as their president and Cobra as their vice president. As each one would divide it, they set up the plan for their
feast.
Elephant spoke. He said,
“I and my animals eat food, but we don’t eat all that is there. We always leave some so that people who come
may have some part of the food from me the elephant.”
Then Hippopotamus spoke in the same manner. Eagle spoke. He said,
“I eat food and leave some for people. Because my wife when she is sitting on the nest caring for our eggs, I
kill meat, and bits of that meat will fall to the ground, and people come in the enclosure perhaps to look at the
traps, and they like this.”
Then Hawk spoke just as Eagle had spoken. When he ate, bits fell, and the forest rats and squirrels could eat it.
A little bit is left people or insects down below to pick up.
Then it arrived at the opportunity of the snakes. (They had to set the snakes apart because a snake is truly an
animal, but the snake has no legs. The snake has no arms. All animals have two legs and two arms. Birds have two
legs, and their wings are similar to arms.)
*
When they came to Python and his family, they were dissatisfied.
Python didn’t have a word to say because Python will make a huge round trap of his body. He will trap a deer,
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perhaps a wild pig, there. He will swallow it, a-o-o-o. He does not give any to people at all, nye.
Then their vice president, Cobra, is the same. He can catch a squirrel, perhaps a bird; he will swallow all of it,
a-o-o-o. He won’t leave even a little, nye. And people do not have an opportunity for any of it, nye. No one else
has any help from either of them at all, nye.
There is another snake who is small, and his name is Ilekele. Ilekele is another snake who lives in the nest
where a hen lays eggs. Then he bores a small hole and sucks all of the egg, nye. He will leave the shell only.
The snakes felt very irked and very angry.
*
Then they called the king of them all, who is like a person itself, Chimpanzee. Chimpanzee came to cut that
palaver. He said,
“You, Elephant, you win, because when you go into a person’s garden, you eat the corn, but you leave corn.
You eat the plantains; you leave plantain. You eat squash; you leave squash. In that way you leave the owner of
the garden some food. You do not finish it, nye. You do goodness itself.
“And you, Hippopotamus, you do the same. You eat the rushes; you leave some. What you leave is for certain
fish who eat the food that is left by you. You do goodness itself.
“And you, Eagle, you do very good things. Because when your wife is on the nest caring for the eggs, you kill
a monkey and take it to your wife. Your wife eats it, but many pieces of meat are let fall down. You do not pick it
up to take it; you leave it, and people who come and look will pick it up. Everyone rejoices very much.
“Often when someone sees your nest way up, they will not bother you because of the profit you have for
animals every day by day who pick up meat that makes them live which you have thrown away.
“And you, Hawk, you are like that. Even though you catch the children of a chicken, you do not finish all of it.
You will eat some, but you will leave for the owner of the chickens some chicken. What you do is goodness itself.
“But with you, Python, and your younger brother, you lose the palaver. Because you, Python, kill a wild pig,
which is a very large animal. You squeeze it until it is dead. You put your spit on it until it is slick and slimy. Then
you swallow it whole and you don’t leave even a little, nye.
“Also people do not rejoice in the way you eat your food.
“Again, Python, you will set your trap and kill an antelope, which is very large—larger than a wild pig—even
one with two horns. Then you spread your spit on it and swallow every bit of it in one swallow, nye.
“And you, Cobra, are the same way. You catch an animal. Then you lick it until it is slick and swallow it. You
catch a squirrel; you lick it and swallow it. You do not leave for people or insects. They do not have a scrap of the
food which is there. Only he has finished swallowing it.
“Your younger brother, Ilekele, is a tormentor of people in the same way. He will crawl into a hen’s nest
belonging to a person. There may be ten eggs or perhaps eight, or perhaps seven;\fn{ The customary Nkundo pattern of
counting, moving from the higher number to the smaller .} he will make a hole in each egg and suck and suck and suck out
all the goodness from inside the shell, nye. He will leave the shells only. The owner of the chicken will expect the
hen to hatch chicks, but your younger brother has already finished the eggs, nye. You lose the palaver.”
*
Also all the snakes felt anger itself, especially toward Chimpanzee and his family. They called all of the snakes
together and Python said,
“All of you who are my younger brothers, whenever you are near to an animal, strike him. Whenever you see a
person near you, strike him. They are all bad because Chimpanzee is like a person and he has given us a real
palaver.”
*
And snakes have anger for animals, people, and for chimpanzees, also.
And like that a snake will strike a dog when he follows an animal and comes near to him and the dog will be
dead. In the same way, if a snake passes an animal, he will strike him and very soon that animal will be dead.
Soon if a man himself is on the path and the snake sees him, he will hide and then strike him, and the man will be
dead.
Like that, you snakes, you excel in badness. You snakes, they follow you who excel in behalf of the badness
which is yours and which you did from long ago. All snakes have anger for people, for animals, and for birds also.
All of you snakes, you are very bad. You will never have arms and legs because of the evil you have done in
ages past. Another snake, Jibate,\fn{ Or libate, a variegated snake which can throw his slime many feet from the ground well into
the branches of a tree.} has a gun in his teeth and when he sees a bird up in a tree, he will throw his slime; it will hit
that bird. Soon the bird will fall. You will lick it and then eat it today.
So to this day snakes are the enemies of animals, birds, chimpanzees, and people.
Do not do evil as the snake; in his evil he is enveloped in slime.
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5
On another day, Mpongo\fn{Eagle.} and Esukulu\fn{Owl.} went together as friends. Eagle was attached to Owl,
but he felt much awesome fear for him because of his huge round eyes.
One day they went hunting together. They found a band of monkeys playing together in the trees. Eagle said,
“You who are my best friend, go and hide. I’ll shake the leaves and frighten the monkeys that they run your
way.”
Owl agreed to this and hid. Eagle shook his feathers among the leaves, pao-pao. The monkeys ran right to
where Owl was hiding. As they passed him, he was not able to kill a single one of them, nye.
After the monkeys had passed, some small bush babies\fn{ The tarsier, of the tree-dwelling lemur family, a small creature
of nocturnal habits.} went by, and Owl caught and killed one of them. Then he called out,
“Eagle, come quickly. I am struggling with their leader.”
When Eagle came, he found only a little bush baby. He asked Owl,
“There were a great many monkeys, and you catch only a little bush baby?” Owl answered,
“Who came this way except some small bush babies?” Eagle said,
“All right. I have no palaver. Let’s try again. This time, you shake the tree and drive them my way.”
So once more they flew along together until they found some more monkeys. Owl flapped his wings in the
leaves while Eagle hid. Owl followed the monkeys and they went right to Eagle’s hiding place. Eagle killed five
of them.
Then came the time of dividing the catch. Eagle said,
“Here. You take the bush baby and I’ll take the monkeys.” But Owl cried out,
“I want some monkey meat!” Eagle asked,
“Just how ferocious are you?” He had been friends with Owl all this time because of his fear of his big round
eyes. Owl answered,
“My fierceness is for bush babies and birds only.” When Eagle heard this, he no longer feared him. He said,
“I’m going to kill you yourself.” When Owl heard this, he departed and always made sure that there was a path
between them.
The lesson for all of us is that if a friend appears to be very large, let us not say that we are strong lest we
become as the eagle and the owl.
A young antelope does not go about in\fn{Run around with} a herd of wild pigs.
6
On another day, Ulu\fn{Tortoise.} and the Nkombe\fn{Hawk.} went together as friends.
The home of Hawk was high up in a tree. There he had a nest with his wife and children. Tortoise had a wife
and children in his home on the ground. Even though they lived far apart, Tortoise and Hawk were still good
friends.
One day Hawk went to visit Tortoise and his wife and children. Tortoise wanted to give Hawk a special gift, so
he gave him some baumba.\fn{Bars of iron or copper.} Hawk was very pleased, and carried the gift up into the tree to
his nest and showed his wife and children. Hawk’s wife and children were delighted, and they said,
“Tortoise does not have wings. How can he come up here to our home to see us?” Then they laughed and
laughed, knowing how impossible this would be. Then Tortoise, who was an animal with wisdom itself, called his
wife and children to him and said,
“Bring me many leaves.” When they had done this, he said,
“Sew the leaves together with heavy cord. Then wrap me up in it to make a package. When Hawk comes
again, tell him the package is another gift which he is to carry to his nest in the tree.”
Tortoise’s wife and children did as Tortoise had told them. When Hawk came again, Tortoise’s wife said to
him,
“Tortoise is in the forest. See the package which he left for you. He says for you to carry it to your home in the
tree.”
All this while, Tortoise was inside the package, listening.
Hawk was pleased. He talked a while with Tortoise’s wife and children. Then he took the package and flew
with it up into the tree. When he reached his nest, his wife and children were surprised to see the big package. He
told them,
“I went to the home of Tortoise and found his wife and children there. They told me that Tortoise had gone into
108

the forest but had left this gift for me. She told me to bring it here to you, and here it is.”
They all gathered around while he unwrapped the package. All they could say was “Mo! Oh! Oh!” They were
so surprised they could hardly talk when they saw Tortoise. Finally they asked,
“Now you are here? How will you ever get back to earth again? You do not have wings.”
The package in which Tortoise had come was ruined beyond repair. He took up too much space in the nest, and
Hawk did not want the problem of caring for him. So they pushed Tortoise out of the nest and he fell—plop—to
the ground. Fortunately, his heavy shell protected him, and he wasn’t seriously hurt.
*
Do not have a friendship such as the one between the tortoise and the hawk.
When you have succeeded, do not do evil.
If you exceed in lying to friends, know that you will continue to do so each time.
Do not lie to a friend in something, but teach him a better way.
7
On another day the tortoise, Ulu, and the crocodile, Nkonde, went together as friends. (Tortoise lived on the
ground and Crocodile lived in the water.) Crocodile went to the home of Tortoise and they exchanged gifts; then
Crocodile returned to his home in the water. He called his wife and children and showed them the gifts given to
him by Tortoise.
Some days later Crocodile went again to visit Tortoise. Tortoise said,
“Crocodile, I am going to visit you in your home.”
Crocodile agreed, and they went together to the home of Crocodile in the water. (In every home there is a room
where no one goes but the family.) Tortoise said to Crocodile,
“Crocodile, we have been close friends for a long while. Could I sleep in that room that is reserved for your
family and closest friends?”
Crocodile agreed, and led Tortoise to that room and left him there. Tortoise found that Crocodile had left fifty
eggs in that room ready to hatch. When Tortoise saw the fifty eggs, he called out to Crocodile,
“Bring me some good firewood. In the evening when I go to bed, I will build a fire.”
So Crocodile brought the firewood, and Tortoise stacked it in the room where he was. When evening came, he
built a fire. Then he cooked one of the eggs in the fire and ate it. During the night he cooked the eggs one at a time
and ate them. However, each time he cooked an egg it would burst open, ba-u. Crocodile kept hearing this noise,
and finally he went to the door of the room and called,
“Tortoise, I keep hearing a cracking noise, ba-u, ba-u. Where is it coming from?” Tortoise went to the door and
answered,
“The firewood you brought keeps cracking in the fire, and the noise is from that.”
By morning, Tortoise had eaten forty-nine of the eggs and each egg had cracked open, ba-u, ba-u. He called to
Crocodile,
“Crocodile, return me to my home this morning. But before I go, I want to show you that all of your eggs are
here.”
He took the remaining egg and held it up to a hole in the door and began to count, “One.” He put that egg
down and picked it up again, saying “Two.” He put it down and picked it up again: “Three.” He did this, using the
same egg each time, until he had counted all fifty eggs. This was so that Crocodile could know that his eggs were
all there and safe.Then Tortoise got on Crocodile's back so that Crocodile could take him to the bank of the river.
In the meantime the one crocodile egg that was left hatched, and soon the baby crocodile began to call,
“Daddy, dump him in the river; he ate all the eggs.” Crocodile called back,
“No! No! We counted the eggs.” But the young one continued to call,
“But Daddy, he ate the eggs.”
Crocodile did not believe him, and left Tortoise on the river bank. However, when he returned home, he
realized that what his child had said was true, and Tortoise had eaten all the eggs but one. He was very angry, and
rushed to the bank of the river. By then, Tortoise had disappeared in the forest.
To this day the crocodile is still hunting for the tortoise.
Don’t be like the tortoise who ate the children of his friend the crocodile.
8
On another day, back when the tortoise was a friend of both the leopard and the crocodile, Ulu\fn{ Tortoise.}
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went to his friend Nkoi\fn{Leopard.} and said to him,
“Leopard, kill some meat and give it to me and I will give you a man.” Then Tortoise went to his friend
Nkonde\fn{Crocodile.} and said,
“Crocodile, catch fish for me and I will give you a man.”
Leopard killed much meat and gave it to Tortoise. Crocodile caught many fish and gave them to Tortoise. One
day Leopard said to Tortoise,
“Tortoise, I have given you much of my meat. Now, when will you bring Man to me?” Tortoise answered,
“Very soon I will bring Man. When you see a creature with large scales on his skin, you will know that this is
Man. Seize him, for he is yours.”
Very soon after that, Crocodile saw Tortoise and asked him,
“I have given you much fish. When will you bring Man to me?” Tortoise answered,
“When you see a creature that has spots all over him, you can be sure this is Man. If he says ‘ fu-fu-tu’ when he
speaks, this will indeed be Man. Seize him, for he is yours.”
Then Tortoise went back a little way under a tree and watched.
Leopard came and Crocodile came. Crocodile saw someone coming who had many spots. He heard him say
“fu-fu-tu” and he knew this was Man. Leopard saw the one with the large scales and he knew this was Man. Each
seized the other, as Tortoise had told them to do.
They fought and fought until neither could fight any more. Both had many serious cuts and injuries. Crocodile
went back into the river to nurse his wounds, and died there. Leopard went with his wounds into the forest, and
died there. The troubles of each of them were finished completely, nye.
Tortoise could return to his home in peace.
When we secretly plot to pit one person against another, we are like the tortoise with the crocodile and the
leopard.
9
On another day the eagle, who is the king of all the riverine birds, called them all together. He said,
“We are all aware that the people\fn{“People” here includes all living creatures.} come to this river to drink. Therefore
I feel that it should be kept clean, so I am making a law that no bird of any sort is to drop droppings in the river.”
(The birds who fish for a living will sit on the branch of a tree that hangs over the river. They will excrete a
dropping and wait for a fish to grab it and then they will catch the fish.)
Everyone agreed to this, and the birds went their various ways.
Not many days later the eagle flew out over the river, alighted on a tree branch, and dropped his droppings into
the river. A great outcry began. All the birds cried and shouted,
“This is badness itself.”
We do not like laws such as the eagle passes.
10
On another day the men of a certain village decided to go into the forest to hunt meat. Since many were going,
they took a net along to stretch out over a large area of the forest. With this they hoped to catch many animals.
Some of the hunters would frighten animals in the direction of the net and these animals would be caught in its
meshes.
The net was spread and many animals were trapped. This included a chimpanzee, which was surprising. A
chimpanzee is too much like a man to be caught in such a situation. All at once a loud cry was heard.
“Lomboto, Lomboto! Hurry and help. There is trouble in the net, and all the animals are coming in your
direction.”
Eza, the chimpanzee, heard the name and hurried, tee-tee-tee, in that direction.
“Lomboto,” he said, “make me live. I’ll be able to help you sometime.”
When Lomboto heard his plea, he released him from the net. Chimpanzee ran off into the forest.
Lomboto dropped the net on the other animals. Each hunter had meat to take home. Each divided his meat
according to the customs of the fathers.
*
Chimpanzee did not forget the name “Lomboto” and carried it in his heart. An animal will almost always remember a kindness.
On another day the wife of Lomboto needed some palm fruit so that she could cook the foods that her family
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liked. She called Lomboto.
“Please go into the forest and get some palm fruit for our dinner.”
Lomboto took his climbing belt. With this and his machete he set off into the forest. When he found a palm
tree on which the fruit was ripe, he began to climb, climbing, climbing, up to the fruit. Any palm fronds that were
hanging in his path he cut as he went and let them fall to the ground. He reached the fruit and saw that it was
good. He stepped out of his climbing belt and cut the bunch of fruit. As the fruit fell, it caught the climbing belt,
and both fruit and climbing belt fell to the ground.
Lomboto looked all about, hoping to find a way to get out of the tree. When he could see no possible way he
began to call,
“Someone come and help me. I am Lomboto and I am in real difficulty. I climbed into a palm tree and can’t get
down. Unless someone comes, I will die here in the tree. I am Lomboto.”
Even though Lomboto’s voice would carry through the forest for many miles, it was still doubtful that anyone
would hear him. However, Chimpanzee had not forgotten the name “Lomboto.” When he heard it, he went
quickly to find out what the difficulty was. When he found Lomboto up in the tree, he called,
“Lomboto, Lomboto.” Lomboto answered,
“Yes.”
“I recognized your name. I am the chimpanzee which you helped when I was caught in the net for catching
animals. What is it that you wish?”
“Chimpanzee, I am seeking just any way of getting out of this palm tree. My climbing belt has fallen to the
ground and I myself am calling anyone who can help me get down. You have come. Can you bring my climbing
belt up into the palm tree to me? Then I can climb down.”
Chimpanzee put the climbing belt around his waist and climbed the palm tree just as a man would. He knew
that when he reached Lomboto they couldn’t both use it for climbing down. He handed the climbing belt to
Lomboto; then he himself jumped out of the tree, poom.\fn{An ideophone representing the graceful, hurt-free descent of a
chimpanzee, for they can roll themselves into balls and fall a long way without injury other than jarring on impact .}
Lomboto came down out of the palm tree using his climbing belt. He thanked Chimpanzee with many words
of thanks. He well knew that he could easily have died in the palm tree before anyone would have found him
there.
The Nkundo people continue to follow the custom of helping peole in distress even to this very day.
We help each other even as the chimpanzee and Lomboto helped each other.
11
Many long years ago a certain man named Likata\fn{ Hand.} had a dog, Mbwa. Hand did not have any baumba,
or pieces of copper used by his people for buying a wife, nor did he have any brothers who might help him. In
fact, he had no family at all.\fn{ A most unusual situation for an Nkundo, to whom cousins, aunts, uncles, brothers and sisters are
generally abundant.}
Because of this, he and Dog lived together as a family. Hand cared for Dog and fed him much as he cared for
himself. As a result, Dog grew to be large and very beautiful. One day Hand said to himself,
“I do not have a sister; I do not have a brother; I do not have any family who can help me to buy a wife. I will
take my sleeping mat and hunting things and go with Dog into the forest and hunt meat.”
He took his dog bell, elafa, and put it around Dog’s neck. With the bell he could know where Dog was at any
time. Hand and Dog went into the forest together.
They were hardly settled in a shelter until Dog picked up the scent of a porcupine. He followed the scent and
Hand followed Dog as best he could. Then Dog began to call,
“Wu-wu-woof! Hurry up, Master.”
Hand quickly found Dog with the porcupine. He killed the porcupine and carried it back to their shelter.
Certain parts of any animal that Dog helped to catch belonged to him. When Hand cut up the porcupine, he hung
the liver, the heart, the stomach, and perhaps some other parts up in a tree. This was an unwritten law that these
parts belonged to the hunting dog. Then the owner of the dog would get leaves from a certain tree in the forest.
The next morning he would cook the meat belonging to the dog with these leaves. The leaves had a special power
and were like a potion which would help the dog to hunt for his master. Hand did all of this each time Dog helped
him. They shared the spoils of the hunt as friends working together.
Hand and Dog stayed in the forest a long while. Each day they found meat. Each had an abundance to eat, and
there was plenty left to dry and sell.
One day Hand realized that he had enough baumba so that he could buy a wife.
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In the days that followed, Dog was left to find food for himself. Hand’s wife had taken Dog’s place in that
home.
As time went on, Dog became very angry and finally refused to hunt meat for Hand. Dog said to him,
“Hand, I will not hunt meat for you again. You have treated me very badly.” Then Dog went into the forest and
did not return ever again.
Do not refuse to give food to a man who feeds you when you are hungry.
12
On another day several young women went out into the swampy parts of the forest to hunt fish. They carried
sieve-like dippers as well as the baskets which they strapped about their shoulders and carried on their back.
When they found a water-filled hole in the swamp, they would stop to see if there were any fish there. They would
scoop the water up with their sieves and then put the fish in their baskets. Often when there were several women,
they would separate a bit so that only one or two at the most would be working at one water hole. This would
mean that they would probably catch more fish, and at the end of the day, the ones who had the most could share
with those who didn’t have so many.
One of the women wandered on ahead seeking a better place to fish. She never seemed to be quite satisfied,
and kept wandering on in hopes of a better place. All at once she realized that she was a long way from her
friends. She turned back, feeling that it was time she joined them again.
Soon she was completely lost, and found that she was going here and there in the forest and becoming more
lost all the time.
As evening was coming on, she met an ogre in the path. This is a fearful thing, and she was very frightened. In
any event, here was the young woman, Lifoku, lost in the forest and face to face with Ogre himself. She could
recognize him because of two things that seem to be common to ogres. He had hair that was very long, hanging to
his waist, and he carried a heavy stick which he used for killing meat. She was alone and had been frightened
before she met Ogre. Meeting Ogre made her all the more frightened, but there was no way in which she could
avoid him.
He looked her over and decided that he could use her for preparing his meat. Therefore he said to her,
“I have a wife.” She answered,
“I have a husband.”
For this is the way an ogre takes a woman to be his wife.
*
That night, Lifoku’s family began to call her. They would call and call and then listen to hear if she answered.
If she could hear them, she could follow the voices home.
The next day, they began to search all through the forest. For many days they searched and called, but it was
all to no avail.
When everyone else had given up the search, Lifoku’s two brothers continued to seek her in the forest. One of
these brothers had four ferocious dogs that he took along on the search. The dogs were named by their special
talents. One was called Ntenafelefele because when he attacked a person, he would cut the person in half just
above the waistline. Another was Elengolakwete because he would jump for the throat of the person and almost
cut the head off. The third was Lofongankobuna because he wanted to prolong the fight as long as possible, as
though he wished to entertain an audience. The last of these dogs was Ecikakabetsampunungu. He was the one
who severed the head from the body and left it some distance from the body.
Even with such excellent help, the brothers searched a long while with no success.
In due time, the brother with the dogs found her deep in the forest. Then he saw Ogre and also the meat drying
over the fire. The meat was obviously human flesh.
Lifoku ran to him and fell into his arms. She was crying and so was her brother. When Lifoku was able to
speak, she began to express her fear for her brother.
“You must know that he is very bad. He will surely kill you.”
“No, no. He will not be able to harm me. My four dogs will protect me. They are my protectors. I have no
fear.”
*
Ogre greeted Lifoku’s brother, calling him Ekilo\fn{ Brother-in-Law.} and gave him a welcome. He had Lifoku
prepare a suitable meal for him and expressed the desire that he stay for a while with them. When night came,
Ogre took Brother-in-Law into the house.
“You may sleep in this room. I hope that you will be comfortable.”
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In the night, when all was quiet, Ogre went to the room where Brother-in-Law was sleeping, planning to kill
him for a future meal. However, the four dogs wouldn’t so much as let him enter the room. One morning shortly
after that, Ogre said to Brother-in-Law,
“I want to go into the forest. Let us go together and pick the fruit that grows on the rubber vine.”
Now, this is a thick vine that winds itself around the forest treesa. Its sap is very like the sap of the rubber tree,
but it has fruit that is sweetness itself, and pleasing. One needs to be careful when eating it, however. In the mouth
it is pleasasnt, but if it gets onto one’s lips, it hardens like a coat of rubber.
Brother-in-Law was pleased with the prospect of finding this fruit and was soon ready to go with Ogre. He left
his dogs in the care of Lifoku, since he knew that Ogre wouldn’t be comfortable if they went along.
“Shut the dogs up in the house. Ogre and I will go alone into the forest. If I need the help of the dogs, I will
call them and they will tell you that I have called.”
The two of them walked through the forest searching for the special fruit. When they found it, Ogre said,
“You climb up and get the fruit.”
So Brother-in-Law climbed well up into the tree where the fruit was growing.
Then Ogre began to cut the tree with his axe, seko-seko-seko. As he cut he sang a song:
Cutting, cutting, the tree is going to fall.
Cutting, cutting, the tree is going to fall, cutting.
In the forest between the villages is fruit.
In the forest between the villages man can eat.

Even though Ogre kept cutting at the tree with his ax, strangely enough it did not cut.
The brother in the tree knew that he needed help, and decided to call his dogs. He began calling them by name:
“Ntenafelefele, Elengolakwete, Lofongankobuna, Ecikakabetsampunungu.”
They heard his voice and began to tell Lifoku that she must turn them loose.
As soon as the dogs were released, they quickly picked up the scent of their master and were soon following
his trail, ngoi-ngoi-ngoi, until they reached the tree where Brother-in-Law was. Then Brother-in-Law commanded
them,
“Fight him. Fight him hard.”
The dogs jumped on Ogre and killed him until he was completely dead, nye.
Brother-in-Law came down out of the tree and with his dogs returned to the home of Ogre. He and his sister
wrapped all the meat except the human flesh into packages. These were tied on the backs of the dogs, and Lifoku
carried what was left. When they arrived at their village, there was much rejoicing. With all the meat that they
brought, a great feast was prepared, and all the people came to honor Lifoku’s safe return home.
Do not kill a dog; a dog is a true helper.
13
On another day a man called Imana\fn{ Go-away, or Get-out.} went into the forest to hunt palm fruit. He found a
palm tree that had ripe fruit on it. He adjusted his climbing belt and went up where the fruit was growing. While
he was there, an ogre came to the foot of the palm tree and called out,
“Are you cutting me some palm fruit?” Imana answered,
“I, Imana, am cutting for myself.” Ogre called again,
“Imana, those palm fruit are esombe,\fn{Small but very juicy and delectable fruit.} aren’t they?”
“Indeed, they are esombe,” said Imana.
“Drop some of that palm fruit down to me.”
So Imana threw some of the palm fruit down to Ogre. After Ogre had eaten some of the palm fruit, he knew
that it was esombe and excellent fruit. So he called to Imana again,
“I want some of that palm fruit. Cut a bunch for me.”
Imana looked all around the foot of the tree to find a place where there were thorns and sharp-edged grasses
that were long and all tangled together. Then he cut the bunch of fruit and let it fall right into this tightly packed
undergrowth, kee-ee-ee. While Ogre was busy trying to get the fruit out of the thorns and undergrowth, Imana
climbed out of the tree and left as quickly as he could. Ogre called out to him,
“Imana, Imana, do you see me?” Imana answered,
“I see you.”
“How is it that you see me? What do I look like?” asked Ogre.
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“I saw you come,” said Imana. “You are very, very tall and thin. You have long arms that reach almost to the
ground, and on your head is a cranial lump that looks like a bundle of nkongo leaves.”\fn{A leaf especially well
adapted for wrapping food that is to be steamed or baked in the coals .}
Ogre was shocked.
“Imana, you do see me. Mongo!\fn{Really!} Now you will go and tell your family how I look. What am I going
to do with you, Imana?” Not really believing, he called out once more,
“Imana, do you see me?”
He asked this last question because if a person saw him, he must kill that person, and Imana was already too
far down the path for him to catch. Imana answered again,
“I saw you coming. You are very tall and thin and you have long arms that almost reach the ground. On your
head is a crown that looks like a bundle of nkongo leaves.”
Ogre said, “Imana really does see me. Ngoya!\fn{Mother.} Now he will tell his family at home how I look.”
Ogre felt great anger, but Imana was too far down the path for him to be able to catch him.
So Imana hurried home and told all the people of his village just how an ogre looks.
14
On another day, Waji,\fn{Wife.} Bome\fn{Husband.} and Bona\fn{Child.} went into the forest to hunt. In not a
long while, they built a temporary shelter where they could eat and sleep and dry their meat. Then Husband built a
fence trap, building, building, that he catch many animals.
The next morning, Husband went out to check his traps. Mo! He had caught not a few animals. He took them
back to the shelter, and Wife cooked some of the meat for them to eat. What she did not cook, she put on the shelf
to dry. Each day, they ate some of the meat and dried some that they save it.
One morning, Husband left to check the traps, as was his work, and Wife stayed at their shelter to care for the
meat. After Husband had been gone not a long while, an ogre came to the shelter. He said to Wife,
“Eat all the meat that you have, o-bio! Eat even all the meat that is drying on the shelf, o-bio!”
After she had eaten it all, eating, eating, the ogre went away into the forest.
Husband came back from his traps and said,
“Bring food that I eat.”
Wife felt much fear of Husband. She told him,
“I do not know where the food is.”
Husband felt anger, and he beat her, beating itself. After that, she said,
“An ogre came and ate all the meat.”\fn{She did not say that she herself had been forced to eat the food, since further punishment would undoubtedly have followed, certain portions of animals being proscribed to women among the Nkundo .}
The next morning, Husband hid with his iron-tipped arrows.\fn{ Which were in common use in Central Africa long before
the white man appeared there .} After not a long while, he saw the ogre coming. He aimed and shot an arrow. The ogre
fell dead, dead, dead. Then Husband, Wife, and Child quickly packed their things and went home with haste itself,
lomo-lomo.
In not a little while after they arrived home, Bokali\fn{ Co-wife.} came to see them. Wife had borrowed CoWife’s lotebu\fn{Scarring instrument. Every woman owns one of them, now used for grooming the hair, but at one time used extensively for making body markings or tribal scars.} to use during the hunting trip. Wife explained to Co-wife, explaining,
explaining, all of the problems about the ogre and that in their haste she had forgotten the scarring instrument and
had left it in the hunting shelter.
“I’ll get you another one,” she said. But Co-Wife was not satisfied, nye.
“No, I don’t want another one. I must have my very own scarring instrument.” Wife said,
“It isn’t possible to return your own. I will give you a hundred scarring instruments instead.”
“No, no!” Co-wife insisted. “I want my very own scarring instrument.” Wife explained, explaining,
“If I go into the forest again, the ogres will surely kill me. I pray that you will agree for me to return two
hundred scarring instruments to you.”
Co-Wife was not satisfied, nye.
“I must have my own scarring instrument, the very scarring instrument that is mine.”
*
Finally Wife went back into the forest to hunt Co-wife’s scarring instrument. As she went, she found a very old
lady in the path. Ekoto\fn{Old Lady, a term of respect used in addressing a very old lady in a culture where respect for age is a strong
element of the value system.} said,
“Help me to bathe myself and then rub me with oil before you go to get the scarring instrument. If you do this,
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you will have no difficult problems at all, nye.”
So Wife bathed Old Lady and rubbed her with oil. Then Old Lady said that,
“Go. The name of the ogre which you killed is Nkok’iyou. When you find many people together who are crying, you go into that botumba\fn{Gathering place.} and you cry with them. When they ask you why you are crying,
say that,
“‘He was one of my very own fathers.’
“Then you will see the scarring instrument. Take it and put it in the folds of your cloth and go home very fast,
lomo-lomo.”
Wife left Old Lady and went on her way. Soon she came to a house with not a few people who were all crying.
She entered and began to cry with them. They asked,
“What are you doing here?” She answered,
“He was one of my very own fathers.”
Then she saw the scarring instrument. She took it and put it in the folds of her cloth. Soon she slipped out and
went home by night, quickly, quickly.
When Co-wife saw her very own scarring instrument, she was satisfied.
*
After not many days had passed, Co-wife borrowed Wife’s needle that she sew a cloth. While she had the
needle, her child swallowed the needle into its stomach. When Wife heard about this, she went to Co-wife and
said,
“I have some sewing to do. Give me my needle.” Co-Wife answered,
“My child has swallowed your needle. It is fitting that I give you two hundred needles instead.” Wife said,
“Do not forget: I wanted to return two hundred scarring instruments to you when I forgot yours and left it in
the shelter. But you refused. You said that, ‘I want my very own scarring instrument.’ Now I will not be satisfied
until you give me my very own needle.”
So finally they killed Co-wife’s child and found the needle that Wife be satisfied.
Don’t oppress a friend by extortion lest you do as Co-wife and her friend.
15
Lifeke\fn{Raffia Palm.} and Jiba\fn{Oil Palm.} had a big dispute. Raffia Palm said,
“I am greater than you are, Oil Palm. I produce many things that give life to people. My raffia is used for
making cloth. People pull my raffia, soak it and pound it until it is very thin, and then weave it together. They take
certain of my branches and make excellent bows. In the crevices of my trunk a caterpillar will leave her young. I
cradle them and nourish them until they are fat. These caterpillars become a delicious and nourishing food for
man. What do you produce that can give life to people?” Oil Palm answered,
“I can see that you produce much that adds to the living of man, but I produce more than you do.
“My very fruit makes many nourishing dishes for man to eat. Then he can take the oil from my fruit and rub it
on his body. This gives him comfort as well as beauty. Man takes my flower stalk and my palm fronds. He puts
them in the fire and makes salt for his food from them. He strips down to the center of my palm frond and makes
an arrow that will kill birds so that he can have meat. If he puts poison on this same arrow, he can kill small
animals and have more meat. He can take this same center of my palm frond, strip it into narrow strips, and use
this strong cords for tying his house together. From my sap he can make excellent palm wine that will give him
happy dreams. When I am finally cut down, he takes the palm cabbage from my heart and makes salad or cooks it
for a vegetable. Further down in my heart he finds a gum that is good for chewing.
“From this, you can see that I help man to live in many more ways than you do.”
They argued for a long while until the argument became quite heated. Finally they went to the chimpanzee,
Eza, who has the appearance of a man.
“Come and settle this palaver that is between us,” they called.
*
Chimpanzee agreed and listened to their stories. Raffia Palm told his story first, listing all the ways that he
could help people. Then Oil Palm recited all his means of benefiting man. When they had finished, Chimpanzee
said,
“You, Oil Palm, you win. You have a great many ways of helping man to live. But you, Raffia Palm, you lost
the palaver. Even though you do have many ways of helping man to live, you do not have nearly as many as Oil
Palm does.”
Then Raffia Palm became very angry and he said to Chimpanzee,
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“You have always used my raffia for making your clothing. From now on, I will keep it for myself. You may
never get it from me again.”
Then Chimpanzee felt anger. Since now he no longer had clothes, he ran off into the forest. He has lived in the
forest from that day to this.
He who falls in a palaver does not like the judge who decided the case.
16
On another day many years ago an eagle, Mpongo, went hunting with his dog. Suddenly a leopard, Nkoi, met
him and said,
“It would be good if we went together for this hunt, the both of us.”
Eagle agreed that they go together, so they started out to hunt meat. After a while they had killed five
porcupines, so they decided it was time to divide their catch. Eagle gave Leopard two porcupines and he took
three for himself. But Leopard objected.
“That isn’t a fair division. Why don’t you take two porcupines, give one to the dog, and the two that are left
will be mine?”
Eagle was not at all willing to accept this division. It wasn’t long until they were arguing and had a real palaver
to settle.
A wild pig, Nsombo, came along and heard the argument. He asked them,
“What’s your problem?”
So they told Wild Pig all about the palaver, with each one telling his own story. Wild Pig listened to each of
them and finally said,
“Come with me. Let us go .to my yard and there I will cut the palaver so that it will suit both of you.”
They agreed and went to the home of Wild Pig. Then Wild Pig called all the animals and all the birds to his
yard and said to them,
“Let those animals who live below on the ground sit together in one place. Then we will bring the palaver
between Eagle and Leopard out in the open.”
The animals divided, each to his kind. But the monkey went with the animals who lived on the ground and sat
with them. Eagle said to him,
“Nkema, you come to the place where the birds are, because you live above in the trees.” But Monkey
answered him,
“I do not have wings such as birds have. How can I go with you? Can’t you see the hairs on my skin?”
So Eagle let him alone, and they began to discuss the palaver. However, because all of the animals feared Leopard, they wanted Leopard to win the palaver.
One little bird, Yokoke, felt sure that there was a plot of this sort among the animals. He went to Eagle and
whispered to him,
“The animals are secretly plotting together. They very much hope that you will fall in the palaver and they
want Leopard to win.”
Because of that, Eagle made another plot to suit himself. He said,
“Nkoiambe,\fn{Hawk.} you pick up one of those porcupines; Ikete,\fn{ Chicken Hawk.} you pick up another
porcupine; I will take what’s left. Let us settle this palaver the way we want it settled.”
So Chicken Hawk took one porcupine and flew away with it. Hawk picked up another porcupine and flew
away. Then Eagle took up the porcupine that was left and followed them.
The gathering was completely broken up, nye. Leopard grabbed Wild Pig and said,
“I had planned to tie up Eagle and take the meat by force, but you interfered. You called all the animals and
birds together. Eagle has friends who serve him. It is all your fault that things are as they are. Therefore you may
not go free at all, nye.” He killed Wild Pig until he was dead, dead.
All of the animals disappeared from the yard and into the forest. Monkey returned to his place up in the trees.
But soon Eagle came and said to Monkey,
“Monkey, you refused to join the company of birds. You even showed me the hair on your body. How can you
dare to return again up above in the trees?”
Before Monkey could give his reply, Eagle grabbed him, bau, and killed him completely dead, dead.
Even until this very day, the eagle and the monkey fight each other. Also, the wild pig will fight with the
leopard. Their conflict is never finished.
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158d.32 1. Nbuluku (antilope-naine) fit des miracles 2. L’origine du feu 3. Tant de cheveux sur la tête, cela fait
peur! 4. Dans le feu, vous apprendres à chanter 5. Sur les pigeons, nous sommes assis comme à bord d’un avion
6. Tu cacheras ton enfant dans le oreux d’un arbre!: Six Folktales\fn{by Mbuku (c.1910?-after 1975)} Fatundu
Village, Bandundu Province, Congo/Kinshasa (F) 3
1
Mbuluku se fit passer pour Jésus. Partout où il allait, on le considéait comme Jésus. Un jour en allant
accomplir sa tâche, il rencontra un para1ysé; celui-ci lui dit:
“Pardon, j’entends dire qu’il y a un Seigneur appelé Jésus!”
“Oui, c’est moi!” répondit Mbuluku.
“Jésus, pouvez-vous m’aider, que je sois normal comme les autres qui marchent sans peine!” demanda le
paralysé.
“Age-nouille-toi, que je te bénisse!” proposa Nbuluku. Puis il prononça ces mots on français: “Dieu aides ce
paralysé, j’ai pitié de 1ui, rendez-lui la joie comme vous avez dit: ‘si quelqu’un souffre de quelque chose et
qu’elle m’invoque, je l’exaucerai.’ Faites voir toute votre force, montrez votre puissance. Qu’il se lève pour qu’il
reconnaisse votre nom à travors le monde entier!’” Après qu’i1 eût prié, le parelysé se leva, joyeux.
Nbuluku “Jésus” continua son trajet. Après son départ, le paralysé songea à ce mystère, à ce que Jésus avait
prononcé, i1 ne comprenait pas encore, finalement il crut que c’était Dieu en vérité. Lors de son retour, Mbuluku
trouva en route le livre de l’ancien testament. Depuis longtemps au village, on l’attendait impatiemment. Il y avait
un ami qui étatit estropié, il ne pouvait se promener normalement. Dès son arrivée, tout le monde se tint fixe.
Grâce à sa magie, Mbuluku sifflait:
“Sue, sue, sue!” Il dit au chef du village:
“Que chacun entire dans sa maison, là je viendrai prêcher ma religion et bénir les gens avec mon eau qui peut
les guérir.”
Ce même jour, Jésus vrai enfant de Dieu naquit. Tous les gens croient fermement à Jésus seul. Ils ignorant que
Mbuluku miraculeux a fui. Mbuluku se dit:
“J’ai risqué d’étre pris par des chiens.”
Il était toujours seul, mais une famille qui ne savait rien des aventures de Mbuluku “Jésus” de ses dons et de
ses miracles l’invita. Il y partit avec son livre, l’ancien testament. Arrivé au sein de la famille, le pére appeal sa
femme:
“Venez voir Jésus, dont nous entendone parler!” Jésus Mbuluku alluma des bougies, il se mit à table avec son
livre religieux, puis il leur demanda:
“N’aves-vous pas un chien ici?” Ils répondirent:
“Oui, nous avons un méchant chien et il est dans la chamber.”
En effet, le chien arriva en regardant vers tous les recoins. Personne ne parlait. Le chien demanda:
“Est-ce bien Mbuluku que je vois?”
“Oui, je suis un Dieu depuis ma naissance.”
“Est-ce que vous êtes celui à qui nous avons à faire en forêt?” demanda le chien. Mbuluku répendit:
“Sit tu le sais déjà, pourquoi n’agis-tu pas en premier?”
Le chien tomba sur lui, mais il ne vit plus que le vide. Mbuluku s’en alla dans la forêt. Le chien courait autour
de la maison, il faisait des toure sane suite. Au sein de la famille, ils prièrent continuellement.
A certain moment l’enfant de Dieu descendit sur eux, alors ils current que c’était vraiment le bon Dieu et non
pas Mbuluku. Ils tuèrent leur chien à cause de son impolitesse et Jésus comme tel ne leur dit pas un mot,
simplement après la bénédiction il continua sa bonne mission.
2
A l’origine, les Yaka et les Hungana étaient des frères, mais la perturbation de la guerre les a séparés. Les
Hungana allèrent vere le centre du pays et les a Yaka occupèrent les frontières. La tribu Hungana obéit au chef
Tankwe. Celui-ci essaya de jeter de grosses pierres dans une vallée qui contenait déjà des pierres. Du coup, il vit
jaillier du feu, Grâce à son expérience, il mit de la “bufunu” qu’il attacha entre le frottement de deux pierres, puis
il eut le produit de l’expérience. A partir de ce moment, ils commencèrent à préparer leur nourriture et à travailler
à l’aide du Mizagasu.\fn{Soufflet}
3
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Il y avait un ogre isolé. Un jour, en se promenant au bord de la rivière, il trouva une femme assise, il dit:
“Qu’est-ce que tu fais ici?” Elle dit avec sang froid:
“Quand je suis assise, je n’aime pas qu’on vienne me poser des questions!”
“Pourquoi me répondre ainsi?” reprit l’ogre, “j’ai été longtemps en forêt sans aucune difficulté. Mais peux-tu
m’aider à beaucoup de travaux qui m’ennuient? En bref je voudrais t’épousere.”
“Non et non, j’ai mon mari!” répondit la femme, “d’ailleurs, même si tu étais un homme normal je ne voudrais
pas t’accepter avec tant de cheveux sur la tête, cela fait pour!”
Elle ne fuit pas, car elle était accompagnée de son mari. L’ogre reprit:
“Dis-moi vraiment, ce que tu as à faire ici au bord de la rivière.” La femme s’énerva:
“Si tu oses me faire du mal, tu seras tué par mon mari qui porte une arme.”
L’ogre se retira et se cacha derrière un arbre pour voir ce qui se passait. Quand le mari vint, elle lui raconta
cette rencontre avec l’ogre. L’homme prit ses armes pour le poursuivre courageusement. Il dit à sa femme:
“Fais bulouillir de l’huile dans une marmite. S’il arrive, tu jetteras sur lui l’huile bouillante et il mourra.”
A l’approche du mari, l’ogre chercha à fuir. L’homme le toucha avec une flèche pointue, l’ogre courut avec
peine pour aller faire du mal à cette femme. L’homme le poursuivait et la femme jeta sur lui l’huile bouillante. Il
mourut.
Vers dix heures de la nuit, ils revinrent au village. Ils décidèrent de ne plus retourner dans cette forêt qui
enfermait beaucoup d’ogres. Ils dirent:
“Il vaut mieux que nous achetions la viande plutôt que d’aller à la pêche ou il faut lutter avec des adversaries
farouches.”
4
C’est l’histoire d’un farouche crocodile dans l’eau stagnante. Souvent il sortit de l’eau pour venire manger des
herbes ou des sauterelles au bord de cette eau. Près du marais, il y avait un village abandonné dans lequel vivait
un coq seul dans sa cabane.
Un jour, le crocodile vint visiter le coq, alors le coq chanta:
“Cocorico, vous avez un corps écailleux comme un serpent et vous venez chercher à manger ici? Sue, sue, sue!
Rentrez! C’est un imbécile qui vient me voir de l’eau, comme vous étes pitoyable.”
Le crocodile ne savait qu’ouvrir la gueule. Le coq reprit:
“Si vous voulez me manger, vous rentreres honteux, parce que j’ai été laissé par mes ancêtres.” Le crocodile
répondit:
“Moi, je suis venu entendre cette belle chanson, parce que depuis une semaine j’essaie de chanter aussi, sans y
arriver. Ah! Malheureux sont les apprentis!” Le crocodile ajouta:
“Je veux savoir chanter pour faire danser le monde.” Le coq malin descendit et dit:
“Si vous voulez que je vous apprenne cette chanson, écoutez: j’allumerai un feu et quand vous y entrerez, cela
vous apprendra à chanter comme moi. Lorsque vous aures chaud, vous me ferez signe pour que je vous retire.”
Le coq malicieux lia la queue du crocodile à une corde attachée à un arbre, puis il y alluma un grand feu. Le
coq s’enfuit sur un arbre et chanta:
“Cocorico.” Peu à peu la flame montait et le crocodile pleura:
“Ami coq, retire-moi de là, je brûle eh, eh, eh!” Le coq chantait:
“Mourez vous qui avez le corps plein d’écailles, vous m’en voulez malignement.”
Le crocodile mourut. Le coq descendit de son arbre, le prit pour le dépecer avec son bec fort. Ah! Quel
malheur! Le chien sentit l’odeur du crocodile grillé. Il fouilla partout, le trouva et le dévora. Le coq ne s’en faisait
pas car cette nourriture était pour lui trop abondante. D’ailleurs, devant le chien il n’avait aucune défense. Pour
insulter le chien il cria:
“Cro-co, tu vas te déchirer la gueule avec les plus gros os.”
C’est pourquoi le chien a de la peine en croquant des os.
5
Dans un village, il y avait un home appelé Nto. Par manqué de fermeté d’esprit, il a divulgué un secret.
Comment cela? Ecoutez! Un jour Nto dit devant un groupe d’hommes:
“Nous devons arrêter une femme qui part puiser de l’eau tôt le matin. Nous lancerons sur elle un paquet qui
porte notre pouvoir sorciere.”
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Deux jours après, la femme quitte le village à quatre heures du matin. En cours de route, on lui jeta ce paquet
et elle mourut. Vers huit heures, ses amies s’en allèrent aussi puiser de l’eau, mais elles n’arrivèrent pas à la
source. En route, elles trouvèrent leur amie morte et la transportèrent au village. Nto avec sa magic, fit semblant
de pleurer en disant:
“Ah, je suis triste! Cette femme me donnait souvent des arachides!”
C’était bien lui le plus farouche du groupe. Nto proposa:
“Demain nous tuerons son frère cadet.”
Heureusement, ce garçon et son père s’étaient cachés au bord de la route. A l’aide de son pouvoir sorcier, Nto
constata:
“Ici où nous sommes, je sens du mystère!” Il adjouta:
“Voules-vous manger des homes sans repos?” Ce garcon et son père, malgré leur angoisse, sortirent en criant:
“Oui ih Nto, nous te reconnaissons, nous savons tout ce que tu as fait de mauvais.”
A ce mot, Nto et ses complises fuirent en forêt. Nto prit la parole:
“Pourquoi n’étes vous pas plus courageux? Il y en a sussi d’autres qui nous surpassent au point de vue pouvoir
sorcier. Si ceux-là s’en vont raconteur tout cela chez le chef, qu’est-ce que nous ferons?”
Il prit son pigeon qui vole comme un avion de chasse et il atterrit parmi les gens vers six houres du matin. Le
père alla le voir et il reconnut en lui Nto le farouche. Il courut voir le chef du village en disant:
“Si vous ne faites pas attention, ce type nous tuera tous. Ecoutez ce qu’il disait hier à des heures tardives.”
Son fils aussi vint appuyer ce que disait le père. Deux heures après, Nto mourut. Avant qu’il ne meure, il
devoila son secret:
“Nous les sorciers, mêmes si nous sommes loin d’ici, nous pouvons aller très vite avec les pigeons sur lesquels
nous sommes assis comme à bord d’un avion.”
6
C’est l’histoire d’une femme qui était un peu toquée. Elle avait envie de manger chaque jour de la viande. Elle
choisit, elle-même, le mari qui lui convenait qui pouvait lui donner souvent de la viande. C’est ainsi qu’elle
accepta un ogre. Avant qu’elle eût son premier enfant, sa mère lui conseilla:
“Après l’accouchement, tu cacheras ton enfant dans le creux d’un arbre. Tu lui donneras souvent à manger.”
Deux jours après, le mère de l’ogre arriva et le dit:
“Moi, je ne prends que la viande des animaux et non celle des homes, mais si tu accouches d’un garçon ou
d’une fille, il faut les retirer d’ici sans quoi, mon fils les mangera tous.”
La femme étant en grossesse, au bout de neuf mois, elle accoucha d’un garçon et après quelque temps, elle
partit le mettre dans le creux d’un arbre. Elle y mit de la nourriture. Ceci fait, la femme partit tirer sur la corde qui
appelait son mari. Celui-ci arriva fache et dit:
“Pourquoi m’as-tu appelé, j’étais loin et j’ai dû laisser mes preies.”
“Cela ne va pas, répliqua sa femme, voilà, vous m’avies laissée souffrante et j’ai donné naissance à un garçon
mort-né, je viens de l’enterrer. Je vous ai laissé une bonne quantité de sang pour que vous le buviez.”
Après s’être rassasié, l’ogre repartit. Durent son voyage, il se décida à manger son enfant, il revint avec un sac
sur le dos il le déposa et dit:
“Avant que je me repose, donne-moi le sang de mon deuxième enfant que je le boive aujourd’hui, demain je
prendrai sa viande.”
A ces mots, sa femme commença à pleurer. Sa maman arriva alors elle appuya cette femme en disant:
“Elle a risqué la mort, pourquoi ne l’aidez-vous pas? Vous nous laissez ici et vous ne revenez qu’après une
longue absence!”
L’ogre n’était pas content, il fila consulter la magie, celle-ci lui dit:
“Allez voir vos enfants en forêt.”
Il fit des tours et des tours sans rien trouver. La femme avait interdit à ses enfants de répondre s’il venait les
appeler avec sa grosse voix.
Finalement, l’ogre retourna consulter la magie. Pendant ce temps, sa mère et sa femme complotèrent. Elles
bouillirent de l’huile. La mère de l’ogre voulait essayer de manger la viande humaine et la première devait être
celle de son fils sauvage. Lors de son retour, sa femme jeta sur l’ogre la marmite d’huile bouillante, puis il mourut
et fut mangé par sa mère.
L’épouse ramassa toute la viande et porta ses enfants au village. Mais la mère de l’ogre regrettait amèrement
de rester seule et d’avoir tué son fils malgré sa méchancété, elle l’avait pris pour un fou.
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101.55 1. The Ungrateful Friend 2. The Unusual Bridal Agreement And The Determined Husband: Two
Folktales\fn{by Bolumbu Elakanoi (c.1915?- )} Wema, Equatoria Province, Congo/Kinshasa (F) 3
1
A certain man who lives with us on the earth has the name Mbung of the Village. He went into the forest to
hunt meat. When he got into the forest he went and went, ti-ti-ti. He met a man along the way. He asked him,
“Where are you going?”
“Why do you ask me where I’m going? I live in the village and you live here in the forest. I come to hunt
animals. How can we be friends, since we do not live together?” He said,
“I want you for a friend, the two of us.”\fn{As a people, the Nkundo feel a hunger for friendship.}
“I don’t know you. You live in the forest and I live in the village. Why should we go together?”
“I am hunting a friend. Let us go together.”
Then they went off together. They went and went, ti-ti-ti, until they reached a certain place. They stopped and
sat for a bit. The second one asked,
“What’s your name?”
“My name is Mbunga of the Village.”
“Oh! You are Mbunga of the Village. I am Mbunga itself. I am Mbunga of the Forest.”
“Oh! You see. We are two people with one name.” Then they sat together for a while, the two of them.
“You are Mbunga of the Village. I am Mbunga of the Forest. Are you sure that you will not reject me?”
“No, no! I can never reject you. I and you are people with the same name.”
They slept that night, and Mbunga of the Village dreamed that his mother was dead and that Mbunga of the
Forest brought her to life.\fn{ The Nkundo attach great importance to dreams, especially to those believed to be prompted by the
spirits of deceased members of the family .} Then each went home. He found that his mother was dead. He ran to the
home of Mbunga of the Forest.
“My mother is dead. What will I do?”\fn{Because Mbunga of the Forest has incurred a friendship obligation: to attempt to
resuscitate the mother.}
Mbunga of the Forest said, “What? That is difficult.” He found some medicine and gave it to Mbunga of the
Village. Mbunga of the Village took the medicine and went home a little, a little, to his mother. He put the
medicine up her nose and she came alive and got up. Soon Mbunga of the Village returned to the home of
Mbunga of the Forest. Mbunga of the Forest said,
“Why have you come? What is your problem?”
“I took the medicine that you gave me and put it in my mother’s nose and she lived.”
“Oh! That is good.”
He stayed that night and dreamed that his father was dead. He went home, ti-ti-ti, and found that his father was
dead. He ran back to the home of Mbunga of the Forest.
“My father is dead.” Mbunga of the Forest asked,
“You still do not reject the way we talked at first?”
“No, no! I’ll never reject that, nye.”
Mbunga of the Forest gave him some more of the medicine, and he hurried home. He found his father dead. He
took the medicine and put it in his nose. His father then lived.
He returned to the home of Mbunga of the Forest and found that Mbunga of the Forest was dead and the
insects were eating the body. He cried and wailed and wailed and wailed until he was tired. He said,
“Friend, Friend, Friend. He is so fat.”\fn{ For the unfortunate circumstance of his death does not blind Mbunga of the Village
to the fact that here is good meat at hand, meat to satisfy his hunger. The Nkundo are almost a century away from cannibalism, but
cannibalistic acts persist in the folktales; and few Nkundo listeners would be surprised if a cannibalistic act follows such a pronouncement;
on the other hand, Mbunga of the Village would be condemned in the eyes of the audience by the ingratitude lying behind such an act, in
view of the fact that he is already heavily indebted to the man whose corpse lies before him .} He went to get a knife, and while he

was wailing, he cut a piece of flesh from his friend. He wrapped it in leaves and put it in the fire and cooked it
quickly. He put the flesh and plantains on his plate ready to eat. While he was eating, his friend began to breathe
and woke up. He had only been asleep.
“Go ahead and eat me. We’ll talk afterwards.”
“No, no! This is not you. This is another kind of food.”
“You mean this is not from my body? Don’t you see this hole you took from my body? You seem to have rejected the way we talked together. Remember when your mother died, I gave you a fetish which gave her life.
Then your father died, and I gave you a fetish for him. Now you find me dead and instead of helping me, you eat
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me.”
“No, no! I can’t eat it.” He wailed again.
“You had better eat it. If you don’t, I’ll kill you right away.”
So Mbunga of the Village ate the flesh of his friend.
Then Mbunga of the Forest called all the Mbungas.
“One day I met Mbunga of the Village.”
Then he told the story of their friendship so that they could decide what to do with him and decide which one
should die.
“I saw someone come from the village. I asked him that we go together. I asked him his name and he said,
‘Mbunga of the Village.’ I told him I am Mbunga of the Forest. Which one of us will not be loyal to the other
first? The Mbunga of the Village had said, ‘Not I. How can I ever be unfaithful to you?’ He dreamed that his
mother was dead. He had the same dream about his father. Each time I gave him a fetish that revived them. Then
he came and found me dead. He cut my stomach and took the meat. Now you tell me what I am going to do with
him. Whichever is wrong will kill the other, and you will eat the meat. If I lose the case, leave him alone. He will
be all right.”\fn{Here Mbunga of the Forest displays mercy for the one who has abused him, a trait valued among the Nkundo .}
Mbunga of the Village lost, and they killed him.
2
A certain man who was the head of the village had one child, a daughter. Nearby were a man and wife who had
had no children for a long while, but finally had a son. The son was called Ntut’afeka.\fn{ Only-once.} His parents
wanted him to take a wife, but he said,
“No, I’m still not a man.”
However, he saw the chief's daughter and wanted her. Her parents didn’t want her to get married; they wanted
to keep her at home. His parents tried to tell him that he couldn’t take the chief’s daughter, but he was sure that
she was the one to be his wife. He realized that he would have difficulty getting her, so he went by night to her
home. He asked,
“Where does the girl sleep?” Then he took her and went home with her.
When the chief found that she was gone, he sent police out to hunt for her. After three days they saw her when
she had gone to the spring to get water. The police came back.
“Don’t cry any more. We have seen your daughter. She is married.”
“But she has no husband.”
“We found her near the garden of her husband.”
The chief was really angry and sent his commissioner after her, but he couldn’t bring her home. Then he sent
his capita,\fn{A French term, referring to the head of all the workmen of the chief, and dating from the period of Belgian rule .} but he
didn’t succeed, either. He finally gathered his soldiers together and prepared for war.
When Only-once realized that war was coming, he went to the chief and bowed down to the ground before
him.
“You are the great chief, and I bow before you.”
“Why did you take my daughter from my house?” Only-once said,
“I took her to be my wife. What is the bride-wealth for your daughter? Then I can finish our palaver.”
The chief was ready for the question and still had no desire to give up his daughter.
“I want four water buckets,\fn{Greatly desired by the Nkundo because they are much easier to carry than the traditional water
gourds or the jugs supported by baskets; they are, in a sense, prestige items .} and four cars of the white man’s money; I want
four trucks full of iron anklets and iron bars.”
Only-once brought the four water buckets, the four cars of white man’s money, and four trucks of iron anklets
and iron bars. Then he asked,
“Now what else must I do?” The chief said,
“When my child bruises herself, you must have a bruise in the same place. If she has a fever, you must have a
fever; if she cuts her leg, you must cut yours. Whatever she suffers, you must suffer the same.”\fn{ Personal requirements which would be offensive to both males and females in the audience, and which would at once prejudice their sympathies with Onlyonce, despite his having secured his bride intially in a surreptitious manner .}

After two Saturdays had passed, the young wife had a fever. In three days she was dead. The young husband
went to order the box for burying.
“Make two boxes both alike. My wife is dead and I need them.”
When they were finished, he took them home. Everyone came and was surprised.
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“Why are there two boxes? Only one person is dead. We don’t understand this at all. Why two boxes?”
The husband put his wife in one box and got into the other one himself. His parents asked,
“Why are you in the box?”
“Don’t forget that my name is Only-once.”
The carpenter put the lids on the boxes and hammered the nails into them to secure them. The parents of Onlyonce cried,
“We don’t understand this. Our son isn’t dead and yet he is to be buried.” They cried and cried.
The men went out and dug the hole for the boxes. They dug and dug. They put the box with the wife in first,
and then the box with her husband. The hole wasn’t big enough for both boxes. His father called out,
“The room in the ground isn’t big enough. Take the box out with the boy.”
They heard Only-once knock on his box.
“Take out the nails.”
“What?”
“Take out the nails.”
They took them out, and Only-once got out of the box.
“The chance is finished. I am Only-once. Put the dirt in the hole.”
The chief came to him.
“What do you mean by not staying in the hole? You agreed to suffer whatever my daughter had happen to her.”
“All right. Now you may shoot me with a gun.”
The chief was angry and called all of his soldiers together.
“He took my daughter from my house and carried her home to be his wife. He killed her. He agreed that he
would suffer whatever happened to her.” Only-once answered,
“I won’t talk with the soldiers or the chief. I do not have two mouths in this; I have only one mouth and will
talk only once.” The chief said,
“Very well. You can tell the judge who settles palavers your story.”
When the judge came, Only-once began his story.
“I really liked the chief’s daughter, but he wouldn’t let her go. I went at night and took her home. Her father
found her, and I asked her price. He told me four water buckets, four cars full of the white man’s money, and four
trucks full of iron bars and iron anklets. You understand.”
“I understand.”
“Afterwards I returned to him and asked what else was in this price. He answered that any sickness my wife
had, I was to have also. If she had a fever, I was to have a fever. If she cut her arm, I was to cut mine. If she hurt
her leg, I was to hurt mine in the same way.
“So when she died, I had two boxes made. They dug and dug. They put her in the grave and then they put me
in. They found that the hole wasn’t big enough. So they took my box out and filled the hole over the box of the
girl.
“Then I refused the second time. The chief came with his soldiers and their guns and wanted to know why I
hadn’t been buried also. I am still Only-once.”
The judge gave him the palaver, and the chief took his soldiers and went home.
190.157 Excerpt from A Fly In Amber\fn{by Susan Buxton Wood (1918-2006)} “deep in the Congo forest … in a mud
house furnished with tea boxes and festooned with mosquito netting,” Congo/Kinshasa (F) 12
1
The motionless heat of the afternoon hung over a small clearing deep in the Congo forest. There, in a mud
house furnished with tea boxes and festooned with mosquito netting, I was born in 1918.
The forest spread for hundreds of miles in every direction. Like green lava it circled round the rocky tops of
the volcanoes and surged down the ravines. It flowed over the humped shoulders of the mountains and was only
interrupted by the myriad rivers which ran from the volcanic range to join the great Congo river in its westerly
course. If in those days an aeroplane had ventured over it, this expanse of trees would have seemed dense as
lamb’s wool and dark as seaweed, a lifeless carpet stretching endlessly with here and there the glint of a river.
Yet beneath this carpet there was an infinite variety of movement.
The trees cast their leaves day by day on the ground and silently grew new ones to take their place. The broad
rubbery leaves of a wild fig overlaid the crusted gray leaves of the olive. Horny brown leaves fell upon those of
juicy green. Dead leaves fluttered down to join their predecessors and losing their individual shape and colour in
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the brown mould below held the giant roots of the great forest trees. Creepers like sinewy ropes clung and twisted
round the branches in a deathly stranglehold; feathery creepers, with tentacles like an octopus, twined in profusion
over the smaller trees and bush; creepers enclosed the monoliths of giant podocarpus\fn{ A genus of conifers} and the
towering pillars of cedar, stifling the air of the forest with the abandonment of their growth.
Within the forest were more active forms of life. Colobus monkeys, trailing their black and white plumes, sat
in the lower branches nibbling the round green berries of the wild fig. Higher, bending the branches with their
wild leaps, little green monkeys chattered and thronged—and in the depths of the forest timorous gorillas
drummed their inarticulate horrifying cries.
The green wing of a parrot or the red wing of the touraco flashed against the shade. The honk of giant horn
bills and the wooden clatter of their wings echoed across the roof of the forest. Tiny emerald beetles crawled under a newly-fallen leaf; monstrous insects with rhinoceros horns buzzed noisily against a tree; and the butterflies,
gaudy aquamarine and saffron, indigo and violet, congregated on a wet patch lit by the distant watery sun.
In the forest clearings where trees had been felled and the sun drenched the earth so new to light, mud villages
appeared. In some, man-eating men lived and sometimes at night the forest throbbed with their dancing and
feasting, and huge fires could be seen blood red against the darkness. In other parts of the forest Pigmy men and
women hunted the miniature roan-coloured antelope with bows and arrows and trapped the red-legged forest
partridge in a basket made of bent twigs.
*
My father, Alfred Buxton, arrived in Africa in 1913. He came from a devout family of reformers, with a
Quaker background, who at that time expressed their zeal in missionary work. He himself was born in Japan, his
father having left a comfortable Victorian mansion in England and sold out his profitable brewery shares to start
missionary work there, accompanied by a handful of faithful followers from among his household staff. During
his twenty years in Japan, my grandfather married and had four sons.
It was not unnatural, given his background, that my father, the second son, should start training as a doctor
with the idea of becoming a missionary. While he was at Cambridge, a dramatic and impelling figure entered his
life.
C. T. Studd,\fn{1860-1931} the famous cricketer, who had also given away a fortune and had spent many years
in China and India as a missionary, came to lecture and recruit members for his latest expedition. My father, who
was a man of deep religious conviction, faced a great inner conflict. He had to decide whether to finish his medical training or commit his life, there and then, to pioneering in the heart of a continent which was regarded as
exceedingly dark, because then little known.
He chose Africa and went with C. T. Studd. He was only twenty-one.
Soon after they arrived C. T. Studd had to return to England to collect more funds and volunteers, leaving my
father in a small clearing in the Ituri forest to contend by himself with ferocious animals, unknown diseases and
wild men—a situation which my father faced with his customary serenity. It was during this time that he learnt the
Bangala language and committed it to writing for the first time.
*
While Grandfather Buxton had had four sons in Japan, C. T. Studd had brought up four daughters in China.
Renowned for their beauty and vitality they quickly made an impression in evangelical and social circles in London. Father had, in fact, become engaged to one of them, the third daughter, Edith, before he left for Africa; and
when C. T. returned to the Congo interior he brought back the future bride with him.
In these days of jet air travel and antibiotic drugs, when malaria is conquerable and Land-Rovers have made
even the wildest country accessible, it is hard to imagine the difficulties which faced that little party of brave and
earnest men and women whom my grandfather brought with him from England.
Shortly after their arrival, Father and Mother were married.
Mother was determined that, in spite of the stark simplicity of the mission station, a suitable show should be
made. She had brought from England a large white hat with a lace veil, and a prettily smocked white dress which
she wore with a sprig of white heather pinned to its elaborate corsage.
One photograph is left to tell the story of that day.
From beneath the hat Mother looks out with an innocent bravado in her large brown eyes and even the fading
of the photograph cannot disguise the crisp brown curls, the live smoothness of her skin and her classically moulded features. In a rhorkee chair\fn{A type of simple canvas-backed and bottomed chair, invented in the late 19 th century for use by
the British military; known also as a safari chair } on either side of the bride sit my father and grandfather. Grandfather is
already an old warrior with a princely beard and lines of endurance hard-set round his eyes. Father, his head tilted
gently on one side in a characteristic pose, is pensive, almost sad, and shows no evidence of that dry sense of
humor which would suddenly crack across a situation and save those around him from over-seriousness.
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But there is another photograph of him which shows this reassuring facet of his character.
In it he is surrounded by the things which for twenty-five years made up his home and his life. He is lounging
on his camp bed, dressed in khaki shorts and shirt. The heavy mosquito net droops around his head like a giant
cobweb. At his feet is a packing case full of books and on the camp table a hurricane lantern. He is reading a letter
from home, the beginning of a smile showing in the lines round his eyes.
*
Father was a gentle, humorous man and a peacemaker. Yet he had a quality of steel which enabled him to
accept the drag of constant physical illness, to undertake long journeys on foot, often out of touch with any other
white man for months at a time, and to endure years of separation and hardship, disappointment and struggle.
Above all he had a capacity for friendship which drew to him the most astounding variety of human beings.
He seldom made a journey without arriving home with some “train friend” who, between stations, had poured
his life history into Father’s sympathetic ear.
Among his friends were many Africans, from simple forest dwellers to learned Coptic priests. All of them
found in him a man with whom they could discuss the deep things of life, one who understood and accepted the
limitless demands made upon a leader and a preacher. One old Coptic priest likened their mutual friendship to two
black and white bulls, who recognized in each other a family likeness.
The last photograph which tells the story of those times provides a vivid contrast to the other two.
Mother and Father are standing in a forest clearing, their bush clothes hanging loosely on their emaciated bodies. The contrast in Mother is particularly noticeable. Gone are the curls, her hair is lifeless and flat and her skin
dehydrated by the constant heat, and, no doubt, yellowed by quinine.
From out of her changed face her large brown eyes, made more prominent by thinness, look at the world with a
new reserve.
*
When I was born my parents were stationed seven days’ journey away from a doctor. Fortunately there was a
trained midwife among the mission staff, and Grandfather and I made arrangements for the doctor to be summoned, if need be, by a system of drums beating from village to village. Happily the doctor proved unnecessary
and the drums were used instead to announce the arrival of the first white baby to be born on the upper reaches of
the Congo.
The rhythmic roll echoed through the forest, carrying the message from one isolated settlement to the next, no
doubt scaring the birds on the branches of the great trees, causing the elephants to pause and listen in their silent
progress through the forest, and the small monkeys to chatter, as the peace of the heavy afternoon was broken.
The house in which my parents lived, like all houses in Africa in those days, was made of mud and thatched
with grass. To my mother, straight from the Edwardian comfort of Hyde Park Gardens, it must have seemed flimsy and bare. But with her talent for home-making, she added comfort, simple hygiene, and here and there a touch
of color and beauty.
Above her rough wooden table was a picture of a tropical moon rising over the dark waters of a lake; on the
dressing table a sprig of wild blossom from the forest. A tray of tea would be bustled on to the low verandah by
the house servant whenever a visitor, black or white, clothed or naked, came to ask Father’s advice or hear him
tell one of the vivid simple Bible stories round which he built his life.
*
But home was also full of unknown perils.
One day as Mother sat sewing in her chair by the window and Father lay enjoying a siesta on his camp bed,
she looked up and saw a plump python sliding down the wall. The snake was worming its way out of the grass
roof in which it had slept off its usual meal of pigeons. Having spent some time in the darkness of the roof it was
a pinky-white colour and its eyes blinked at the sharp light. Mother exclaimed in dismay and Father woke up in
time to reach for his gun and shoot the intruder.
On another occasion, Mother, who had acquired a small terrier which slept at the foot of her bed and kept her
company when Father was on trek, was woken up one night by a husky cough, repeated round the house. Unlike
the roar of a lion, this was a harsh rasping sound as if someone was sawing wood.
She froze in her bed, looking anxiously beyond the open door through which she could see the circle of the
compound in the moonlight. Suddenly her view was obstructed by a form, a leopard seized the dog which had
been tied to the end of her bed and disappeared through the opening.
*
It was wartime in Europe and little food could be imported so meals were confined to the native diet of beans,
goat’s milk, stringy tasteless chicken—the only form of meat—and the tough cassava root.
Mother hankered so much for European food that she sometimes concealed herself behind the store-room door
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and ate spoonfuls of the sweet Nestles milk which came by a precarious route down the Congo river. But after a
while her conscience overcame her hunger and she confessed her unmissionary behaviour to Father.
To help her with the cooking and in the house, Mother had a servant called Gamisi. He was an early convert of
father’s and was devoted to them both. Gamisi was often in charge of either the men employed in opening up a
patch of ground to plant vegetables, or of those engaged in washing clothes in the open tub on the tough lumpy
grass patch beside the house.
“Get to work, you there!” he would shout in a thunderous tone to some worker taking a nap behind a bush. “I
have eaten better men than you!” And the man would start work again with astonishing alacrity.
*
About this time Father was working on the Bangala translation of the Gospels; he worked until the kerosene
burnt low in the hurricane lantern, and the forest held its breath before dawn. When he had finished he sent the
precious manuscript, written in his fine bold hand, to England to be printed.
A year later the bundles of printed copies arrived in Mombasa. Grandfather Studd who was going down to
Africa on mission business was to collect the books.
By some mistake the parcels were left on the quayside; the monsoon broke and the books were soaked by the
torrential rain so that by the time they arrived at Nala at least half of them were stained with mould and almost
unreadable. Father sat silently turning over the ruined pages, his eyes dim:
“Surely they could have been saved?” was all he said.
*
Those early days of missionary work in Africa must have been very like those of the early Church.
When the ravages of malaria and dysentery threatened to overwhelm some shivering shaking form, Grandfather, carefully following the instructions in his Bible, would fetch oil and anoint the sufferer, praying and blessing him. Sometimes it seemed that a miracle was achieved; at other times the case ended in tragedy and graves
marked by a cross began to appear in the small glades by the mission and were soon overlaid by forest leaves.
Among the handful of workers these deaths had a particular poignancy. Depleted and sad, they would return
from the graveyard and against a background of bereavement and their own fear of disease and death, they would
strive to keep the dragons at bay, singing lustily to the harmonium, and preaching the word of God in order to
show, in a land of fear, their triumphant belief in a life beyond the grave.
Every missionary who worked with Grandfather was subject to an iron discipline. Men and women alike had
to travel two or three days’ journey on their own, stay in a village taking services and teaching the people before
they returned to the mission. My mother was not exempt from these solitary expeditions but she took her small
Sunday School for company and went “on trek” with a band of some twenty children.
At one village they were greeted with hostility and were housed in a hut which was said to be bewitched. Blue
flames—a sign of evil spirits—had been seen dancing over it the previous night.
This was a severe test for Mother was as vulnerable as anyone to fear of the supernatural; it was an even
greater test for the children who had so newly accepted the idea of a power greater than evil. But accept the challenge they did and singing hymns and cheering each other with chatter for most of the night, they came through
their ordeal.
*
A year after I was born, my parents set out to walk from Niangara in the Congo across to the Nile where they
were to board the steamer to Alexandria and from there another to England.
I made the first part of the journey in a hammock slung on a pole carried by two African porters. I wore no
clothes except a diminutive topee and a nappy and my only toy was a small New Testament which I could rumple
and tear. Mother was also carried in a hammock while Father walked at the head of the train of porters. Though
progress through the forest paths was show they covered about twenty miles a day, marching in the cool of the
morning and evening, camping in the heat of the day and sleeping under the stars at night.
Each day the party rose at first light, and hurriedly made tea and breakfast over the roar of a primus. Porters
hustled about collecting packages into a load, folding tents and camp beds. Father, who never began the day without reading his Bible and committing the day to God, found his meditations accompanied by the newly-wakened
doves calling to each other in voices as soft as woodwind instruments.
Mother, by then adept at the camp routine, mixed my food in an enamel mug and washed and packed up the
usual baby paraphernalia. This was made simpler by the absence of clothing, but the limited water, rationed soap,
and lack of tinned baby foods and insecticides did nothing to ease camp life with a baby.
Now and then the party came to a glade where the grass waved high above their heads, but at other times the
sun beat mercilessly upon concrete-hard ground. Sometimes at night they found a village where water and simple
food, such as cassava root and bananas, were available. They camped in the village and Father would spend the
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evening with the whole population gathered around him, reading and preaching, singing enthusiastically, if
untunefully, the songs of evangelical Christianity.
Gifts would be exchanged with traditional African courtesy and the next day the company would move on,
leaving behind them who knows what impressions. Sometimes the seed of an idea would break the thrall of witchcraft and the depersonalization of tribal life; a man or woman would begin the difficult metamorphosis towards
individuality and would come to confront a personal God, and achieve a wider and more merciful view of life.
It was from small beginnings such as this that the organization grew which today has six or seven hundred
missionaries working in three continents.
*
The villages through which our party passed were not always friendly. At one of them the Chief with several
hundred of his minions and his wives, had been feasting and drinking for several days and nights.
Violent fighting broke out. Grandfather, who was with us, marched into the firelight and, taking the Chieftain
by the beard, ordered him “in the name of Jesus” to put a stop to the fighting. The drunken Chief obeyed as best
he could and no lives were lost.
Grandfather believed implicitly in the truth of the Bible as the word of God. In it Christ has said that his
followers could cast out devils “in his name”. With no communications and no police to keep law and order or
offer protection, men such as Grandfather were entirely dependent on the authority born of their own force of
character. And in his case this force came from his faith.
There was another earlier occasion when law and order was threatened.
My mother, sick and weak and expecting my arrival imminently, had been left for the day on the mission
station at Nala as she could no longer accompany the rest when they went on trek.
Fighting broke out in the village during the heat of one afternoon. Getting up from her bed, my mother made
her way to the middle of the compound where a struggling group of villagers were thumping and pounding each
other with gusto and were attracting a growing crowd of would-be participants. Pushing her way through to the
fighters she sang the first thing which came into her head, a children’s hymn, “Jesus loves me, this I know”.
It was taken up sporadically by one or two in the crowd, and eventually many were singing. The fighting broke
up and the fighters slunk away, sheepish and embarrassed.
*
At first the journey to the Nile went smoothly enough, although not without incident. Passing a village one
evening, the inhabitants came running out to tell our party that an old man had been eaten by a lion the previous
night. He had been walking home from another village, had become benighted and climbed a tree for safety.
There he had fallen asleep and the lion had found him, hauled him out of his perch, and all that remained on the
ground next day was his beard.
Such stories filled the nights with terror for my mother and she would lie awake and listen to the small night
sounds until they became sinister and threatening.
But when after a time the baby food ran out and I became ill with dysentery the journey turned into an ordeal.
Mother had had to substitute all kinds of unsuitable food for the tinned milk I had been used to. The unsuitable
diet aggravated the dysentery and I alternately tossed and cried with pain or lay emaciated and lifeless. To the
hardships of the journey were added sleepless nights, anxiety, and all the practical difficulties of safari life with a
desperately ill baby.
My life was in the balance by the time we reached the Nile and a mission station where there was some tinned
milk, and I slowly regained strength.
In that little green outpost at Rejaf my parents found a welcoming missionary family who took them into their
home As the heat of the day grew less the two families would gather on the wooden verandah, and as a small
breeze from across the gray swollen river rustled the dark mango leaves overhead, they would tell each other tales
of escape and miraculous preservation, stories of conversion and of the transformation of men from fear-ridden
cannibals into free men guided by the light of truth.
Singing together, reading the Bible together, they strengthened each other’s purpose and re-established themselves in their common steadfastness.
Eventually the time came for my father and mother to continue their journey. They set out refreshed and with
new zest. First they reached the comparative comfort of a steamer at Juba\fn{ Now the capital of South Sudan} and in it
travelled to Khartoum. Mother could not resist the display of plenty in the shops and she bought a whole shelf of
bottles of Mellins’ food\fn{“Mellin’s Infant Food was invented by Gustav Mellin in 1866. It was a milk modifier used as a substitute
for breastfeeding. The formula was made from dried malt and mixed with milk and water. The food was aimed at mothers who could not
breastfeed. It was popular in England and the United States,” and its nmanufacture persisted until 1950.W,H }—so that I should never

again come so near to starvation.
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From Port Said we boarded a small vessel bound for Marseilles. Six months after their departure from the Congo my parents reached London. My aunt met them and wept on the station when she saw how much they had
changed and the pathetic proportions of their offspring.
*
Mother’s health was by now too precarious to stand more than two more tours in the Congo. My brother was
born in England in 1920 and after his arrival Mother made a final tour and then stayed in England to make a home
for us, paying only a short visit to Ethiopia years later. Father’s six-monthly visits at intervals of three years must
have seemed a short break in those years of loneliness.
During Mother’s last tour my brother and I were left with our grandparents.
My brother was six months old and I was two. It was only when they got back from this tour that I consciously
remember my mother and father.
They ran down a narrow garden path lined with staked blackberries and creepers. My brother and I ran to meet
them. They knelt and hugged us. I remember the reserve which overcame me as I faced the reality of what had
been a dream.
*
Like many dominating personalities who inspire and lead men to do great things, Grandfather Studd was a dynamic and difficult character. Father was, in some ways, his complete opposite, for he was full of sympathy and
had a rare quality of humility. It was therefore natural that the younger missionaries should confide in him, fearing the soldierly severity of Grandfather.
This difference in character built up an increasing misunderstanding between the two men; Grandfather could
not allow himself to relax into understanding and no love or loyalty was sufficient to repair the rift.
It was in desperation that Father decided to leave their common mission field, but in the savage interior of
Africa it was not difficult for so devoted a worker to find another challenging objective. Father left the Congo and
began to work on his own in the deserts surrounding Lake Rudolph in the Northern Frontier District of Kenya.
It was at this time that he contracted an illness that left him at intervals only to .return unexpectedly in the flick
of a second, with a violence which shook his wiry physique. It was to be with him till his death.
*
Undaunted by this added burden to his lonely life he cherished an ambition to evangelize the Horn of Africa.
Leading a life as nomadic and simple as those he had come to teach, he grew to love the desert and its peoples;
and six months in England were enough to set up a longing for the wide dry spaces which had become his home.
The thorn bush, the dust, the unremitting sun, the timeless life of primitive people were so much a part of his
life that he never again felt content with ordinary civilization.
I have since flown over the length of Lake Rudolph, its iron surface wrinkled like molten metal in the hot sun.
One imagined its shores, bare and rocky, sizzling as they met the water’s edge. A gale of eighty to ninety miles an
hour blew night and day, and from the small windwashed island in the centre of the lake, legend held that no
traveller had returned.
Father reached this lake round about 1929. His small caravan came up on foot and established itself on the lake
shore, seeking protection from the wind behind a rocky outcrop. He moved round the lake teaching the El Molo,
an almost extinct people who lived on the fish of the lake; he also taught the scattered Turkhana, or Karamojong,
in the shade of their skin tents.
After sundown he would walk along the shore of the lake collecting the smooth pink stones. He brought them
back to England and kept them as paper weights; on their surface was recorded, in his beautiful handwriting, the
date on which he had taken them from their place among the volcanic boulders.
There must have been times when he contrasted his life with the security and comfort of his father’s household; moments during his leave when the glint of silver upon a well-laden table covered in crisp white damask
must have contrasted vividly with the poverty and sickness among which he lived in Africa.
*
There came a time when Grandfather Studd’s wife, whose health could no longer stand the privations of life in
the Congo, came to pay a farewell visit to her husband.
Lack of funds in the mission, and the need for her organizing ability to raise money in England, made the
terms of the visit final. The fortitude of those early pioneers made it possible for them to accept a renunciation
like this as less important than the work to which they were committed.
After the agony of this parting, Grandfather made the last long journey of his life to visit Father in East Africa.
The two men had parted under the stress of rival leadership, now they met to close that rift.
Grandfather returned to the Congo and died among the people he had come to love as well as to serve, while
Father set off alone across desert and mountains on a journey which was the beginning of his final venture in Af127

rica.
Crossing the arid wastes of the Northern Frontier District with a small train of mules, a rifle, and his few possessions, he climbed up into the southern range of the mountains of Ethiopia. Travelling slowly on foot, through
the deep gorges and scattered mountain villages, he was fortunate to avoid an encounter with the bands of robbers
who harassed the passes and roads all over Ethiopia. He knew the risk and had left a letter with Mother which was
to be opened only if he did not return.
For six months no more was heard of him and then one day he turned up in Addis Ababa, wearing a beard. In
Ethiopia, age is held in great respect. Father, conscious of his youthful looks, had grown a beard to inspire the respect which he hoped would gain him the ear of the local inhabitants. The Ethiopians, however, were not deceived
and they guessed his age correctly.
Father believed that it was not his task to make the Ethiopians good members of the Church of England, but to
do something to bring alive the ancient Coptic Church of Ethiopia, which had become submerged in legend, ritual
and a dead language. He settled down in the Ethiopian part of Addis Ababa with a group of missionaries who
joined him and worked as far as possible with the Coptic priests themselves.
He had many talks with the Emperor Haile Selassie in which they discussed the work, begun in the monasteries, of translating the Bible from the ancient Geez into modern Amharic. Translation had been attempted by foreign agencies in the past but it lacked the authority and authenticity which the Coptic monks now brought to the
task.
The work was finished as the war with Italy broke out.
The Emperor called my father, and gave into his care the huge volume, written meticulously by hand on parchment and bound in heavy leather. When the war was over and the Italians evicted all foreigners, Father took the
book in a large suitcase and arranged for it to be brought safely to where the Emperor was living in exile.
Father next obtained permission to begin printing the Bible.
*
The following two years were spent in England collecting funds for the work and seeing it undertaken. As
there was no type of either Amharic or Geez script every page had to be photographed, and zinc plates made from
which the printing was done. When the Emperor returned to Ethiopia, he took the book back with him, and three
hundred copies of the New Testament printed from it, for use in the monasteries all over the country.
My brother and I were now almost grown up and Father felt that his absence abroad while we were children
was an additional reason for spending these two years in England—crucial years in the stage of our development.
We lived on the edge of Dartmoor and, as a family, learnt to become a unit again.
*
By the time the war in Europe broke out we had returned to London and it was there that Father, at the age of
forty-nine, died—one of the victims of the 1940 air raids.
He was killed one October evening with his eldest brother, as they were having supper together.
By a strange coincidence, on the same night the printers in Guildford, who had printed the Amharic New
Testament, were bombed and the zinc plates and all records to do with the book were obliterated.
*
My brother Lionel dominated those brittle mixed-up years when our youthful sensitivity was faced with the
anguish of war and the new discoveries of life at one and the same time.
For me, Lionel’s gaiety shed a light on that turbulent time which survives today. He exuded enthusiasm and
gave his energy to every foolhardy scheme that caught his attention. Despite the scrapes he got into there was an
air of innocence about him.
People loved him because he appreciated them, and the infinite human variety which they presented, and upon
which he worked the magic of his charm and wit. Tall, fair-haired and with striking amber-coloured eyes, he
attracted attention in any company.
“We’re going to have the biggest publicity party London has ever seen,” he announced to me once.
“What are you going to publicize?” I asked.
“Why, ourselves, of course!” he replied with laughter in which there was no vanity, only a bubbling sense of
the ridiculous.
We were close in age and with our parents away in early childhood, our friendship developed a special depth
and understanding between us. As I grew up and endured the shyness of youth, I sheltered behind his uninhibited
brilliance and the warmth of affection he lavished on me.
The war had hardly begun when Lionel joined the Coldstream Guards and subsequently fought through the
North African campaign.
He was with the forces which landed at Salerno and was killed in the battle before Cassino.\fn{ A series of four
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assaults (fought between January 17-May 18, 1944). The word “battle” is used here in a generic sense:H }

*
As the war intruded into the lives of us all, casting tragedy like boulders in our path, I looked for an absorbing
job.
I found one dealing with evacuees in Oxford and went to live in a friend’s flat. We had two rooms on the top
floor of a house in a row of Victorian semi-detached villas which had housed the intelligentsia of an earlier age.
By 1941 these houses looked dejected and in need of paint, but this did not worry us or the other graduates who
had rooms up and down the street. We lived on tinned soup and new bread to avoid cooking. We plastered the raw
yellow walls with travel posters of mountains. We listened to Bach concertos, ate sweet biscuits and cheese over
midnight cups of Bovril, dreamed with Eliot and Proust and thought of the human predicament in which we were
involved.
One day a medical student came to share our meagre supper and do the washing up of several meals in one. He
wore a thick Austrian skiing jacket with braided frogs and green lapels. His face was bony, with a wide brow and
deep-set blue eyes. It was his friendliness which first attracted me to him. In conversation he seemed to meet one
directly, making the person he spoke to feel a real person. No doubt the blue eyes also had something to do with
his magnetism.
The friend, whose flat I shared, was engaged to be married to his eldest brother and so he visited the flat often.
It was not long before he persuaded me to do a nursing training.
In 1943 I married Michael Wood, the student become doctor. We lived in London while he did his hospital appointments and the war came at last to an end.
*
For two generations my small family circle had been absorbed with Africa and its problems. And it was to
Africa that Michael and I turned at the end of the war.
We set out early in 1947 in a ship not unlike the small vessel which twenty-eight years before had brought my
parents and me from Africa to Europe. This time I was travelling with a two-year-old son and three-month-old
daughter of my own.
Eagerly I awaited my first view of Africa. But it was not the cosmopolitan jumble of Port Said, nor even the
sandy cliffs of the Suez Canal, which evoked my first unconscious recognition.
As we made our way out of the Red Sea and into the great rolling stretches of the Indian Ocean, there appeared
what looked like a granite fortress jutting out into the sea.
It stood warm and pink in the sunlight, with gaunt slashes of blue shadow. It was Cape Guarda Fui, the Horn of
Africa, the vast area to which my father had devoted his life. To me this gigantic rock standing between the
mountainous burning deserts of Somalia and the swirling sea, symbolized Africa.
I knew I had come home.
2
After the overcrowded, confined quarters of the ship, the railway carriage allotted to us as a family seemed
spacious and comfortable. As we left Mombasa the soft moist air carried the characteristic smell of ship’s oil and
salty water into our carriage. The long three weeks of discomfort and privation were forgotten in expectation: the
whole of our future seemed to begin tomorrow with our arrival in Nairobi.
Michael stretched out on the wide Rexine-covered seat opposite me. Since his childhood, Michael had been an
asthmatic and already, at twenty-eight, he had acquired the round shoulders and slight stoop which are typical of
the condition.
Despite this he was very strong, with immense reserves of endurance. He had spent five years in Switzerland at
school and University, rock-climbing in summer and skiing in winter, and during this period had acquired a
strength of will which matched his great resources of physical endurance. His eyes were creased with amusement
as he smiled at me, revealing the gaiety and humour which could touch a frustration or a catastrophe so lightly
that both turned into laughter.
The increasing disability of his asthma had been one of the main reasons which decided us to live abroad.
Michael had been fit and well in the high altitudes of Switzerland, and after the war we investigated the possibility of practising medicine overseas at places over 5,000 feet. Our investigations had come to nothing until one
day an old friend returning from Kenya put us in touch with a surgeon in Nairobi who needed an assistant.
Two months later we were on our way there.
*
The train had to climb almost six thousand feet in the three hundred miles from the coast to Nairobi. This it did
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slowly and fitfully, stopping every now and then with a tremendous banging to and fro of trucks.\fn{ Railway carriages} Sometimes it would wait as long as an hour at the tiny wayside stations to allow the down train to pass on
the small section of double track. Then it would gather steam again from its huge wood-burning furnace which
spat showers of sparks into the night, and with more shaking and banging we chuffed onwards and upwards.
The children slept; we tried to do the same, turning the light low and pulling up the wire mosquito-proof
windows, but we were each wrapped in our own imagination of what lay in front of us—so evocative were our
thoughts that we could not sleep, so beguiling that we lay smiling into the darkness.
The first gray light revealed a grassy plain, the first of Africa’s wide rolling landscapes softened by the waving
antennae of a myriad variety of grasses. Two more hours of this rippling landscape and then—seemingly stranded
on the plain—the first stores and warehouses of outer Nairobi came slowly into view.
For us that morning Nairobi station had a romantic appearance owing to the variety of people waiting to
welcome our train. Two tall Sikhs in high, tightly folded turbans and surrounded by a brightly coloured group of
women in baggy trousers and overshirts, were eyeing each carriage anxiously; a group of Africans in tattered
shirts broke up as the train passed slowly beside them.
Among the throng of porters, bystanders and Indian train officials was a group of Europeans; two faces
looking vaguely familiar broke away from the rest and followed our carriage. They belonged to two childhood
friends who had been sent to meet us. In all the bewildering activity and strangeness of our surroundings they
were like a lighthouse to a lost ship.
*
We clambered down from the high carriage on to the platform and exchanged greetings. The carrycot, in which
Janet lay blinking at the blue sky, was taken from me and clutching the small harness by which I tried to control
the exuberant two-year-old Mark, we made our way to the car. As we piled in our collection of luggage and the
car filled up, I was glad that Michael had withstood the persuasions of a young man in Port Said to buy a small
piano.
The old car reverberated with talk and laughter as we exchanged news and made our way out to a garden suburb about four miles from the centre of Nairobi where the surgeon with whom Michael was going to work lived
with his wife. With the happy-go-lucky attitude of the young, we had not planned where we would live and had
no idea where we would sleep that night.
Caroline Anderson, the surgeon’s wife, had been paralysed for twelve years. We found her sitting in her wheel
chair on the verandah overlooking a small court where three silvery-stemmed palm trees shot upwards like
arrows. The house was Moorish and was built round this inner court into which elaborately carved Arab doors,
with heavy brass spikes and hinges, opened.
Caroline was busy when we arrived. She ran the house from her chair, painted, did the accounts, gave tea to
her guests, working painstakingly at these tasks with crooked hands and stiffened arms. But whether in her bed or
her chair, she was the centre of the household. With spectacles on her large nose she looked at one with a
directness which at times was alarming.
Her deepest concern was for matters of the spirit and she had a great appreciation of beauty and art. She would
talk for hours with those who visited her and many did, for to visit Caroline was to receive rather than give: she
would spend unlimited time sorting out the lives, troubles and difficulties of her friends.
This morning we all gathered round and tea came almost at once. The silver tray seemed to glide in, it was
borne so silently by a bare-footed African servant in a long white robe, emerald green sash and fez. His black face
was inscrutable and he carried himself with impressive dignity.
From Caroline we learned that our first home in Africa was to be the tiny wooden cottage at the bottom of the
Andersons garden; and “at the bottom” it certainly was. The whole plot sloped very steeply to a small stream.
Below this slope was a little wooden house with an iron roof, Hessian\fn{ Blue} ceilings and inner walls made of
rushes. To us it seemed to have everything we needed. The inside sanitation was an unlooked-for luxury and the
oil lamps and tin tub of hot water, heated on the wood fire for a bath, were items of comfort which we had not
expected when we left post-war England for “darkest Africa”.
*
The first morning we awoke in our new home the smell of wattle trees in flower came in through the open
window and the sun slanted through the silver leaves, making a pattern of gold and silver against the blue sky. A
cockerel sounding as if its voice was breaking, raised a greeting from below our window.
We settled in with the few pictures and treasures which we had brought. Our wooden home very soon took on
colour and an atmosphere which was familiar to us and helped our new friends to know us. There is no doubt that
the personality of a family is written all over their home—pictures, books, ornaments, flowers, the order or
disorder, all contribute to the story.
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Mark, for the first time, had a garden to play in, and I for the first time had a servant. I took a thin green book
and began to learn Swahili, speaking slowly, without grammar, from the vocabulary, learning the name of each
object in turn.
Mark, too, began to explore. The first object which caught his attention was a small bush of chillies, on fire
with scarlet pods. The crisp red jackets were irresistible. He picked them and stuffed them all into his mouth. In
the agony which followed he smeared the fiery juice all over his face and hands.
Kirago, the cook, and I ran to the rescue. We washed him and covered his face and mouth with butter and
comforted his distress.
This disaster did not extinguish the explorer’s curiosity and it was not long before further shouts of alarm came
from the bushes. Out we came again to find Mark standing in the tall grass scrabbling wildly at his clothing.
There in the pathway was a black line of soldier ants thick as a rope and heaving with vicious life. The child’s
foot had diverted their pathway and now they were all over him, nipping and crawling in a concentrated attack.
We picked him up and ran into the house to tear off his clothes and remove the monsters.
Each morning, while Janet slept, Mark and I climbed the hill to visit Caroline. We wound our way through the
tall black cypresses and the bougainvilleas which fell from wall to slope, covering the steep banks with orange,
crimson and purple confusion.
Michael was already busy helping Gerald Anderson in his large practice. Gerald was a young-looking and
energetic man. His curly head was barely graying and his spectacles did not conceal the good humour of his eyes.
He had the distinction of a specialist degree in both medicine and surgery, and because of this his practice was
enormous and varied; and as he was fluent in Gujerati as well as Swahili, he had a large Asian clientele.
Gerald and Caroline made their home a centre for the Moral Rearmament Movement.\fn{ An international moral
and spiritual movement that began in England in 1938 and continues (renamed the Initiatives of Change) into the 21 st Century.} They
lived their convictions logically and practically in all their relationships, whether professional or domestic.
Gerald was born and brought up in Kenya and he therefore added to his professional distinctions an encylopædic knowledge of African diseases, local conditions and traditions.
But in spite of all this knowledge he preserved a naïvete of mind which sometimes gave him an ingenuous approach to problems, and an innocence which disarmed opponents. For Gerald and Caroline, in the frank and practical expression of their personal beliefs, found some who opposed their views openly and others who dismissed
them as idealistic.
Caroline’s illness was a cause of considerable stress and suffering to both of them. The frustration of living
only half a life, the busy days and broken nights, and the finality of the sentence, caused them individual heartsearching.
They would often ask themselves-why should this happen to us? And though the question had to remain unanswered, they sometimes suffered from a sense of personal responsibility for this mishap in their lives. The question of whether a catastrophe, so apparently undeserved, is a form of retribution haunts many who are overtaken
by disaster and often causes more suffering than the disaster itself.
Gerald and Caroline would renew their efforts to live by the absolute standards they believed in and to help
others to do the same. We found ourselves at home with this courageous couple and drew from their company resources for our own lives.
*
Within two weeks of our arrival, I began to feel acutely ill. My head ached, even my clothes were a burden,
and I thought I was developing my first attack of malaria. I retired to bed and for the next two days only struggled
to my feet at intervals to prepare Janet’s feeds, or hold her in my arms while I fed her. Afterwards I lay back on
the pillow with my head bursting, dreading the moment I should have to face the awful pain of sitting upright
again.
Mark would then rush through the bamboo door and throw himself violently on my bed, sending fresh arrows
of pain through my head.
“I haven’t felt so ill since I had measles,” I said to Michael next morning.
“We’d better get Gerald to come and have a look at you,” he said through a layer of shaving soap.
It was evening when Gerald came, and I could no longer lift my head off the pillow without using my hands.
He sat down and chatted and in his usual reassuring fashion made fun of my predicament. But within a few
minutes he decided that I had meningitis.
The implications following this news dawned on us gradually. The children might catch it; who would look
after them? I would have to go to the isolation hospital; what would be the aftermath of the disease?
The long hours of night stretched on and on: imaginings and apprehensions accompanied by uninterrupted
slow dull pain grew enormous in the darkness and receded with daylight. My mind was already fogged with the
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disease and the drugs. But Michael, whose medical knowledge added extra alarms to his anxiety, found no relief
with the norning; strange fearful possibilities intruded themselves which I barely grasped as I returned intermittently from ny state of confused semi-consciousness.
*
The isolation hospital lay on the outskirts of the town, between the railway station and the prison. In post-war
Kenya there was no ambulance readily available and so I went, feet first, through the boot of Michael’s flashy
new car which he had so much enjoyed buying.
Like all isolation hospitals the building was an outcast. Everyone was sorry for me having to go there. But to
me it was a haven. A small cottage was allotted to me and in the two adjoining rooms my night and day nurses
lived, and for the first few nights Michael was allowed to sleep there.
These two nurses supported and encouraged us in the days which followed. A good nurse bears the patient
along with her own strength, she shares the pain, the timelessness of days, the endless nights, the weakness and
the dark despair. It is a unique relationship and rarely surives the return to normal life; but it is literally the lifeline
which lolds an individual contending with the forces of death, and draws him patiently back to life.
Caroline and Gerald had taken the children into their home and employed a large coffee-coloured Seychellois
nanny to look after them. Michael was absorbed in work. I lay regaining strength each day, listening to the long
melancholy whistle of trains coming and going, shunting to and fro.
The Kenya trains have the most melodious whistles in the world. They sound two notes, a small chord in a
minor key, blown as it were on woodwind rather than the shrill blast usually emitted by steam under pressure. The
long time to recovery was measured by the sad musical hoots of the trains.
*
When at last I was home again, Michael had a surprise for me.
It was a house.
Low-built, it stood almost opposite the Andersons’ and was hidden behind a spinney of evergreen trees. It was
in three sections, joined by archways and opening onto a paved courtyard and garden.
I had been very disappoint-ted with the architecture of Nairobi—most European houses were built of a cold
lifeless stone; they were suburban in design, with small mean windows and a red mangalore tiled roof. Others had
a Gothic exterior with stone mullioned windows, their pretentious proportions completely divorced from the
traditions of the old colonial style of wide wooden verandahs and deep shady iron roof.
The house Michael showed me had no pretensions. It was a country house, accidentally built in the town, and
surrounded by a bright untidy garden. A long slope of trees and grass dropped to the valley and continued up the
far side of the ridge.
I loved the house as soon as I saw it and it was not long before negotiations were completed and we had made
a bargain with the old lady who lived in it. At once we began plans to furnish and move in.
*
The making of a new home from nothing is a completely satisfying task, and this was the first time I had made
a home. I machined curtains all day, my back breaking as the hours went by. I tramped the Nairobi streets,
dragging Mark with me, and searched the bazaar for Arab cloths, rugs and furniture. I found a huge glass acid
bottle, which we filled with glass marbles and small coral ferns and made into a lamp.
Finally we moved and began to lead a fuller life of our own, discovering new friends and interests and
exploring the beautiful countryside. Before long the people of Kenya and their problems became our concern too.
Michael's asthma had subsided almost completely. Unhampered by this physical burden, he threw himself
wholeheartedly into the new life. He found that one of the limitations to doing major surgery in Nairobi was the
lack of blood kept ready grouped for transfusion.
A surgeon had to decide beforehand if blood would be needed at the operation. He then had to find a donor and
take the blood himself.
Michael interested a number of people in setting up a blood bank. Soon he had the medical officer at the laboratory ready to do the technical work, the Red Cross willing to give their premises once a week, and the same nursing sister who had nursed me back to health, free to help. We made an appeal for donors and gradually compiled
an adequate list. We replenished weekly the small supply of blood in reserve, and as we gained experience,
perfected a system of grouping, testing and recording.
One of the difficulties we feared would prove an obstruction was the many racial and religious divisions in the
East African population. Would an African object to blood from a white man? Or would a Muslim refuse blood
suspecting that it came from a Hindu?
We made strenuous efforts to keep the blood anonymous, and in fact this difficulty never materialized. The
demand grew rapidly and the weekly blood-taking sessions grew proportionately longer. Fresh appeals for donors
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had to be made.
The first donors all came from the white population, and a shortage seemed inevitable until Asians and Africans understood the benefits of blood transfusion. Although these communities offered no resistance to giving
blood, they did not always understand the intricacy of blood grouping. A new donor would be grouped and
registered, but on the day the blood was to be taken he would send a brother or a cousin.
Today the blood bank has been taken over by the Government’s Medical Research Laboratory, and is now an
important part of the medical services in Nairobi.
*
This enterprise was followed by another.
Michael again approached the Red Cross and this time persuaded them to set aside a sum of money each year
to finance an air ambulance. Next he persuaded an air charter company to make a plane available when necessary,
and finally a stretcher was built and fitted into the small aircraft. The scheme worked well and the plane went to
many remote parts of Kenya, bringing in patients who would not have survived the strenuous road journey to
Nairobi.
Not long after this Gerald and Michael began making plans to build a clinic to provide Nairobi with a full
range of specialist services. Such a service was an innovation, for up till now individual doctors in Nairobi had
dealt with all contingencies whether medical, surgical, or any other specialist branch of medicine.
Gerald had been gathering a number of specialists round him for some time, now the plan was to expand and
to build adequate offices. The scheme to build the actual clinic never materialized but Gerald succeeded in establishing consultants in several branches of medicine and they ultimately became accepted as a valuable addition to
the medical services.
*
Nairobi at this time was bursting out at the seams. Housing and office space were virtually unprocurable. Kenya’s national budget had increased during the war years from three million pounds to twenty million pounds and
there was a consequent increase in all kinds of development. Immigration rose steeply and every inch of office
space was filled with business men, secretaries, African clerks, Asian civil servants, not to mention the ubiquitous
pineapple seller pushing his wares.
During these years Michael and I filled much of our time with social work in Nairobi. Michael took on some
of the responsibility for building a new European hospital of a hundred beds in the town. The European community had increased rapidly in the post-war years and facilities were antiquated and inadequate. I joined the appeal
committee which helped to raise the necessary money.
Through the Red Cross we held a Conference on tuberculosis which was suspected of being rampant in Kenya.
Later I joined the Health Committee of the large women’s organization—the East African Women’s League. The
greater number of European women in Kenya belonged to this organization and I soon found how energetic,
resourceful, and well-informed they were.
From problems of health I became interested in problems of education, race relations, and social welfare.
Through Michael’s work and these outside interests we got to know many of the European community in Kenya.
We found them a gallant and individualistic company responsible for many of the social services which were carried out on a voluntary basis.
The farmers had become self-reliant and buoyant through overcoming the great difficulties of establishing an
agricultural industry on a scale to compete in world markets. They had established a way of life, and had come to
an understanding with the African peasants with whom they worked.
*
Into this comparatively peaceful and successful experiment, the seething ferment of awakening African selfconsciousness erupted. Expressing itself largely through the medium of politics, African nationalism quickly
penetrated urban life and reached the farming population.
The new situation was almost universally rejected by the Europeans. They did not understand it, and they did
not change fast enough to keep up with the changing times. Their inability to adapt themselves and to break out of
their racial isolation into a new relationship with the African people is perhaps the most tragic failure of an
otherwise enterprising section of the population.
Perhaps the saddest instance of this inability to change is found in the European children born and bred in
Kenya; for the most part they are unprepared to play the role which they could fill so constructively in the new
Africa.\fn{This book was published in 1964}
For the young people, who should now be in step with present developments, are still largely in the grip of the
old race isolation, which had so effectively cut off their parents from the main stream of the country’s developing
life, and gradually made them impotent to help and lead as the need arose.
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This misfortune is a powerful argument for integrated schools. My own children were to say to me in later
years:
“Why do none of the children at school like the Africans?”
A sad indictment for immigrants who had intended that they and their children should co-operate wholeheartedly in the task of developing Kenya.
*
One day, Janet, who was then two years old, contracted tick fever. As the days went by her small face shrank
and her blue eyes became larger than ever. Whenever she woke she cried because the light always seemed too
harsh, and her head ached; beside her was soft-footed Teresa, her black Nanny.
“Niamaza, Tutti,” she would say soothingly, reaching for the glass of water. “Don’t cry, little one.” And Janet
would stop crying and close her eyes again.
In those days, before chloromycetin was known, it took a long time to recover from an attack of tick fever.
Janet accepted this quietly and slowly, with extreme composure, regained her strength. Although she was so
small, she seemed to take a perfectly reasonable attitude to her long convalescence and accepted it without fretting.
As the children grew older, Teresa’s quiet voice and gentle ways provided a background, but no stimulus to
their development. Being lively children in every sense, they soon began to get the better of her, and looked for
more exciting forms of occupation.
This led them into mischief and led me to think of making a nursery school for them and the children of
friends who were in the same position.
There was an octagonal summer house half-way down our rambling garden; it was built of stone with a
Roman-tiled roof and four large windows. This house in the garden was the answer.
With the help of a local organization we equipped it with small coloured tables and chairs and found an elderly
school teacher to take it on. The numbers rose, and soon twenty children could be seen every morning running
down the side of the garden to swing their arms and legs to music on the lawn below.
One day as my birthday was drawing near Mark decided to make me a present. He had settled on a box, a seed
box for my garden. I was in the garden when Mark was working on it, but kept a discreet distance away knowing
that I must not appear to see the box or know about it before the day. But out of the corner of my eye I could see
his small hunched figure sitting on the grass in the shade of a wild olive tree. A great deal of banging went on
interspersed by childish curses, until I saw his shoulders shaking and knew that he was crying desperately to himself. The moment had arrived when help was more important than secrecy. I went over to him, mother-like, with
some useful lesson on the tip of my tongue.
“Don’t be sad,” I said, “Why, when your father learnt to be a surgeon, he had to try three times to pass his
exam.”
“What’s that?” he cried in desperation, “I’ve hit this nail sixteen times and every time it’s my thumb that gets
hit.”
I gathered him up and we went off to do something less furious together in the garden.
When the day came, the box arrived, carefully packed. It was as prickly as a hedgehog with huge nails which
had entered the wood at all angles, narrowly attaching themselves to the other side of the box and pointing sharply
in all directions. This was my first present from one of the children.
*
Birthdays were important to the children because of the parties it was customary to give.
Janet and Mark were invited one day to the birthday party of one of the children who attended the school and
lived quite close to us. We made a plan to drop the two children by car, and they would later be returned by other
parents. I dressed them both carefully. Janet was still very small, being just three years old, and her hair was still
fluffy and showed no sign of the curls which came later. Her dress of white silk patterned with blue cats was a
little too long for the fashion, but the blue bow clinging perilously to the fluff on her head made up, in her eyes for
any defect in her dress. I took them round to the house where the party was to be held, and glad to be spared yet
another children’s party, returned home.
In less than an hour an unfamiliar car drove up covering the garden in dust as it turned into our circular entrance. To my surprise Janet got out; she was followed by a stranger who told me he had found her walking down
the road in our direction. He picked her up, she couldn’t manage to tell him where she lived, but our servants were
sitting on the grass at the side of the road gossiping in the sun and as the car passed Janet waved and shouted to
them, so the owner of the car deduced that she must know them and had driven in to see if this was her home.
At this moment, a white-faced host arrived from the party to break the news that they had lost Janet.
“I didn’t like the party,” Janet said firmly and strutted off with as much dignity as her small podgy form could
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manage.
Hugo, our second son, was born about this time. From his earliest years he was gay and amusing. He loved to
dance and would lift one foot off the ground in time to the music. Immediately the other knee would give way,
whereupon he would rapidly change his weight to the other foot and try again. He laughed at everything and
everyone laughed at him. He was still tiny when Michael began to talk about moving into the country.
*
Our life had become very urbanized.
Neither Michael nor I enjoyed the round of cocktail parties which our social obligations in Nairobi made inevitable. We longed for a country life and knew that we would never learn about Africa from the civilized confines of
Nairobi. The children too were growing up, and the garden and big main road on which we lived seemed a poor
substitute for the rolling spaces of Africa. Michael used to say:
“We haven’t come all the way to Africa to live in Woking.\fn{ A large town (62,000+ in 2011) “at the southwestern edge
of the Greater London Urban Area … part of the London commuter belt, with frequent trains and a journey time of approximately 24
minutes to Waterloo station … 23 miles southwest of Charing Cross in central London.”:W,H } We shall never know anything

about the African people unless we work with them. Farming is the real life of both the African and European
communities, it’s an interest we all share. We should have our roots in that.”
In 1950 we sold our house in Nairobi and bought a small, one hundred and fifty acre farm at Limuru, about
fifteen miles away, in the hills which rose steadily from Nairobi to the Aberdares. From here Michael could travel
every day to his work in Nairobi. …
261.143 Excerpt from My Fifteen Months In Government\fn{by Moïse Kapenda Tshombe (1919-1969)} Musumba,
Katanga Province, Congo/Kinshasa (M) 8
1
After fourteen months of voluntary exile in Europe I landed on the 24th of June, 1964, at the airport of Ndjili. I
had been summoned to return in the hope that I might save the Congo which appeared to be in danger of complete
collapse. I knew that I faced a dramatic situation and that difficulties without number awaited me. But I had been
assured on all sides that I was the one man who had the slightest chance of success in our efforts to save the situation. I had been told this by many; others had caused me to be informed of this view; and yet others had implored
me to return immediately.
I had arrived and had hardly placed foot on African soil before I was accosted by a Congolese officer, an aide
sent by Prime Minister Adoula. He almost pushed me into a waiting car and we started instantly through the night
toward the city. This happened so quickly that some people suspected that I had been kidnapped.
Many of my friends were indeed anxious for my safety, for they knew that my fourteen months in Europe had
been caused by the fact that in March and April 1963 it had been imperative that I place a consid erable distance
between the Congolese authorities and myself. In June 1964 these friends were deeply concerned lest the rancor
and enmity towards me still existed and that I might have been lured back only to be entrapped. However, I had
the formal guarantee of General Mobutu and I felt no anxiety as the car whisked me along. We followed the road
to the military camp where Prime Minister Adoula lived behind the massive protection of paratroopers.
At daybreak I entered his residence. He was still in bed and his aide went to awaken him. A few moments later
he appeared in his pajamas. He embraced me warmly, laughing loudly and seemingly happy and relieved to see
me.
I have had differences with him in the past, but I esteem him as a man. I could not approve of all his policies,
but he did make a real effort to save his country from anarchy, and he had often given proof of courage. He had
failed and now faced imminent catastrophe. He was aware of this; he no longer controlled anything; and had no
idea what should be done. He informed me with emotion of the death of Jason Sandwe who had been assassinated
by rebels a few days previously at Albertville.
“You, Tshombe,” he said, “are the only solution.”
Almost the same words were used by General Mobutu who had arrived in haste and assured me of his pleasure
at seeing me. He also thanked me for having trusted his word and for having come. He assured me that it was he
who had moved Adoula to recall me.
The Prime Minister invited us to breakfast, during which we had a lively discussion of the existing situation in
the country. This was dominated by the powerful revolt which was causing bloodshed in Kivu and North-Katanga
and which was spreading from East to West.
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General Mobutu raised his arms to heaven in telling me of his trip to Kivu from which he had just returned and
which had left him depressed and seriously disturbed. Several thousand rebels armed with clubs and assegais\fn
{Short, thrusting spears} had routed several battalions of the national army. The soldiers were scared of the practices
of sorcery and witchcraft which, they thought, made the rebels completely invulnerable.
I shall describe in another chapter what I know and what I think of this rebellion. For the moment it is enough
to say that at the time of my arrival it was expanding rapidly and that Leopoldville itself felt grave ly menaced.
Nearly every day, in the capital of the Congo, explosions were heard, and people were fearing the worst.
Already the embassies and various foreign organizations were preparing to recall their personnel. The government of Adoula was as unpopular as it could be; the people were muttering, growling and complaining. A spark
would be sufficient to set fire to powder everywhere.
“And so,” concluded my companions, “there is no one left but you. You alone could attempt a national reconcilation. And you might succeed.”
I was not as optimistic as they, but I could not refuse. During my voluntary exile I had maintained contact with
Congolese politicians of all shades of opinion, and they had all seen in me the only possible savior. I have never
had so many friends as at that period, but I was in no sense fooled. They were all seeking to attract to themselves
the favour of a possible ally; they all hoped, in promoting my return, to be able to install themselves in my good
graces and rise with me to power.
None the less I thought it might be possible, in view of the gravity of the situation, to provoke a psychological
shock that would enable me to draw together all the political forces in service to the public good, and to convince
those who could not be made Ministers that there were many other methods of rendering public service in a young
country just emerging from serious crisis, and one obviously destined for considerable development in the future.
I said all this to Adoula and Mobutu who both encouraged me heartily.
*
At nine o'clock that morning I called on the President of the Republic, Mr. Joseph Kasavubu. He had been
notified of my return and was expecting me. His reception of me was distinctly cool, which rather surprised me.
Kasavubu is not of a demonstrative temperament; he is a somewhat withdrawn type and silent. While he is a wise
man, he is highly sensitive and one feels that he values the retention of his presidential job as highly as his life.
He was not pleased to see me. He was aware of my popularity and he obviously suspected me of aspiring to
the position of the principal office of the Republic. Actually he regarded me as his only possible rival and he felt
that my spectacular return at a moment when the whole world regarded me as politically dead would assuredly
react greatly in my favor. He said to me:
“I had not expected you so soon. I was counting on your return, but you should have waited until the new
Constitution had been framed. You would then have re-entered political life by the normal route of election.”
Obviously President Kasavubu was content for me to return, but on condition that I join the ranks and that I
come simply to support the prestige of the moribund regime. He wished me well in some subordinate place, but
he did not wish that I should appear as the savior of the country.
I knew full well, of course, that alone I could save nothing, and that there should be the closest understanding
between the President and myself.
I told him that in positive terms. He listened to me somewhat blankly. I described the dramatic state of affairs
in the country. He seemed to be surprised to learn that things were so bad. When we left the residency Adoula,
who had been present at the interview, said:
“You see, he does not understand the situation; it is beyond him.”
*
The rest of the day was one long series of meetings with men of affairs in the political world. Mr. Adoula
installed me in a guest house of the government next to his own official residence at Kalina.
My waiting room never emptied. Nobody doubted that I would be entrusted with the formation of the
provisional government required under the new Constitution. Under the terms of that document the government of
Adoula would resign on the 30th of June and the President would choose a new Prime Minister who would, with
his new Cabinet, govern the country until the next general election, which would mark the beginning of the new
legitimate government.
I would have to consider and discuss the constitutional problem, but it was well that the people should know at
once that the new Constitution gave to the President of the Republic wider powers than those contained in the
Constitution conceived in Brussels in 1960 on the model of Western democratic institutions.
Everybody seemed to be convinced that the formation of the government would be entrusted to me, but
President Kasavubu hesitated to give me this mission which could give me considerable advantages in the race for
the Presidency if I should aspire to that position. I did not covet it. I hoped that Mr. Kasavubu would keep this
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post in which he had had experience, but I also hoped that we should be able to work together in our aim effecttively to govern the country. I told him this and repeated it at every opportunity while others also told him the
same.
All the major politicians besieged the President’s office and urged Kasavubu to nominate me to form a government.
On the 3rd of July he yielded.
*
At the commencement of my consultations I was fairly optimistic. The Congolese people rejoiced at my return.
I had not yet had any real contact with the masses and I sought to avoid it until I could see more clearly that there
was a real rebirth in the land.
But wherever I went I saw faces light up in smiles because I was bringing hope. The newspapers welcomed my
return. The politicians, as I have stated, pushed me forward. In short, from a psychological point of view things
looked good.
From the 3rd of July I encouraged consultation. I invited each of the large political parties to give me a list of
candidates for ministerial positions from which I would choose those who seemed most suitable. I would bear in
mind the necessity of having a government representative of the provinces, since it was primarily the provinces
that were revolting against the authority of Leopoldville.\fn{ Renamed Kinshasa in 1966, after a village which once stood on
the site.W}
At that time there were three large political parties: The C.D.A. (Congres Democratique Africain), which
contained the more moderate elements; The Common Front, which represented the followers of Lumumba; and
the Radeco, which was the party of Mr. Adoula and which one might describe as the party of the centre but which
at that moment had hardly any following.
The negotiations lasted six days. Six days of talk. The groups had hardly named their candidates before they
split as there was no agreement on the choices made. Two responsible members of the Common Front came to
blows. As for the C.D.A. it crumbled from internal dissension, while the Abaku, the party of Kasa vubu, insisted
on presenting its own candidates.
Naturally I also appealed to the refugee rebels in Brazzaville where they had founded the C.N.L., the Committee of National Liberation. The C.N.L. sent me an emissary, Mr. Lubaya, whom I would make Minister of Health.
The members of the C.N.L. in Madrid had contacted me on various occasions, urging me to join their rebellion. I told them that in my opinion we needed a policy of national reconciliation and that it was for that reason
that I was willing to meet with them. Our discussions had lasted three days. They were difficult because they
talked of nationalizations and of doctrinal theories whereas in my opinion the problem of the Congo was not one
of doctrine or theory. None the less I sought an accord with them, feeling that I should try everything.
*
I induced Mr. Thomas Kanza to come from London. He also represented rebels. I was thinking of naming him
Minister of Foreign Affairs. He is a college graduate, young, intelligent and courteous. He had been the representtative of the Congo at the United Nations and Ambassador in London. He was active in rebel circles and he enjoyed a wide acquaintance in international circles. And lastly, since 1960 he had aspired to be Minister of Foreign
Affairs.
He had one major obstacle in his career, President Kasavubu. It was an old family feud among the Bakongo.
Mr. Daniel Kanza, the father of the young diplomat, has long sought to acquire the prestige of “King Kasa” in the
Bas-Congo, and he even founded in 1960 a dissident Abako party. None the less I hoped that Mr. Kanza would
join my government. I told him so, and he accepted with gratitude. I thought the matter was settled when, during
our conversation, General Mobutu entered with a suitcase.
“Look,” he said, “what has just been found in the luggage abandoned by the rebels at Bolobo. A mountain of
documents.”
He emptied the contents on a table and promptly commenced the inventory. We were helping him, Mr. Kanza
and I, when suddenly Mobutu exclaimed again
“Look! Here’s a letter signed by Thomas Kanza!”
He read it. The writer was addressing the Chief of the rebel camp of Gambona at Congo-Brazzaville and he
exhorted him to continue the struggle until final victory.
Kanza stood aghast. I sought to comfort him, assuring him that there would be a general amnesty and that he
had nothing to fear. I even invited him to dine with me that evening.
He did not come to dinner because as soon as he left me he hastened to Brazzaville. We shall soon be finding
Mr. Kanza again as “Minister of Foreign Affairs” in the rebel “government” of Stanleyville.
*
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By the 9th of July my government was ready.
I had no doubt disappointed many individuals for I wanted the governing body to be small in order to make it
efficient. In addition to the functions of Prime Minister I had assumed charge of Foreign Affairs, of Information,
of the plans for coordination of Labor, Post Office and Telecommunications. In addition to myself there were to
be ten Ministers: (1) Godefroid Munongo (Conakat) Interior & Public Functions; (2) Dominique Ndinga (Abako)
Finance; (3) Leon Mamboleo, Justice; (4) Albert Kalonji (Radeco) Agriculture; (5) Jean Ebosiri (C.D.A.)
Economics; (6) Jules-Leon Kidicho (Common Front, M.N.C.L.) Transport, Communications and Public Works;
(7) Frederic Baloji (C.D.A.) National Education; (8) Adolphe Kishwe (Common Front/P.R.A.) Mines, Land &
Energy; (9) Joseph Ndanu (Puna) Youth and Sports; (10) Andre Lubaya (C.N.L./U.D.A.) Public Health.
Among the malcontents were, of course, all the members of the previous government. They had been excluded
on principle. In order that the Congolese people should realize that a new era had opened I had decided against the
retention of a single individual of the old regime.
*
My Cabinet had hardly taken the oath of office before the difficulties commenced. At Brazzaville the C.N.L.
accused Lubaya of treachery because he had agreed to serve in my government. However, Lubaya had been duly
authorized to that end and had been instructed to assure me that all the rebels of Brazzaville would return to the
Congo under a legally constituted government. In order to clear the air, I sent Minister Mamboleo to Brazza. He
met Mr. Gbenye, the responsible principal of the C.N.L., who assured him that he was in perfect accord with me
and that he wished to return, but the authorities of Brazzaville had forbidden it.
I had no alternative but to govern regardless of opposition. I was encouraged to go forward by a visit I received
one morning from a follower of Lumumba, whose name I may not disclose, who laid before me a whole battery
of terrorist apparatus.
“There,” he said, “it is finished. It was I who caused explosions. Now it is ended and we are all going to work
together to save the Congo.”
All together! That is just what I hoped for. One of the first acts of my government was to release all political
prisoners. The doors of the prisons were opened. Mr. Kasavubu sought to make one exception; he did not wish to
free Mr. Gizenga, who had been languishing for two years on the islet of Bula Bema in the mouth of the Congo
river. I had to argue with him step by step to convince him that there could be no exceptions if we really sought to
bring about effective national reconciliation. Gizenga was an important leader in Kwilu, which was in rebellion,
and in the international sphere he had almost the stature of a symbol. In order to prove our sincerity Gizenga must
be freed.
Kasavubu yielded, and I was myself able to present Gizenga to the crowds of Leopoldville.
*
However, on the rebel side resistance continued. I could not fail to see in this traces of foreign influence since I
knew that only a few days earlier all the rebel leaders were disposed to come to an understanding with me. I had
ceased all military operations as evidence of my good faith. Regardless of this, the rebellion continued.
None the less, the Congolese masses understood that a great opportunity for the restoration of order and unity
had arrived. On the 18th of July I was at the Stadium before forty thousand people. I addressed them; I explained
to them; I presented my government. And by their loud applause they proclaimed their confidence. I paraded
through the streets of the town, and by thousands people cried to me:
“Tshombe, save us.”
It is not for me to describe the reception they gave me, but observers were vastly surprised at the enthusiasm of
the crowds. At that moment I symbolized for the people of the Congo the hope of a better life. I promised the
crowds better justice and more prosperity if they would truly help me in rebuilding the country. The enthusiasm of
the crowds made it quite clear that they would help.
My intentions had been made clear to the whole world. I wanted to restore order, to repair the economy, and to
reconstruct. It was for that, with efficiency in mind, that I had allocated unto myself several of the more important
portfolios. In the situation in which the Congo found itself, I had to be a one-man-orchestra.
*
Western governments could hardly imagine what a herculean task it is to govern a country like the Congo. In
Africa, the Chief is the father of all; he must be active and interested in everything. Everyone has the right to call
on him, to explain personal problems, and every head of government must pass the best part of his time in the
almost ceaseless reception of callers.
In the Congo I could not even count on efficient administrative assistance, for the departments had all suffered
terribly during the past four years. There is no need for me to describe at length the decay and dilapidation every where. It was necessary to do everything and to be everywhere.
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From the moment of my installation as Prime Minister I undertook many quick journeys into the interior. I
wanted the people of the provinces to know that from then on the government would be thinking of them and their
interests. This government was in itself the result of the anger of the provinces with Leopoldville. That was
neither a new nor an unusual phenomenon. In any country as vast as the Congo it would have been the same. The
capital cities of all countries have a tendency to neglect the distant provinces and to organize their policies around
the interests of the big city. That is why at the very moment that the world tends to form larger groupings one
observes at the same time a recrudescence of regionalism.
I went to Bukavu, to Paulis, to Stanleyville, the entire zone most directly menaced by the rebellion.
And everywhere the people acclaimed me as a savior.
*
I will admit that for all the reasons that are so well known, I had some qualms and was none too assured when
I arrived at Stanleyville. And I was pleasantly surprised, for nowhere had I met such a warm reception.
I delivered speeches all the time, always explaining the same truths, always seeking to convince my listeners
that things could and must change.
My first care, of course, remained the rebellion. On my way to Bukavu I called at Bujumbura, where I hoped
to meet Mr. Soumialot, who directed the operations of the rebels. He would not come, but he sent one of his associates, Mr. Foca, to whom obviously I had little to say.
Normally I would have been able to induce the rebels to lay down their arms.
Normally, that is, without the intervention of foreigners.
Not having been able to see Soumialot, I sent him Mr. Bagira, leader of M.N.C. of Kivu, whom I had released
from prison. It was a vain démarche.
The rebellion continued. On the fifth of August Stanleyville fell to the rebels.
It became evident to me that the task was going to be infinitely more difficult than I had imagined. Instead of
being able instantly to dedicate all my powers and all the resources of the country to its reconstruction, it would
be necessary to fight and crush the rebellion.
At Bukavu I met Colonel Mulamba who was at his wits’ end. The town was virtually surrounded. The army
was demoralized. New attacks by the rebels were expected. The only protection was that of the Bashi peasants
who watched the roads for the protection of their herds from rebel raids. But the Bashis were divided into two
camps of which one seemed to favor the rebels. Its Chief, the Mwami Kabare, had been imprisoned for two years
by Adoula’s government, and he retained a violent hatred of everything emanating from Leopoldville.
2
I went to call on the Mwami.
At first he refused to see me. I insisted and assured him that I had only one wish—to defend the interests of the
provinces. He listened to me with distrust. I pointed out that if the rebels should come they would make him and
his people suffer, whereas I and my government were offering him security. I reminded him that, in spite of many
defects of the system, I had always defended the principle of supporting the established local authorities who, in a
land like the Congo, were actually the only powers enabling the people to survive.
It was the Chiefs to whom I looked for the restoration of order and the development of the rural communities.
He listened to me throughout, then with a sudden relaxation of tension he grasped my hands. I had convinced
him. I was greatly relieved, for if Kabare and his warriors had decided to attack Bukavu with the rebels, it would
have been the end of the capital of Kivu.
Now he would be one of its most courageous defenders.
Nevertheless, Colonel Mulamba remained full of anxiety. He complained that there was no military assistance
from the Belgians, despite the fact that Bukavu was militarily a crucial area. I was aware that the role of Belgian
technical military assistance was the formation of a new army, and not to fight with the army. In theory that was
sound enough, provided that we had several years before us, but in the condition of the Congo we had only a few
weeks in which to restore order.
Mulamba asked me to do everything possible to send him troops from Katanga. I took immediate action and a
few days later a Katangan company arrived just in time to support the best elements of the A.N.C. and the gallant
warriors of Kabare who had placed themselves under the orders of Colonel Mulamba.
Thanks to these measures Colonel Mulamba succeded in mid-August in saving Bukavu.
*
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In the course of my journey in the interior of the Congo in July, I discovered a situation that was at once tragic
and full of promise. Tragic, because the rebellion was spreading rapidly. Full of promise, because the people were
demanding only two things—order and work.
That may be too brief a summary, for the people were also hungry for justice. They had been cheated by the
politicians; independence had brought them nothing but suffering. Everywhere the masses were ready to revolt,
not in an organized movement, but in a diverse, dispersed manner. At that moment no unanimity of movement
was possible and it was for that reason that the uprising could not save the Congo, even if it were the result, at the
start, of perfectly legitimate grievances.
I shall not discuss at length the causes of the revolt for I think they are well known. Severe censure has been
passed on the whole of new, emerging Africa, its frauds, its corruption, the incompetence of its administrative and
political bodies. There are a thousand explanations for this situation, but the principal reason was the fact that the
colonial powers had left us with administrations of a Western type, much too rigid to suit such individualists as us
Africans. Europe itself is far from the unity it has been seeking during the past twenty years, but she seems to
have looked to us in the Congo for a degree of wisdom that she does not herself possess.
As long as the colonial system prevailed, with its means of coercion, it could function. Even in the partition of
Berlin, the coming of liberty and democracy initially shook the wholly artificial edifice that was constructed there.
Of all this I shall have more to say when I approach the problems of political and administrative reconstruction in
the Congo.
For the moment we faced one stark fact: the whole of the Congo had had enough of suffering and injustice. It
wished to shake off the unjust and inefficient yoke of Leopoldville. The people felt themselves abandoned.
They saw their Chiefs abuse their authority. That’s not altogether untrue, but in exchange the Chief renders real
services and assumes the security and subsistence of his subjects. But in this new Africa the political Chiefs
abandon all their duties and occupy themselves mostly with their rights and privileges.
I am hardly exaggerating. I know that there are exceptions and that the black continent has produced some
veritable statesmen who have at heart the interests of the people, but they are swamped among their problems.
*
In short, the Congo had had enough. It was ready for any adventures. It would have been easy for me to exploit
the situation.
Before my return to the Congo the rebel leaders had urged me to ally myself with them. In accepting I could
have definitely ensured the success of the rebellion, but it seemed evident to me that such a success would have
no future and that it would involve my country in more serious difficulties than ever. Moreover I would have been
playing into the hands of certain foreign powers which were encouraging the rebellion with the obvious purpose
of grasping the black continent for their own benefit.
I do not believe that any country in the world could escape all foreign influence. As long as such influence is
not confined to a single power I regard it as beneficial and I have never been able to understand those who seek to
enslave Africans in a sort of cultural and political ghetto. But it is obvious that such influences are harmful if they
seek in any way to invade our freedom. The only means of escaping from constraining influences is to dominate
and control them.
That is the course the African countries should pursue. But I see no sense in rejecting certain foreign influences, even if they are abusive—and they often are—only to embrace other influences which might be even worse.
*
When the plots of international communism encourage quarrels among the Congolese, it is not the welfare of
the Congo that they have in view, but that of international communism. In the subversive plans of the Communists the main object was to destroy. They would tell me that they would then build in Africa a better society. Let
us remember that Colonialism also proclaimed a desire to build a better society; it failed, just as will fail all
attempts at development in Africa which are not led by us Africans.
I believe that we constitute a human group markedly different from others, and I do not think that formulas
which work in Europe or Asia would be successful with us. In my opinion the black world will be obliged to
discover its own original solutions.
I believe it will find them. I do not say that we should disregard the experiences of Europe and Asia; they
might well enlighten us. For me, as Prime Minister of the Congo, the problem was to create such conditions as
would enable my country to develop economically, politically and culturally so that it could occupy the place to
which it is entitled on the international scene.
My own experience as a former merchant had often caused me to minimize the impor tance of international
affairs and to attach more importance to more immediate problems—those of production and those of the low
level of life of the masses.
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That still holds good, but, though it is true that the first care of a statesman should be the welfare of the people,
he is charged with many other cares among which the country’s prestige abroad is most important. I shall be told
that the best way to create prestige in the world is to present the image of a happy, contented people.
I am in absolute agreement. In accepting the post of Prime Minister I had hoped to be able to devote myself
principally to the tasks of economic development and reconstruction.
A thousand other cares prevented me from giving to those things all the time and energy I wished.
*
In July 1964 I found myself captain of a ship that was leaking everywhere.
There was a need to reach the people.
I travelled in all directions explaining to the people and speaking from a full heart. I told them that the rebellion was no solution. I urged them to work harder rather than destroy. I called upon them to rally around me, so
that all together we might redeem the situation and chase all the disorder and corruption from our institutions. I
told them all the harm that bad politics had caused them. I sought to arouse a vast enthusiasm which would create
the psychological climate necessary for the reconstruction.
I explained that they should not destroy the schools and dispensaries, that they must not harass the whites, that
our future did not lie in turning back and shrouding ourselves in tradition. We must not ignore our traditions, but
we must not make of them a refuge; we must make them a point of departure toward controlled evolution. I advocated obedience of the traditional Chiefs who were in a position to understand and guide the aspirations of the
masses.
I did not regard the old order as necessarily a brake on development. On the contrary I thought it the best foundation for the launching of development along regional lines. I know well that some parts of Africa have advanced far beyond the stage of their old established order, and I do not pretend that my formula should be applied
everywhere. There exist in Africa tremendous differences in the degree of the political evolution of the masses.
It is for this reason that I do not believe in rigid commitment to any one formula. Quite often ethnic conflicts
have been stressed, but I think these would soon disappear if one could find the means to administer each region
with special concern for its own particular needs.
All this does not really divert me from my subject. The Congolese rebellion was not, as I have already stated, a
single, unanimous movement. The causes were everywhere the same, but there was no sense of solidarity. Actually the rebellion epitomized all the centrifugal tendencies of the Congo. The Chiefs sought to gather all their
forces together, but they did not succeed in giving the whole even a minimum of cohesion.
It was a revolution without a frame. Its leaders quarrelled ceaselessly. They were divided between pro-Chinese
leanings (Bocheley-Davidson), and pro-Russian (Gbenye). They had nothing in common except a total incapacity
to command obedience of the rebel bands.
*
These were the reasons why I could not make common cause with the rebels. I chose a different course.
I decided to try to save what could be saved, endeavoring to extricate from the mire the existing institutions:
institutions deficient in many ways, but at least existing. I knew full well that it would not be easy, but I was
convinced that there was no alternative.
I hoped to be able to induce the rebels to lay down their arms, and I would certainly have succeeded if it had
not been for foreign influences which manifested themselves in the neighboring capitals of Brazzaville and
Bujumbura.
In August 1964 it became evident that the revolution would continue. It covered three-fifths of the country. A
few more weeks and it would be in Leopoldville; it would be everywhere. My first aim, therefore, was to block its
expansion. The reports furnished to me by General Mobutu had left me without any illusions concerning the army.
After the ceremony of swearing-in the Government, Mobutu had informed me of the dramatic situation in
regard to army supplies.
“There is nothing,” he said, “in any of the depots except a few hundred Mauser rifles.”
It was then that I offered to place at his disposal the Katangan gendarmes who had remained loyal to me,
together with all the equipment, armament and airplanes of which they retained control. I had no illusions as to
the value of these troops. I am not suggesting that the Katangan soldiers lacked courage, but the army was badly
trained and the soldiers knew it; they felt but little confidence in themselves and in their officers. Moreover, it
must be admitted that some elements of the army were in large measure responsible for the discontent among the
people, for they had been “living off the land” for four years and had exerted pressure on the villagers.
In defense of General Mobutu it must be recognized that he took command in extremely difficult circumstances. He became chief of an army that had mutinied and the general was obliged to integrate in it thousands of
Gizenga’s followers of the Stanleyville secession and the gendarmes from Katanga. I do know that from that
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moment the soldiers from Katanga brought full honor to the army of the Congo and fought with superb courage in
many terrible battles. On the other hand the troops of the Gizenga party earned for themselves a horrible fame in
assassinating twelve Italian aviators of the O.N.U. at Kindu and twenty European missionaries at Kongola.
*
The military problem was essentially one of enlistment and organization. The Belgians helped a little with
organization, but not with recruiting. They did not wish to extend their aid further on the principle of nonparticipation by Belgian officers in military operations. I simply had to find more effective aid. I might get it little
by little, but time was pressing.
The dilemma was dramatic. The rebellion had to be stopped. The zones in the East, ravaged by the rebels, had
to be relieved. If I sought to confine myself exclusively to bilateral military agreements, the Congo would soon be
convulsed in total anarchy. It was necessary at all costs to find effective military forces, and to find them rapidly.
It was in these circumstances that I took the occasion to engage foreign volunteers.
Belgium had consented to send me a military adviser intimately acquainted with the Congo. This was Colonel
Vandewalle. I told him to organize the 5 th Mechanized Brigade, consisting of foreign volunteers, Katanga gendarmes and soldiers of the A.N.C. I counted on American aid to permit the rapid equipment of this brigade which
would as soon as possible be sent to Stanleyville.
In the meantime other foreign volunteers were speedily organized in small groups which would set off with
great haste to the regions most immediately menaced. In a few weeks several hundred men had been recruited.
I knew I would be violently criticised for this, but there was so little time. I recall that we were on the edge of
the abyss. I would ask other African countries to send troops to help us to restore order, but they would not be able
to help; they had barely enough troops for their own needs.
*
While I was busying myself with the promotion of the fight against the rebels, they committed themselves in
the territory they occupied to innumerable and terrible extortions. Recognized Chiefs, intellectuals and government officials were killed in most shocking and appalling ways. The people were crazed by a wave of sheer
barbarism.
In the regions of the North and East thousands of persons were executed in front of the monuments erected to
the memory of Lumumba. Witnesses reported that the flagstones around the monument at Stanleyville presented
the appearance of gutters in a slaughterhouse. The rebels were bent on the destruction of the entire elite of the
country.
They held some two thousand European hostages for whose fate the worst was feared. Some efforts were made
by the Red Cross to bring about the release of the European women and children, but they failed.
By the beginning of November the Fifth Mechanized Brigade of Colonel Vandewalle was ready. It left its oil
base at Kamina to proceed to the North. It made rapid progress, liberated Kongolo and Kindu, and dashed on to
Stanleyville.
For some time past I had been receiving anxious appeals from the United States and from Belgium. Both were
naturally greatly concerned for the safety of their nationals who were prisoners of the rebels. They feared that the
advance of the army would be too slow and that the rebels might massacre the hostages as soon as the battle
reached the streets of Stanleyville.
The United States and Belgium requested authority to organize a raid of paratroops on Stanleyville. The Belgium paratroops, who had come via Ascension Island, would be dropped at dawn on the airport of Stanleyville.
Thanks to the element of surprise they would rapidly invest the city and liberate the hostages, among whom was
the American missionary, Dr. Carlson.
I was convinced that the Fifth Mechanized Brigade would take Stanleyville without much difficulty. It was a
well-disciplined force, doubtless insufficiently equipped, but in spite of everything very efficient since it had
succeeded in passing victoriously through a number of ambuscades in the course of its journey which had covered
several hundred kilometers.
I saw clearly the arguments against the use of Belgian paratroops. There would be cries of Belgian interference
in the internal affairs of the Congo. It would be forgotten that it was the Congolese army, aided by foreign volunteers, which had done all the work and made the long journey; and only one thing would be remembered—that it
was the Belgians who had liberated Stanleyville.
Not only would the Congolese army feel itself frustrated and cheated of a victory that it was on the point of
winning since it was so rapidly approaching Stanleyville, but African extremists would raise the cry:
“Colonialist Aggression.”
None the less I accepted the offered paratroops.
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President Kasavubu was against it, but I could not think of declining an operation which might perhaps save
the lives of so many. Perhaps! We shall never know what would have happened without the paratroops. Would
there have been fewer or more deaths? Nobody can tell, but it is certain that if I had rejected the Bel gianAmerican operation I would have been charged with responsibility for all the deaths.
I think today that there might have been fewer killings of Europeans without the paratroops’ attack; it was that,
and not the offensive of the Congolese army, that gave the signal for the massacre of Europeans. But of course
this is nothing but an opinion which cannot be proved or disproved.
On the 24th of November 1964 the Belgian paratroops and the Fifth Brigade arrived at Stanleyville and freed
the hostages on the right bank of the river. The rebels had had time to kill 26 hostages, among whom there were
both women and children, but there were more than a thousand who escaped. The missionary, Dr. Carlson, was
among the dead.
On the left bank twenty-nine Europeans, almost all missionaries, men and women, were assassinated. And in
other rebel centers massacres were repeated.
A total of about three hundred Europeans died in atrocious ways, as when at Munghere they were bound with
wire and thrown into the river. There were many women and children among them, many missionaries.
I think with emotion of all these victims. I think with emotion of the tens of thousands of Congolese who were
massacred by the rebels in this fractricidal butchery. It is vain to tell me that history is written in blood. I believe
that all these horrors could have been averted if there had not been beyond our borders countries that were
encouraging the rebellion—if there had not been at Bujumbura and at Brazzaville Chinese diplomats far too
numerous to be engaged in diplomacy.
*
At that moment the rebellion was broken, but not definitely crushed. Military pressure could not be relaxed.
This became clear when several months later a meeting took place in Brussels between General Mobutu and
Messrs. Harriman and Spaak to discuss ways and means of making more effective the operations of the army. It
was there agreed that the United States and Belgium should make greater efforts to furnish additional military
supplies. Thanks to these measures the victories of the A.N.C. were slowly consolidated. …
158b.150 La femme-silure: A Folktale\fn{by Nya-Mbuntsu (c.1920?- )} Misoke Village, northeast Katanga Province,
Congo/Kinshasa (F) -1
Il y avait un jeune homme qui était resté célibataire après la mort de son père. Un jour, le père lui revint en
rêve disant qu’il devait tresser une nasse. Il la tressa. Il alla la poser au confluent d’une rivière. Le lendemain
matin il alla l’inspecter. Il y trouva une jeune fille; il monta avec elle au village, sans que les gens de son groupe le
sachent. Dès lots il se mit à lui apporter de la nourriture (en cachette). Un jour il mantra sa femme aux gens de son
groupe, en disant qu’il était son époux depuis longtemps. Il eut deux enfants avec elle: une (fille) aînée et un (fils)
cadet. Un jour elle (la mère) laissa l’enfant à sa fille et au père, tandis qu’elle allait cueillir des bananes. En pleine
journée l’enfant pleura. Le père murmura:
«Cet enfant, je l’ai enlevé d’une nasse, sa mère est une enfant de silure.»
Lorsque la fille entendit la parole de son père, elle suivit sa mère où elle était partie au champ, elle alla en
chantant:
Oh ma mère! cere
Selon notre père! cere
Nous autres cere
Sommes des enfants cere
De silure cere
Qui sommes venus cere
Des eaux profondes cere
Dans les méandres inondés cere

Lorsqu’elle rencontra sa mère, elle lui dit ce que lui avait dit son père:
«Toi ma mère, notre père nous critique, rappelant notre origine en disant que nous sommes sortis d’une nasse.
Laisse la nourriture, allons-nous en d’où nous sommes sortis.»
Et la mère se fâcha; elle et ses enfants partirent dans l’eau profonde d’où ils étaient sortis. Son mari la rejoignit
dans l’eau profonde; il s’y précipita. Le peuple des silures le mangèrent.
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101.67 1. Goodness Between In-Laws 2. Two Brothers And Their Birds: Two Folktales\fn{told by Amba Engombe
Telesa (c.1925?- )} Bolenge, Equatoria Province, Congo/Kinshasa (F) 5
1
A woman had four daughters. The oldest one, Nsomi, was married. She still had three daughters at home.
One day she planted many squash in her back yard. Once after they had grown to be large, she was going into
the forest. She called the three together and said,
“Don’t eat the squash! Don’t eat the squash! If you eat it, you will die.”
The three girls heard her and understood her.\fn{ Children in the Nkundo culture—especially girls, since they share the gardening work with their mothers—would understand that the squash were not poisonous, but that they were forbidden by the mother’s
injunction.}

After she had gone, the girl who was married, Nsomi, came to visit her. She saw those big lovely squash and
said,
“I’m going to pick some squash.” Her sisters were shocked.
“No, no! Mother said that we mustn’t pick them or we would die.”
“If I pick them and cook them, why shouldn’t I eat them?”
So she picked and cooked some squash. Then she ate all she wanted, but her sisters refused to touch it.
“Mother said for us not to eat it, and we are afraid to.”
So they sat and talked until their mother came back from the forest. She looked and saw that one squash was
missing.
“Who picked the squash?”
They all denied picking it.
“Then who ate it?”
Again they denied it entirely.
“Let’s go to the river and find some mbondo fruit and make some samba from it.”\fn{A kind of truth potion, one of a
number used in Central Africa, to determine the identify of a malefactor, and which, if swallowed it produces vomiting, severe pain, and
death in the guilty party.}

They all went to the river with her and prepared the samba potion. They all ate it. Then the second daughter
went into the river while the others sang,
I didn’t eat my mother’s squash,
The squash of Monjeka,
So I won’t die from it.

She came out of the river with no problems. Then the third daughter went into the river and the sisters sang
again,
I didn’t eat my mother’s squash,
The squash of Monjeka,
So I won’t die from it.

This sister came out of the river. Then the youngest girl went in, with the same song:
I didn’t eat my mother’s squash,
The squash of Monjeka,
So I won’t die from it.

This youngest daughter came out of the river.
Nsomi, the married one, went in and they sang. Soon the water came to her thigh and they kept singing. Then it
came to her waist and they sang. It came to her neck and they sang. Then she went under the water and was gone.
Nsomi's husband, Ilele, heard that his wife had gone home. She had picked and eaten her mother’s squash and
her mother had killed her.
He was angry. He took his knife, his spear, and his shield and went to the home of his wife’s mother.
“I want my wife. She came here yesterday. I heard that she had died. I want my wife.”
He took Monjeka, the mother, and tied her up tight and then tied her to one of the timbers that held up the roof.
The three sisters began to cry,
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Ilele has tied up our mother Monjeka.
Ilele.

The second sister said, “Take me for your wife in the place of my sister. Then untie my mother.” Then they all
sang,
Ilele has tied up our mother Monjeka.
Ilele.

“No, no! I want my own wife.”
Then the next sister offered herself. They sang,
Ilele has tied up our mother Monjeka.

“No, no! I want my own wife.”
The youngest daughter stood before him. “Take me for your wife, but untie Mother.”
Ilele has tied up our mother Monjeka.
Ilele.

“No, no! I want my own wife.”
The elders of the family\fn{Nkundo villages normally consist of the members of a single extended family .} came together
and said,
“Choose the one you want for your wife. Forget the one who is dead. Then go your way.”
“No, no! I won’t change wives. These are all different, and I want my own. These may be pretty girls, but they
aren’t the same.”
They talked and talked, but it was still the same. Even the sisters begged him again, but he only wanted his
own wife.
Then from away back in the forest they heard singing:
Ilele has tied up our mother Monjeka.
Ilele.

“Listen, everyone. It’s the voice of Nsomi and it is like a star.”
From that time on, her name was Bokoci.\fn{ The Lonkundo word meaning “star.” The supernatural character of the revived
Nsomi is first suggested by her singing a song she could not possibly have heard, about an event she was not there to witness .}
Everyone was quiet. The voice kept singing and coming closer and closer. Then she was there, pu.
“Bokoci has come. Bokoci has come.”
She stood in front of her husband. Everyone was very quiet. Then Ilele began to untie the mother. He untied
and untied until she was free. He said,
“My wife has come, and I can accept it. I rejoice and I will go home.” The mother said,
“You can’t go without eating.”
So she prepared duck, chicken, and many other good things, and they had a feast. Then he took his wife home
safely.
There is goodness between in-laws when the child is in the middle.\fn{ That Monjeka had remained tied throughout the
story, and was released only by the one who had tied her up, indicates that some degree of justice in Ilele’s complaint was recognized, and
that the initial relationship between the two had not been a friendly one .}

2
A woman had two sons. One day the woman and her sons went into the forest to hunt meat. It had been raining, and they found a large puddle of water there. They found some large branches from a tree and washed them.
Then they laid them around the water like spokes of a wheel. Over these branches they spread the raw sap from
the rubber tree.
They watched.
Soon a flock of birds came to take a bath. When the birds came out of the water, their feathers were caught in
the raw rubber. Then the mother and sons collected the birds to sell as food in the market.
The older boy, Botomolo, didn’t want to kill all the birds. He said,
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“I want one of the birds for my own.”
So they were all killed and marketed except the one bird that he had chosen.
That evening the family gathered to hear Older Brother’s bird sing. They said to the bird,
“Sing. Let us hear you.”
The bird sang his song:
This is the way he acquired this bird:
It flew down into the puddle,
So he has me as his bird;
It flew down into the puddle.

The news of the bird’s song went from village to village and people came.
“We want to hear the bird sing.”
Older Brother’s bird and its song became known far and wide, and Older Brother was pleased. The people paid
Older Brother when they heard the bird sing. The bird kept singing the same song, and everyone enjoyed it.
One morning very early Older Brother got up and went into the forest to hunt. His younger brother, Bokune,
decided to take the bird out of doors. His mother said,
“Nyo, nyo!”\fn{No, no.} His father said,
“Nyo, nyo!”\fn{They are expressing the widespread Nkundo household respect for private ownership within the family .}
“I want to take him out to hear him sing. Then I’ll bring him back into the house.”
As soon as the bird was outside he began to sing,
This is the way he acquired this bird:
It flew down into the puddle,
So he has me as his bird;
It flew down into the puddle.

As soon as the song was finished it flew onto the roof:
This is the way he acquired this bird:
It flew down into the puddle,
So he has me as his bird;
It flew down into the puddle.

Then the bird flew over to the top of a banana tree:
This is the way he acquired this bird:
It flew down into the puddle,
So he has me as his bird;
It flew down into the puddle.

The mother was shocked.
“Mo! What can we do?”
The bird flew into the very tallest tree. The tree was so tall it had no leaves:
This is the way he acquired this bird:
It flew down into the puddle,
So he has me as his bird;
It flew down into the puddle.

His father and mother were very angry.
“Why did you take him out? Your brother will be very unhappy.”
Older Brother came in from the forest that evening. The first thing he did was go to see his bird.
“Where is my bird?”
“Your brother took him out to sing. He flew until he arrived in the very tallest tree.”
He tried to call the bird, but to no avail. His parents offered to get him another one, but he must have his own
with its own song. Finally they called the elders of the family to cut the palaver. It was decided that Younger
Brother should climb the tree and get the bird.
Younger Brother took the lunch that his mother had prepared for him and put it in a bag over his shoulder. The
mother, father, and Younger Brother went into the forest. Younger Brother fastened his bolango\fn{Climbing belt.}
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around the tree and started to climb. He moved the belt a bit higher as he walked slowly up the tree. His mother
and father heard him sing before he was halfway up the tree:
As the belt makes its way up the tree,
Jumping, jumping,
I climb and continue to weep,
Jumping, jumping.

They watched him climb until he was just over halfway:
As the belt makes its way up the tree,
Jumping, jumping,
I climb and continue to weep,
Jumping, jumping.

He climbed a bit further and they heard him sing the song again:
As the belt makes its way up the tree,
Jumping, jumping,
I climb and continue to weep,
Jumping, jumping.

Then as he climbed they could see him only partially, like an airplane that is going through misty clouds. They
could still hear his song:
As the belt makes its way up the tree,
Jumping, jumping,
I climb and continue to weep,
Jumping, jumping.

Then he disappeared completely, and the song was gone also. However, some of the leaves that his mother had
used for wrapping his cassava fell to the ground, and they knew that he had stopped to eat. The mother said,
“I can’t see him at all.”
The mother and father stayed near the tree\fn{ Blood ties—especially those between parent and child—are very close among
the Nkundo; there are instances in the literature where parental love outweighs the marital tie, a choice quite in keeping with the Nkundo
value system.} and watched and waited.

Two months passed, and they accused Older Brother of killing Younger Brother. However, one day while they
were watching, they heard his song:
As the belt makes its way up the tree,
Jumping, jumping,
I climb and continue to weep,
Jumping, jumping.

Then, soon they could just see him. He began to grow larger and larger as he descended from the tree, singing
as he came. They could see that his bag was full, so they supposed that he must have the bird. When he reached
the ground, his mother embraced him and said,
“My son, I was sure you were dead. I couldn’t see you.” Then his father embraced him and the rest of the
family. By then they were ready to hear his story.
When he had reached the top of the tree, a flock of birds came and roosted nearby. He was able to grab one. He
took it and put it in his sack. Then he captured another and put it in his sack.
“I heard all the birds sing together, and it was terrible. Then I heard the very song of Older Brother’s bird and I
knew I had found him. I grabbed him and put him in the sack with the others. Then I adjusted the belt again and
climbed down out of the tree. I went up as a slave, but now I am free.”
After he had told his story, his mother gave him food. Then they gathered to hear the birds. He took the two
birds out of the sack and they sang,
Imbombe ika lonyanga
Te tu.

Njokwalimwa.\fn{A note says that it proved impossible to translate this song, “although the interpreters agreed on the general import of the message: a
song of joy telling how the birds liked to lie down and turn over and over.”}
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The people were more than pleased with the song. Then Older Brother took his bird and it sang,
This is the way he acquired this bird:
It flew down into the puddle,
So he has me as his bird;
It flew down into the puddle.

Everyone liked the song of Younger Brother’s birds better than the song of Older Brother’s bird. From then on,
people came to hear Younger Brother’s birds and refused to hear Older Brother’s bird. Bokune became a very rich
man, and Botomolo became a fool.
Do not do evil to another lest the evil which you did will be seen.
259.115 Excerpt from Congo My Country: “Basic Education”\fn{by Patrice Lumumba (1925-1961)} Onalua, Kasai
Orientale Province, Congo/Kinshasa (M) 10
An uneducated man, however well trained, counts for nothing. On the other hand, a man of character but with
less training, is superior to an extremely well-trained man who lacks character.
What form of education should be given to the Congolese people? As I have said repeatedly, it should be an
amalgamation of Western and African civilisations, without any of their decadent elements.
The education hitherto given to the Congolese seems to be too much imbued with abstract precepts which are
not only foreign to the Bantu mentality, but sometimes beyond their understanding. This explains the precarious
and ineffective nature of some of the methods which, in spite of the willingness of the teachers, rarely produce the
expected results. On the other hand, anything practical is more likely to capture the attention of the masses, hence
empiricism is worth more than dogmatism.
This empiricism also explains why the African has benefited much more from the material side of European
civilization—its “outward” form—than from its moral or “inward” aspect.
In actual fact, the Congolese copy more from the external forms of European civilisation (style of dress—going at times to quite ridiculous lengths—bearing, ornamentation, etc., gestures which are sometimes misunderstood), than from the transcendent qualities\fn{All italics are in the text, as are all capitalizations:H } of the colonising
nation, whereas true civilisation lies in the manner of thinking and living, not in the outward trappings of materialism.
Go into the large towns and you will see how elegantly the Africans dress, their well-kept houses, their clean
and correct behaviour. This magnificent result is the product of imitation. The African is a great observer whenever
he has the means: he quickly imitates everything he sees the European do, looking upon them as his daily pattern.
As a result of this imitation, which is frequently slavish, the faults of the European are more often copied than
his inward qualities, for the simple reason that the Congolese lack social con tact with the best Europeans,
contacts which would enable them to assimilate the inner qualities of their masters—qualities which are more
evident in intimate society than in the artificial relations of work, limited as they are to orders given by the boss
to the employee. In general, the African seizes upon the outward gestures and minor faults of the European,
which the less experienced assume to be virtues.
Apart from these workaday relationships, strictly limited to the office or workshop, friendly relations between
Black and White are generally speaking practically non-existent.
I am not speaking here of cultural relations in such associations as “Belgo-Congolese Clubs” which bring Black
and White together. These clubs have such a cultural and artistic tendency that their members generally meet only
to attend a lecture, cinema show or theatrical performance. Occasionally a little dinner is arranged.
These multi-racial associations could play a valuable part in the sphere of human relations if they were shorn a
little of the rather excessively academic atmosphere which they exhibit at present. Meetings and gatherings take
the form of academic sessions where the time is often spent in sterile discussions on racial topics. At every
meeting and in every discussion, racialism can be sensed at the tip of certain tongues, European as well as
Congolese. I know this from my experience as one of the chief founders of one of these associations and from
having taken part in its management.
The main purpose of these inter-racial groups should be directed towards the social and civic education of the
Europeans and the Africans, the improvement of their mutual relations in all their forms and in all spheres of
social life, and as a secondary consideration, to the intellectual training of those who need it.
*
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But to get back to the subject. At the end of the working day every one goes home: the Europeans to their
quarter and the Africans to theirs. The two quarters, as can be seen in all the towns of the Congo, are separated by
a certain distance which forms a barricade between them. This segregation is normal—indeed necessary. Each
must live in his own “atmosphere” since habits and customs are not identical.
I put this question to every Congolese, a question to which only conscience can give the answer: are there any
Congolese—I am not speaking of a few members of the elite who have become “westernised”, who would like to
live side by side with the European if they had the opportunity, not out of vanity, but merely with the object of
being completely absorbed into the European civilisation which they have deliberately chosen, not because they
despise their own race whom they have always served, but to avoid the risk of certain bad influences, inherent in
the life of the African township, which hamper the sound education of their children—who would be genuinely at
ease if they were placed in an urban area among the Europeans where they would be under the austere discipline of
a civilised life quite foreign to their nature; where they would no longer be able to organise matanga evenings or
other ceremonies to the beating of the drum; where they would be required to “respect other people’s peace, sleep
and rest”, ideas which are the outcome of a long European tradition and are quite foreign to the Africans who have
grown up in the native township under the influence of tribal disclipine; where every man is absolute master in his
own home and can shout and sing as much as he likes without any complaint; where they will live in a dead, silent
city, in which music has to be muffled, whereas African life is full of noise, loud music and shouts of joy? There
are many other reasons which I cannot go into here. Everyone must give his own reply.
Basically, then, the separation of the two quarters is justified by sociological factors in the interests of the
Africans themselves as well as of the Europeans.
Besides, the Africans are happy in their own quarters, where they are free.
Some deserving Congolese undoubtedly wish to live in the European quarter and adapt themselves to its life,
and conversely there are Europeans who would like to live side by side with their African friends. I can see no
objection to this. On the contrary, this would be the symbiosis of that Belgo-Congolese Community which is so
much desired, and the prelude to the fusion of the races in Belgian Africa.
Whose task is it to educate the Africans? Clearly their Belgian teachers and the African elite.
The little African boy leaves the paternal roof minus any particle of European civilisation (this is not uniformly
true) and goes to school where he has to learn the new standards of civilised life which have not been taught to
him by his parents in his own home. He is taught to read, to write and to do arithmetic. By way of educa tion
(European style), his masters teach him ideas, which, although sometimes “memorized”, take no hold on him,
because these ideas have no application in practical life (parents lead a completely different life and inculcate in
the child ideas which are in contradiction with those taught at school).
In these circumstances—and this is the present position for the majority of Congolese children—the black
pupil finds himself caught between two conflicting forces: the standards of the school and those of the family. The
parents who know nothing of these European standards undo the work of the school.
To be effective, a child’s education must above all be inspired by example rather than by sermons and lectures.
The same applies to African adult education.
Experience shows that Africans who have had the opportunity to be in permanent contact with Europeans often
come under an extremely salutary influence with regard to the refinement of their habits. Amongst other things, I
have observed that the homes of house servants (boys waiting on the Whites) are often run in a more orderly
manner and with more taste than those of many clerks. The explanation for this is that the servant sees day and
night how his mistress runs her house, and he does the same thing at home in imitation. He arranges his own
home as he has been taught to arrange his employer’s home. But the clerk, who has never lived with the
European, who has never been in a European’s home, does not always have an idea of order; sometimes articles
are placed the wrong way round.
The same thing can be observed in the case of Congolese women who live with European men. After several
years these women—even if illiterate—are changed greatly for the better and are far and away in advance, from the
point of view of habits, domestic and family training, of women educated at the school desk but living “the native
way.”
Taking my own case, I have to admit that the fragment of education and social training which I have acquired up
to the present—a training which is still inadequate—I owe above all to the practical teaching I have received from
many European friends, sympathisers and teachers with whom I have had friendly contacts and who have been good
enough to guide me further in my education. Like any other Congolese, I certainly received some theoretical ideas at
school, which I am always enlarging; but what one acquires by practical methods is often more valuable and more
lasting than any abstract ideas.
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Without these closer and more fraternal encounters at the personal level, without this practical teaching derived
from daily contact with better educated and more experienced persons, in intimate discussions, in the gentle
school of life, without the sympathy of these benefactors in the truest sense of the word, bene factors who were
willing to help me and receive me in their homes as a member of the family, I should certainly not have had a
fraction of my present modest education and I should not be what I am today. I cannot give sufficient thanks to
these mentors who continue to improve my education, as indeed other European sympathisers are doing for other
Africans.
When the African has completed his studies and starts work, he often receives no further education except
from his immediate circle, from the companions with whom he lives and discusses his ideas and feelings. He soon
forgets many things which he learnt at school, owing to lack of use and application, and only retains a little booklearning which is strictly necessary for his work.
The Europeans who are in contact with the Congolese outside working hours are generally the less reliable sort
who frequent the Congolese quarters with no good motives or, to put the matter briefly and frankly, to get what
they can out of it: to go drinking in the bars where beer costs less than in European cafés (sometimes half the
price) and to establish relations with Congolese friends with the object of procuring women at a reduced rate,
women whom they almost invariably abandon when they become mothers.
In the native township these “doubtful characters” are warmly welcomed by all the Congolese, who are
pleased and proud to be visited by their seniors and friends; they then exhibit in front of the watching Africans all
their faults and vices: wild gestures, bad language, indecency. This often occurs when they are under the influence
of drink (and there is perhaps some excuse for them in this case, when they are no longer in control of their
actions; but it is all the same regrettable). These are the “good” ways of speaking and the “good” manners which
these mentors bring to the Congolese who, most unfortunately, adopt them blindly, because, for the majority of
the Congolese, who are even less well-educated, everything brought by the European, the bearer of civilisation, is
GOOD and FINE.
If an intelligent African blames a less intelligent companion for some attitude, way of behaving, remark or
language, the latter will retort:
“But the Europeans do it too, I saw such and such a European do that, so it can’t be bad.”
They forget that Europeans are men like any others, and that there are ill-educated people among the
Europeans just as there are amongst the Congolese and in any group of human beings. The colour of the skin does
not confer the seal of civilisation or of infallibility.
For the average African, the White man has no faults. Everything about the White man is as pure as the
pigmentation of his skin. The European is often called “son of God”. This is a false conception of the White man
which explains the slavish imitation of the large majority of the natives.
These doubtful characters among the Europeans do the African a great deal of harm, the effects of which are
demoralising. I hope that these gentlemen will realise the danger of their actions and will mend their ways amongst
the native population. They bear a heavy responsibility and have a mission to fulfil amongst these people, a mission
which they cannot ignore without failing in their duties as educators.
I understand and readily admit that they are men like the rest of us. I do not expect them to be angels; there are
no such things in this world. But I do wish to avoid scandal and discredit falling on the good name of the
Europeans, because the native masses are not always able to distinguish the good from the bad. And I am anxious
to ensure that the efforts made by people of good will for the education of the Congolese people shall not be
undone.
Those Europeans who mix with the Africans for good motives can be assured of their sympathy, for the
fraternisation of the two races has become the watchword of the Africans.
The best type of Europeans rarely frequent the Congolese quarters. This is not from any feeling of contempt—
in fact some of them are beginning to frequent these districts—but because they have no particular reason or
motive for going there. They cannot go into the African township in the evening just for the fun of going unless
they have a purpose. Neither can an African go into the European quarter in the evening unless he has some
reason or motive for going. Why then should we ask others to do what we cannot do ourselves?
Hence I do not see how we can condemn these Europeans for not visiting the native areas. Perhaps they ought to
go there in groups like tourists or welfare workers, stroll along the roads of the township, shake the hands of passersby and organise propaganda processions in support of interracial relations.
I am not referring here to human relations and the propriety which must be shown by White and Black in
their everyday contacts. This is another aspect of the problem. What I am speaking of here is friendly social
intercourse. I am in favour of this, but it must never be forced. We shall never unite by blaming each other
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but only by getting to know each other as persons and individuals. This affection must appeal to the heart
and the emotions.
There is no law or principle which requires one man to like another.
What we can do is to express a wish, since the great and increasing need of the Congolese is for education
through contact with the better Europeans.
How shall we be able to benefit from the qualities of the Whites, acquire their good manners, their tact and
ways of thinking, and become acquainted with their customs, if we lack opportunities for close contact with the
best Europeans? This is something which cannot be learned in the office, where everyone, White as well as Black,
is confined to his desk.
It seems to me that the best formula is that of personal relationships, which means that every Congolese
who is aiming towards a certain ideal must make a serious effort to become more closely acquainted with
any European with whom he is in contact. This European would be both his friend and mentor or his
“sponsor”. This kind of contact is better than group contacts on café terraces or occasional propaganda
meetings.
In human relationships, whether among the Africans themselves or among Europeans, it is always up to
those in a lower position to make a greater effort in order to become better acquainted with those in a higher
position, and if the man in the lower position behaves properly and wins the liking of those in a higher
position, he will quickly be accepted by the latter and absorbed into their company.
The same applies to us. From their point of view, the Europeans have virtually nothing to gain from our
company. It is not up to them to leave their homes and come to see us in our homes in order to make friends
with us. We are the people who are primarily interested and it is up to us to stretch out the hand of
friendship. The Europeans are not going to receive us because of speeches or recriminations but because of
our behaviour, our conduct and our propriety. Only these three words will open for us the door of friendship with
the Whites.
The Congolese elite also have an important role to play in the education of their people, their less advanced
fellow Africans. It is only by the scrupulous fulfilment of this lofty social mission that we shall be able to serve
our people. Let us not be egotistical; what we have received from the European as a result of our personal efforts
we must be willing to pass on in order to help others who have not had the same opportunities as ourselves. This
is a heritage which must be passed on from one individual to another.
Whatever our family, business or other obligations, each one of us must keep constantly in mind the mission he
is called upon to fulfil in the education of his people. It is not a question of perform ing miracles or making
spectacular sacrifices, but of setting a persuasive example by one’s actions, advising and guiding those who need
advice and guidance. Pompous speeches are of no use whatsoever.
Let us, the elite of the country, set to work so that our country does not remain backward. Let us give our
mentors our support; they are greatly in need of our effective collaboration.
*
Many Congolese pay little attention to the education of their children; they take greater care of themselves than
they do of their babies. In a good many families—even those of evolués—the wife has to look after the rearing
and education of the children on her own, whilst the head of the family, forgetful of his duties, has nothing better
to do than to spend all his leisure hours in the cafés and dance halls in the neighbourhood. He comes home for
three purposes: to sleep when it is late and he is sleepy; to eat when he is hungry and to change his clothes when
these are dirty.
For such people the daily time-table is as follows: in the morning, leave for work; at mid-day, return to the
house to eat; at two o’clock, return to work; at four-thirty or five o’clock (office closing time or end of working
day), return from work and go straightaway in search of excitement; at 7.20 p.m., or later, return to the house to
eat and sleep. This is the programme of the fast set who lead the same sort of life from Monday to Saturday, from
the first to the last day of the month, from January to December, always at the expense of their wives and
children.
Apart from the three things which I have just mentioned, there is nothing to keep them at home; their interests
lie elsewhere. Once or twice a week they stay out all night.
Conduct of this kind inevitably has its effect on the character and psychology of the children who will suffer
almost irreparable damage. The poor mother who ought to be able to rely on her husband as her mentor has to
make the best she can of the humble resources at her disposal; for education, she will pass on to her children the
rudimentary ideas of tribal education which were taught to her by her parents. The education of these unhappy
children who have had the misfortune to be born into an indifferent home often suffers. The sound instruction given
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to them at school is ruined by their own parents, and the father is most to blame. It is, indeed, a pity that parents
should themselves ruin the education of their dear children.
Children are not like mushrooms which grow at random. Education in the home is the most valuable and
lasting form of education which any man can have. The school can do no more than supplement and improve it.
If it is to have a firm foundation the education imparted by the mother must start when the children are aged
between three and six, and continue throughout their school life.
The foregoing applies only to parents who fail in their duty and not to those many conscientious parents who
do everything in their power to provide a better future for their children. The work of the school will only be
effective if it is backed up by the efforts of the parents, efforis which must always follow the same lines as those
of the school. When once a bridge has been formed between family and school there will be harmony and purpose
in the education of Congolese children.
I appeal to the good will of all parents, and especially to all members of the elite who must set an example in
order to encourage others. All our efforts must be directed towards this one end: to trans form our children from
little savages or beings on the same level as ourselves, into culturally developed children who will be the future
leaders of the Congolese people.
*
It is common knowledge that the education of Congolese women has been neglected and is still neglected in
certain schools which obstinately refuse to improve the syllabus for girls’ education, and especially in rural schools.
The responsibility for the backward state of Congolese women falls on teachers, parents and husbands. On the
teachers, because they have neglected the education of girls—specially at the start; this is the cause of the
regrettable disparity which is found in the homes of the evolués, a disparity in education, habit and outlook. This
disparity, which creates a gulf tween husband and wife, is one of the main sources of disagreement in the
home, a disagreement which often leads to separation or divorce.
In saying that girls' education has been neglected, I refer to the fact that the syllabus of girls’ schools was
considerably inferior to that of boys’ schools in the same grade and that French was not taught in these girls’ schools
possibly because it was considered that a Black woman had no need of this civilised language. Here I am leaving out
of account the improvements which have only just been made by the widening of the syllabus in certain girls’ schools.
Moreover, the inadequate education of our wives goes far to explain the obstacles which often stand in the way of the
education of our children. When an evolué husband wishes to educate his children in accordance with the standards of
Western civilisation, his wife, whose mind is completely in the grip of ancestral customs, will set her face against the
idea and undo all that her husband has done. When the husband says white, the wife says black. I have come across
some really dramatic cases of husband and wife coming into conflict over the type of education given to their
children.
I have noticed that almost all Congolese wives—even those who have been educated by the Reverend Sisters
—have an unshakeable faith in native fetishes. Even in Christian families you will almost invariably find small
boys wearing greegreb—protective amulets to which their mothers attach supernatural power. In the teeth of the
opposition of their evolué husbands, some wives will insist on their children wearing these good-luck charms
which preserve babies against evil.
There are, of course, exceptions, but this is the mentality of the majority of Congolese women.
In their search for a woman who is somewhere near their ideal, or rather level, some Congolese have been
divorced two, three or four times. Some of them are philanderers, but there are others for whom life with a
particular woman has become impossible and was an obvious handicap to the advancement of the husband and
the education of the children.
The inadequate education of African women has considerably retarded the cultural development of the Congo.
We cannot lay claim to any kind of civilisation as long as our wives remain in this state of stagnation.
When you civilise a man, you only civilise an individual; but when you civilise a woman, you civilise a whole
people.
Teachers have recognised these facts, and there are signs of an improvement thanks to the mixed system of
education adopted by the State schools and the widening of the syllabus in girls’ schools. Boys and girls are thus
placed on an equal footing and will be able to receive the same level of primary and post-primary education. This
is an excellent measure which will not only help to raise the status of African women but will also contribute to
the stability of our families.
I am especially proud to note the tremendous progress made by the Reverend Sisters at Leopoldville and
Banza-Mboma in the Lower-Congo in giving girls a sound primary and domestic education. The more gifted girls
speak an impeccable French when they leave these schools.
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I pay a sincere tribute to the directors of these institutions and I give every encouragement to the parents. I
appeal to the future husbands of these girls not to disappoint their hopes of being evolué wives, respected by their
husbands.
*
Responsibility also falls on the parents, who refuse to send their daughters to school, preferring to keep them
at home as material assets to get them a dowry. Here is the argument used by parents in the villages:
“Of what use is it for a girl to go to school if she cannot afterwards work in an office to earn money? We do
not want to send our children to the Sisters because, once they are baptised, they will be compelled to enter into
‘chapel marriages’ (that is, religious marriage); then they will be regarded as ‘slaves’ because, even if they are illtreated by their husbands, they will no longer be able to leave them in order to marry another man. We should be
selling our daughters if we allowed them to go to the Mission in order to enter into that kind of marriage.”
I have often heard these very words spoken when I was a small boy living in the village. It is a fact that many
natives were suspicious—and some still are suspicious—of religious marriage. It is simply a question of the
mentality peculiar to each country.
From the creation of the world until the time of the arrival of the White man in the heart of Africa, the
Congolese did not accept the indissolubility of marriage. The native people considered marriage not as a life
contract, but as a simple, revocable agreement which can be broken by mutual consent, at the wish of the parents
of one of the partners or of one of the partners themselves when life together no longer runs smoothly.
Moreover, according to the Congolese conception, the woman—even when she is married—still remains under
the authority of her parents. The intervention of the parents in the life of the household is often harmful: many
marriages have come to grief in the past, and still do so today, owing to the whims of the parents.
This age-old conception of the revocability of the marriage contract—an idea which is firmly held by the great
majority of the Congolese, even those who are Christian—is sufficient to explain the spate of divorce and
separation among partners in religious marriages. Many people contract religious marriages, not from any religious
convictions but often for reasons of expediency. This has frequently been admitted to me quite frankly by both
husbands and wives whom I have questioned on this subject during my investigation.
A man who wishes to have an educated and evolué wife must approach the Reverend Sisters and enter into a
religious marriage. Without this, he will not be able to have the wife he desires. On her side, the fiancée will
demand a religious marriage to avoid being “made fun of” by her companions: this is because such a marriage
provides an opportunity for more elaborate ceremony than traditional or civil marriage. Some girls consider that
marriage outside the church is a humiliating sign that the husband has not sufficient money to meet the cost of all
the ceremonies and that they will be regarded as pamba girls (girls of no standing).
The plain fact is that for many people religious marriage is simply a luxury marriage. Both the girl and the
young man are desperately keen to make a show, and to do this they have to be married in church, the usual place
for the celebration of these luxury marriages.
To achieve their object, the young couple will squander all the modest savings which might have been used for
the purchase of equipment for their home and, in fifty per cent of the cases, they will even run into debt. Both
bride and bridegroom have outfits made in the latest fashion. The big day of their dreams arrives—the day of the
nuptial blessing. Five, ten, fifteen or twenty cars are taken. After the marriage ceremony, the long procession
leaves the church with a great deal of show, following the main roads of the European quarter and the busiest
roads of the African township. The car conveying the happy couple leads the procession, followed immediately by
other cars conveying all the women who took part in the marriage ceremony and who belong to the two families
of the married couple. The bride’s schoolfellows congregate together in one or more of the cars which have been
specially placed at their disposal.
One might imagine that it was a royal wedding, accompanied as it is by a degree of luxury which would be
beyond the reach of many Europeans in comfortable circumstances. The cars roll along at twenty or twenty-five
miles an hour, the occupants waving headscarfs from both sides all along the route until the home of the married
couple is reached. This is to attract the attention of passers-by and announce the happy occasion.
No sooner have they left the priest’s house than the occupants of the cars start up tuneful songs; sometimes
there is an orchestra; the sound can be heard five hundred or a thousand yards away; it brings every passer-by to a
stop and even rouses the birds which are peacefully sleeping in their nests.
As soon as they set foot on the ground, the bridal pair are welcomed to their home by cheers and enthusiastic
cries from the relatives who have been eagerly awaiting the arrival of the procession. The marriage feast, to which
an impressive number of friends and relations are usually invited, begins in the afternoon, almost always in a large
bar specially fitted up and decorated for the event. The beer flows in rivers. The music intoxicates the music
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lovers, over-excited dancers struggle for floor space, and then there is the “atmosphere”, as everybody calls it;
gaiety, charm, the whole room given up to rejoicing.
The bridal pair change their clothes three or four times in the ourse of the same evening in order to display to
all present the extent of their wardrobe. In some households these ostentatious ceremonies are followed by a long
period of hard living because the improvident husband has to work a long time before he is in a position to repay
the debts which he has imprudently incurred in his youthful folly in order to have a princely wedding instead of
marrying simply and modestly but with the same dignity.
*
And what happens later on in a good number of these marriages? We have only to look round and the same
situation is seen all over the Congo. After the honeymoon, the husband becomes enamoured by some fly-by-night
and makes a mockery of the marriage ceremony in which barely a few weeks, a few months or a few years ago he
made a formal promise of fidelity, and abandons his deceived victim to go off in search of excitement.
If, after a few years, the wife has not given him any children, he will put her away without more ado, either at
the instigation of his parents or at his own sweet will. He will apply to the District Court to seek the dissolution of
the traditional marriage which always follows the religious marriage (The religious marriage is, of course, still in
force but, for the Congolese, once the wife’s name has been struck out in his identity book, the two marriages—
both religious and traditional—automatically lapse.) If he does not obtain a divorce from the traditional marriage
quickly, he will simply live in concubinage with his second wife.
If the couple stay together for a long time or for the whole of their lives, this will not be because they have
made a religious marriage but because they get on together (and this can also occur with non-Christians), or
because the husband is in Government service and fears that there may be trouble and he may lose his job if his
conduct is not above reproach.
Hundreds of Congolese religious marriages are continually being dissolved on the arbitrary decision of the
husbands or the parents, who do not appreciate the seriousness of their conduct or the very bad example which
they are setting.
The foregoing is based on countless observations and surveys carried out among young married couples in
order to find out what they think of religious marriage and why they so frequently separate; it is intended to show
that the indissolubility of marriage has no meaning for the majority of the Congolese.
*
This state of affairs confirms the apprehensions of the wise old men of the village; it was for fear of seeing
their daughters unable to separate from their husbands if they proved unsuited that many parents, who were still
strongly attached to tribal customs, prevented their daughters from attending Mission schools because they were
convinced that every daughter educated in these schools would end by making a religious marriage. The second
reason was that these non-evolué and somewhat mercenary parents saw no need for their daughters to be educated
instead of being married quickly in order to bring in a dowry. The third and final reason was to keep their
daughters away from the influence of the Whites; they argued on these lines:
“Once our daughters have been educated by the Whites, they will no longer be willing to plough the earth and
to go out and work in the fields, work to which they will not have been accustomed. They will no longer respect
us”—this is explained by the fact that a girl who has had a European education will no longer accept without
question certain tribal ways of living which her parents wish to impose on her)—“they will become lazy and no
one in the village will want to marry them.”
These are the three reasons which I heard the old people of the village invoke throughout my childhood.
A considerable change in mentality has now taken place. In country districts and in towns parents no longer
maintain the same attitude as before with regard to the education of their daughters; in fact the latter, not wishing
to be known as basendji, themselves express a wish to go to school in order to become evolué wives and to marry
evolués. Every girl has this desire, but unfortunately, in some cases, this noble desire is thwarted by the parents.
In the towns, almost all children, both girls and boys, attend school.
*
The present generation must pay more attention to the education of girls so that they may become good
mothers and true educators, who will make their husbands and their children happy—evolué wives who will be
able to carry out their duties and, in so doing, be true mentors for their husbands. This is the task to which every
parent is called. It must not always be left to the Europeans to educate our daughters; we must take the lead. We
must all have the pride and the ambition to make our daughters the “modern” women needed by the Congo of
tomorrow.
*
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Finally, responsibility for the backwardness of women falls on husbands, some of whom will do nothing to
educate their wives. A large number of Congolese husbands care little for the education of their wives, whom
they regard—and this symbolises the ancestral ideas which are still strongly held by many Africans—not as their
companions and their closest friends, but as servants whose function in the home is only to bear children, to
enrich the clan, to prepare meals for the army of lazy parasites who are continually sponging on the household,
to keep house for the master and to do all the work of the household whilst the husband lives like a little king,
watching his servant toil.
This is particularly the case with the evolués. Leisure hours are often devoted to other people, to friends, to
idle strolls, instead of being devoted to the life partner and to other more profitable activities. When the servant
has prepared the tchop\fn{A word of Oriental extraction introduced by the Portuguese to describe food; it is used both as a noun and
as a verb: to chop, meaning to eat } she lays the table and the selfish husband eats alone (in the European manner),
whilst his life partner (excuse me, his servant) retires to eat in the kitchen—sometimes with the children—eating,
with her hand, from the saucepan which has been used in the preparation of the meal.
When the boss wants to have water on the table, instead of going to get it himself—even when it is within
reach of his hand or only three yards away from the dining table—he barks to his wife “ Marie, mai!” (Marie,
water!) even when Marie, completely worn out by exhausting work (going to the market which may be several
miles away, looking after the children single-handed, doing the washing up, sweeping the house and yard, in fact
everything which falls to the lot of the African wife in her hard married life) is in the kitchen resting and having
her meal. She must leave her tchop at the mercy of the hens in order to go and serve her master, and sometimes,
as soon as she returns to the kitchen, she has to chase off the parasites who have taken her place or run after the
dog which has gone off with her piece of meat. She will have to leave her food once or twice in order to wait on
her master who is sitting at the table like a statue and refuses to move, thus showing the despotic authority which
he has inherited from his forebears.
This is how many Congolese behave.
Such is the hard life led by many Black women in their homes. Obviously, it is part of their tradition, but does
not this tradition belong to the past? Ought we not to abandon this tradition, which reduces our wives to a form
of disguised slavery?
Who will deny that this situation prevails amongst a large number of us? Examine your conscience to make
sure that you are not guilty before condemning me for making this criticism. It is not exactly a criticism since it is
a natural state of affairs, gladly accepted by the wife. But is not this custom of treating our wives as servants
completely out-of-date for evo!ué men?
How can our wives improve their cultural status in the conditions to which we subject them? It is easy for us to
reproach the teachers for not having taught our wives to speak French, and so forth and so on, but what have we
done ourselves to improve the lot of our women? Some of us are so critical that we forget our own faults. Can we
honestly claim to be evolués when we leave our wives and children to eat on the ground like savages whilst we
ourselves eat at table? Is not this a strange contradiction? Let us admit quite sincerely that, in the circumstances,
our culture is merely a veneer.
And what can one say of the other type of husband, who leaves his own home every evening and only comes
back late at night after he has been thrown out of the café at closing time? And when their wives ask for an
explanation for these frequent and lengthy absences from home, the despotic husbands reply rudely, instead of
soothing their wives’ hurt feelings. Many wives who have had the misfortune to fall into the hands of these
night-bird husbands are like sentries: they have to wait up for the master and open the door for him.
If the wife grows angry at this treatment and refuses to open the door, she can expect to receive a hail of blows
as punishment. Such is the sad life led by many wives, a life of anguish, disappointment and care, their minds
turning endlessly in search of consolation. What a sad existence, to be neither loved, respected nor helped by their
husbands. A husband may neglect his wife every evening, possibly to stay out all night, but if she gives way to
despair and does what she ought not to do or goes for a walk to visit friends, the husband will tear out her hair. For
him she is a statue with neither heart nor rights, who must guard the house without respite just as if she were a watch
dog.
There are other wives who are very progressive but unfortunately do not apply the ideas and skills which they
learnt at school, for the sole reason that their husbands give them no encouragement or show hardly any interest. This
applies particularly to the art of cooking (variety of dishes), embroidery, dressmaking, knitting, etc. They often lack
the money to buy materials for this or that little domestic accomplishment; their husbands have an adequate
income but spend it on beer and other extravagances.
Other husbands devote all their attention to buying luxury clothing, radio sets and spirits, rather than to
improving their diet and giving their wives sufficient housekeeping money. For them, civilisation starts at the top
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instead of at the bottom. Many of them will buy cars and radio sets while still living in a hovel. Would it not be
more appropriate to start by acquiring a rather more suitable home to give the family decent accommoda tion?
Women married to this type of husband may have been to school but they lead the same sort of life as our old
mothers did; instead of advancing, they remain tied down in such conditions of slavery that it is difficult for them
to make any progress. With typical illogicality these same husbands who had the good fortune to marry educated
girls, criticise the teachers, saying:
“Our wives are not civilised, they do not speak French.”
There are, of course, some wives about whom nothing can be done. Any efforts made by the husband are
doomed to failure. But it is quite certain that some wives would not be what they are today if they had been
sincerely helped and guided by their husbands.
*
The husbands are most to blame for unfaithfulness in the home. It is they who very often begin to show a bad
example to their wives. The wives often retaliate only after a long period of patient suffering followed by despair.
There are extenuating circumstances for the unfaithfulness of some wives: the husband constantly spends the
night away from home or keeps another woman (at the expense of his wife); he fails to support her and keeps her
short of money for clothing; he fails to show her affection; and all the other things which affect the morale of any
human being. A wife who lives in harmony with her husband (in good psychological conditions) generally
behaves irreproachably.
Other husbands seem to be so wrapped up in themselves that they tend to neglect their wife and children. They
are always dressed up to the nines: they have a varied selection of suits and shoes—in fact everything necessary
for their daily “adornment”, whilst their wife and children go barefoot and ill-clothed.
Is it logical to live in luxury oneself and to leave one’s family in an inferior position like servants? This
contrast can be observed even in some families which are outwardly cultured; does it really give proof of cultural
development on the part of the fathers?
All this applies only to those husbands who neglect their family and social duties, and not to those others who
discharge their duties most conscientiously. To the latter, I extend my sincere congratula tions for their
commendable efforts. My remarks are addressed not to them but to those who, after reading these lines, examine
their consciences and admit the error of their ways.
*
Having apportioned the responsibility, let us now consider each of the parties responsible: teachers, parents
and husbands; and particularly parents and husbands since the teachers ask nothing better than to be able to hasten
the cultural development of Congolese women and to remedy the present defects in accordance with my wishes. It
now only remains for me to express the hope that every evolué husband and every father will make an effort to
bring about the cultural development of the women of the Congo.
We must have more respect for our wives than for ourselves, our friends, and our uncles and aunts. This does
not in any way detract from the affection which we have for our relations. Our wives share our misfortunes, our
anxieties and our bad times. It is they who bear the main burden of looking after us when we are ill or in
difficulties. Our wives are human beings with the same rights as ourselves to human dignity. More than any other
material gift or rich velvets, they need our respect, our affection, our moral support, our constant presence at
home, our whole-hearted assistance. Material gifts have no value in the eyes of our wives if these other conditions
which make for harmony in the home are lacking. If they are to be appreciated by our wives, these gifts must be a
symbol of true love in the highest sense of the word.
Our wives suffer whenever they see that we are neglecting them. We do not always realise the extent of their
distress. We ourselves must look after our wives. If we do not respect them, no one else will do so, not even
members of our family. Whenever we are away from home, let us think of this bosom friend to whom we are
called by the mysterious voice of inward love in our heart. Let us be considerate towards our own wives and
towards all other women.
In bars and public places, in the streets, let us always show deference to our wives without any distinction
based on their physical beauty. We must inculcate the same sentiments in our sons; this should be part of their
education. As far as is possible, let us go out in the company of our wives as the Europeans do. In going out with
them, we shall draw them into discussions and conversations which we have with our friends. We shall explain to
them the normal customs of society so that they will not feel too much out of their depth, especially with regard to
courtesy in the street and in public places. In short: good behaviour. We shall show them how to receive visitors in
the-house, and we shall invite them to join in the conversation. By such practical instruction, which requires no
special effort on our part other than the willingness to give it, we shall succeed in overcoming their shyness and so
gradually complete their social education.
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Before marrying, let us think very seriously and, once we have made our choice, let us give up everything else
for the companion whom we have freely chosen. Of course, she has, and always will have, faults which will often
annoy us, but there is no such thing as the ideal wife, except in our imagination. The important thing is to choose
a wife who comes nearest to our ideal. We ourselves have the same minor faults which we shall find in her. In any
union between a man and a woman, just as in ordinary friendship, one must know how to be tolerant and to be as
forgiving as one possibly can.
Let us be teachers as well as husbands. It is for us to complete our wives’ domestic, family and social education.
Let us teach them to run the home of which they are the lawful mistresses, especially in regard to household
management, giving them a sense of order, cleanliness and the rudiments of child-rearing; then, as they acquire
more competence, let us leave the full control of the house to them.
In gradually giving them these responsibilities, we shall create in them a feeling of the dignity of their
responsibilities, and an awareness of the important role which they have to play in the home. If we demand that
our employers shall give us responsibilities and grant us the rights which are essential for human dignity, why
should we not give our wives their responsibilities and especially their natural rights, since the running of the
home is the wife’s responsibility. Surely it is both tyrannous and selfish to reduce our wives to the role of mere
servants who only have to obey orders?
Some of us—and I have had ample evidence of this—ago through a religious marriage ceremony for reasons
of ostentation rather than from sincere conviction. Are not these marriages merely marriages of convenience and a
cynical mockery of religion? What a scandalous example we set by such unprincipled conduct. Either one gets
married and wears the Cross to show one’s love for Christ or one does not. Why should a man ruin the life of an
innocent girl and wantonly abandon her for another when this girl, who may be an orphan, must needs rely on him
for protection. Does not this show a complete lack of human feeling?
Why should a man ruin his own life by going through a religious marriage ceremony when in his heart of
hearts he has quite different ideas and is unwilling to accept the principle of the indissolubility of marriage?
Husbands will never be saints: they will always fall and rise again. A couple can always have recourse to
legal separation and divorce (in the case of civil and traditional marriages) for really serious and convincing
causes. That is quite normal.
But what we are discussing are these frivolous marriages, separations and divorces, which are not justified by
any specially serious circumstances. When, after careful consideration, we have made a decision, we must show
ourselves capable of standing by it. Whether it be a traditional, religious or civil marriage, the wife is not like a
shirt which one can change at will: marriage is “a life contract” which cannot be broken except for valid reasons.
Let us, as far as possible, give up the practices of our forebears: we belong to a different generation.
I also appeal to wives—and particularly to those who are still at school—to listen to what I am saying and to
break away from the harmful influence of their uncles and aunts. Once married, they are no longer dependent on
their relatives but come under the authority of their husbands. They should do everything possible to avoid bad
company, which is often the cause of tension and discord in the home. They must also give up the stupid habit of
constantly wanting to leave home in order to spend long and lazy holidays with their own families: their place is
in their home.
I also rely on the good will of White women, not only the nuns and welfare workers, but also married women.
I pay tribute to the devotion of all those who voluntarily give their time to the service of African women.
This joint erfort of teachers, parents and husbands, directed towards a single goal, will do much to ensure the
cultural development of Congolese women.
158d.54 1. Une dispute entre sourds 2. Lâche-moi, un jour je te sauverai! 3. Ils faisaient semblant d’être morts. 4.
Si le lion gronde comme cela, il a faim! 5. Il vit un homme approcher et lui lança une flèche. 6. Quand l’eau
bouillira, tu la verseras sur le garçon! 7. Nous sommes des gene civilisés, nous devons vivre en collaboration! 8.
Il jeta l’huile bouillante sur la tête du léopard. 9. Toi léopard, tu es un sot!: Nine Folktales\fn{by Kiladi Masiala
(1928- )} Tahampere Village, Bandundu Province, Congo/Kinshasa (M) 8
1
Il y avait un homme sourd qui était berger. Un jour, ses brébis avaient disparu et il souffrait beaucoup pour les
chercher. Il partit dans un autre village, puis dans la brousse et rencontra aussi une femme qui était sourde.
L’homme sourd lui demanda:
“Femme, femme n’avez-vous pas vu un troupeau de brébis ici?” La femme sourde crut que l’homme lui
demandait où cest-ce qu’elle avait commencé à cultiver le champ, et elle répondit:
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“J’ai commencé à cultiver mon champ là-bas, montez là et descendez là-bas.”
L’homme qui était aussi sourd, crut que la femme lui montrait ses brébis. Il partit et trouva ses brébis. Revenu
à l’endroit où se trouvait la femme, il donna à la femme une de ses brébis qui avait la jambe cassé. La femme crut
que, l’homme lui reprochait d’avoir cassé la jambe de sa brébis. La femme se fâcha et dit:
“Tions! Comment! tu me dis que c’est moi qui ai cassé la jambe de ta brébis?” L’homme expliqua:
“Je te fais un cadeau parce que c’est toi qui m’as montré l’endroit où se trouvaient mes brébis.”
La femme refusa encore elle ne voulait pas cette brébis, “Je n’ai pas vu ces brébis ici dans mon champ; et tu
me dis, ‘Quo c’est moi qui ai cassé la jambe de ta brébis.’”
Ils commencèrent à discuter là en brousse, puis vinrent trouver le chef; ce chef était aussi un grand sourd. Il
n’entendit pas. Il leur demanda:
“De quoi s’agit-il?”
L’homme commença à se défendre, après la femme intervint à son tour. Le chef dit:
“Partes et regagner votre maison; ne discutez pas. Toi l’homme si la femme te demande à manger, donne le lui.
Vivez comme auparavant!”
La femme crut que la chef lui donnait raison. Elle dit à l’homme:
“Tu as entendu ce qu’a dit le chef. C’est moi qui ai raison. Et toi tu avais tort! Tu mentais inutilement.”
“Ah! Cette femme, tu ne comprends rien! C’est moi qui ai raison, puisque c’est moi qui t’ai donné la brébis et
tu n’en voulais pas.”
Tous les trois étaient sourds, il ne comprenait pas ce que disaient les deux personnes. L’homme de même, il ne
comprenait pas ce que disait la femme et le chef. La femme de son côté ne savait pas ce que disait la chef et ce
que disait l’homme.
2
Il y avait un homme, dont le travail était de tendre des pièges dans la forêt. Chaque jour, il partait et il tuait
beaucoup d’animaux dans ses pièges. Un jour, il partit voir ses pièges et il regagna son village sans avoir rien
attrapé. Il n’avait même pas une bête dans les pièges. Et il regagna son village; un autre jour, il attrapa une petite
bête dans un des pièges. L’homme voulut tuer la bête, la bête lui dit:
“Pardon, laisse moi, je te laisserai.” L’homme rêpondit:
“Ah, vous les animaux vous êtes très difficiles, je dois te tuer.” La petite bête dit encore:
“Lâche-moi, je t’aiderai!” L’homme lui dit de répéter sa phrase. La petite bête répéta de nouveau:
“Laisse-moi, je te laisserai.” L’homme demanda encore:
“Tu me sauveras comment?” La bête répondit:
“Au nom de Dieu, je te sauverai.”
L’homme laissa la petite bète et la bête partit. Après, l’homme continua à tendre ses pièges et les rangea en
bonne position. Le matin, il pénétra dans la forêt pour vérifier les pièges, et ne trouva rien. Il rencontra un
léopard; lors de sa recontre avec le léopard, le léopard lui demanda:
“Qui es-tu? Tui es celui qui tend des pièges dans la forêt?” L’homme lui répondit:
“Oui, c’est moi.”
Mais le léopard avait son petit singe et il le déposa sur la route. L’homme le prit et lorsqu’il l’eut pris, le
léopard dit:
“Han, les singes qui sont dans cette forêt, c’est toi qui les mange? Maintenant tu manges le singe et moi,
ensuite je te mangerai.”
L’homme eut peur et commença à crier très fort. Le léopard ajouta: “Que je n’ai pas à te le répéter; tu manges
le singe et je te mangerai après toi, tu m’entends?” Peu après, la petite bête apparut et dit:
“Quoi! Porquoi discutez-vous ici?” L’homme commença à défendre sa cause, la bête dit au léopard:
“C’est à ton tour de me parler.”
Le léopard lui expliqua aussi. La petite bête demanda à l’homme:
“Toi, tu me connais?” L’homme répondit:
“Oui, je te connais! Lâche-moi, un jour je t’aiderai!” Le petit animal dit:
“Tu mangeras le singe, puis tu seras mangé par le léopard, après, moi, je mangerai le léopard!” Le léopard
s’étonna:
“Comment, toi un petit animal, tu es fou! Si j’étais quelqu’un d’ici, j’appellerais votre chef pour te juger.
Comment veux-tu me manger?”
Le léopard fut pris de colère et commença à chasser le petit animal qui s’enfuit devant lui et l’amena au loin.
L’homme qui était libéeé soupira:
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“Oh, ma mère!” et il s’enfuit au village où il raconta son aventure. Les hommes du village lui reprochaient:
“Pourquoi as-tu lâché ce petit animal? Après, tu as eu faim!”
L’homme leur raconta qu’il l’avait pris au piège, mais qu’il n’avait pas tué. Il l’avait lâché pour que le jour où
il sera en difficultés, il puisse l’aider.
3
Il y avait des singes dans une forêt qui s’appelait Ankaar. Los singes y vivaient, ils avaient leur chef qui les
conduisait. Tout ce qu’ils faisaient, était ordonné par le chef. Ils allaient chercher leur nourriture dans la forêt
Ankaar. Un jour, ils rencontrèrent un homme qui s’appelait Kafe-Mayala et qui possédait un champ de bananes
qui étaient bien mûres. Leur chef leur dit de manger tous les régimes de bananes. Les singes commencèrent à
manger ces bananes, chaque singe prit une banane pour la mangere en route; alors leur chef leur demanda:
“Vous autres, vous avez tous des bananes en main, où est la part de votre chef? Porquoi n’avezvous pas pris la
part de votre chef?” Les singes répondirent:
“Hélas, tiens! pour manger, il n’est pas question de chef, vous n’avez pas de bananes, aves-vous ordonné à
quelqu’un de chercher ces bananes? Vous êtes très vaniteux chef!”
Chaque singe avait une banane pour manger en route, mais le chef n’avait rien. Quand ils furent partis, le
propriétaire du champ arriva et fut très mécontent, il se demanda:
“Qui a mangé mes bananes?”
Il commença à prendre des feuilles et les déposa sur un trou. Il cueillit des bananes et en laissa quelques unes.
Quand les singes revinrent, ils virent que les bananes laissées par le père Kafe étaient bien mûros, ils grimpèrent
pour les manger. Ils mangèrent à leur aise et furent très contents. Puis, ils jouèrent et les branches se cassèrent.
Les singes tombèrent dans le trou:
“Hoo!”
Quand ils furent dans le trou, le chef souffrit beaucoup pour les faire sortir du trou. Il ne trouva aucun moyen,
il prit un bâton et l’introduisit dans le trou pour les faire sortir l’un après l’autre. Mais le bâton était trop court;
alors leur chef leur parla,
“Maintenant, je vais vous indiquer un seul moyen par lequel vous serez sauvés. Si vous ne le suivez pas, vous
serez perdus!” Les singes y restèrent.
L’homme arriva, mais il ne savait pas que dans ce trou il y avait quelque chose. Il avança près du trou et
chanta:
Oh, oh, oh, mes bananes!
Mes bananes, c’est la grand-mère qui me les a
données; qui les mange maintenant?
Les bananes éh, les bananes éh!
Mon champ, mes bananes sont là!

Il arriva près du trou; les singes étaient dans le trou, bien endormis comme le leur avait demandé leur chef.
L’homme se dit:
“Ah! j’ai de la chance; j’ai trouvé beaucoup de singes dans la trappe, oh! aujourd’hui, je mangerai bien,
vraiment. Une partie de singes, je les vendrai au village.”
Tous les singes faisaient semblant d’être morts. L’homme crut qu’ils étaient bien pris, qu’ils étaient déjà morts.
“Je ne peux pas les tuer de nouveau avec la machette, je dois entrer dans le trou et les sortir l’un après l’autre,”
décida-t-il.
Il entra dans le trou et commença à faire sortir les singes, l’un après l’autre. Le père Kafe acheva de les sortir,
et sortit du trou; en sortant, il ne vit aucun singe. Tous étaient rétournés dans la forêt. Il n’attrapa pas un! L’homme
fut bien découragé et il se frappa les mains:
“Fou, je suis sot,
la machette était dans mes bras;
qu’est ce qui m’a retenu de les frapper
avec la machette?

Et je les faisais sortir comme cela, et ils n’étaient qu’endormis, ils étaient encore en vie! Ile faisaient semblant
d’être morts! O la la! Vraiment j’avais tellement d’espoir, c’est fini. Oh la la! Je suis sot vraiment!”
L’homme rentra au village, bien découragé, et il raconta cette nouvelle à son épouse. Sa femme regretta:
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“Oh la la! Ces singes, je les aurais mis dans la marmite et tu les as laissés partir? Tu viens de rentrer au village,
après les avoir laissés partir! Aujourd’hui, tu mangeras du luku (pâte de manioc) sans viande!”
4
Un jour, l’oncle Mbuluku eut faim. Alor4s, il partit en forêt chercher à mangere. Un homme aussi, qui avait
son fusil, partit à la chasse dans cette forêt pour chercher à manger. Ils y circulèrent, chacun suivit sa piste. Le
grand léopard eut très faim; le lion aussi eut très faim et il chercha des os à casser. L’homme à son tour, eut faim et
ne réussit plus à marcher. L’oncle lion commença à gronder très fort dans la forêt:
“Rou, rou, rou!” L’homme eut pour et dit:
“Celui-la, c’est le lion; que vais-jo faire?”
Il grimpa sur un arbre. Quand il grimpait, le léopard se trouvait là aussi, et il eut peur a son tour. Il dit:
“Si le lion gronde comme cela, c’est qu’il a faim et s’il me trouve ici, je mourrai!”
Le grand léopard grimpa sur le même arbre que l’homme. L’homme était en haut et le léopard on-dessous,
l’oncle lion se reposa sous cet arbre et dormit. Lorsque l’oncle lion grondait, le léopard griffait les pieds de
l’homme et disait:
“Attention, ne parle pas et restons tranquilles, voilà le lion qui a causé notre fuite en haut de l’arbre. Mais si tu
parles, nous serons tués aujourd’hui.” Et le grand lion gronda encore. Le léopard griffa l’homme et dit:
“Le voici par terre, attention, reste tranquille!”
Les deux pieds de l’homme avaient été mangés par le léopard. Toutes les chairs étaient arrachées. Le léopard
continua à manger l’homme et l’homme ne dit rien. Mais il il souffrait et l’oncle lion grondait toujours par terre.
L’homme prit son fusil, le chargea et tua le léopard. Le léopard tomba par terre sur le corps de l’oncle lion. Le lion
prit la fuite à son tour croyant que le coup de fusil était pour lui mais les cartouches ne l’avaient pas touché. Il
s’enfuit, le léopard tomba par terre là où se trouvait l’oncle lion. L’homme descendit de l’arbre, prit le léopard, le
déposa sur ses épaules et l’amena au village.
5
Il y avait un homme qui était un grand sourd, ses oreilles étaient bien détruites, il n’entendait pas et ne parlait
pas bien. Il ne pouvait pas prononcer une paraole. Un jour, il partit à la chasse avec les autres. Ils commencèrent à
chasser ceux qui commendaient et dirigeaient les chiens, entrèrent dans la forêt et commencèrent à commandeer
et à diriger les chiens. Ils chassèrent longtemps. Bientôt un animal se dirigea vers l’endroit où se tenait le sourd. Il
visa l’animal et lui lança sa flèche:
“Pou!”
La bête mourut. Alors il chercha le moyen de l’annoncer aux gens, mais sa voix ne sortit pas. Il frappa des
mains, frappa, frappa et frappa sans parler. Un homme qui se trouvait près de lui s’approcha de la bête enfonça de
nouveau sa flèche dans l’animal “Pou!”. Or l’animal était déjà mort. Cet homme parla et cria a haute voix:
“Eh bien! La flèche de mon pre est là; aujourd’hui la tête est pour mon père! Il est mort, il est mort.” Tous les
gens accoururent et dirent:
“Eh bien, il est mort, il est mort.”
Ils se groupèrent au même endroit. Ils commencèrent à dépecer l’animal, ils demandèrent:
“Qui a tué l’animal, que nous lui donnions sa tête?” Le sourd leva le bras en l’air sans dire un mot; les gens lui
demandèrent:
“Pourquoi, si c’est toi qui avais tué l’animal, no l’as-tu pas annoncé aux gens: ‘J’ai tue l’animal’?” Un autre
homme sortit et dit:
“Il ment, c’est moi qui ai tué la bête, n’avez-vous pas entendu lorsque j’ai crie?” Les gens acquiescèrent et
dirent:
“Oui, oui l’animal n’a pas été tué par le sourd, mais c’est sûr l’animal a été tué par cet homme qui a crié.”
Ils prirent la tête de l’animal et donnèrent à cet homme. Cet homme prit la tête et d’autres choses encore. Un
autre jour, les mêmes personnes partirent à la chasse, le sourd lui-aussi partit, et dit:
“Je pars aussi on me donnera un peu de viande.”
Il les suivit, et alla les trouver. Ils étaient en pleine chasse, ils chassaient longtemps et bientôt un animal
s’avança là où se trouvait le sourd. Le sourd tua l’animal avec sa flèche:
“Pou!”
L’animal tomba par terre et mourut. Quand l’animal fut mort, cet homme qui restait toujours près du sourd vint
de nouveau, prit la flèche et fit semblant de tuer l’animal et il cria:
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“Il est mort, il est mort! La flèche de mon père est là.”
Alors les gens sortirent de la forêt et commencèrent à dépecer l’animal. Ils le dépecèrent, puis ils prirent la tête
et la donnèrent au même homme. Le sourd ne trouvait pas le moyen de parler, il regardait tranquillement sans
bouger.
Le troisième jour, ils repartirent à la chasse, le sourd lui aussi ne manqua pas d’y aller et dit:
“Moi aussi n’importe comment, je dois partir.”
Ils partirent ensemble, puis le sourd se plaça sur la ligne d’attaque comme d’habitude. Et à la sortie de
l’animal, il visa:
“Pou!” L’animal mourut. Le même homme qui confisquait les têtes comme d’habitude, lorequ’il vit le sourd en
train de tuer l’animal, dit:
“Ah, c’est l’arc de mon père, c’est bien moi qui l’aurai.”
Les gens disaient que la même personne vint de tuer la bête. Ils se regroupèrent et commencèrent à dépecer
l’animal, et ils prirent la tête et la donnèrent à cet homme. Mais le sourd qui avait tué l’animal ne reçut rien. Le
quatrième jour, ils retournèrent encore à la chasse. Le sourd ne se décourageait pas, et il partit avec eux. Cet
homme qui était égoïste, fut très content de voir le sourd sur la route de la chasse et il dit:
“Je dois partir parce que le sourd est du nombre.”
Ils arrivèrent là où ils devaient s’organiser. Le sourd se demanda intérieurement:
“Pourquoi chaque jour, quand je tue l’animal, la tête de cet animal est prise par une autre personne? Or c’est
moi qui tue l’animal, porquoi, me trompe-t-on comme ça? Ce n’est rien, on va voir.”
Et ils traversèrent la rivière, le sourd vit un homme qui approchait dans la forêt, il prit son arc, visa la flèche
directement dans le corps de cet personne. L’homme mourut. Le sourd frappa des mains, il tapa, tapa, tapa
jusqu’à ce que l’égoïste l’entende. Celui-ci se dit:
“Si le sourd tape des mains, c’est qu’il vient de tuer un animal.” Cet homme cria:
“Ah l’arc de mon père; ma flèche est sur l’animal.”
Les gens sortirent, de la forêt pensant que l’animal était mort. Ils regardèrent.
“Ce n’est pas un animal, c’est un homme.” On constata:
“C’est fini, l’homme est mort.” Puis ils demandèrent:
“Qui a tué cet homme?” L’homme égoïste répondit:
“Ce n’est pas moi qui l’ai tué, c’est le sourd qui l’a tué.” Le sourd leva le bras en l’air.
“Pourquoi, chaque fois, quand nous venons à la chasse eut quand je tue un animal, la tête est prise par un
autre? Et moi le tueur, je reviens bredouille, pourquoi? Je n’ai rien dit, est-ce que vous avez entendu mes cris?
Aujourd’hui, ce n’est pas moi qui ai tué cet homme.” Les gens acceptèrent et dirent:
“Oui, oui, cet homme a été tué par toi l’égoïste et non par le sourd.”
Alors cet homme fut déclaré coupable de la mort de cette personne et fut arrêté.
6
Il y avait trois enfants qui s’appelaient le malin, le sot, et le galeux.
Ils partirent chercher du travail. La nuit tomba, ils arrivèrent au village du’un homme qui s’appelait
Mbom’ande, “Mangeur d’hommes”. Ils dormirent chez Mbom’ande. Celui-ci avait trois enfants aussi. Il prit une
couverture rouge et la donna à ses file. Puis il prit la bleue et la donna aux autres enfants. Mbom’ande se leva la
nuit et prit son couteau pour manger les hommes, il voulait tuer les trois garçons. Le garçon malin cria:
“Oh, papa Mbom’ande, qu’est-ce que tu fais avec les enfants de maman. Tu les tues?” Mbom’ande répondit:
“Non, je suis venu voir si vous étes endormis.” Le garçon malin dit à ses frères:
“Vous dormez, mais nous avons des problèmes ici, pas moyan de rester. Mbom’ande veut nous manger, que
pouvons-nous faire?”
Ils prirent les trois fils de Mbom’ande, les déposèrent sur leur lit. Et ils dormirent à la place des fils de
Mom’ande. Ils échangèrent aussi la couverture des fils de Mbom’ande, et donnèrent la leur aux fils de
Mbom’ande. Plus tard, Mbom’ande revint, prit sa machette et commença à couper les têtes de ses enfants. Il
croyait qu’il s’agissait des enfants étrangers. Or ceux qu’il tuait, étaient ses propres enfants. Tous les trois
moururent. Ensuite les trois garçons venant de l’étranger, sortirent doucement et partirent.
Mbom’ande arriva le matin, il trouva ses enfants morts; mais les autres étaient partis. Mbom’ande souffrit
beaucoup, et les suivit pendant longtemps mais ne les trouva plus. Les enfants étaient déjà partis. Ces garçons
arrivèrent chez un blanc qui proposa:
“L’enfant sot, je le paierai trente Makuta, l’enfant galeux trente Makuta, et l’enfant malin aura quarante
Makuta.” Les frères s’étonnèrent:
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“Tiens! Pourquoi cela? Nous tous, nous sommes venus ensemble, pourquoi le frère malin aura-t-il quarante
Makuta?” Ils racontèrent au blanc:
“Mbom’ande a des belles couvertures, si tu les as, tu seras très riche.”
“Qui va aller les chercher?” demanda le blanc.
“Envoie l’enfant malin.”
Proposèrent les deux autres enfants. Le blanc envoya le garçon malin; il partit et vola les deux couveretures.
Mais, le perroquet de Papa Mbom’ande était sur un arbre et il cria:
“Regarde les couvertures de tes enfants avec un voleur.”
Papa Mbom’ande commença à poursuivre le garçon et l’enfant plongea dans l’eau “Toooo!” Il sortit sur l’autre
rive de la rivière. Mbom’ande chercha un moyen pour suivre l’enfant mais il n’y avait pas moyen. Il resta là sur la
rive, et frappa soulement des mains “fu, fu, fu”. Le garçon malin partit et emporta les couvertures chez le blanc.
“Oh la”, dit le blanc: “L’enfant malin est très intelligent.”
Le blanc lui ajouta vingt Makuta sur son salaire et le total falsait à soixante Makuta. Quelques jours plus tard,
les garçons dirent encore au blanc,
“L’homme dout nous parlons s’appelle Mbom’ande, il a des perroquets; si vous aviez ses perroquets, vous
serez très riches.”
“Qui partira les chercher?” demanda-il. Les deux garçons répondirent:
“C’est l’enfant malin qui ira parce qu’il est très malin.”
L’enfant malin partit aussi et arriva chez le mangeur d’hommes. Il regarda l’arbre, puis il grimpa et prit les
perroquets et leur lia les pattes avec des ficelles. Les perroquets chantaient:
“Mbom’ande nous voilà transportés, nous voilà transportés.”
Mbom’ande arriva vite avec sa femme et ses enfants, ils arrêtèrent l’enfant malin. Ils lièrent ses deux jambes
avec des lianes et ses bras aussi, et ils jetèrent l’enfant dans la maison.
“Mous te tuerons et nous te mangerons avec des pains de manioc,” dit la famille de Mbom’ande. “Nous
inviterons aussi d’autres gens pour faire la fête.” Mbom’ande avertit ses camarades:
“Nous allons faire une fête dans ma maison, vous viendrez.” Il dit à sa femme,
“Mets de l’eau sur le feu, quand l’eau bouillira, tu la verseras sur le garçon attrapé. Lorsqu’il sera mort, tu le
préparas bien pour mes camarades. Quand ils seront là, nous mangerons l’enfant.”
Le garçon malin était endormi par terre, il était attaché avec des lianes. La femme de Mbom’ande arriva avec
de l’eau bouillante, qu’elle devait jeter sur l’enfant malin, mais l’enfant malin avait mis des lianes près de la porte,
au moment où la femme arriva avec de l’eau bouillante, elle se prit le pied dans la liane. La femme tomba et l’eau
se renversa. La femme fut brûlée et mourut. L’enfant enleva ses lianes et prit la fuite.
7
Un jour, il y avait un cancrelat et un crapaud. Le crapaud pensait beaucoup et se dit:
“J’aimerai bien être comme un homme pour l’habillement, pour la nourriture, toutes les choses que l’homme
possede, je voudrais les avoir.” Le crapaud réfléchit et après, il dit:
“Non, je dois devenir comme un homme.” Le surlendemain, au lever du soleil, le crapaud était bien découragé
par ses pensées et se dit:
“Maintenant, je deviens un homme d’une autre manière.” Il regarda et vit le cancrelat, il s’adressa à lui:
“Ami, vraiment, tu as été créé par Dieu avec beauté. Ton corps est très lisse, pourquoi Dieu t’a fait ainsi? Mais
moi, tu me vois ici, je suis dans les difficultés. Ami pardon, si tu m’aimes, prête-moi deux cent Makuta. Samedi,
tu viendras chez moi pour chercher ton argent.”
Son ami cancrelat prit aussitôt l’argent et le lui donna.
“Ami, merci beaucoup,” dit le carpaud. Le crapaud alla trouver le coq.
“Ami coq. Bonjour!” dit la crapaud. Le coq répondit:
“Bonjour ami.”
“Pardon coq, prêta-moi de l’argent. Samedi à huit heures, tu viendras à ma raison chercher ton argent.” Le coq
consentit:
“Ami, ce n’est rien, prends les deux cent Makuta, mais je viendrai les chercher samedi.”
“Mereci ami, merci ami, merci ami,” dit le crapaud.
Il partit et mit l’argent ensemble. Après il recontra le renard;
“Bonjour ami renard!” dit le crapaud.
“Oui, bonjour ami crapaud,” répondit le renard.
162

“Prête-moi de l’argent, deux cent Makuta, mes enfants et ma femme meurent de maladie, mais je manque
d’argent pour leur acheter des remèdes. Tu auras ton argent samedi.”
“Ami, d’accord, prends l’argent, mais samedi, je ne manquerai pas de venir chez toi pour chercher mon
argent,” dit le renard.
Le crapaud partit trouver le python.
“Bonjour, ami python.”
“Oui bonjour crapaud,” répondit le python.’
“Pardon ami, si tu as de l’argent là dans ta peche prete-moi deux cent Makuta,” supplia le crapaud. “J’en ai
besoin. Mais samedi tu viendras chercher ton argent.”
Le python prit l’argent et le donna au crapaud. Le crapaud arriva à la grande route, il vit un homme qui fumait
une cigarette.
“Celui-ci vraiment a beaucoup d’argent dans sa maison,” pensa le crapaud. Il demanda, “Pardon l’homme
donna-moi deux cent Makuta, ton argent te sera rendu chez moi à la maison, samedi.” L’homme lui donna de
l’argent et dit:
“Je viendrai samedi chez toi.”
“Oui,” réplica le crapaud. Alors le crapaud estima qu’il avait beaucoup d’argent et il dit:
“Je rentre chez moi à la maison.”
Il acneta des habits pour ses enfants et sa femme. Le crapaud devint un grand riche, il raconta à sa femme:
“Madame, achète-moi de la bonne nourriture et prépare là, je dois manger comme un homme.”
Sa femme prépara de la bonne nourriture et la déposa sur la table. Le crapaud mangea bien. Le samedi arriva.
Son ami cancrelat arriva à la maison:
“Koko, ko!” Le crapaud demanda:
“Qui es-tu?”
“C’est moi ton ami cancrelat,” répondit le cancrelat. Le crapaud dit:
“Oh, pardon, entre ami cancrelat! Pourquoi restes-tu dehors? Nous sommes devenus des gens bien civilisés et
nous devons vivre en collaboration. Viens t’asseoir sur la chaise et commençons à manger un peu de nourriture.”
Le cancrelat entra dans la maison et ils commencèrent à mangere, ils mangèrent pendant longtemps; puis ils
entendirent à la porte: “Ko ko, ko!” Le crapud demanda:
“Qui est la?” Repondit:
“C’est moi, ton ami coq.” La cancrelat s’éffraya:
“Qui est-ce?” Le crapaud lui repondit:
“C’est le coq.” Le cancrelat se glissa sous la table, le coq entra et le crapaud dit:
“Ami, pourquoi restes-tu debout? Je sais bien que tu es venu réclamer ton argent.”
“Assieds-toi sur la chaise où était le cancrelat,” le coq demanda au crapaud acquiesça: “Oui.” Et il ajouta:
“Le cancrelat était ici tout à l’heure”
Le coq jeta un coup d’œil sous la table trouva le cancrelat et le mangea.
“Ami crapaud, donne-moi mon argent, je dois rentrer”, insista le coq.
Ils entendirent a la porte: “Ko, ko, ko!”
“Qui es-tu?” demanda la crapaud.
“C’est moi, ton ami renard.”
“Oh là!” cria le coq, “le renard me mangera,” et il alla se cacher sous la table.
“Renard, entre et pourquoi restes-tu debout? Viens t’asseoir sur la chaise où était le coq,” dit le crapaud. Le
renard se demanda:
“Qui était là? La coq? Et où est-il?” Le crapaud répondit:
“Il était ici, il est parti.” Le renard regarda sous la table, trouva le coq et le mangea, puis il dit:
“Ami crapaud, donne-moi mon argent.”
Mais à ce moment, ils entendirent à la porte: “Ko, ko, ko!” Le crapaud demanda:
“Qui estu?” Le python repondit:
“C’est moi.” Le renaard cria:
“Malheur, je serai mangé par le python!”
Il courut se cacher sous la table. Le crapud dit:
“Python entre et assieds-toi sur la chaise que le renard vient de quitter.” Le python demanda:
“Qui était là? La renard? Où est-il?” Le crapud repondit:
“Il était ici; regarde sous la table.”
Le python commença à circuler sous la table, trouva le renard et le mangea. L’homme était en route pour venir
chercher son argent et ils entendirent a la porte:
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“Ko, ko, ko!”
“Qui est là?” demanda la crapaud.
“C’est moi,” répondit l’homme. Le crapaud demanda de nouveau:
“Qu’y a-t-il?” L’homme répondit:
“Je suis venu chercher mon argent.”
“Oh! Malheur!” cria le python, “je serai tué par l’homme.”
Il commenca à circuler sous la table. Le crapaud invita l’homme d’entrer et l’homme y entra. Il demanda au
crapaud:
“Avec qaui étiez-vous?”
“J’étais avec le python qui était à la recherche de son argent,” répondit le crapaud. Le homme songea et dit:
“C’est une bonne viande à manger avec du pain de manioc!” L’homme chercha dans la maison, trouva le
python sous la table et le tua, puis, il le mit dans un panier et dit au crapaud:
“Ami crapaud, je ne veux plus mon argent, j’ai eu de la chance de trouver le python, c’est une bonne viande
que je mangerai aujourd’hui.”
L’homme partit et le crapaud resta avec sa femme en joie et en paix, rient de toutes ces bêtes.
8
Il y avait un homme qui vivait avec sa femme ensemble. Une nuit ils se battirent. La femme se fâcha, prit son
fils, l’attacha sur son dos et s’en alla chez elle. L’homme pensa:
“Tiens! Comment? Ma femme est partie comme ça!”
Il la suivit sur la route et aperçut l’oncle léopard, qui sortait de la forêt, les mains sur la tête. Cet homme crut
que c’était sa femme et pas un autre. Il faisait nuit. Le léopard ne comprit pas l’homme qui l’injuria:
“Imbcile, sot, d’où viens-tu?” Il lui donna des coups de poings:
“Bah!”
Le léopard s’enfuit dans la forêt. L’homme se dit:
“Tiens! Celui que j’ai frappé, c’tait le léopard?”
Lui aussi prit la fuite, il courut jusqu’au village et entra dans sa maison. Le léopard se demanda:
“Comment ai-je pu fuir? Qui est celui qui me frappait?”
Il repartit pour chercher cet homme et le trouva chez lui. Le léopard poussa la porte mais celle-ci était très
dure, il secoua toutes les fenêtres mais elles étaient fortement fermées. Il commença à creuser pour entrer dans la
maison. Cet homme savait bien que le léopard était en train de creuser un trou pour entrer il fit du feu, prit une
marmite, la remplit d’huile et la fit chauffer et l’homme sa tint près de cette huile bouillante, quand le léopard eut
fini de creuser, au moment où il voulut entrer dans la maison, l’homme prit l’huile et la jeta sur la tête du léopard
qui mourut.
9
Il y avait Mbuluku et le léopard qui étaient de grands amis. Un jour, ils partirent chercher à manger. Mbuluku
prit du maïs et le mit sur le feu, il le fit bouillir et commença à manger. Le léopard dit:
“Ami Mbuluku, qu’est ce que tu manges?” Il lui répondit:
“Ami, j’avais faim, j’ai pris cela, je l’ai fait bouillir et c’est cela que je mange.”
Il en donna au lopard et celui-ci mangea aussi. Le léopard dit:
“Oui! Quelles sont ces choses qui ont si bon goût? Elles sont vraiment excellentes, qu’est-ce c’est?” Mbuluku
dit:
“As-tu vu ma mère?”
“Non,” répondit le léopard. Mbuluku dit:
“Ce sont les dents de ma mère, j’avais faim, alors j’ai pris un morceau de fer et j’ai frappé ma mère à la
bouche, toutes ses dents ont été cassées.” Le léopard dit:
“Oh là, ami, c’est cela? Les dents ont un si bon goût? Comment les as-tu bouillies?” Mbuluku lui expliqua:
“J’ai mis du sel, c’est pourquoi, elles sont si bonnes.” Le léopard decida:
“Je dois aussi enlever les dents de ma mère comme Mbuluku a enlevé celles de sa mère, je les mangerai.” Le
léopard vit sa mère qui passait, il prit un morceau de fer et frappa sa mère, celle-ci dit:
“Ah papa! Mes dents, mes dents qui sont dans la bouche pourquoi les enlever?”
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La mère mourut et le léopard prit toutes les dents de sa mère et les fit bouillir pendant une longue durée sur le
feu. Il pensa que les dents étaient devenues bonnes à manger; il les toucha mais elles étaient très dures, pas moyen
de les manger.
“Tiens! Pourquoi cela??” se demanda le léoparad. Il interrogea Mbuluku:
“Comment est-ce que tu avais fait bouillir les dents de ta mères?” Il répondit:
“Ce sont les dents de ta mère que tu fais bouillir?”
“Oui,” répondit le léoparad.
Mbuluku lui dit de remettre la marmite sur le feu. Il prit du maïs, le jeta dans la marmite, enleva les dents et
ajouta de sel. Quand le maïs fut cuit, Mbuluku dit:
“Ami, essaie d’abord de manger cela!” Il essaya et dit:
“Hou, c’est bon!”
La mère du léopard était morte et il n’y avait plus personne pour lui donner à manger. Mais celle de Mbuluku
était là et il mangeait chaque jour. Le léopard était là et il mangeait chaque jour. Le léopard était affamé. Un jour,
il se demanda:
“Pour-quoi chaque jour, le ventre de Mbuluku est bien gonflé? Où est-ce qu’il mange?”
Il partit chez Mbuluku et vit sa mère. Il commença à pleurer et dit:
“Oh! Il m’a trompé pour que je tue ma mère! Je lui ai enlevé toutes ses dente de la bouche.”
Il demanda à Mbuluku l’explication de tout cela. Mbuluku constata seulement:
“Toi léopard, tu es sot, tu n’as pas d’intelligence.”
101.39 1. The Tortoise And His Flute 2. The Chief’s Granddaughter And Her Suitors 3. The Chief’s Daughter And
The Hawkj 4. The Chief Who Did Not Love His Children 5. The Brother And Sister Who Escaped From The
Ogre 6. The Children And The Two Paths 7. The Girl Who Ate Her Mother’s Eggplant 8. The Supernatural
Paramour Tempted And Destroyed: Eight Folktales\fn{told by Mpanga Iyende (c.1930?- )} Bonga-Iteli, Equatoria
Province, Congo/Kinshasa (M) 14
1
Once Ulu\fn{Tortoise.} and Lolema\fn{Bat.} went into the garden of Tortoise’s in-laws. It was a very large garden, and the two of them were going to work there.\fn{ Normally, males among the Nkundo do no gardening work beyond the
clearing of the trees and brush from the garden plot prior to its cultivation .} Bat was Tortoise’s friend at that time. They arrived
in the very early morning. They sharpened their knives and hoes and worked and worked. But Bat worked and
worked and worked especially hard. However, Tortoise soon went into the shade and stayed there resting but not
working, 0 mpampa.\fn{An ideophone expressing “Nothing” or “Not at all,” and common both in conversation and in tale-telling .}
Bat said,
“Mo! The two of us have come to work in the garden. It’s the garden of your wife’s family. I am working, so
why don’t you work also?”
“You are right. My work is in the house. Let’s return to the house in the village and I will work.”
They returned to the village and went into the house. They built up the fire in the house. The house burned
easily and quickly. Bat went up and perched on the rafters. Tortoise found a broken pot that was full of water. He
crawled into it and hid there.
The flames became bigger and bigger. Bat began to fly about, calling Tortoise and hunting him. It was not long
until the roof fell in, and he was under it and was killed.
As soon as things had cooled down, Tortoise came out of hiding. He found four bones that had been a part of
Bat. He cleaned the marrow out by blowing, fwe-fwe-few, and then found that they made excellent flutes.
“Hwa!!” He was very pleased. “This is my very own flute. I’ll go everywhere with it.”
So he started out visiting with his flute.\fn{ In the singing that follows, ~ indicates the solo voice of the informant, - indicates
the chorus, and = indicates the informant and the chorus singing together .}
Here I have the bone of Bat.
Only Tortoise can blow on it,
I, myself, the tortoise.
Hwa-hwa-hwa!

Then Botomba\fn{Forest Rat.} heard him.
“That is very nice. I want to blow on the bone also.”
165

“Very good. Wait a minute.” Tortoise went off a way. He had made some glue which he put in the bone.
“Here is the bone. Blow on it.”
Well, Forest Rat could not make any noise with it. He said,
“Friend, what have you done?” Tortoise said,
“Wait a minute.” And he put it in his pocket and took out a different one.
~When me and Bat went
-Yes?
=We went into the fire.
Bat was burned in the fire.
Yes, me and Bat went,
And Bat was burned in the fire,
The way he was flying around,
Charred in the fire, charred in the fire.

Nsombe\fn{Wild Pig.} came along and heard the song.
“Friend, give it me for a little bit.”
Tortoise said, “Chief,” and gave him the bone with the glue in it.
He took it and tried to play.
When me and Bat went
Yes?
We went into the fire.
Bat was burned in the fire.
Yes, me and Bat went,
And Bat was burned in the fire,
The way he was flying around,
Charred in the fire, charred in the fire.

He returned it and took care of it and made a trade. Wild Pig said,
“Friend, it doesn’t play well for me. Tortoise, why do you do this to me?”
When me and Bat went
Yes?
We went into the fire.
Bat was burned in the fire.
Yes, me and Bat went,
And Bat was burned in the fire,
The way he was flying around,
Charred in the fire, charred in the fire.

“Mo! The one you gave me, it just won’t sing.”
“Chief, return it. I want to ask you.”
When me and Bat went
Yes?
We went into the fire.
Bat was burned in the fire.
Yes, me and Bat went,
And Bat was burned in the fire.
The way he was flying around,
Charred in the fire, charred in the fire.

He arrived at the water. Nkonde\fn{Crocodile.} heard the flute. He came and he said,
“Mo! Tortoise! What do you have that makes such a noise?”
“Wait a minute.” Then he said, “Take it.”
When me and Bat went
Yes?
We went into the fire.
Bat was burned in the fire.
Yes, me and Bat went,
And Bat was burned in the fire,
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The way he was flying around,
Charred in the fire, charred in the fire.

Crocodile said, “You haven’t really blown it. Let me try.” But Tortoise played again.
When me and Bat went
Yes?
We went into the fire.
Bat was burned in the fire.
Yes, me and Bat went,
And Bat was burned in the fire,
The way he was flying around,
Charred in the fire, charred in the fire.

Crocodile said, “But what makes the noise? I want to try it.”
He handed Crocodile the flute that wouldn’t blow. Crocodile tried, but the flute wouldn’t blow. Then Tortoise
blew his flute.
When me and Bat went
Yes?
We went into the fire.
Bat was burned in the fire.
Yes, me and Bat went—

Bu-bu! He went with the good flute.\fn{ The singing is interrupted by Crocodile, who at this point lunges up from the water,
seized the good flute in his jaws, and makes off with it.}
Tortoise cried and he cried and he cried and he cried and he cried.
“What am I going to do? It was the very bone of Bat, and he has stolen it. I ask you, how can I get it back? He
was up here, and now he’s down there! He went, and what am I going to do, me with the crocodile?”
Eeke\fn{Egret.} heard Tortoise crying and said,
“Mo! I know where to find Crocodile. If you go get nkaka fish for me, I’ll help you find the crocodile.”
Tortoise agreed. Then Tortoise went to hunt the fish, two baskets full.
~Eeke the bird, the fish are placed. Eeke, the bird.
-The fish are placed.
~Eeke the bird, the fish are placed.
-Eeke the bird, the fish are placed.

The bird heard and came and ate until all the fish in the baskets were finished. Then he took the tortoise to see
the crocodile. The crocodile was on a big rock asleep in the sun.
When me and Bat went
Yes?
We went into the fire.
Bat was burned in the fire.
Yes, me and Bat went,
And Bat was burned in the fire,
The way he was flying around,
Charred in the fire, charred in the fire.

The tortoise arrived there with great joy. But when he saw the crocodile, he found that the bone was crosswise
in his mouth and his teeth were closed over it.
The tortoise cried and cried. The bird came again.
“Try a spear. Get me more fish and I’ll find him again when you are ready.”
Tortoise came with three baskets of fish and sang,
Eeke the bird, the fish are placed. Eeke, the bird.
The fish are placed.
Eeke the bird, the fish are placed.
Eeke the bird, the fish are placed.

Egret heard and came and ate all the fish that were in the three baskets. They went, te-ee-ee, and Crocodile was
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on a big rock asleep in the sun, and there it was in his mouth.
~We tie him up; he is sunning himself.
-He is sunning himself.
~Go! Capture! He is sunning himself. Thus we catch each other; he is sunning himself.
=He is sunning himself.

“A-samba-samba-samba. But it is enough.” He took the spear. U-u-u! He put the spear in him and then he took
the flute from the mouth and then he rejoiced. The people came, wanting the meat. They rejoiced. Tortoise said,
“I don’t want the meat. I have my flute. I don’t need anything else.
He took the flute and went home singing.
When me and Bat went
Yes?
We went into the fire.
Bat was burned in the fire.
Yes, me and Bat went,
And Bat was burned in the fire,
The way he was flying around,
Charred in the fire, charred in the fire.

Well, if you know someone who calls, “Thief, thief!” it is like the tortoise and the crocodile who is dead.
2
Another man had a daughter and then she had a daughter. Then the child there found it hard because man and
man bothered the chief. Then many came to ask for her. Then Iko\n{ Porcupine.} came and stood.\fn{The songs
accompanying this folktale have not been including by the original editors in the text lying before me who say in a note that “the speed
with which the songs were sung, combined with the unfamiliarity of the dialect, made the words exceedingly difficult to decipher.” }

“Tell the child that I am here.”
Then the man went to the child of the chief. While he was in the house, another man was there who was the
guard. The porcupine said,
“I want the child\fn{The word “child,” here and elsewhere, is to be understood as “granddaughter.”} of the
chief.”
“You want her?” He showed disgust.
Then the porcupine went; he returned. She refused him. Te-e-e.
Then, te-e-e, Mboloko\fn{Dwarf Antelope.} came. He was wearing an undershirt, a shirt, and trousers. He came
to get the hand of the wife of the chief: Then Dwarf Antelope came. He asked the guard for information.
“Is the child of the chief there?”
“E-e-e, it’s like that.”
“I’m waiting till you tell her I have come.”
Dwarf Antelope returned.
After he returned, then Nkoi\fn{ Leopard.} came. Leopard came, looking handsome. He came to see what was
going on there. He said,
“The porcupine and the dwarf antelope came to take the child of the chief. Now I’ve also come. Do you hear
me?” He said,
“See that I am the leopard. Tell her that I have come to take the child of the chief.”
“Wait and I’ll ask her.” For the wife he sang his song.
He returned; he left with shame itself because the child of the chief had refused him. Some laughed at him.
“You did bad, and then she refused you.”
Then at that time Njoku\fn{Elephant.} came. He went through the forest carelessly knocking down trees along
the path, and picking leaves from the trees, as a man eats peanuts when he is going to seek a wife because of the
joy in his heart.
Then he reached Pierre.\fn{The use of a French name in addressing a guard is most certainly an original touch on the part of the
informant.} He arrived.
“You hear: what person?”
He said, “I am Elephant.”
“E-e. What do you want?”
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“E-e. I came to ask to take the child of the chief. Do you hear me? Go and ask her.”
“I’ll ask her.”
Elephant left with all shame.
Then another\fn{Simba, the lion, an animal not native to the Nkundo area .} who is like the leopard but is smaller—he
wanted to come to Pierre himself, only Pierre. He came creeping along the. path with his beautiful coat. He
arrived and asked the place of the chief. He slept. In the morning he said,
“I have come. Where is the child of the chief?”
Then he arrived and the guard grabbed him at the door of the house. He asked him to ask for the child of the
chief. She said,
“Bring him in. I want to see him.”
Lion came and she saw him. She said,
“N-n-n. My husband, what do you have? I will have him.”
Then the chief had a feast and gifts. Then Lion took his wife and they went. Those who went, went with
difficulty. As they went, someone said,
“You have the child of the chief. You may not pass here until you contend in a fight. If you win, you may go
with your wife. If I win, you leave your wife.” Then,
“How? Porcupine?”
“Until we fight, the child of the chief may not pass.”
They took the things for the fight.
“If we must fight before we pass, I don’t refuse.”
A long time, a long time, they met and came and came and fought.
They fought, and Lion won. He went with his wife.
Then they arrived, they at the place of Nsombe\fn{ Wild Pig.} He said,
“You may not pass here until we fight. If you win, you may take your wife. If I win, the wife stays here.”
He said, “Come on.”
They fought. They fought and fought. He won. Lion went with his wife. Then another person said,
“Mo! You pass. You want to pass here with your wife. You can’t pass until you fight with me. If you win, she
goes with you, and if I win, she will stay here.”
Then they fought. Then they fought and fought. The trees fell. They struggled, nye. The leaves flew … They
rolled over in all the paths. They fought, and Lion won.
Then Ulu\fn{Tortoise.} came from there seeking an opportunity. He said,
“You and I, both of us, asked for the child of the chief. Now I and you we will try. If you come up from the
dirt, you take the wife, but if I come up from the dirt I take the wife.” Then,
“I don’t refuse. Come.”
They fought. They fought and fought and fought and fought and fought. They stopped. He said,
“You haven’t won, and I want to take the wife and then I want to go.”
“When you came from the trip with your wife, you yourself …”
“I want to go.”
“Until you overthrow me, you cannot go with your wife.”
“I have no word. We’ll fight.”
Then they fought again at that place. They fought and fought and fought, and Tortoise won. Tortoise said,
“Your wife stays here as my wife, but you may go on. You go on, but leave your wife here.” The wife said,
“Mo! I think that since I didn’t choose Tortoise, if I can’t go with my husband I’m going home.”
Then the wife returned to the place of her father. Lion went, and Tortoise remained in his home.
When you hear a rumor, friend, leave it. I am there.
Lion had a good wife at home. Tortoise ruined his chances with the child of the child. Do you hear?
3
A certain chief had a daughter who couldn’t do any work, nye. Her work was eating and bathing.
He got up and was going on a long journey, he and his wife. They went from their village. The one he left, he
said,
“Mama, now I am going on a trip. This girl must not do any work at all, nye. Her work is only to eat and to
bathe.” Then he left, te-e-e. He stayed there months.
The mother went into the forest to work in her garden. While she was there, she felt very, very tired.
“Mo! I am weakened and tired from working in the garden. Go get me some water that I may live.” She said,
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“You know that Father said I couldn’t work like that.” She said,
“Go bring some water.”
She took off an iron necklace, iron bracelets, and iron anklets.\fn{ Marks of favor usually reserved by a husband for the
favorite wife, not for a daughter, and in most cases hammered on and not easily removed .} She took a yuka\fn{The basket used for
carrying the heavy water jug.} and she took a jug, and she went to the swamp.
While she was at the swamp getting water, Nkombe (Hawk) grabbed her in his claws and carried her high into
a tree and put her in his nest. While she was there, every bird came and left droppings on her body until she was
covered with the droppings. Then they scratched her with their claws.
Her father hadn’t come yet. Then people came, and then more came.
“Father is near. He is coming.” Then she heard the noise of a barge. They passed. Then some more came with a
motor. Then they said,
“Your father went and arrived there yesterday. When he came back from his trip, he brought many, many
slaves and things of all kinds. He gave up to the child of elegance all the things that he brought in her behalf.”
Then she understood. Then one said,
“Who is there?” She said,
“I, the child.” Then she saw the big boat, a very long boat. He\fn{ The chief, the father of the girl in the nest.} said,
“Every slave is to go up in the tree until he reaches the nest.”
One slave climbed and climbed and climbed, but he didn’t get there. They cut his throat. A-i-i!
Another slave came and climbed and climbed, ti-i-I, but he didn’t get there. They cut his throat. They all
climbed and tried and tried. Another slave tried and tried and tried and tried and tried. He arrived where the child
was. He took her and he came down with her. Then they went home.
All the wealth which he had brought, his riches, she heard about. They washed her in water. Then she felt of all
the things which he had brought from the journey.
Then when a person loses his freedom, he cannot free himself; he must merit his freedom.
When the mother did badness to the child of her child, she did not only to the child but to other people.
4
A large chief had many wives and many children also. Well, then, he didn’t like to see small children inside,
nye. Each child when he passed, he would strike their ears and shout at them in anger and tell them to go home.
One day real trouble came to the chief, for he was very, very sick, a very, very hard sickness. When they saw
that he was in trouble,
“In this way, sickness has arrived, and it will be very hard unless the children bring water and bathe your body.
If it isn’t like that, you will never get well again.”
They called a young girl child to go to the swamp for water. Then, when she arrived there, she saw the
elegantly plumed nkoku birds\fn{Guinea fowl.} that were there.
She didn’t get the water. After a long time, she didn’t return, somebody said,
“Somebody should follow her. We don’t know the problem she found there. The water hasn’t come.”
Then another one followed her. She called out,
“Friend, friend, come with the water. The chief is in great need of it.” She said,
“Friend, when I arrived here to get the water, I found like this:
Come. Shh! The insect hunters crowd and scratch.
Yes, crowds and crowds alight; the insects have come.

Then someone said, “Friend hasn’t yet come, but now follow her, now.”
Come. Shh! The insect hunters crowd and scratch.
Yes, crowds and crowds alight; the insects have come.

Another girl came from there.
“Botamba, Botamba, come! Come here! The chief is in bad condition.” They said,
“Another friend has come. A friend has come here.”
Come. Shh! The insect hunters crowd and scratch.
Yes, crowds and crowds alight; the insects have come.
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Then another one came to the beach there. She said,
“Mo! And the thing is getting difficult. Bring the water.” The others said,
“When we came to get water,
Come. Shh! The insect hunters crowd and scratch.
Yes, crowds and crowds alight; the insects have come.

Then another one came. She said,
“The thing is getting difficult. Bring the water. Why are you staying there? Bring the water! It isn’t coming
back. Hurry. The chief needs water. Hurry! Come!”
“Another one has come. Friend, come and see.”
Come. Shh! The insect hunters crowd and scratch.
Yes, crowds and crowds alight; the insects have come.

Then a follower went to get the children. While all that was going on, the chief died.
He was a chief, and children are children. If they had had a chance in his house—but he had blunted the
children’s understanding before they went to get the water.
According to the rules of our world, we find that some talk like this, but not the way the chief talked in his
manner of doing.
Every person who does evil will find evil afterwards. Every person who does good will afterwards find good.
5
A woman had brothers. One was a girl and six of the children were boys. They were grown, and one day she
went into the forest that she hunt caterpillars for her brothers to eat? She went and went, ki-i-i, and she didn’t
know the path.
Suddenly she was in the place of the ogres. A very large ogre saw her and said,
“I have a wife.” She said,
“I have a husband.”
Then, te-e-e, the people of her village hunted and hunted and hunted, but they did not see her. They hunted and
hunted, nye. Her oldest brother said,
“Mu! We haven’t seen our sister. She must be lost in the swamp. I’m going to follow her.”
He went and followed and followed and followed and followed, and arrived where she was.
She saw it was her brother. She took him behind her house, and saw it was certainly her oldest brother.
“Mu! What are you doing here? This is the house of the ogre. You can’t live if you stay here.” He said,
“If I can’t live, there’s no reason. Nevertheless, I have come that I take you home.”
“My husband and the other ogres have gone into the forest to hunt food. They eat only meat, but they prefer
human flesh. Now that you are here, let’s sit a little bit. But when you come after dark, my husband will be
sleeping on the side of the bed nearest the fire, and I’ll sleep away from the fire. Take your spear, and some spears
have a pointed end. Put it in the fire. Come to my husband and he will yell out, ‘I’ve been speared!’ He’ll hear,
and in the end he will call out, ‘I’ve been speared.’ Do you understand?”
“I understand.”
“Before the sun is fully set and it becomes very dark, you hide in the forest near the house. Do you hear?”
“I hear.”
Then Ogre returned from the forest and came into the house. The ogre noticed the smell.
“Sweo-sweo-sweo.”\fn{The Nkondo equivalent of “Fe, fi, fo, fum,” an expression uttered upon detecting of the odor of human
flesh.}
The woman began to cry. She rolled in the dirt and cried and cried.\fn{ Signs of true mourning in the Nkondo.}
“As long as we’ve lived together as people, you still do not like my odor. Perhaps I ought to leave if you feel
that way.” She kept crying and rolling in the dirt.
A chief of the birds came and came into the house of the ogre and he was singing.\fn{ A song omitted in the text
before me “since it was sung in a dialect unfamiliar to the translators.” } Then the ogre said,
“What are you doing here? Go!” He hit at the bird with a stick and he left.
All the ogres came and brought their meat, and the wife cooked and cooked and cooked, ki-i-i. They ate, and
they went to bed when the sun went down.
As soon as it was quiet, the brother came out and took up his spear with the sharp point that he get the ogre.
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Then he came over by the bed. He took the dull end and put it where his sister was. He put the sharp end into the
ogre.
Then Ogre took his l-o-n-g thumbnail, which was one meter, and reached out from the bed and cut the throat of
the brother and killed him.
“A-i! You didn’t tell me your brother was here, and now he is dead.” The ogre cried and cried. “He was a part
of the family. I didn’t know where he was.”
Then, te-e-e, in the morning all the ogres came to greet the meat. The wife had no way to cry in the open, so
she cried in secret so he wouldn’t see her. Then, ti-i-i, they ate. And so they went again.
After two days the second brother came.
“Your older brother was just here and he was killed, and now you come. For what reason?”
“Wherever you are, it must be finished. I won’t return, nye.”
She cooked for him and gave him food and manioc bread.
“Now, before we sleep, get a spear that’s dull on one end and sharp on the other and put it in the fire. You
know that my husband is very fierce, and he will call out, ‘What’s the matter? What’s the matter?’ But take the
dull end of the spear and put it against me and I’ll call out. Then you put the point of the spear into the ogre. Do
you hear?”
“I hear.”
They came in from hunting, and, “Sniff, sniff, sniff. Sweo-sweo- sweo!”
Then the woman began to cry and cry and roll in the dirt.
“As long as we've lived together as people, you still don’t know my odor. Maybe I should go home.” Then she
stopped rolling.
Then, te-e-e, the little bird arrived.\fn{And then follows the indecipherable song.}
Ogre was angry, and he\fn{The bird.} left.
After the sun had set, they went to bed, and the brother came. He tried and he heated the spear. He poked his
sister with the dull end. She sat up, complaining,\fn{ At this point shouting outside the audience obscures the sister’s speech on
the tape.} Then he thrust the hot, pointed end into Ogre, but missed. Ogre reached out with his meter-long
thumbnail and cut his throat. Then, te-e-e, he had succeeded with two of the brothers.
He killed another. He killed another. He killed another. The last brother, who was a very child, said that he
would go to rescue his sister.
“I can go.”
When he arrived, the sister saw him and she cried and cried, and said,
“All the others are dead. If you are killed, what will I do? I’ll be all alone.” The child brother said to her,
“I won’t eat your food. I’m not hungry. I’ve had food.”
Before he started on his journey, he had collected fierce insects of many kinds, bajwa balolonga. After he
arrived there, he made a house of leaves and put them in it. All of the things were very fierce.
Then, then, te-e-e, the sun went down, and the young boy hid with all his things. He came, ti-i-i, in the quiet of
the night. He cooked the sharp end of his spear, tso-tso, in the fire until it was very hot. He put the dull end of the
spear near his sister and the pointed end near the ogre. Then he woke his sister with the dull end and she sat up,
complaining,\fn{At this point a child’s shouting not far from the storytelling site distorted the content of the girl’s complaint, and the
words were lost.} He thrust the hot, sharp end in the place of the ogre, and it pinned him to the ground. Ogre reached
out and his thumbnail went into the ground, nye. He was dead.
After the ogre was dead, then he collected his insects.
“In the morning the ogres will come to greet me. When you see them coming, tell them that the brother of your
husband came yesterday. They will come and I will release the fierce and poisonous insects to kill them.”
“Eh.”
Then, te-e-e, the ogres came, calling,
“The brother of the ogre is here. Let’s go and see him. He seems to be fierce.” Then,
“Ogres, the husband has fallen.”
He said,\fn{At this point there is a blank space on the tape. When the transcription resumes, the informant is heard crying out in a
low, rough voice, imitating the ogres:}
“They follow us! Things which are fierce!”
He had finished killing all of the ogres, nye.
After he finished killing the ogres, he took his sister, he took the baumba, he took all the things that were there;
he took and took. Then, ti-ti-ti-ti, they left it\fn{The treasure.} near the edge of the swamp.
A small child who was bathing in the swamp saw them. She ran to their mother, shouting,
“Mama, come and see. The brother and sister have already finished coming there.”
172

“The children are not finished at all?”
“No, no. Not at all.”
“There is no palaver—except for God.”
“They have returned in that manner.”
Then they came to see all the things, and then they went into the house and had a great feast.
But if you go into a village of other people, you ask about the work that is there, and then you ask about the
talking about the brother and sister and they’ll tell you about the brother and sister who killed all the ogres.
6
A certain woman was going to hunt fish. When she went to hunt fish, when she had gone, ti-i-i, a way, she
arrived at a division in the path. There in the path, the path was two. One was a very good path, pleasing; the other
path was bad. She went on the bad path. She said to her children, three children,
“When I go for fish, if the child cries, when you are on the path pass on the bad path. Do not pass on the good
path. You understand.” The children said,
“Bonne.”\fn{The local pronunciation of the French word bon.}
“Now I am going.” The mother went to hunt fish.
After she had gone for fish, ti-ti-ti-ti-ti, the child became fretful, became fretful. She cried. The first child said,
“Mu! Illness is there. The child is sick.” She\fn{ An older child; a baby is often left in the care of a sister; indeed, Nkundo
girls express no desire for a doll, since more often than not there is a baby to care for .} said,
“We do not know about that. Mother said that we were to follow her.”
When they were on the path, the child who was the second arrived at that path. She said,
“Mu! This path isn’t good. Mother said we should go on the bad path. How can we pass on the bad path?” The
first said,
“Let us pass on the good path.”
“But Mother said for us to go on the bad path.”
“It would be very difficult. Here is the good path. Let’s go on it.”
“Let’s go.”
Then they went, looking up, looking up.
Suddenly they arrived in the village of the ogres. They found the first ogre. He asked,
“Where are you going?” They said,
“We are going to follow Mother. She went to hunt fish and the youngest cried. We didn’t know.”
“What of us? You may pass, but first let me tell you the problem. Be careful when you arrive at another ogre.
That other ogre, his name is Bokulaka.” Then,
“We don’t know. We follow Mother. Mother went.” Then they went.
Then they arrived at the house of the third, then they arrived at the house of the fourth, then they arrived at the
house of the fifth, then they arrived at the house of the sixth, then they arrived at the house of the seventh, then
they arrived at the house of the eighth. After they arrived at the house of the eighth ogre, of the ninth, the chief at
the tenth. They said … \fn{Untranslated chant or song, here and where dittography is evident.}
“Come close a bit. I can’t hear you, the things you say. Where are you going?” …
“Come here.”
Then when they came nearer, he swallowed them.
The mother left her fishing. When she arrived, nobody was in the house. She hunted them.
“My children! Where are they?”
“They followed you as you said.” She said,
“My children don’t always follow the path of wisdom, nye.”
She met someone on the path and was told, “I saw your children going toward the village of the ogres.” She
arrived at the first house of the ogres’ village. …
Then she passed. She arrived at the house of the second ogre. …
Then she passed. She arrived at the third, the fourth, the fifth, the sixth—she arrived. Then, before she went
there she had her small knife, her sack of salt, and she went with her enema bag.\fn{ The enema bag was a first-aid item,
since much of the medication in this area is administered rectally; the salt would provide a medium of exchange in case payment was
required to redeem the children; and no Nkundo woman would set out on a rescue mission without a knife, or a small machete, concealed,
with the other items, in her ifuta.} She went and arrived in behalf of the seventh house, the eighth house, the ninth

house. …
She arrived at the ogre at the end, who was their chief. …
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“Come nearer. I can’t hear you talk. I can’t hear you.” …
“Come still closer. Come a little nearer.”
She came nearer. …
As she spoke that way, he swallowed her. When he swallowed her there, she found many people who were also
living there. She saw her children.
“What is the thing you have done? 1 told you that if you went on the path, follow me. The good path do not
follow. Why did you go that way? You do not have wisdom. I said, ‘Go on the bad path,’ but suddenly you went
on the good path.”
She had her knife there and she began to bore a hole in the skin of the ogre now. She was succeeding. Ogre
said,
“I feel the knife in the place of the food where I swallowed the person; it is not quiet.” The wife said,
“N-n-n? Perhaps it’s because the woman there has fat.”
Then the mother cut the skin; she cut, she cut, she bored some more. He said,
“My wife, the thing with me is that 1 do not feel well. Give me some hot water to drink.”
His wife gave him some hot water to drink. Ti-i-i, then. That woman cut and continued to cut at the skin. He
said,
“Wife, the sickness has become very bad.”
Then the mother cut all the first skin itself. The ogre was dead. He fell. Then all the people were set free. They
came out of his stomach and thanked the woman for their freedom. Then they went home.
And to you, little children, when your mother tells you don’t do in that way, do not cross over as did the two
children.
7
A woman had planted a special vegetable in her garden in back of her house. It is called nsolo.\fn{Eggplant.}
She wanted to make a trip into the forest with her husband. Before they left, she said to their children,
“We are leaving, and the eggplant is about ready to eat. However, no one at all must pick it or eat it while we
are gone—not even one piece.” Then she went with her husband and left the children at home, then, tee-tee-tee.
In not a long while after they left, the youngest child, a girl, said,
“I feel hunger. I am going to pick and eat some of Mother’s eggplants.” One of the others that,
“No! Don’t do that. Mother said not to touch them.”
“That is of no concern. I feel hunger.”
She went to the garden and picked them. She cooked them and ate them with manioc and oil, tee-ee.
After a month the parents returned from their journey. As soon as they reached the house, the mother put her
basket down and went out back to look at her garden. She quickly saw that some eggplants were gone. She ran
back into the house.
“Who has eaten?”
“Your last child.”
The mother didn’t like this.
“Let’s go to the river and find out. Each person and person\fn{ I.e., one by one.} can go into the river, and the one
who ate it won’t forget.”
So they alll went together to the river. As soon as they arrived at the beach, the first child went into the water.
As she went in, she sang,
~ I did not eat Mother's eggplant.
- Nye.
~ Stop the difficulty with Mama.
- Nye.
~ The water comes up like that.
- Ba-nye,

~ ... \fn{unintelligible; here and in the following choruses, at this point another set of voices has been superimposed over that of the informant.}
- Ba-nye,
~ I need
- Soap.
~ I need
- Soap.

The second child went into the water, singing,
174

I did not eat Mother's eggplant.
Nye.
Stop the difficulty with Mama.
Nye.
The water comes up like that.
Ba-nye.
...
Ba-nye.
I need
Soap.
I need
Soap.

She was raised up, but she didn’t fall.\fn{ A babbling from the audience is audible at this point on the tape .} The third went
into the water, singing,
I did not eat Mother's eggplant.
Nye.
Stop the difficulty with Mama.
Nye.
The water comes up like that.
Ba-nye.
…
Ba-nye.
I need
Soap.
I need
Soap.

The fourth went into the water, singing,
I did not eat Mother’s eggplant.
Nye.
Stop the difficulty with Mama.
Nye.
The water comes up like that. .
Ba-nye.
…
Ba-nye.
I need
Soap.
I need
Soap.

The one who was last went into the water:
I did not eat Mother's eggplant.
Nye.
Stop the difficulty with Mama.
Nye.
The water comes up like that.
Ba-nye.
…
Ba-nye.
I need
Soap.
I need
Soap.

The water came up to her stomach.
I did not eat Mother's eggplant.
Nye.
Stop the difficulty with Mama.
Nye.
The water comes up like that.
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Ba-nye.
…
Ba-nye.
I need
Soap.
I need
Soap.

The water reached her arms.
I did not eat Mother’s eggplant.
Nye.
Stop the difficulty with Mama.
Nye.
The water comes up like that.
Ba-nye.
…
Ba-nye.
I need
Soap.
I need
Soap.

She was submerged.
After a while, the family decided that she was drowned and wouldn’t come out of the river, tee-ee. They
decided to leave her, and they went home.
A fisherman who lived nearby put his traps into the river to catch some fish. One morning he went out to check
the traps. The first one had no weight when he lifted, 0 mpampa—also the second, 0 mpampa, and the third, 0
mpampa. The fourth trap, then, was very heavy. He pulled on it, calling out,
“Why is this so heavy?” He heard his words come back:
“Why is this so heavy?” Then he called,
“Who is there?” The voice again:
“Who is there?”
He began to pull the trap and found the young girl there. He said,
“I have found a little daughter for my wife. We will take her as our own.”
He arrived home and took the girl into his household as his very own. Some people came into his village and
saw the girl.
“What child is this? Isn’t this the girl that the mother rejected because she ate the mother’s eggplant?” Some
others came and also recognized her.
“This is surely the girl whose mother sold her because she ate the eggplant from her mother’s garden.” They
went to the mother of the girl.
“The girl that you rejected because she ate your eggplant we have seen in a fishing village. She has been
accepted there as part of the family.”\fn{ Considerable social pressure would be brought to bear on the natural family of this girl to
accept her back, because to lose a village girl—even as the consequence of an ordeal—and then to have her accepted elsewhere, reflects on
the entire community, which regards every child of the group as its own .}

Her mother and many of the family gathered money together and went to the fishing village. They gave the
money to the fisherman\fn{Since women are an economic asset, and the family could scarcely expect to demand and receive the girl
back without payment.} and took the girl home.
When you hear someone say, “Stop! Stop!” that is sure to be something bad. Don’t do whatever it is. When the
girl disobeyed the orders of her parents, she went into the water.
8
One morning a woman who had a husband took her knife and went into the forest to hunt reeds that she make a
basket. She went a long way, ti-i-i-I, where the reeds were growing, ti-ti-ti-ti. She cut and cut, ki-ki-ki-ki, until she
had enough for her basket; then she went on until she was in the forest itself.
She saw a man there who was shining bright\fn{ Ngesi-ngesi, the Lonkundo term used for the Transfiguration in the
Lonkundo translation of the Received New Testament .} and up in a tree. She felt much fear, and as soon as he came down
out of the tree, she bowed down before him. He said,
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“I have a wife.” She answered,
“I have a husband.”
“Where do you come from, and what are you doing?”
“I am Bekombe. I have come from my village to cut reeds that I make a basket.”
“I hear you. It is well when you come you call me. I will be here up in the tree. When you come again, call
me.” She called his name Eciko and her name along with her mother’s name, Bekombe bia Bondeko. Her name
was Bekombe and she was born of Bondeko. This would identify her before he would come down out of the tree.
~ Eciko, come down,
- You, you, you.
~ Someone has called you,
- You, you, you.
~ That one Bekombe bia Bondeko calls
- You, you, you.

“You understand.”
“Yes. I hear you clearly.”
Bomoto,\fn{Woman.} te-e-e, te-e-e, went home and stayed there for a while, ti-i-i, and she stayed there for a
while, ti-i-i. One morning she took her knife.
“I am going to cut reeds for a basket.” She cooked food, manioc.
Eciko, come down,
You, you, you.
Someone has called you,
You, you, you.
That one Bekombe bia Bondeko calls
You, you, you.
Eciko, come down,
You, you, you.

He came down and ate and ate the food, and they talked and talked and talked. She returned.
Te-e-e, another morning she took food and went into the forest to cut reeds. She arrived there.
Eciko, come down,
You, you, you.
Someone has called you,
You, you, you.
That one Bekombe bia Bondeko calls
You, you, you.

Then he came and they ate the food, ti-i-i. She returned. Her husband said,
“This woman every day says, ‘I have to hunt reeds to make a basket.’ A basket is something that a woman
needs only one at a time. A basket is something that she only needs one of, and she keeps going to get more.”
So he decided to follow her, ti-ti-ti-ti-ti, Bomoto\fn{Wife.} first, him, Bome,\fn{Husband.} afterwards. They
arrived there. She put her basket down and called,
Eciko, come down,
You, you, you.
Someone has called you,
You, you, you.
That one Bekombe bia Bondeko calls
You, you, you.
Someone has seen you,
You, you, you.
… \fn{Distracted by the audience, the informant briefly loses his involvement in the song; this is evident elsewhere at the same point .}
You, you, you.

“Someone is hiding nearby.”
“I don’t see anyone. Where is he?”
Eciko, come down,
You, you, you.
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Someone has called you,
You, you, you.
That one Bekombe bia Bondeko calls
You, you, you.
Someone has seen you,
You, you, you.
…
You, you, you.

“Where is someone? I don’t see anyone.”
She looked place and place.\fn{ I.e., everywhere.} However, from his hiding place her husband could see this
shining person in the tree. He was afraid, and hurried down the path for home.
Then Eciko came down and ate her food. He ate her food. She returned home.
Her husband told a friend of his experience, and what he had seen in the tree.
The friend said, “I’m not afraid. I’ll follow her and find out about this.” The friend said, “I want to see this
shining man. I’m going there.”
When she arrived there, the wife first and the friend after, Bomoto arrived.
Eciko, come down,
You, you, you.
Someone has called you,
You, you, you.
That one Bekombe bia Bondeko calls
You, you, you.
Someone has seen you,
You, you, you.
…
You, you, you.

“Somebody’s there!”
“Where is he?” She hunted place and place. He was on a path that was near, but parallel to the path that she
was on..
The friend saw the man up in the tree and was afraid and ran away. Another friend said,
“Me until I arrive there.”
One morning he sharpened his knife, a-o-siy’a-o-siy’a-o-siy’a, until it was very sharp. This morning he said,
“I am going to follow her until I get there.”
He followed on another path until he got there, and then he hid. The wife called,
Eciko, come down,
You, you, you.
Someone has called you,
You, you, you.
That one Bekombe bia Bondeko calls
You, you, you.
Someone has seen you,
You, you, you.
…
You, you, you.

“I can’t see anybody. I’ve looked place and place, and nobody, nobody.”
“But somebody’s there.”
“Oh, nye. I don’t see anybody.”
Eciko, come down,
You, you, you.
Someone has called you,
You, you, you.
That one Bekombe bia Bondeko calls
You, you, you.
Someone has seen you,
You, you, you.
…
You, you, you.
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“Bonne. I don't want difficulty. If you say that no one is there, I’ll come down.”
Eciko, come down,
You, you, you.
Someone has called you,
You, you, you.
That one Bekombe bia Bondeko calls
You, you, you.
Someone has seen you,
You, you, you.
…
You, you, you.

He came down. When he came down, the friend of her husband shot him with an arrow and then finished
killing him with his knife.
The wife ran away.\fn{For she knows that there will be no place for her now in her community.}
A woman is like Satan. Even though he saw the man, his desire for the woman made him come down, and he
died.
94.59 Oh, Apolline\fn{by Henri Louis Marie-Joseph Lopès (1937- )} Kinshasa, Congo/Kinshasa (M) 10
I can still see myself in Father Flandrin's study.
“My dear Raphael, is there no way to keep you? All I can ask you, my son, is to remain true to the teaching
you have received here. The Church is more than just those who wear the habit. We also need lay people to help
disseminate the faith. I am confident you will spread about your love of Our Savior, the Lord Jesus.”
As I listened to him, I almost changed my mind. I could just picture throwing myself sobbing into his arms.
The theatricality of the act is what most probably stopped me.
That meeting with Father Flandrin reawakened in me the almost physical pleasure I derived from his philosophy courses. He did not preach doctrine, nor provide a weapon, a recipe, for defending our faith in the face of
life’s trials. Rather he helped us to discover the meaning of human existence, and the possibility of logic and love
working in partnership for a world of happiness and brotherhood. Father Flandrin spoke to us of everything,
including Marxism and sex. Nothing was taboo. He would begin each discussion by presenting the most atheistic
viewpoint, arguing in its favor with such unassailable logic that we asked ourselves if he were not really partisan
to this philosophy so diametrically opposed to the Church’s beliefs, to be able to dispose of the latter so easily and
satirically. Then we would attack the atheistic position which he so deftly defended against our arguments as to
make us feel they were half-baked and unsophisticated. When we were defeated and about to concede, ready to
accuse him of being an unbeliever, he would draw on his arsenal of noble and lofty criticisms, and in his elegant
way refute the atheistic philosophy. This done, he would then present a point of view less diametrically opposed
to the one we would finally accept, the one held by the Church. Thus gradually, progressively, he would lead us
towards the Teilhardian\fn{After Pierre Teilhard de Chardin (1881-1955), French Roman Catholic priest .} ideal where scientific
inquiry, progress, and faith harmonize perfectly.
He did not hesitate to employ atheistic or Marxist terminology in order to defend the Christian position. Even
today when I meet my seminary colleagues, no matter which direction their lives have taken, I clearly recognize
the familiar mental cast, fruit of the seed planted by Father Flandrin: rejection of dogmatism, folly, and hatred,
coupled with an unshakable faith in a doctrine far removed from the eclectic. Whether they be Marxists or
missionaries, Father Flandrin’s students share a common brotherhood.
While the priest was discussing my departure, I was overcome with nostalgia for the intellectually challenging
experiences which I had so much enjoyed. It was the honesty he had strengthened in me that reinforced my
decision to leave. But I was also sensing a fear of committing myself to a life in which he would no longer be
available to answer my questions. Because I have forgotten to mention that whenever any doubts formed in our
minds following a lecture or caused by an unexpected situation, we would call on Father Flandrin at his study in
the evening. He would help us to see just how simple the problem actually was and where the obvious solution
lay. He followed us with the reasoning of Columbus with the egg. The answer was self-evident if we just opened
our eyes.
I did not, however, revoke my decision. For better or worse, I no longer subscribed to those beliefs which
originally drove me into the seminary. I had just lived through two years of intense, sometimes painful internal
debate which convinced me I was not cut out for what we called carnal abstinence, and that further, the celibacy
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of priests was as unnatural as certain physical mutilations of our ancient traditional religious rituals.
How could one possibly promise never to share physical love with a woman? Even the most upright and selfpossessed priest—at the end of a good meal accompanied by those fine wines which Europe has taught us to
appreciate, under the ecstatic spell of a sea-blue sky shrieking with color and flooded with sunlight—even the
most morally pure priest could not help but desire the beautiful, well-built young woman who passed by. As for
me, frequent nightly profanations had convinced me I was obsessed with the problem. I even—and why not admit
it—even succumbed occasionally to masturbation.
I knew that upon leaving the seminary I would be facing great challenges. As regards my studies, that is.
Because the new direction I had chosen for my life was the narrow perspective of academic success. During the
vacation which followed my departure from the seminary, I prepared myself not only for the work ahead, which
would require a great deal of reading in a variety of subjects, but also for the self-discipline I would have to
practice until receiving my degree.
From what I saw around me I concluded that the young people were distracted from their studies by two
diversions: sports and women. I already knew that most Congolese students had such a passion for the former it
seemed as if their studies were the relaxation and not the contrary. They were content to attend classes regularly
and memorize whatever nonsense the teacher spouted forth from his rostrum. Only a handful would read
supplementary material, either for greater understanding or to refute the ideas of the professor. Samba Jones, my
roommate on the Quinze-Ans Plateau, complained that our scholarships were too meager to pay for our books.
Yet we were earning twice the wages of a worker in a textile factory. Having been accustomed to no pocket
money at all in the seminary, I felt rich and therefore uneasy. If I remarked to Samba that the sports magazines he
bought and which filled his room, the games he always attended, his sports equipment, and the dues he paid to
support the Djoué Tornados cost him more than the books I bought, he just shrugged. And all my classmates were
the same. They passionately loved soccer and looked on their studies as merely a means to acquire the credentials
necessary to insure a certain standard of living .
As for women, who could avoid them? They charmed, turned childhood friends into enemies, swallowed up
fellowship money—in brief preoccupied the student body in one form or another twenty-four hours a day. I do not
mean just the few ndumba.\fn{Luxury call girl without procurer.} Some students had a wife (others two or three) and
children to support on their limited fellowships. But a certain self-knowledge made me especially uneasy. I am the
sort of person who cannot dedicate himself to more than one thing at a time. I live everything passionately. And if
I were to fall in love with a woman, my studies would suffer. I would no longer take them seriously. Yet it was
important to me to show my colleagues from the seminary that although I had given up the frock I had not
rejected a serious view of life, that my conception of the world did not exclude a certain renunciation. So I
decided to leave women alone and devote myself to my studies. To tell the truth, I did not rule out some brief and
discreet one-time encounters. But for this I knew I would have to avoid the young women of my age and profit
from the fleeting desires of a mature woman, possibly married, and preferably from another region and only
passing through Brazzaville.
From the very beginning of the school year, I attacked my studies with a zeal that frightened Samba. He
studied at the library no more than one hour each week and spent an inordinate amount of time discussing what
seemed to me only idle chatter of a very superficial nature. He called it contact with the masses and formation of a
political consciousness. Samba did have a few books on the shelf above his bed. A volume of Senghor’s\fn{ Léopold Sédar Senghor (1906- ), Senegalese poet and first President of Senegal (1960-1980) .} poetry I believe,. a pocket edition of
St. Exupery,\fn{Antoine Marie Roger de Saint-Exupéry (1900-44), French author and aviator .} and the books How to Interpret
Dreams, Everything You Need to Know About the Stars, and How to Become a Successful Public Speaker. These
surrounded Mao’s “little red book” and two volumes covered in chocolate brown on which were printed in gold
letters the name “Lenin.” I don’t know when he glanced through or read them. It was more a decoration, like the
photo of the Bantou orchestra that hung on the wall.
Because Samba loved music. Whenever he was alone, the record player or radio would blare the currently
popular songs, while Samba, in front of the mirror, would practice the yiki-yiki, rocking nimbly from one leg to
another, moving forwards and backwards like a walking camel. My study habits certainly frightened Samba, and
most probably he would have looked for another room mate if we had not been from the same village. But we
Congolese still believe that family ties and a common dialect are stronger than common interests.
As for me, I had found a work rhythm which made my days seem too short. As soon as classes were over, I
rushed to the library or some other place where I was sure not to be disturbed.
One day, a month after classes had begun, Samba announced that he and some classmates were giving a party
the following Saturday. It would not cost us a cent. The others would supply the drinks and bring the girls. We
would only have to provide the locale and the music.
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My immediate and strong negative reaction startled my friend. He advised me to relax a little or else I would
get prematurely gray. We talked for nearly an hour. What we said is not worth repeating. He did not convince me,
but did force a wedge into my defenses and start me thinking. The following days I constantly reworked our
discussion in my mind. I found myself stopped by such frivolous and trivial arguments as: “One must relax and
have fun. It’s only normal.” The following moment I would regain control and tell myself that a good book is a far
superior way to relax than dancing, and that Africa, by laughing and singing, had let sterner, more austere people
take her by surprise, and subjugate and deport her people. Each evening we spent dancing at Poto-Poto, scholars,
strategists, and the military were studying and training in the south of our continent to increase our enslavement.
What will we do the day they arrive at our borders? Will we be able to disarm them with the charm of our voices
and our songs? Will our music stop them? Will they join us in dancing to the rhythm of a well-played conga? And
I wondered if the few Chinese experts who had just arrived in the country to help us with some economic projects
took us seriously or if, deep inside, they laughed at men who cried Marx louder than the Red Guard but who could
not give up even the most idle of pastimes.
Nonetheless, on Saturday evening I found myself alongside Samba receiving our guests.
I had been caught up in the preparations. In the morning, I had helped Samba borrow chairs from our
neighbors and even from a local bar which also agreed to lend us glasses. I spent the entire afternoon wiring the
record player and the two loud speakers so they would play stereo. Samba also wanted special lighting effects
which varied with the music’s rhythm. It was magical for him. It was fun for me, so I set about trying to create
what he wanted.
No doubt it was the preparations of the party that caught me up. Also, Samba needed my help.
Early in the evening I took on the role of host. I prepared drinks and served them. I took charge of changing
the records and arranging the lighting. When I had a free moment, I sat and watched the couples dancing. Normally I thought dancers looked ridiculous. That Saturday evening, the two glasses of whiskey I had downed helped
me appreciate and follow their movements. In surprise I sometimes caught myself clapping hands and rocking my
head, or swinging my body from side to side in time to the music I was humming. Almost automatically my eyes
fell on a girl I had seen several times at school. While all the other girls at the party were wearing wigs—some
enormous, some curly—her hair was short, cut like a man’s. It added a natural touch to her beauty. She was tall
and thin, but well-built. There was something regal in her beauty. I felt that one could not ask such a girl to
become a lover, only a wife. And it was evident from her way of smiling, from her expression, that she was the
intellectual equal of any of the young men there.
I wanted to ask her to dance but could not gather my courage. I feared my strong desire would betray itself on
my face and, if I asked her to dance, she would see it and make fun of me and my immodest. feelings. Whereas
she, despite the sensuality of her beauty, inspired only pure and decent love. I was sure such beauty was obvious
to other eyes than mine. Since I was trying to find out which of my fellow students was her steady date at the
moment, I hesitated to approach her. Could she possibly be “unattached?” Was she a beauty whose head had not
been turned by her good looks and who thought she had more serious work to do for the moment than just play at
love? Love would come afterwards. Although such girls were rare, there was a growing number of women who
had more ambition than the majority of the young men. If such were the case, I. would wish to meet her in two,
three or four years. But I would be taking a chance, waiting so long and then hopefully arriving at just the right
moment.
Everyone in the room was standing, dancing the jerk with machine-like movements. I marveled at how each
dancer played with the rhythm. James Brown\fn{ James Brown (1928- ), American musician.} belted out that he was
black and proud of it. That he felt great. The dancers’ responses to the music were reminiscent of the interaction
between our traditional musicians and a crowd of villagers. When the music stopped, everyone clapped. Samba
was delighted with the ambiance. His guests no longer danced to impress their partners but purely for their own
pleasure. I think it was then, if I remember correctly, that I put on an Afro-Cuban number, Marinero. As soon as I
heard the first few notes, I recognized the tune as one to which my parents liked to dance when I was a child, a
dance called the G.V. Everyone clapped.
The beautiful girl approached me.
“You’re not dancing, comrade.\fn{From 1970-1992, Congo/Brazzaville was officially known as the People’s Republic of the
Congo.} Come on. Dance with me.”
I did not even stop to think whether or not I knew the steps. I would manage well enough. Better not disappoint her. And so I danced, we danced. Has a Congolese woman ever been your partner for a rumba? If so, you
need no further explanation. If not, imagine her hips rolling like waves, moving to the music, carrying you on and
on.
But you must know that the rumba can really only be danced well when the partners are pressed tightly
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together. And we danced well. We did not say a word while the music was playing. But I think dancers speak with
their bodies.
When the record ended, Jonas quickly put it on again. I blessed him silently and took my partner in my arms
again.
“You’re at the University, aren’t you?” she asked me.
“Yes.”
“But I don’t see you often.”
“I have a lot of work.”
Our conversation stopped there but we both felt we had a great deal more to say to each other. And at the time,
I didn’t know how to speak to girls. I ever-so-slightly raised my hand which was on her back, and touched her
skin just above the neckline. She did not stiffen at the contact. I even had the impression that she pressed imperceptibly closer to me. With my other hand I squeezed her thumb. She returned the gesture by holding my hand
tighter. We finished the dance cheek to cheek.
For the remainder of the evening, as soon as I heard the notes of a song, even before I could tell if it was something I knew, I asked her to dance. Of course, a few times friends beat me to it. I noticed she did not dance quite
so close with the others. But whenever she was with someone else, I fumed with jealousy and forced my face into
a mask which hid my true feelings. Because, after all, maybe she had only pressed my hand from nervousness. If
so, she would be annoyed to see my jealousy. To be legitimately jealous, one has to have been granted certain
rights. And I thought at the time that serious girls preferred to hide their true feelings at first. Therefore, I had to
respect her feminine modesty.
There were also times during the evening when she did not dance. I stayed beside her to talk. Her name was
Apolline and she was in her second year, studying English. She wanted to become an interpreter, if only she could
win a fellowship to study abroad the following year. Then we spoke about some professors and our impressions of
their teaching. We also discussed the poverty of our cultural life in Brazzaville and, without realizing it, passed on
to our views on the theater and Black African writers. Several times I surprised myself by my “sin of self-pride,”
as we called it in the seminary. In order to shine for Apolline, I occasionally defended points of view which I had
only partially understood, citing to support my ideas authors I had not always read. I experienced a drunkenness,
sweeter than any which could have been due to the drinks I had imbibed earlier in the evening. Since my departure from the seminary, this was the first time I had engaged in a discussion at such a level. The rare instances
when I had wanted to exchange opinions with my colleagues, I was shocked by the weakness of their arguments.
Like idlers who not knowing what to do with their hands use them to throw rocks at passers-by, the minds and
tongues of my colleagues were especially dexterous at tearing apart their neighbors.
Such was not the case with Apolline. At one point, when our conversation lapsed for several minutes, she
glanced at my watch.
“It’s getting late. I must be going now.”
“But the party is at its best.”
“Yes, exactly. I prefer to leave with this memory rather than wait until the end when it all peters out and
everyone is exhausted. You know,” she said, “a good time is like a piece of sugar cane. Once you have sucked out
all the juice and chewed out the sugar, it’s not worth keeping in your mouth. You only get the taste of the tough,
coarse fiber and uselessly tire your jaws.”
“May I walk you home?”
She didn’t answer, but I glimpsed in her eyes a passing gleam of pleasure as if she had tasted some good, iced
palm wine. Her silence made me uncomfortable. She closed her eyes and moved only her lips.
“Why not?” She lived close by.
Outside, I was at a loss for words. I really wanted to declare my love for her already but feared she might just
laugh in my face. Should I take her hand, her arm, or hold her around the waist? Our hands were not far apart. I
have already described how we had squeezed them while dancing and how our bodies had been pressed together.
Why was I so paralyzed, why couldn’t I carry out the same movements which had been so natural in public just a
moment earlier?
It was only when I saw we were nearing her street that I decided to put my arm around her and pull her
towards me.
“Apolline, I want to kiss you.” I had seen in films that the first commitment of a woman to a man was a kiss on
the lips. She put her head on my chest and instead of offering me her lips, she pressed herself against me. I heard
her sigh. There, I had done it! I had annoyed her. But by then I had gone so far I could not turn back.
“Do you find me so unattractive?”
She pressed even more strongly against me and sighed again. I understood less and less. I was just about to let
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her go, to give up, when I realized she did not want to let go of me.
“You’re not making fun of me?” she asked with a childlike voice, looking at me straight in the eyes.
I shook my head.
She began to cry.
*
When I returned to the party I wanted to jump about and cry out. I had a girl friend. I was loved.
*
We agreed to meet the following day and I took her out along the road at the northern end of the city, into a
valley which had been developed by an aged mulatto. Surrounding the artificial lake he had created were straw
huts serving local dishes: malangua in liboké, saca-saca, chicken batéké with pili-pili, manioc. Apolline confessed she would like to go out in a boat, but we both agreed we would prefer a more private place. It would have
been exhibitionism there since the huts around the lake were like the grandstand around a stadium.
This time we spoke of different things than on the previous night. We wanted to get to know each other. I
learned some of her secrets. She had been engaged once, to a childhood friend, but had broken it off the year
before.
“He was very handsome.”
They had been together for a while at secondary school. Then he left. One day he returned, back from the
Congo-Kinshasa. Now a diamond merchant, he was rolling in money and drove a Mercedes convertible. At first
he lavished attention on her, but later became nasty.
“What do you mean by nasty?”
“Oh, you know,” she said, shrugging.
I confided in her too. I told her about my childhood. How at a tender age, by entering first the juvenate and
then the seminary, I had cut myself off from contact with the world. I told her of my hopes and fears. Today when
I think back on it, I cannot help smiling. I tried to paint myself as a mysterious romantic, misunderstood by my
family, society and friends. She was the first person who seemed to understand me. There had, of course, been
Father Flandrin. But he was my superior, whom I admired and who renewed hope in the existence of some basic
good in mankind. But there were certain things I had never been able to tell him.
“At times I consider writing about it. I think I have lived through enough personal experiences to make a
novel.”
“Why don’t you write?”
“My studies, exams …”
She took hold of my hands and looked into my eyes.
“But don’t you know, writing is more important than your studies.”
When we arrived back in Brazzaville, we didn’t know where to go. The streets are all deserted on Sunday. For
people who don’t frequent bars or enjoy engaging in useless chatter, there is not much to do. There are, of course,
cinemas with their westerns or American detective films of questionable taste. One can also jump about and get
worked up at the Revolutionary Stadium, rooting for one team or another. But Apolline shared my complete
condemnation of these pastimes. That day, however, we blessed sports. Since Jonas had gone to cheer for the
Djoué Tornados, the house was empty and Apolline could accompany me home without embarrassment.
When we found ourselves alone, my timidity of the previous evening reappeared.
But, oh, how sweet it was! I can still see her under me, eyes closed, cheek against the pillow, breathing heavily.
When I awoke, she looked at me and with a finger, traced my eyebrows, my nose, my lips.
“Sleep,” she whispered.
I closed my eyes and smiled at her.
“You know, my fiance really was handsome.”
I began to wonder about that fiance, who always seemed to come between us. I wanted her to describe him
completely. Although I didn’t wish to imitate him, I hoped that by knowing his qualities I could guess the circumstances in which Apolline would be led to compare us.
She confided that she had loved him so very much that finally she could no longer do without him. They
decided to get married the following year. In the meantime, they lived together. At first it was like a honeymoon.
Then, while she stayed at home studying in the evening, he started going out without her. He never told her
where, nor with whom. Of course, Apolline knew the customs of Congolese men, yet she could not get used to it.
At first she tried to overcome her jealousy. But how could she sleep peacefully when he didn’t return before five
or seven in the morning? If she said anything, he answered rudely that women should mind their own business
and keep their noses out of their husband’s affairs. When her older sister visited her in Brazzaville, Apolline
complained to her in the hope that she would somehow manage to change things. Her sister sighed and said:
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“What do you expect me to do? That’s the way things are. We can’t change them. When I was first married, I
couldn’t stand it either. But as time passed—well—I’ve got used to it. He’s a man, you’re a woman. Each sex has
its own rights. Now when I get the chance to have some fun without my husband finding out, I don’t hesitate. It
consoles me. As for you, what you should think about is his money.”
Apolline tried everything: gentleness, anger, visits to the fetishist. At times her fiance would be faithful for a
whole week. Then he would spend every night for two weeks away from home. Sometimes he would only return
to eat at noon for half an hour, and then go off again. While he was away, she would get anonymous phone calls:
“Is that Apolline?”
“Yes.”
“You’d be better off leaving home. Your beloved Albert is here with me right now. I’ve satisfied him so well
that he’s sleeping just beside me.”
And when she asked Albert about it, he always denied everything. Finally she got fed up and left.
Apolline always compared me to her former fiance. In my opinion so stunning a girl, with such a special
personality and unusual level of awareness, was an exceptional thing in our country. And to think she loved me
made my head spin. Little by little I lost control of myself. But women are strange. Why had she ever loved this
diamond merchant who seemed so vulgar?
I devoted less and less time to my studies and spent more time in Apolline’s arms, in her bed or in mine. When
I reacted and mentioned my work, she mocked me and said that at this rate I would wear myself out. With all I
already knew why did I still have to learn more? I had heard similar remarks before but had never paid any
attention to them, knowing full well that in the near future a new generation would arise, more aware of its
responsibilities and harder working than any of us. Yet it was sufficient for the words to come from her mouth to
awaken in me a feeling of self-satisfaction. Upon leaving the seminary, I had not been certain that what I had
learned there would be any use to me at the university. Apolline assured me I was well-above average. And as it
came from her, I believed it.
Sometimes Apolline teased me.
“Hey, black man, I don’t like the way that girl looked at you!”
“Which girl?”
“Don’t act so innocent! Don’t put on that serious look when you’re really hiding a smirk. You know full well
which girl I mean!”
“No I don’t.”
“Oh, I want to pinch or bite you.” And she bit me. After a moment she calmed down and said:
“Just remember you belong to me. I’ll scratch out the eyes of any girl who dares touch you.”
Of course there was a touch of flirtation in all this. But I had noticed that since I was dating Apolline, other
women, beautiful women, looked enviously at us. Often women don’t desire a man until he is shown off by
another woman.
But I will quickly bore you if I recount all the things that made up our relationship. I don’t know if it’s really
true that happy couples have no story to tell. But I do know their stories irritate those who listen to or read them.
The days flew by because I thought only of making the moments together with Apolline last as long as
possible. She was the one, while pulling out of an embrace, who reminded me that the Christmas vacation was
fast approaching.
“I want you to come with me to Mossaka.\fn{ A city approximately 300 miles inland, up the Congo River from Brazzaville .}
I’m sure my parents will like you. I don’t want us to be separated, not even for two weeks.”
I wondered if she were serious, and finally convinced myself she was accustomed to more spontaneity with her
parents than I was with mine. It must have been the custom of her tribe.
To win his beloved, a man must vanquish his shyness, be brave enough to take her hand and stand completely
naked, as it were, before her, even the first time. He cannot be afraid to meet her parents.
This time, however, I could not control myself. I was afraid to visit people of another tribe who, if one thinks
about it, might have imagined a totally different future for their daughter. And since our numerous dates and all
the little gifts I had given her left me penniless at the end of the month, not only would I be unable to offer her
family the traditional gifts expected by future in-laws, but I would not even have enough money to pay my boat
fare to Mossaka.
The day she left, I accompanied her to the dock. We felt ourselves totally separate from the noisy crowd
around us—people talking and carrying baskets full of manioc and other objects bought in the city. Most of the
travelers were preoccupied with finding a comfortable seat. Several of them, acquaintances of Apolline, interrupted us to talk with her. They were from her region of the country and spoke in their dialect. I was annoyed because
I couldn’t understand what they said. Although I was unsure how I would feel when the boat actually left, I was
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still eager for it to depart. The last few minutes before a separation are always difficult ones.
There was nothing more to add to all I had been telling her since the previous day, yet I could not bring myself
to leave. When the moment to say goodbye finally arrived, she stepped up onto the two boards that served as a
gangplank. Her eyes clouded with tears and she said, smiling:
“Tell me, my big black man, do you think I’ll return?”
And while the boat moved off towards the Mbamou Island, her words continued to ring in my ears.
*
Classes had resumed almost ten days earlier. Apolline had not returned nor had I received the telegram she
promised to send so I could meet her.
I knew the boat made the trip irregularly, only twice a month or so. After class I went to the dock for information. I was told the boat from Mossaka was scheduled to arrive in two days at about 7.30 a.m. but that the time
was only approximate since it often ran several hours late. My heart skipped a beat. I was unable to live without
Apolline. Ever since her departure the world had seemed dull. I spent much of my time searching for a present to
give her. Most lovers instinctively find some personal gift especially pleasing to the beloved. But I had noticed
Apolline’s unusual and refined taste, so was afraid of choosing something she would not like. Also women’s
clothing and jewelry are far too expensive for a student who must help support his family with his fellowship. I
borrowed Samba’s motor bike and rode to the studio of a sculptor I knew who lived along the road north of the
city. He had moved there to escape from both the crowds and his family in Poto-Poto who did not understand that
artistic creation is a serious pursuit and requires continuous, solitary work. I explained my reason for coming. He
helped me choose a piece and only let me pay half price for it. I selected a mask.
When the day came, I was at the harbor by 7 a.m. I had brought a book along to help pass the time, but I reread
the same page ten times without remembering anything. Actually I kept scanning Stanley Pool\fn{ The lake-like
expansion of the Congo River near Breazzaville .} from one end of Mbamou Island to the other, hoping to catch a glimpse
of the boat. At 8.30 I entered the office and asked the white man there if such a delay was expected.
“What boat are you waiting for?”
“The Fondère.”
“But the Fondère arrived last night, my dear man. And not even at this dock.”
He took me outside and pointed to a boat moored in the distance.
I immediately headed for Apolline’s apartment. I told myself she must have arrived late at night and preferred
not to awaken me. She would still be in bed.
It takes about one hour to walk from the harbor to Louémé Street. Brazzaville is laid out lengthwise, designed
only for those privileged few who can afford a car. I hailed a taxi. My heart was beating hard as we approached
the house.
I knocked. No one answered. I walked around the building but only found an old woman, Apolline’s landlady,
grinding her saca-saca.
“Isn’t Apolline here, Mother?”
“Yes.”
“She’s here?”
“No, son. She’s gone out.”
“Did she say where she was going?” She must be at my place. I ran to reach home before she left. The news
there was no better.
“Samba, has anyone come to see me?”
“No.”
“Are you sure?”
“I already told you. No one came.”
“Not even when you were asleep?”
“Hey, come on! Who do you think I am, Rockefeller, to be able to sleep until 8 o’clock. And with all the noise
you made this morning …”
I went to the university and searched among the students of English but did not find her. I had no idea where
else to go or what to do. We feel well protected behind our habits, our ideas. But one unexpected occurrence is
enough to upset our plans, to make a man feel alone, fallen from a caravan crossing the desert, unsure of what to
cling to and in which direction to go. I was certain Apolline was in Brazzaville but couldn’t find her. I decided it
would be better to return home. Sooner or later she would come looking for me. When I got home, Samba had
left. I asked my neighbors if anyone had knocked on the door. Of course no one could really give me a precise
answer which only irritated me. As I opened the door, I hoped to find a note slipped underneath as Apolline had
often done in the past. Again I was disappointed. I tried to reason with myself. I had so often stated I could take
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anything, even the destruction of the world as long as I had something to read. Was it possible that such a small
thing as a canceled date could so upset me?
The books I tried to read seemed insipid. I found some of Jonas’ cigarettes and smoked almost the whole pack.
Four times I went to Apolline’s apartment, but in vain. And I wasted the whole day.
As I was getting ready to go to the university restaurant for dinner, she came. In my great joy to see her, I
didn’t even think of being angry. She was there, and I asked for nothing more. As soon as we were in my room,
we threw ourselves into each other’s arms, and I lost no time in turning out the light.
I thought Apolline got up from the bed unusually quickly. Generally she was the one to hold me back, saying:
“You men, once you’re satisfied, you turn your backs on us and think only of a cigarette.”
This time I found myself playing the role of the woman. Apolline seemed to have lost her usual tenderness.
“Is anything wrong?”
“No.”
“Yes there is. You seem angry with me.”
“As usual you’re making yourself miserable by trying to analyze everything too much.”
I thought life would continue much as it had before vacation. But Apolline reminded me we had to work
harder. Only four months were left before exams. She was right. I reprimanded myself for having sunk so low as
to need a reminder from her. I thought I had disappointed her. She had given herself to me because she admired
me, and because I was the only fellow she could respect intellectually and academically. And I had shown myself
spineless and commonplace when in love. I resolved to shake myself out of it, all the while harboring a certain
resentment at hearing her warnings against the delights towards which she, like a spoilt child, had led me.
“We must behave now. We can only meet twice a week.”
That was a real shock. But I was used to keeping to a strict schedule, abiding by rules. I drew a certain satisfaction from seeing how far I could push myself. So we agreed to go out Wednesdays and Saturdays. But for two
whole weeks I stayed at home. She was obliged to accept an invitation from a cousin she had not seen often, and
go out with a girl friend from Point-Noir who was passing through. She had been bored and thought about me the
whole time, but on Saturday she needed the time to catch up on her studies.
Didn’t Apolline realize that this was a greater punishment for me than the penitences we had sometimes been
called upon to perform at the seminary? Formerly, I had been particularly fond of Saturday evenings because I
was assured of the uninterrupted solitude I needed for my vice—reading. Saturday was the one day of the week
when everyone was so preoccupied with going out dancing that no one thought about disturbing me. I could read
until late at night without having to get up early on Sunday. But since I had met Apolline, Saturday night had
become our favorite night together. Now, accustomed to partaking of this elixir, I found it difficult to return to my
strict diet. My feeling of frustration awakened a resentment toward her, the person who had formerly been the
dearest in the world to me. Sometimes this feeling was obvious in my behavior.
“You’ve been especially warm and loving to me lately,” she told me.
And immediately I reproached myself for my insensitivity. When we went to the cinema or for a walk—which,
I repeat, became less and less frequent—I noticed she tried to prevent me from holding her hand.
One evening we were planning to go out after I had begged her several times. I waited in my room, as if
prepared to spend the whole night at my desk.
“Aren’t you ready yet? And women are always blamed for being the late ones!”
I don’t remember exactly what I answered, but my tone was quite cold. She was hurt and I almost begged for
forgiveness. But I had decided once and for all to clarify the situation. It was our first argument. She cried. I too
was confused because I don’t like to see people suffer, to see people cry. And when I am the cause, it becomes
unbearable.
“It’s not my fault,” she hiccuped between sobs.
When she was in a condition to talk, it was her turn to break my heart.
Her vacation had been awful, hardly a vacation at all. Starting the day after her arrival home, she had faced
repeated and successive verbal attacks by her father, mother and family council. They knew she was “living with”
a Lari.\fn{Congo/Brazzaville, like much of Africa, is a complex country made up of diverse peoples, languages and societies, all
competing for political control.} People of that tribe are strong-headed and untrustworthy. Yet she had rejected the
diamond merchant although he too came from Mossaka. Had she forgotten that her father owed his position to
him? In fact, Apolline’s father ran a shop owned by her former fiance. Recently her father had been threatened by
the man who wanted to reclaim the business which had been the dowry given in exchange for the girl. How would
her father pay for the schooling of her five sisters?
“If it were only up to me, I wouldn’t give in. I reject those old prejudices. But I don’t feel I have the fight to
reduce my parents to paupers or compromise the future of my sisters. And one never knows, with their magic
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charms—”
“Go on, Apolline, continue. Justify it however you want. I’m not listening anymore. You must know that by
talking like this you’re killing me. I too, would have to explain to my tribe. I too would have been faced with a
pressure to abandon you. I never said anything about it, just as I didn’t speak of the pain I felt simply from the
thought that a hypocritically devout person would point me out because I took up with a girl so soon after leaving
the seminary. My love for you also implied struggles against my social class and its prejudices. I accepted all that
thinking—ours would be a joint fight and there was no need to speak of it. And I thought you were the more
mature, the stronger one. How can I tie myself to a weaker person when the world is full of difficult battles to be
fought?”
Even her allusion to the magic charms did not make me laugh. We walked toward the river and climbed to the
top floor of a hotel which overlooked Stanley Pool. We followed the slow rhythm of the many green islands
which looked like a funeral procession, marching towards the Djoué. A young couple was seated having drinks.
They were full of tenderness for each other that evening. Their eyes, their demeanor spoke of their love. Our
romanticism was of a resigned, gloomy, unhappy nature. But still I wonder if we weren’t at our most tender with
each other that evening. We had lived a great passion. Society condemned it in the name of wisdom. We would
have to resign ourselves. What good were melodramatic scenes? We were too intellectual and possessed too much
good taste. We would help each other have the strength to be from then on no more than good friends. Or so we
believed at that moment.
I avoided going to class for fear of meeting her. She didn’t miss a single one. I worked at home, but my room
was filled with her presence. I couldn’t stay there for more than an hour. I decided to work in the library. Several
times I met her and it was very difficult for me. Even when chance didn’t throw us together, I still found it hard to
work. I saw Apolline in the eyes of my friends. Although they didn’t dare say anything, I divined their thoughts.
He who paraded around so with the beautiful Apolline now finds himself alone today. Ha, ha, ha! I heard their
silent laughter. That was when I began to spend more time with Kodia.
Kodia had been a teacher and, by working diligently by himself, managed to pass a special exam allowing him
entrance to the university. Now, on leave from his teaching duties, he was working on a degree in physics. He was
both older and more mature than the rest of us, a sort of young surrogate father whom we respected but who
understood our problems in a way that our real fathers, men of a different generation and a different age, were
unable to do.
Kodia was a dedicated activist. He led the student movement with an infectious enthusiasm. While the other
militants—those I called the “fanatics”—argued for or against imperialism, Kodia questioned me about my
studies. Philosophy interested him and he asked many questions about philosophers whom, I thought, couldn’t
possibly hold much interest for a Marxist-Leninist like himself. Philosophers like Husserl\fn{ Edmund Husserl (18591938), German philosopher.} and Kierkegaard.\fn{Søren Aabye Kierkegaard (1813-1855), Danish philosopher.} Beginning with
subjects as apparently apolitical as liberty or death he managed, without shocking me, to demonstrate the
necessity of an anti-imperialist struggle which no longer seemed just a slogan but a fundamental, vital philosophy.
When I think about it today, I see him as a sort of Father Flandrin.
One day I opened up my heart to Kodia and told him of my relationship with Apolline. I confessed how it had
destroyed me inside. He listened in silence. When I had finished, he looked at me fixedly, took out a cigarette
which he lit with the butt of the one he was finishing, and told me about his marriage. The woman he lived with
was unconcerned about the problems he was consumed by—the problems related to the future of Africa—and it
was a great sorrow for him.
“Yet I married her against the will of my family.”
“But the interests you miss having in common with your wife are exactly what Apolline and I shared. And I
know that in the whole Congo there isn’t another girl like her.”
He looked at me, smiled and inhaled deeply.
“You may be right. But what good does it do to dwell on it? Once a plate is broken you might as well throw it
away. Of course it can be mended, but it will never again be the same plate, will no longer be the beloved object.
All your thoughts are parasitic. It’s like a man who has lost an arm. He can continue to compare himself to others,
arid lament his lost arm and the time he had two good ones. That reaction would be perfectly normal, and only a
beast would make fun of him. But this one-armed man would be an unhappy person, bitter, disagreeable to
himself and to others. On the other hand, if he tried to overcome his infirmity, he would glow with an inner
contentment. He would be happy. Your problem is the same. I understand your pain. It shows that your heart is
sensitive and rich. But if you don’t rise above it, you’ll be lost.”
“It’s not easy to reason with oneself concerning love.”
“Yes, that’s true. One doesn’t forget so easily. And if you continue to live alone, you won’t be able to forget.”
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The daily conversation slowly affected me. I threw myself into the student movement. I even abandoned my
studies. I had a strong wish to stand out, to be the leader who would be spoken of on the radio. That would be my
revenge. Each time Apolline would turn on her radio and hear my name, I would disturb her tranquillity. She
would miss me.
One day the movement sent me to the Sangha region to give a series of talks on alienation. I rediscovered my
own native country. It was perhaps the only week when I didn’t think about her.
When I returned, I found a white envelope on my table. Inside was a folded card announcing the marriage of
Apolline to her diamond merchant.
*
The snow has been falling all day. I haven’t even set foot outside. For two years now I have been studying in
the USSR,\fn{Union of Soviet Socialist Republics: the name of the former Russian Empire until its fragmentation in 1992 .} far from
the arena which devastated my adolescent heart. The work is all-absorbing and the day’s routine makes us forget
our small problems. I have known women here, some more beautiful and enriching than Apolline. But I always
have the impression with them that I am acting the way you were with me Apolline, in our best moments.
My passion for study returned long ago. I share the ideals of those who dream of a world without loneliness.
Nonetheless, on days like today when it snows, I think of you, Apolline, you who have never seen this perfect
white which blankets the sleeping world.
And I feel alone …
101.22 1. Why The Bat Comes Out Only At Night 2. Why The Hawk Flies Into The Smoke 3. Why The Bird
Looks Up As He Drinks 4 Why The Dog Chases Others 5. The Crocodile Returns The Monkey’s Hospitality 6.
The Marriage Of The Antelope And The Leopard 7. The Contest Between The Turtle And The Ground Rat 8. The
Cock Tricks The Hippopotamus 9. The Wife Of The Turtle And Her Brave Act 10. The Leopard Rewards The
Hunter’s Kindness 11. The Child Who Knew Her Father’s Name: Eleven Folktales\fn{told by Lontomba Samuel
(1937- )} Tondo, Equatoria Province, Congo/Kinshasa (M) 9
1
This story is about a natural phenomenon that we observe here. The story tries to explain this phenomenon.
You probably know that the bird that we call in English “bat” in daylight hangs upside down; that is, it turns its
head down. It never looks at the sun during the daylight. At night it goes out picking up its food and eating. It tries
to eat fruit in the night. But in daylight it doesn’t eat; all bats hang on the trees with their heads upside down. This
story is to explain why this happens.
A long time ago, the bat and the sun were good friends. One day the son of the sun became very sick; he was
very ill. So the sun came to see the bat because he was his good friend. He asked him if he could help him to find
some good medicine so that he could heal his child.
Bat agreed. He went into his back yard. He looked for a certain kind of leaves. He handed them to the sun, who
was his friend. The sun took this medicine and went back to his place away in the sky. He put this medicine
around his son’[s body, and his son recovered.
The following day, he met the bat. The bat saw him coming from the horizon blazing with happiness. Bat
asked the sun how his son was. The sun replied that his son had recovered from his illness. So both of them were
happy because the boy had recovered.
Two weeks later, the son of the bat in his turn became very sick, seriously sick. As he was sick, Bat met the
sun, his friend, in the evening. He asked him if he had a good medicine to advise. The bat had tried the medicine
that he had given to the sun to heal his son, but the bat’s son didn’t get well. So the sun replied to him,
“Look! I came back all the way from the horizon. It is evening now, and I am going down to the west. I can’t
go back to my place in the horizon to get the medicine for you. You should wait until tomorrow, when I can rise
back from my house. Then I can bring you the medicine.” Bat said,
“Oh, my friend. My son is dying. My son is very sick. My boy is going to die. Please go back to the east, get
the medicine, and bring it to my child.”
But the sun didn’t like to listen to his friend, the bat. He carried on his way down west.
Bat was very sad. He went to his house, and his son was ill and died. He lost his child. This was a very sad
story. Bat started to cry. He cried all night. Early in the morning he saw the sun rising from the horizon blazing.
He cried and shouted,
“You are a bad friend, a very bad friend! I helped you to heal your child! Now when my child was ill, I asked
you to go back to your house to get medicine to help to heal my son! You didn’t like to listen to me! I will never
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be your friend again! My child is dead, and from now on I will never look at you! We will never be friends again!
If you are coming on this road, I will never work in the daylight where you are blazing in the sky! I will be
looking for my food and eating only during the night!”
The bat turned his head upside down so that he would never see the sun. That is why we see today that the bats
always hang up- side down with their heads down looking toward the earth because they don't like to look at the
sun. They will never look for their food during the daylight because the sun is there. That's why they travel and
pick up their food during the night.
2
This is about one kind of eagle and another kind of hawk. This is not the big eagle, but is one that lives near
water all the time. Bokulu is the kind of eagle that lives near the water. Nkoiambe is the hawk. He doesn’t live in
the water but is the hawk that catches small chicks and usually lives on land. The story is about the friendship
between Bokulu and Nkoiambe.
Bokulu who lives near water and Nkoiambe who lives on land were good friends. One day Hawk’s wife
became pregnant, as many ladies do. His wife was fond of eating electric fish. She told her husband, Hawk,
“When I am pregnant now I don’t want to eat anything but electric fish.”
So Hawk went to see Eagle, who lives near water, to help him to kill an electric fish. Eagle said,
“I will try, but it is very hard. Electric fish are very dangerous.”
Anyway, two days later Eagle managed to catch an electric fish. It was swimming near the bank of the lake.
There was a big fight between Eagle and the electric fish. But Eagle killed the fish and took it to his friend Hawk
so that Hawk could take it to his wife.
Not long after that, Hawk received word from Eagle’s wife, who in turn had become pregnant. This wife said
that while she was pregnant she wanted only one thing. That thing was smoke—smoke from the fire or from
anything that is being burnt. She wanted to swallow smoke. So Eagle said,
“That’s O.K. I’ll go to see my friend Hawk, who lives in a land where there is much fire burning and much
smoke. I’ll ask him to catch some smoke for you.” He told Hawk what he wanted.
“That’s O.K. I will try. You know it is very difficult to catch smoke.”
He went one day to try to get smoke where they were burning some grassland. He tried to get the smoke, but
he couldn’t catch any. It kept getting in his nose, but still he couldn’t catch it. He came back very tired. He told his
friend Eagle that he couldn’t catch any quantity of smoke to bring to his wife. Eagle said,
“No. You have to. Go back and try again.”
So Hawk went again into an area that was being burnt. He tried and tried and couldn’t make it. He came back
very discouraged. He reported to his friend. Eagle said,
“If you do like that and you can’t get smoke for my wife, you and I will never be friends again.”
So Hawk went back and tried again to get smoke but he couldn’t.
So that is why today whenever we burn an area, we see Hawk in the air trying to get some smoke. He is trying
to fulfill his duty to his friend.
3
There is a tale that tells that one day there was a great drought in the country and the birds couldn’t find water
anywhere. So everybody was crying, every bird was crying, and children were dying and the chicks were dying.
And so one day the king of the birds—that’s the eagle—called on all birds. One day he called all of them in a
great gathering, and he told them,
“Now, listen. We have a great drought. There is no water anywhere. So what we will do is that all of us, we are
going to fly all over the world and try to find where we can find water. And if somebody finds this water, he can
come back and he will tell all of us and we can go there and drink this water.”
So he spread out all the birds and they went out, set out all over, and by the midnight some birds came back
and there was a lot of noise at night, and the king came out and asked what it was. Two birds reported that they
had found water somewhere very far, that it was left over in a tree stump. In this tree was a hole, and there was
water in it. So the next morning all the birds flew to that area. They started drinking, and drinking, drinking. There
were a lot of people that were busy with the water.
Then suddenly a tree branch of rotten wood fell out of the tree and exactly knocked this eagle on his legs and
each leg was broken. And all the birds were very sad because the king had broken his legs, so they carried the
eagle back to his place and for two weeks nobody could go to drink water because the king was sick.
Then at the end of two weeks he got very well; he was very well healed, and they flew back to the area to carry
on with drinking water. But now when they started drinking water the king stopped all of them and told them,
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“Look! Last time when we drank water together, we had an accident. Now, we are going to make a rule that
every bird who drinks water should drink, zip-e-zip, zip, for a while, then look up to the sky to see if there is
another piece of wood coming, rotten wood coming. So if he sees it he can tell everybody, warn them that rotten
wood is falling off of the tree, and they can get out of that place. So that’s my decision.”
They started drinking one by one. As he said, drank a little bit and looked up to the sky, drank a little bit and
looked up to the sky, to see if there is another piece of wood coming, of rotten wood.
That’s why—our forefathers explained—the reason why birds, when they drink water, why they drink a little
bit and look toward the sky. This is one of the stories which explains a phenomenon, a natural phenomenon.
4
There were three animals: a bird called Embenga, a dog, and a wild animal which is usually known as Encibili.
All three of them were going on a trip, the dog, Encibili, and the pigeon.
They came to a palm! tree; and there they found one who was full of palm nuts but they were not ripened yet;
they were not ready to eat yet. So the bird, pigeon, he asked his friends to stay there with him, to live there, until
this palm nut would be ready to eat, because this bird, pigeon, who looks like a parrot, usually likes to eat these
palm nuts. So his friends said,
“That’s all right. We’ll stay with you until these palm trees, palm nuts, are ready to eat, ready to eat.”
So they stay on. It took them about two weeks. Then the palm nuts were ready, and the bird ate them. So they
carried on their trip. They were going for a long, long trip.
They ran into a bush area that had been burned out by fire. So Encibili told the bird and he told also the dog,
“We should stay here until this grassland, burned out, starts again getting new grass, so I can eat this grass and
till it is finished; we can carry on, continue our trip.”
So they stayed there, his friends agreed, and they stayed there, for nearly a month. So new grass came out, and
Encibili, this animal, ate grass and they were waiting for him. And he finished, and they carried on their trip. Then
the dog said after one day of walking, said,
“We have been walking for a long time now. I think it is time to rest. And I think that the best thing that you
can do for me is that we’ve got the fire, we’ve got the wood, and to make a big fire because my nose is always
wet. Then I will be there near the fire. You will make a big fire, and I will turn up my nose toward the fire until
my nose dries out completely, and so then we can carry on our trip.” So they said,
“O.K. We agree.”
They started the first day. They made a very big fire. The dog kept his nose to the fire the whole day. The nose
got a little dry, but it was wet again as soon as he took it out from the fire. So they carried on the second day, the
third day, the fourth day, but the nose was still wet. So his friends said,
“Oh, we are tired. We don’t like to stay here for a long time.” He said,
“No! Look! You are my good, my best, friends. I have been doing you favors that you have asked for. You
should stay on and make a fire for me.” So the bird said,
“No! We shouldn’t. We don’t like it.”
The bird flew and ran away. And Encibili also flew, not flew, but went away in the forest, and ran away.
So from that day on, the dog was very angry at the bird and at this animal. That’s why from this event he
became very upset and he became the enemy of all the birds and all animals. That’s why today, you see, when the
dog sees any animal, he chases them, he chases them. If he sees any birds, he goes around them, only to try to
catch them and try to hit them because they wouldn’t like to come to help him dry his nose.
5
A black monkey called in this area Ngila was living in good friendship with Crocodile. One day, Monkey—the
monkey—invited—cooked a very good dinner, this monkey cooked a very good dinner, very good meal, large
meal, and he invited all his friends; he invited them. Then he made all the chairs and tables, and he asked that
everybody come to this meal should sit on a chair so that he could eat the good meat. And, as you know, a feast, a
big feast like that, attracts a lot of people.
So Crocodile came, too, and he wanted to sit on the table. But the law was that he should sit on a chair. But
you know that Crocodile has a very long tail, and he can hardly sit on a chair. So this black monkey, Ngila, who
was the host, insisted,
“Everybody sits on a chair.”
They tried to make Crocodile sit on a chair. He couldn’t, because his tail was 1-o-n-g, and they couldn’t make
190

it to fit properly in the chair, on a chair. So it was very hard, and Ngila the monkey wouldn’t change his mind. He
said,
“Well, I’m sorry, my friend, because everybody has to sit on a chair like that, but if you can’t, then I can’t
allow you to be in my feast.”
So Ngila decided that his friend should go out, go back. And the crocodile went back home in the lake sadly
because he couldn’t participate in this feast. That was too bad.
So a month later or so, Crocodile made a big feast, too. He cooked a good meal and invited all his friends.
Then in this he insisted that everybody who comes to eat this food has to wash his hands; every, every, everybody
has to have very clean hands, white hands. But this monkey, Ngila, who had cooked the previous meal, he has
black hands. His hands can never be white. He just looks like other monkeys, like most of the monkeys, but his
hands are naturally black. Well, anyway, everybody who was in the feast was washing his hands, and before he
got in the dining hall,\fn{This may be a linguistic survival from the narrator’s university experience in the United States .} he had to
show his hands to the host, so. But one after another, one after another—then came Ngila, the monkey. He showed
his friend his hands, but his friend said,
“I’m sorry. Your hands are not clean enough. Get the soap and wash them again.”
Monkey Ngila went and tried to wash his hands; he washed and he washed. He went again to his friend, his
hands showed him, but the hands were not improved; they were still black. So the friend said,
“Well, I’m sorry. It’s the time to start eating now, and I can’t just waste my time here waiting for you cleaning
your hands. You just go home.”
So Ngila went home and he couldn't participate in this feast. That’s why today you see Ngila would never
trespass where the crocodile is. They are enemies.
Anyway, in the teaching, the moral application, it is not very difficult: What you do to your friend one day, he
can do it to you, too. So that we want to show to all the people that we shouldn’t do bad things to our friends or
laugh at somebody because he has some infirmities because you don’t know; one day, something could happen to
you, too.
6
Nkulupa\fn{Antelope.} was one day working in the forest. It was a female Nkulupa. Suddenly she happened to
work near a big and large deep hole that has been dug by man, the hunters. In the bottom of this hole, Leopard
was there. He had fallen in this big hole. He couldn’t get out.
When Leopard saw Antelope, he asked her if she could help him to get out. Antelope disagreed because she
knew that if Leopard got out of the hole, he might decide to eat her. The leopard is an ani8mal that eats the other
animals. But Leopard said,
“Please, go cut a big string—big rope—and try to help to pull me out. And since you are a female antelope, I
will not eat you, but I will marry you.”
So Antelope at the end agreed. She went and cut a big long ropes and threw it where Leopard had fallen, and
she pulled him out of the hole. Leopard was very thankful to Antelope, and he told her that they were to be
married together. They were married.
Before not too long a time, Antelope became pregnant, and the children in the womb grew and grew. As the
time of delivery was nearing, these small babies in Antelope, children, started singing. They were singing inside
of their mother’s womb, and the song was like this:
Our father Leopard has very bad eyes.
His eyes are meager.
His eyes look like he was very hungry.

When Leopard heard this, he told his wife Antelope,
“I love you so much, but I hate your children. I hate the children that are in your womb.”
So the next day the children started again to sing:
Our father Leopard—

So\fn{He said, interrupting.} the leopard got a good excuse. He said,
“Well, I loved you, but the children in your womb don’t like me, so I am going to kill you.”
So Leopard went on and killed Antelope and ate her.
Here, Leopard had tried to find an excuse to eat this animal, his wife.
When you are a bad person and you have a bad feeling against someone, whether you pretend to love him, you
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will always try to get something that can put you in conflict. Love between Leopard and Antelope was not a real
love. They were married because Leopard pretended to love Antelope. But when his need to kill Antelope and to
eat her grew worse, Leopard ate Antelope.
7
This story is about two animals, a turtle and a kind of ground rat. This rat is a rat that digs a hole in the ground,
and then digs a tunnel and comes out in another opening.
One day this rat which we call Montomba\fn{ Ground Rat.} found a big field. He cut the big trees. It was a really
large field. As they do in this area, they wait until all the leaves and the trees that have been cut down get dry.
Then people will go and set fire so that this field can be burnt.
Ground Rat cut down the trees, and the time came when the field was ready to be burned. He called all his
friends—men, animals, and everybody in his home town. He told them,
“You will see how I burn my field. There is magic in burning my field. Come and see.”
Many people came. They were anxious to see this new method of burning a field.
Ground Rat took a torch of fire and started burning in one end of the field. He went around the whole field
with the fire. He burned all the edges while keeping himself in the middle. The fire surrounded him. Everybody
was wondering where he would be getting out.
The fire became very high-flaming all over. The people began to shout,
“Ground Rat is going to die! Ground Rat is going to die! The fire has surrounded him, and the flames are near
him.”
Ground Rat had a hole. As the fire was nearing him, he got in his hole, and the fire cooked the place where he
had been standing. Everybody shouted,
“Oh! Ground Rat is dead! Ground Rat is dead! He is burned up.”
When they were shouting around, they heard a voice in the forest,
“My friends! Let’s go! I am here.”
Everybody was very surprised. They said,
“Ho! He is standing there. He is not in the fire.”
But Ground Rat, when the fire was near him, had to go into the tunnel that he had dug and come out the other
opening.
His friend Ulu\fn{Turtle.} was there, too. He was very surprised. He looked at him and said,
“Gee!\fn{An expression probably adopted during the informant’s study in the Unitred States; for in his own language, he would use
“Mo!” or “Ho!”} This is very serious. This is very amazing. I am going to cut my field and I will do the same thing.”
So Turtle cut down his big field. He waited until it had dried. When he was ready to set the blaze, he called two
friends.
“Let’s go to see me. I will burn my field in the miraculous way.”
People gathered around as the turtle was getting ready to set the whole field ablaze. He surrounded himself
with fire. The fire started to smoke. A big flame was approaching him with smoke and a big wind. Turtle was
surrounded by the fire. Turtle began to get hot. He began to wonder about the way he was going to pass. He asked
himself,
“How did Ground Rat get out of here?”
The fire came nearer and nearer. Turtle didn’t know where to go. At the end, the people saw Turtle was burned.
He was completely burned, and died because he didn’t know. He didn’t have a tunnel; he didn’t have holes to run
away in. He did that to try to imitate what Ground Rat had done, but he didn’t understand why Ground Rat could
do so. He died.
The moral application is that we shouldn’t do things because our friends have done them. We don’t know what
is behind them or what power they have.
8
One day a cock decided to go and sell a lot of things. He gathered corn, manioc, rice, flour, and all kinds of
grains that he could pick up in his yard. He took all those things and put them in a canoe. He took also his wives,
chickens, and chicks, and put all of them inside. It was a big load, all those things. He was going to cross the lake
to sell them and get a lot of money.
As they were paddling across the lake, they saw a hippopotamus floating in the lake. So when the cock saw the
hippopotamus, he jumped out of the bottom of the canoe and went to fish on the top of some of his goods. He
pulled one leg up under him so that he was standing on one leg and the other leg was hidden inside his wing. The
hippopotamus when he saw the cock yelled at him,
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“Where are you going with all this wealth? You have many things, many grains in this canoe. How did you
manage to get all these things?” The cock answered,
“Oh, it’s easy! You see I am standing here with only one leg. What I did was that I cut one of my legs and I
sold it to people in our town. And out of this leg I made a lot of money so that I was able to buy all of these
things.”
The hippopotamus was surprised and shocked.
“Is that so?” The cock said,
“Yes. I sold this leg.”
“That is an interesting story.”
“If you want to become as rich as I am and get a lot of things like this, you should cut your leg off and go and
sell it.”
“That is wonderful. The cock has a small leg and has much wealth. I have a big leg and should make more
money.”
So he went to his home town. He asked his brothers and sisters and parents to cut off his leg so he could sell it.
But his friends said,
“Don’t do it. Don’t do it. You will die if you do.”
“No, no! I have seen the cock with one leg, and he has a lot of things. I am going to cut mine. Mine is larger
and heavier. I will sell it and make much money.”
They tried to discourage him from doing this, but he didn’t like to listen to them.
So they agreed and started cutting his leg. As they cut his leg, he felt a lot of pain. He died and didn’t make any
money. He wanted to become rich but he didn’t understand how. Some people want to be come rich and they do
not know how. They need to work harder to become rich. By trying to become rich in one day, we are losing our
lives.
9
One day all the animals decided to go hunting in the forest. They went and made a hunting camp. It was close
to a well where people can get water. After hunting for several days they got thirsty, so they sent a man first to that
well to try to get water out of it.
In that well there was a snail that has fallen in it, and he was afraid that whenever they come to get the water,
they might pick up him and break him.
So they send first—the first animal they sent was the animal that we call Mboloko.\fn{ Dwarf Antelope.} He is
supposed to be more clever than the others. He went there, and as he went there was a need to pick up water out
of the well. He heard the snail singing, but he didn’t know it was a snail. He just heard a song from the water, like
this:
In this well, nobody can pick up water,
Kongo.
Especially those people who are slaves.
Kongo.
In this well, nobody can pick up water,
Kongo.
Especially those people who are slaves.
Kongo.
In this well, nobody can pick up water,
Kongo.
Especially those people who are slaves.
Kongo.
In this well, nobody can pick up water,
Kongo.
Especially those people who are slaves.
Kongo.

So when this small antelope heard this song, he turned back and ran away. Dwarf Antelope ran away and he
said,
“I heard a very mysterious song from under the water, and it is terribly dangerous. I cannot go there.”
So the animals laughed at him and decided to send the leopard, who is strong and who can’t be afraid of
anything. So Leopard went in his turn to try to pick up water. But as he was nearing the well he heard again the
song:
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Leopard, you shouldn’t approach here.
Kongo.
This is prohibited.
Kongo.
It’s dangerous for you to come down here.
Kongo.
Slaves should not drink water out of this.
Kongo.
Leopard, you shouldn’t approach here.
Kongo.
This is prohibited.
Kongo.
It’s dangerous for you to come down here.
Kongo.
Slaves should not drink water out of this.
Kongo.

So he was very afraid and worried and he ran back. So he told the people like that—he told—he went back to
his friends in the hunting camp and he told his friends about this mysterious song from under water.
So after Leopard, they sent Elephant. He went and he found the same thing. As the time was going on, it
became very difficult in that area because they couldn’t get water. And they stayed there for nearly two weeks
without water. All the wild animals who were very strong and very fierce were there, but they were all afraid.
At the end, Nkulu\fn{Wife of the Turtle.} decided to go to get the water. She said,
“Let me go, and I’ll go there and get that water.”
So all the people just burst with laughter. They said,
“Ho! Could you go there? The brave animals—brave men like Leopard and Lion and Elephant—have been
there and didn’t get this water. You would not be capable of doing this.”
But Wife of the Turtle went and went, and as she was nearing the well she also heard this song coming out of
the water:
Wife of the Turtle, don’t approach this well.
Kongo.
No slave should drink this water.
Kongo.
If you drink water out of this,
Kongo,
We will be in trouble with you.
Kongo.
Wife of the Turtle, don’t approach this well.
Kongo.
No slave should drink this water.
Kongo.
If you drink water out of this,
Kongo,
We will be in trouble with you.
Kongo.

But Wife of the Turtle didn't like to listen to this, and she said,
“I will drop into the water and go to the bottom to see which kind of animal is singing that.”
And she went down into the water, and the snail sang and he sang harder and louder, but Wife of the Turtle
decided to drop in, and she dived—dove—and she found at the end near the bottom there was a snail. So she
picked it up, went back to the water surface, and brought the snail to the hunting camp, and everybody was very
surprised and praised this woman turtle.
Really, this story shows us that Turtle, who doesn’t even walk very fast, who can not be considered as strong,
who in this story was just a woman turtle—a female turtle—she was brave, and she saved the lives of all the
animals in this fishing camp. So we should not look down upon the people we think are weak, because they can
be brave—even more brave than we would think.
10
One day a man who was a hunter went into the forest and put there a lot of traps to get animals. One day when
he went into the forest to look at his traps, he found that Nkoi\fn{ Leopard.} had been caught in one of them. When
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Leopard saw this hunter coming with bow and arrows, he begged him. He asked him to feel sorry for him and let
him go away. He could just cut the wire and let him go. Leopard told the man,
“You should help me because one day I might help you out, too.”
The man thought for a while and decided that he would agree. So he cut the rope, and Leopard ran away.
One day this man, who was a single hunter, wanted to go to the next town to look for a lady that he could
marry. He had seen a girl in this next town and he wanted to go there to get married. As he was walking through
the forest between those two towns, he saw a dog coming out of the bush to keep him company. The man said,
“Hello. I was alone on my road. Now you join me. We can go together.”
So they went together until they arrived at the town. The man met his fiancée, or the lady he wanted to marry.
They arranged things. They stayed overnight. In the morning the marriage was concluded; the dowry was paid to
his wife’s family. They collected their luggage and belongings, and pretty soon they were on the way back to his
village. The dog was with them.
They walked and walked until they came to the junction where the dog had to turn to return to the place where
he had come out from the bush. The dog said to the man,
“I was your companion. I helped you to go and get this wife. Now you have to divide the things that we got
there into two equal parts.” The man said,
“O.K.”\fn{A reflection of the informant’s exposure to American English; another one occurs later in this folktale: “Yeah.” } The
money, the food, and all kinds of stuff that they had gotten, they divided into two. So the man said,
“That’s enough now. Goodbye.” But the dog said,
“No, you can’t do that. You still have one thing that you haven’t divided.”
“Which thing?”
“This lady. You are to split this lady in two. Then you can have part and I can have part.” The man said,
“No. I can’t do that.” As they were talking, suddenly another dog but with two heads came out of the forest and
said,
“What’s the trouble?”
So the dog reported and the man also reported. The dog with the two heads backed his friend, the dog.
“Yeah! You have to divide this wife into two.”
The man disagreed. As they were talking, another dog appeared from the forest. This one had three heads. He
also agreed with his friends. It went on and on, and finally the last dog which came had ten heads. They were all
making trouble and they all said,
“You have to divide this wife in two.”
So the man was very sad. He was surrounded by these monstrous animals. He decided to go and look for
leaves\fn{Which would be used for wrapping the two halves of the bride into bundles that could be carried by their respective owners .}
so that he could divide his wife in pieces.
The dog stayed on the road with the wife. The man went into the forest. As he walked there, he saw that
Leopard was there, the leopard that he had saved from the trap. He told him about his problem. The leopard said,
“Don't worry. Get some big, big leaves and wrap me around and take me into the middle of these dogs.”
So the man cut down a lot of leaves and made a big pile. He wrapped the leopard completely and carried him
on his back into the middle and said to the dog.
“These are the leaves. You yourself open them.”
As they opened the leaves, the leopard came out and killed and devoured the dogs. Leopard said,
“You have saved me from your trap. I am saving you from this trouble. Now take your wife and go home.”
Leopard went, and the man went home with his wife.
Moral application: We should help our friends when they are in trouble, whether they are mighty or weak. We
should help because one day they might save us, too.
11
There was in a town a man by the name of Boleliko. He was a polygamist. He had four wives. Three of his
wives were fertile. They bore him many children. But the last one had no children. Her name was Wangekomba,
which means a wife who doesn’t bear children; she was sterile. She couldn’t have a baby, so her name was
Wangekomba. This lady was very sad because her friends used to tease her and tell her that the will\fn{ I.e., the
desire.} of their husband was for them, but not for her because she had no child. She was sad, and she cried day
and night.
One day her husband, Boleliko, wanted to go on a trip. He set to go on a trip—long trip. Before leaving, he
called on all his wives, and he told them that he was going away, but upon his return he would like to find that
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every one of them has a child and this child should be a boy, a son. So he left each of them with this rule, that
when he comes back, he has to find that each wife has a child, a boy, and furthermore, this boy, when he comes,
the boy has to know the name of the father, Boleliko. If upon his arrival he finds a wife who has a child, who has
a boy, but the boy doesn’t know the father’s name, it’s not his child. The child will not be considered as his, and
he will be killed at once. So the husband left and went on his journey.
While he was there, the other three—all of them were pregnant—three. Apparently they became pregnant from
the husband before he left. But Wangekomba, the last one, wasn’t, so her friends started again to tease her and to
give her a bad time:
“You will be killed; you will be divorced when our husband comes back because you don’t bear any child.”
So Wangekomba, who was sterile, decided to go away, to go far in other towns to try to find a witch doctor that
could help her to have children.
She walked along on the road. She came to the first village. She asked if there was a witch doctor that would
help her to become pregnant, or to bear children. They replied in the first village that there was no witch doctor.
She went to the next one. She didn’t find any.
She went to the next one; it was the same way. She became very sad.
When she went to go to the next town, during the daylight as she was walking through this forest, she was very
tired and very hungry. On the side of the road she saw a small bird that we call the hilohonge. The honge is a
small bird, and this bird sucks the juice from new flowers. It has a very long mouth. And this lady decided that
she was very hungry and she wanted to kill this bird to eat it. But as she approached her arm, her hand, to take up
this bird to squeeze it, this bird stopped her from doing it. And the bird told her,
“I know that you want to find a witch doctor that can help you.” And the bird started singing this song:
Don't hold me.
Don't kill me.
Listen.
I know that you are looking for a witch doctor.
Don't kill me.
Take this egg to your house.
Make a fire and put the egg near the fire
So it can be warm.
Go out and close the door
And stay out until you hear this egg bursting three times.
When you have heard it bursting the first, the second, and the third time,
Open the door and you will have a child.

The lady went back through the towns. Each time, the people asked her if she had found a witch doctor and she
said, no, she hadn’t. She pretended to be very sad.
When she reached her village, she went into her house, made a fire, and did everything as the small bird had
told her. She sat outside her door. After a while she heard the egg bursting—one, two, three times. She went inside
and there was a beautiful nice-looking girl—very pretty, the most beautiful girl in the town. She didn’t tell
anybody. She was still concerned because her husband had wanted a boy and this was a girl.
Some weeks went by, and one day they heard that the husband had come. He did not want to enter his house
until he had seen all the wives with their children. The first three wives went happily with their sons to meet their
husband. The husband would not hold any of the children. He said,
“Put them there.”
The three were sitting in a row before him. He wanted to test which of the children knew the name of their
father.
They called the fourth wife, Wangekomba, who doesn’t have children. She came, and her husband was angry
with her. He shouted,
“Tie Wangekomba to the post and kill her because she doesn’t have a child.” Wangekomba said,
“Don’t kill me! Don’t kill me! Please, I have a child in my house.”
“Why didn’t you bring your child??”
“Because my child is a girl and you wanted a boy.”
“Go get her. We want to see her anyway.”
She went with some others to her house and there was this lovely and beautiful girl sitting there. She was the
most beautiful daughter in the town. Everyone was happy to see this child, and Wangekomba was happy also.
They all asked when did she have this child. She said,
“I had it in secret because people would not like that I have a child.”
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Now it was time to test the children, the three sons and the daughter, to find out which of them knew the
father’s name. He asked the son of the first wife,
“What is my name?”
The son didn’t know. The husband said,
“Kill the child.” They killed the first son. He asked the second son and it was the same, so they killed him. The
third was the same and they killed him. He asked the daughter,
“What is my name?” She said,
“You are my daddy. Your name is Boleliko.”
Everybody was happy, and especially the father. He decided to make this daughter the most important child in
his family.
This story shows us that we should not tease people who do not have children or do not have the things that we
have because one day they might have something more important than anything that we have.
158d.40 1. Jen e veux pas épouser un voleur! 2. Il l’ouvrit et vit sortir des éléphants, des lions, des gazelles, des
serpents, des rats … 3. Le mari descendit dans la tombe et s’y coucha 4. Mange ces dents! 5. Un volour ne peut
être chef! 6. Il fit tout de travers: Six Folktales\fn{by Sona Gisaangi (c.1940?- )} Sakambanza Village, Bandundu
Province, Congo/Kinshasa (F) 6
1
Un jour, compère le léopard atteignit l’âge de prendre femme. Il se dit:
“Dans le village Kizombi, j’ai vu une très belle fille. Je voudrais partir pour l’épouser. Comment vais-je m’y
prendre? Jen e veux pas y aller seul. Je vais demander à mon amie la gazelle, de m’accompagner.” Compère le
léopard se mit en route et arriva au village de son amie la gazelle.
“Mon amie, que fais-tu?” demanda-t-il.
“Ah, mon frère aîné, je suis toute à mon aise,” répondit la gazelle. “Qu’y a-t-il?”
“Rien, mais je voudrais que tu m’accompagnes. Je dois aller voir une jeune fille que j’avais vue à Kizombi. Je
suis à l’âge de prendre femme.”
Ils se mirent en route et arrivèrent au village de leurs futures alliés. On leur présenta un logis et on leur donna à
manger. Après le repas, qu’ils trouvèrent excellent, une femme présenta une jeune fille à marier qui leur souhaita
une bonne nuit et repartit aussitot.
Le leopard et la gazelle s’installèrent dans leur logis. Toujours assoiffé du sang des chèvres, le léopard se leva
et partit silencieusement dans la nuit sans que la gazelle le sut. Il abattit deux chèvres de ses futures alliés, mit le
sang de ses victimes dans une marmite et se régala de la chair. Par la suite, il fit la réflexion suivante:
“Ne suis-je pas venu pour chercher une épouse? Pourquoi ai-je donc tué les chèvres de mes futurs ailiés?
Demain, lorsqu’ils demanderent, ‘Où sont nos chèvres?’ ils sauront vite que c’est moi, le léopard, leur future
beau-fils, qui les ai devorées, puisqu’ils connaissent mes habitudes.” Il prit la marmite remplie de sang et
s’introduisit dans la chamber où dormait la gazelle.
En merchant sur la pointe des pieds, il s’approcha lentement de son lit et essaya de l’arroser avec le sang. La
gazelle s’ursauta en criant:
“Ah non, vieux léopard, d’où viens-tu en pleine nuit?”
“Calme-toi,” dit le léopard surprise, “il n’y a rien. Je n’étais pas sorti.”
“Mais d’où viens-tu dans la nuit?”
“Mais je n’étais pas sorti!” insista le léopard, et il murmura pour lui-meme: “Ce petit bonhomme est toujours
éveillé!” Il cacha la marmite remplie de sang et se mit au lit, faisant semblant de dormir.
Croyant que la gazelle s’était endormie, il prit de nouveau la marmite et s’approacha de son lit. Lorsqu’il
voulut verser le s’ang, la gazelle ouvrit les yeux et dit:
“Mon vieux, as-tu remarqué qu’il y a beaucoup de moustiques aujourd’hui? Je suis fort attaquée et en plus il
fait tellement chaud.”
“Hélas?” dit le léopard, “malgré les moustiques, essayons de dormer. Qu’est-ce que cela fait?”
Le léopard retourna à son lit et se coucha. Cette fois, il attendit longtemps.
Finalement il reprit la marmite, pensant que la gazelle dormait profondément. Quand il s’avanca vers elle, la
gazelle sursauta de nouveau et fut prise d’épouvante:
“Mais non, frère aîné, que veux-tu me faire?”
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“Cette maligne ne dort toujours pas,” murmur le léopard stupéfait. “Bientôt il fera jour. Que ferai-je alors avec
le sang des chèvres? La gazelle n’a pas une tâche de sang sur son corps. Comment m’expliquerai-je lorsqu’on me
questionnera au matin?” Ainsi délibéra le léopard.
Cette marmite rempllie de sang, le gênait, il la cacha sous son lit. Peu de temps après, le jour se leva. La
gazelle sortit vite. Les futures alliés du léopard sortirent eux aussi. Le frère aîné dup père de la fiancée apparut
devant sa maison et voulut voir ce que faisait sa chèvre. Le père de la jeune fille chercha également sa chèvre.
“Mon frère aîné! Cria-t-il où sont nos chèvres?”
“Il y en a deux qui manquent.”
Ils les cherchèrent partout. Les voisins leur suggérèrunt:
“Ne cherchuz pas inutilement. Allez-voir votre future allié, le léopard. Comme vous le savez, il est toujours
affamé de la chair de chèvres. Demandez lui donc qui a mangé ces chèvres.” Ils allèrent voir le léopard et la
gazelle et trouvèrent cette dernière devant la maison, mais le léopard, lui, était toujours à l’intérieur.
“Où est notre future beau-fils?” demandèrent-ils. La gazelle leur répondit:
“Compère le léopard est là dans la maison.”
“Dans la maison! Qu’est-ce qu’il fait là? Le soleil est déjà en plein ciel!” s’indignèrant les futurs aillés du
léopard. La gazelle leur raconta alors comment ils avaient passé le nuit:
“Le matin, noas nous sommes bien réveillés, mais alors il m’a dit, ‘Je suis malade.’ Je ne sais pas de quoi il
souffre. Demandez-le lui!”
Ils chargèrent une amie de la fiancée d’aller le voir. Elle entra dans la maison. Lorsqu’elle l’aperçut, elle cria:
“Celui-là ne nous épousera pas! Il a le corps cauvert de sang!” Elle sortit et appela les homes.
“Allez voir notre future mari, il est couvert de sang!”
Ils se précipitèrent dans la maison et trouvèrent le léopared tout rouge! Sa fourrure était imbibée de sang. On le
saisit et le jeta dehors.
“Vouleur! Vouleur! Vouleur! Vouleur!” hua la foule des villageois.
“Tue es venu demander une de nos jeunes filles, comment oses-tu devorer nos chevres?” Le projet de marriage
fut annulé.
“Je ne veux pas me marier avec un voleur,” déclara la jeune fille; “il peut attendre longtemps. Quand je
m’installerai chez un voleur il me faudra du temps pour le corriger. S’il m’écoute je pourrai devenir sa femme,
mais je ne me déciderai pas si vite. Mais, celui qui vole lorsque nous lui donnons l’hospitalité chez nous, d’un tel
je ne veux rien savoir!”
Ainsi échoua cette tentative de marriage.
2
Il y avait un home, dont la femme avait donné le jour à deux garçons. Cet homme était pauvre. Il vieillissait et
approchait de la fin de sa vie. Ses fils lui posèrent la question:
“Toi, papa, te voilà pres de t’éteindre, tu n’es pas riche, hériterons-nous quelque chose de toi?”
“Ah, mes enfants,” leur répondit le père, “porquoi me souhaitez-vous la mort? Cela ne fait rien, lorsque je serai
près de mourir, vous recueillerez quelque chose de moi. Je ne veux pas vous laisser sans héritage, vous ne serez
pas pauvres. Avec de la patience, vous aurez ma richesse.”
“Meme si elle n’est pas très grande, vous en aurez une satisfaction.”
Après quelque temps, l’état du père s’aggrava. Toujours alité, il souffrait et criait de douleurs. Il fit venir son
épouse près de lui:
“Madame approche-toi!” La maman s’approcha:
“Appelle mes enfants Mazoóla et Gahwíídígu qu’ils viennent.”
La maman fit venire les fils auprès de leur père. Les enfants entrèrent dans la chamber où se trouvait leur père.
“Ah, vraiment, papa va mourir, il est très malade.” Ils s’approchèrent et lui secouèrent la tête:
“Papa, papa qu’y a-t-il? Nous voici.”
“Est-ce Mazoóla et Gahwíídígu?” demanda papa.
“Oui, nous sommes ici!” répondirent les fils.
“Il faut que vous le sachiez mes fils,” leur dit-il, “c’est aujourd’hui que je vais render l’âme. Je ne vivrai plus
avec vous. Mais comme vous le savez depuis que je vous ai fait voir ce monde, je n’étais pas riche. Je ne peux pas
vous laisser des fusils à piston, des épées, et des fusils à silex. Mais la seule chose que je vais vous donner c’est
un colis pour chacun. Les colis que je vous donne, vous les emmènerez chez vous après mon enterrement. Mais
en cours de route, n’essayez pas de les ouvrir ni de regarder en arrière d’ou vous venez. Vous les ouvrirez chez
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vous dans la maison. En chemin, ne faites rien, même si’ils sont lourds. Il vous faut de la patience jusque chez
vous. Vous me comprenez?”
“Oui, nous te comprenons.”
Après le père prit un colis et le donna à Mazoóla. Il prit un deuxieme et le confia à Gahwíídígu.
“Pour la route, toi Gahwíídígu le cadet tu seras devant, et toi Mazoóla l’aîné, tu seras derrière. Mais il ne faut
pas regarder en arrière, j’insiste, même si les hommes font du bruit derrière vous. Il ne faut pas vous retourner.
Vous devez aller jusque chez vous, vous ouvrez la maison et y déposez les colis. En ouvrant oe colis, la porte doit
être fermée. Et vous verrez tout ce que contient ce colis. Après cela, vous pourrez sortir de la maison et vous vous
occuperez de ce que vous voudrez.”
“Nous t’avons compris,” lui repondirent les enfants. Après leur avoir donné les colis il leur dit:
“Allez chez vous. Lorsque je mourrai les hommes du village et votre maman m’enterreront. Elle vous suivra
lorsque je serai enterré.”
Les enfants se mirent en route et les voilà parties. Au cours de chemin, Mazoóla dit:
“Gahwíídígu, moi je n’en peux plus, ce colis est trop lourd.” Gahwíídígu dut l’encourager:
“Toi aîne, tu as très bien compris ce que papa a dit: ‘Même si ce colis est très lourd vous ne devez jamais le
déposer au cours de route, ni regarder derrière.’”
“Allons jusque chez nous, c’est alors que nous les ouvrirons,” dit le cadet à l’aîné.
“Pas du tout,” répliqua l’âiné.
“Mais si continuons,” insista son cadet.
Ils continuèrent leur route en descendant doucement une montagne. Le cadet qui marchait devant, entra dans la
forêt, traversa la rivière et le voilà sur l’autre rive. Et il entendait derrière lui, la voix de son aîné descendant de la
montagne et qui disait:
“Gahwíídígu, je vais déposer ce colis parce qu’il pèse trop.” Gahwíídígu lui répondit:
“Que tu le déposes ou que tu ne le déposes pas, ça te regarde. Quant à moi, j’observe les conseils que papa m’a
donnés. Je déposerai ce colis seulement dans ma maison.”
Son aîné ayant entendu cela, se découragea et jetta le celis par terre dans la foret. Il l’ouvrit et vit sortir des
éléphants, des lions, des gazelles, des serpents, des rats, des oiseaux, des poisons. Tous ceux que nous rencontrons
dans le foret, en brousse et dans l’eau se trouvaient là. Il fit tout pour les rattraper et les remettre dans le colis,
mais cela fut impossible.
Il revint examiner le colis, il était vide. Il se mit à les poursuivre mais n’en attrapa aucun. Il regretta et se
demanda:
“Si j’avis observé les conseils que papa m’a donnés je serai riche! Mon cadet prendra-t-il patience? Gardera-til les conseils de notre père? Est-ce qu’il apportera le colis jusque chez lui ou le déposera-t-il en cours de route?”
L’aîné se mit en route et pleura:
“Vraiment j’ai été sot. Si mon frère amène son colis jusqu’au village, il sera riche. Mais comment les gens me
prendront-ils?”
Après cela, en hâte, il se mit à suivre son frère cadet. Gahwíídígu lui aussi se dépchait pour regagner sa
maison.
Il arriva à la maison, entra dans sa chamber et ferma toutes les portes. En ouvrant le colis, il y trouva toutes
sortes de bêtes, grandes et petites, sortant du colis. Alors le frère cadet se mit sur son séant et les contempla. Il
tressaillit de joie et se dit:
“C’était vrai tout ce que mon père m’avait dit.” Dans cette méditation, il entendit quelqu’un frapper à la porte.
“Qui est là?” demanda-t-il. “C’est moi, ton frère aîné, ouvre la porte.” Mazoóla entra dans la maison et
demanda à son frère cadet:
“Quelles sont les affaires que tu as trouvées dans ton colis?”
“Regarde, voilà les affaires que notre papa a gardées pour nous. Tu les vois, elles remplissent la maison.” L’aîn
regretta et dit à son cadet:
“Ah, j’ai aussi trouvé toutes ces affaires au cours de la route. Ne crois pas que je sois arrivé chez moi. Mon
colis je l’ai ouvert en chemin. Toutes ces choses qui circulent dans ta maison, je les ai vues en chemin. Je me suis
mis à leur poursuite, mais je n’en ai attrapé aucune. Toutes mes affaires sont dispersées car je n’ai pas gardé les
conseils de mon père. Toi mon frère, te voilà riche, et s’il y a moyen que je sois ton travailleur, je m’offre à garder
toutes ces bêtes.” Son frère lui répondit:
“Pas de quoi, tu es mon aîné; mais comme tu n’as pas gardé les conseils de notre père, jet e charge du soin de
surveiller ces bêtes. Moi, je suis ton chef et tu es mon ouvrier. Tu es là pour garder tout ce bétail.”
L’aîné se mit à gardere les bêtes de son cadet. Il les surveillait, les faisait paitre et s’occupait de tout. Le cadet
le pavait à chaque fin du mois.
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3
Un père avait une jolie fille qui s’appelait “Mon-destin-ton-destin.” Beaucoup de garçons voulaient l’avoir
comme femme, mais son papa leur disait:
“Ma fille, la voici. Celui qui veut l’avoir comme femme doit connaître la signification de son nom. Elle
s’appelle ‘Mon-destin-ton-destin’. Cela veut dire: si elle tombe malade, son mari aussi tombera malade. Si elle se
blesse, son époux se blessera également. Et il en est ainsi. Si ma fille meurt, son mari partira avec elle jusqu’au
séjour des morts. Tout ce qui lui arrive à elle, arrivera aussi à son mari.”
Tel était le sens de ce nom. Ceux qui posèrent leur candidature trouvèrent que la condition était très difficile,
ils s’en allèrent sans rien dire. Un homme qui répondait au nom de “Parti-sans-retour” arriva et se présenta chez le
père de la jeune fille. Il la demanda en mariage. Le beau-père lui expliqua les conditions. Le jeune homme
accepta:
“Oui, je suis d’accord avec toutes ces conditions.”
“Voici la convenbtion, signe-la,” dit le beau-père. Le garçon lui déclara:
“Je vous dis moi aussi la signification de mon nom. Je m’appelle ‘Parti-sans-ratour.”
“Cela ne fait rien, je vais signer la convention. Celle-ci est un accord qu’il faut respecter,” dit le pere de la fille.
Le mari prit sa femme et ils partirent au village. C’était ainsi: si l’epouse tombait malade, l’époux devenait
aussi malade. Mais un jour, la femme fut gravement malade et mourut. On l’amena au cimetière pour l’enterrer.
Le père prit la parole:
“Je présente ici la convention que nous avions signée avec mon beau-fils, le mari de celle que nous enterrons
toi. Avant que le cercueil soit déposé dans la tombe, il faut que le mari y descende et s’y couche. Le cercueil sera
mis sur lui. Il doit accompagnere son épouse au séjour des morts.”
“Oui, je suis d’accord d’accompagner ma femme dans la mort car le pacte a été signé,” dit le mari.
Les frères de celui-ci commencèrent à pleurer. Ils dirent:
“Notre frère ne doit pas être enterré!” Mais les assistants insistèrent:
“La convention a été signée il doit y aller.”
Sans discussion, le mari descendit dans la tombe et s’y coucha. Ils prirent le cercueil et le descendirent
lentement dans la tombe. Mais, le cercueil n’entra pas, la tombe était trop étroite. On dit à Parti-sens-retour:
“Sors d’abord pour que nous agrandissions la tombe et pais tu retourneras.”
Parti-sans-retour sortit joveusement du trou. Lorsqu’ils se mirent à creuser le trou, il secous la terre de ses
habits qui collait à lui. Ceux qui n’aimaient pas sa femme murmurerent:
“Comme il est sot. Par cette bêtise, il a signé ma mort. Il a pensé que cette femme était la plus belle du
monde.” A côté de lui, il y avait un autre qui disait:
“Qu’il l’accompagne, car il le voyait jolie comme la lumière du soleil. Est-ce qu’il ne va pas la rejoindre?”
Après avoir approfondi le trou, on ordonne au mari:
“Parti-sans-retour, on te prie de retourner dans la tombe.”
“Connaissez-vous mon nom?” leur demanda-t-il.
“Ton nom est parti-sans-retour,” lui répondirent-ils.
“Ceretainement!” souria-t-il. “J’avais expliqué le sens de mon nom au beau-père lorsque j’avis demandé cette
pauvre femme en mariage. Voici le pacte que nous avons signé à ce propos. Moi, je n’ai pas refusé de respecter
ma signature dans cette convention. J’ai été dans la tombe et comme je l’ai montré, je ne peux pas retourner là où
j’ai été.” Tout le monde l’applaudit et lui donna raison:
“C’est vrai ce qu’il dit.” La père de la fille décédée s’emporta contre le garçon et lui dit:
“Tu dois accompagner ma fille au séjour des morts.”
Sans enterrer sa fille, il alla accuser son beau-fils chez Dieu Tout Puissant. Celui-ci lui déclara:
“J’avais tout créé et tout est complet. Je n’ai laissé aucune chose sous-entendue. C’est moi qui ai donné
l’intelligence et la sagesse à vous, les hommes, pour que vous fassiez vos conversations. Vous savez bien les faire.
Parti-sans-retour a raison de refuser de retourner là, d’où il est venu. Il a raison de contester l’accord
d’accompagner sa femme jusqu’au séjour des morts selon le contrat fait avec son beau-père. Partez en paix!”
Ce fut ainsi que “Parti-sans-retour” gagna son precès contre “Mon-destin-ton-destin.”
4
Le léopard et la gazelle habitaient dans un même village avec leurs parents. Un jour, personne ne put aller en
forêt parce qu’il pleuvait toute la matinée:
200

“Ah! j’ai faim,” dit la gazelle, “que puis-je manger?”
Chez sa mère, elle monta sur l’étagère et y trouva trois épis de maïs. Elle en fit bouillir les graines et y mit du
sel.
“Ho! l’ai faim. Que mangerai-je?” se dit aussi le léopard. Il palpa sur l’étagère, pour y trouver quelque chose à
manger, mais il n’y avait rien.
“Je m’en vais visiter commère la gazelle, et voir si elle peut me donner quelque chose à manger,” décida le
leopard. Il sortit de la maison et partit sous la pluie chez son amie la gazelle.
“Bonjour commère la gazelle, comment vas-tu?” salus le leopard.
“Je me porte bien, et toi?”, demanda-t-elle …”
“Pas trop mal,” repondit-il. “Chez-moi je n’ai rien à manger, je meurs de faim. Donne-moi ce que tu as.
Compère le léopard, viens ici tout près de moi, pourquoi t’éloignes-tu de moi?” lui demanda-t-elle. Le léopard
s’approcha de la gazelle.
“Lave tes pattes et mange ces dents. Je les ai cuites!” lui dit la gazelle.
“Des dents?” s’étonna le léopard.
“Oui, ce sont des dents,” dit-elle. “Tu ne sais pas ce que sont des dents?” demanda la gazelle.
“Quelle espèce de dents?” voulut savoir le léopard.
“Les petits os enchâssés dans nos mâchoires qui nous servent à broyer les aliments ou à mordre,” expliqua la
gazelle.
“Ce n’est pas vrai! Je vois les dents de ta bouche. D’où viennent celles que tu manges?” demanda le léopard.
“Goûte-les et mange,” insista la gazelle.
Le léopard en prit quatre et les mangea. Il en sentit le goût savoureux, et demanda:
“Comment as-tu bouilli ces dents?”
“C’est facile,” répondit-elle, “il faut faire coucher la mère et lui enlever les dents. Ensuite tu les mets dans une
marmite, tu y verses une grande quantité d’eau, avec une cuillerée de sel et tu les fais bouillir. Mangeons-les
d’abord, je t’expliquerai encore après.”
Compère le léopard manges les grains de maïs avec beaucoup d’appétit. Après avoir terminé, ils lavèrent la
marmite.
“Toi commère la gazelle, explique-moi bien ce que tu as fait pour préparer ces dents?” lui redemanda le
léopard.
“Voilà, je te conseille de ne pas arracher tes propres dents, elles ne pourraient etre bien cuites. Mais il faut
arrachere celles de ta mère. Lorsque tu me vois ici, depuis que la pluie a commence, je suis allée arracher les
dents de ma mère. Je lui ai enlevé les dents et maintenant elle se chauffe près du feu parce qu’elle a froid. Je les ai
fait bouillir et voilà, tu me trouves en train de les manger.
“Mais écoute que je t’explique,” continua la gazelle, “lorsque tu arrives chez toi, fais entrer ta mère dans la
maison. Dis-lui de se coucher sur le dos, ensuite tu prendras le marteau et tu taperas sur ses dents. Tu enlèveras
surtout les molaires. Tu les mettras dans une marmite et tu y verseras beaucoup d’eau, ensuite tu placeras cette
marmite sur le feu. Tu allumeras un feu très fort, la marmite doit rester longtemps sur le feu. Après tu essayeras de
manger une dent pour savoir si elle est bien cuite et tu déposeras la marmite par terre.”
“Ho! gazelle est-ce come cela?” dit léopoard d’un air incrédule.
“C’est vrai, c’est la seule façon!” insista la gazelle.
“Mais est-ce que je ne tuerai pas ma mère?” lui demanda le léopard. “Si c’était ainsi, j’aurais déjà perdu la
mienne et je n’aurais pas la force de te le dire!”
“Je ne suis pas folle,” lui repliqua la gazelle. La gazelle appela sa mère:
“Maman, viens.” Avant d’appeler la mère, la gazelle s’était introdruite dans la chambre où se trouvait sa mère
et lui avait conseillé:
“Maman, je vais t’appeler, mais tu ne parleras pas et n’ouvriras pas la bouche.”
La mère se présenta. La gazelle posa des questions à sa mère:
“Que fais-tu?” Sa mère ne fit que des gestes et pointa son doigt vers ses lèvres.
“Souffres-tu de la bouche?” lui demanda la gazelle. “Est-ce que tu tues bien rechauffée près du feu?”
Elle gesticula, montra le feu en tremblant de froid. “J’ai froid et je me rechauffe au feu,” signifiaient ces gestes.
La gazelle s’adressa au léopard:
“Tu vois, ma mére est toufours en vie. S’il s’agissait d’un cas qui puisse causer la mort de la mère, je ne
pourrais pas te conseiller de la sorte. Je ne suis pas bête,” conclut la gazelle. Avant appris cela, le léopard courut
chez sa mère et entra dans le maison:
“Maman que fais-tu ici dans la maison?” lui demanda le léopard.
“Je ne fais rien, je suis à mon aise,” lui répondit la mère.
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“Viens,” dit le léopard. La mère s’approcha.
“Allonge-toi sur la natte,” ordonna le léopard. Sa mère prit place sur la natte.
“Qu’y a-t-il, mon fils?” répondit-elle.
“Mets-toi en position couchée.” Elle s’allongea.
“Mon fils qu’y-a-t-il? Dis-le-moi!” s’inquièta la mère. Le léopard prit le marteau et frappa sur la bouche de sa
mère pour déraciner toutes les dents.
“Mon fils tu me tues! Pourquoi me frappes-tu? Au secours! Hommes de village!” cria la mère.
“Patience, tu ne mourras pas!” lui assura le léopard.
Il enleva toutes les dents de sa mère. Lorsque l’opération fut terminée, la mère mourut, ses pieds seulement
bougeaient. C’est à ce sujet que les spectateurs chantent:
Compère le léopard tu agis
Très rapidement sans réfléchir.
Compère le léopard tu agis
Très rapidement sans réfléchir.

Compère le léopard ne se rendit pas compte que sa mère était morte et que les pieds seuls faisaient des
mouvements. Il prit les dents, les mit dans une marmite, y versa de l’eau et déposa la marmite sur le feu. Il alluma
un grand feu qui fit évaporer toute l’eau qui se trouvait dans la marmite. Il toucha les dents, elles restaient dures.
“Peut-être dois-je ajouter encore de l’eau,” se dit le léopard.
Il versa de nouveau de l’eau et fit bouillir à un degré supérieur. Il essaya de les croquer, elles lui semblaient
toujours très dures. Le bois de chauffage se terminait et l’eau dans le récipient avait disparu.
“Non, je ne comprends pas. Je pense que la gazelle m’a caché sa façon de préparer,” se dit le léopard. Il déposa
la marmite par terre.
“Je vais d’abord voir comment va maman.”
Il alla trouver sa mère qui était morte. Le léopard se mit à pleurer:
Malheur! La gazelle m’a trompé!
Vraiment elle agit par pure méchanceté.
Malheur! La gazelle m’a trompé!
Vraiment elle agit par pure méchanceté.

Toute la famille du léopard se rassembla:
“Qu’y a-t-il?” lui demanda-t-on.
“Laissez-moi tranquille. Je ne comprends pas la méchanceté de la gazelle!” soupira le léopard. “Elle ma dit:
‘Va arracher les dents de ta mère, pour en préparer un repas. Elle ne mourra pas,’ m’a-t-elle assure. J’ai arraché les
dents de ma mère, et voilà, elle est morte! Pour tout dire, j’ai fait bouillir les dents en question, mais elles restent
toujours dures. Que ferai-je maintenant?” demanda le léopard. Les gens répondirent:
“N’y avait-il pas autre chose à manger que des dents?”
“J’en avais goûté chez la gazelle,” répondit le léopard. On se moqua de lui:
“Tu es devenu fou! La gazelle t’a trompé! Allons chez elle et vérifions si réellement elle a enlevé les dents a sa
mère.”
La nouvelle du décès de la mère du léopard parvint à la gazelle. Ayant apris cela, elle se jeta par terre, se roula
dans la poussière:
“Eh! gyégyé eh, ngyé ngyé.” Elle prit vite sa mère, alla en brousse et la cacha dans une termitière.
“Toi maman demure ici, n’essaie pas de sortir, même pas pour un instant!” dit la gazelle. Les anciens du
léopard s’habillèrant, en tenue de chef, et vinrent chez la gazelle.
“Gazelle sors!” commandèrent-ils.
“Qu’y a-t-il?” demanda la gazelle.
“Non, sors!” insistèrent les anciens. La gazelle se présenta devant eux.
“Que se passe-t-il ici?” enquetêrènt les notables.
“Ici, il n’y a rien,” répondit la gazelle.
“Présente-nous ta mère, où est-elle?” ordonnèrent-ils.
“Dites-moi d’abord pourquoi vous la cherchez?” exigea la gazelle.
“Nous voulons simplement voir ta mère,” dirent les notables.
“Si vous ne me dites pas pourquoi, je ne la vous présenterai pas,” répondit la gazelle. Alors le chef de notables
se mit debout et dit:
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“Toi, tu as trompé le léopard.”
“Comment l’ai-je trompé?” demanda la gazelle.
“Tu l’as trompé en disant: ‘Va arracher les dents à ta mère.’ Depuis le temps de nos anciens, on sait que si on
arrache toutes les dents à quelqu’un, il est condamné à mourir. Maintenant le léopard n’a plus de mère. Fais-nous
voir ta mère. Où est-elle?” plaida le notable en faveur du léopard.
“Je ne l’ai pas trompé. J’avais appris par quelqu’un, que si on arrache les dents de sa mère, celle-ci ne mourrait
pas. J’ai appris ces dires, le léopard le sait. Le jour où j’ai enlevé les dents à ma mère, il était présent. Nous les
avons mangées ensemble. Et il est vite allé enlever les dents à sa mère. Quelque temps après son départ, ma mère
est morte. Il est parti arracher les dents de sa mère, sa mère n’est plus. Que puis-je faire lorsque vous m’accusez.
Ma mère, elle-aussi n’est plus!”
Ainsi se défendit la gazelle. Les juges n’arriverent pas à tirer cette affaire au clair et ils dirent.
“Comment prendre une décision dans une telle situation: ta mère est morte, la sienne aussi, c’est par ta propre
bêtise, puisque tu as agi sans considération.”
5
Les animaux délibéraient pour choisir leur chef. Ils demandèrent:
“Pourquoi sommes-nous sans ordre? Il serait bien d’avoir un chef qui puisse nous conduire et donner des lois à
la population, une constitution pour les occupations et les alliances.” En premier lieu les macaques proposerent:
“Nous allons choisir notre chef et les chiens aussi choisiront le leur.” Après un long débat, les animaux
décidèrent:
“Nous tous rassemblés ici votons pour élire notre chef. Celui qui aura la majorité des voix sera élu.” Les
animaux consentirent:
“Bien sûr, votons notre chef.” La gazelle se fit remarquer et dit:
“Le chef sera élu par vote.”
Ils votèrent presqu’une demie journée et finalement le macaque fut élu.
“Malheur!” s’écria la gazelle, “le macaque qui reste sur les arbres?”
“Bien sûr!” dirent les animaux, “comme il demeure sur les arbres il veillera sur nous et il guettera nos ennemis
de partout. Quand il les aperçoit, il nous les signale et nous nous deplacerons.”
“Ho! certainement pas,” objecta l’antilope. “Je vais vous faire comprendre que le macaque ne peut être chef.”
Elle torréfia des arachides et lorsque le chef macaque donna son discours, elle prit une corbeille d’arachides, la
déposa justement devant la chaise du chef. Les arachides étaient couvertes de poussière et de cendre. En les
voyant, la macaque arrêta son discours et se précipita sur la corbeille d’arachides pour les prendre. Revenu sur sa
chaise, tous ceux qi appuyaient sa candidature y renoncèrent. Mais le macaque, sans gêne, commença à manger
des arachides en présence de tout le monde. Les assistants le regardèrent bouche-bée. Ils se retirèrent l’un après
l’autre. L’antilope s’adressa au macique et lui dit:
“Macaque, tu es un voleur et il ne te conviens pas d’être chef. Un voleur ne peut être chef!”
Ensuite, on approuva la candidature du chien. On déclara:
“Votons pour compère le chien. Comme il court très vite, il peut nous sauver dans certaines circonstances.”
“Vraiment?” demanda la gazelle.
“Oui, vraiment il est très rapide,” répondirent les animaux qui plaidaient en sa faveur.
Ils passèrent au suffrage, tout le monde vota pour lui parce que la propagande avait été bien dirigée. Il fut élu.
L’antilope qui dirigeait l’action, proclama son élection. Il fut placé sur la chaise du chef où il devait faire son
discours. La gazelle lui joua un tour. Elle prit un os, le mit dans une assiette et la plaça devant le chef qui se livrait
à son discours. Le chien jetait un clin d’œil sur l’os qui luisait de graisse. La gazelle qui est son adversaire,
déplaca l’assiette à plusieurs reprises pour attirer l’attention du chien sur l’os d’une part et embrouiller les autres
d’autre part. Le chien eut une envie irrésistible. Il se jeta sur l’os et les prit. Des cris d’étonnements se firent
entendre dans le peuple. Avec l’os dans la gueule, le chien disparut en brousse. Et on la déclara inapte. A cause de
sa gourmandise dévorante, il ne pouvait rester chef.
6
Il y avait un garçon qui s’appellait Masálasála ce qui veut dire “désordonné.” Un jour il dit à sa mère:
“Maman, je m’en vais rendre visite à ma grand-mère.”
“C’est bien, tu peux y aller,” lui répondit la mère.
203

Cette maman et son garçon n’habitaient pas dans le même village que la grand-mère. Au retour, la grand-mère
lui donna une aiguille et dit:
“Prends cette aiguille et donne-le à ta mère.” Désordonné prit l’aiguille, la piqua dans ses cheveux et partit.
C’était une longue route et il perdit l’aiguille. Arrivé chez sa mère, il lui dit avec fierté:
“Maman, grand-mère t’envoie une siguille.” Se mère se réjouit et lui demanda:
“Mais où se trouve-t-elle?”
Le garçon tâta ses cheveux pour la trouver mais elle n’y était plus.
“Je l’ai placée dans mes cheveux, mais elle ne s’y trouve plus,” dit Masálasála.
“Une autre fois, si on te donne une aiguille, ne la place pas dans les cheveux. Il faut l’enfoncer dans une feuille
et la mettre dans la poche,” lui expliqua la mère.
“Cela n’est pas grave, je le ferai la prochaine fois,” dit le garçon.
Il alla de nouveau visiter sa grand-mère. Celle-ci lui confia un joli petit chien et lui dit:
“Voici un petit chien pour ta mère.”
Désordonné prit le petit chien. En route, il l’emballa dans un paquet de feuilles et le mit dans sa poche. Le petit
chien bougeait fort, mais le garçon le garda toujours dans sa poche où la pauvre bête mourut. Arrivé chez lui, il dit
à sa mère:
“Grand-mère t’envoie un très joli petit chien.”
“Donne-le moi,” dit le mère.
Il sortit le chien qui était mort dans sa poche. Sa mère se facha et lui dit:
“Pourquoi es-tu sans intelligence? Si on te donne un petit chien, tu lui mets une ficelle au cou et il te suit en
marchant.”
“Je comprends mamu, je le ferai une autre fois.” Il passa de nouveau voir sa grand-mère.
“Porte ce colis de poissons à ta mère,” lui dit-elle.
A la sortie du village, Désordonné lia ce colis à une longue ficelle et le traina derrière lui. Arrivé dans un
village, les chiens de l’endroit sentirent l’odeur des poissons et se mirent à la poursuite de ce colis. Le déchirant,
ils commencèrent à manger les poissons. Désordonné arriva chez sa mère:
“Maman, grand-mère t’envoie un colis de bons poissons.”
Ses frères et soeurs entendirent cela et ils se précipitèrent auprès de lui, affamés de poissons. Il ouvrit le paquet
où il ne restait plus aucun poisson. Sa mère s’emporta fort contre lui en lui expliquant:
“Si on reçoit un paquet de poissons, on me l’attache pas à une ficelle pour le traîner derrière soi, mais on
transporte sur sa tête.”
“Je t’écoute bien raman. Certainement je ne ferai plus cela un autre jour.”
De nouveau, Désordonné alla visiter sa grand-mère car il l’aimait beaucoup. Au retour, celle-ci lui donna une
calebasse qui contenait de l’huile de palme et lui dit:
“Voici une calebasse qui contient de l’huile de palme, va la donner à ta mère.”
Devant sa grand-mère, Masálasála manifesta sa force en la transportant à la main droite. Il se fatigue de la
longue marche et mit cette calebasse sur sa tête. Comme le soleil brillait très fort, l’huile s’échauffa et commença
à couler. Elle se répandit sur la tête et sur tout le corps. Les habits furent couverts d’huile. Elle pénétra aussi dans
les yeux et le piqua. Il jetta la calebasse par terre et se plongea vite dans l’eau. Il se lava bien et arriva au village.
Sa mère lui demanda:
“Mon fils, qu’est-ce que maman à envoyé?” Il lui répondit:
“Grand-mère t’a envoyé une calebasse où il y avait de l’huile de palme. J’ai transporté cette calebasse sur la
tête comme tu me l’avais dit. Mais lorsque l’huile fut chauffée par le soleil, elle coula sur mon corps et m’entre
aussi dans les veux. Heureusement à ce moment là, je me trouvais au bord de la rivière et c’est ainsi que je suis
sauvé, autrement je serais moret.” La mère s’emporta:
“A partir d’aujourd’hui, toi Masálasála comme tu es toujours sot, tu n’iras plus rendre visite à ta grand-mère,
Reste avec ton nom qui te convient. Tu amènes des désordres.”
C’est ainsi que le nom de Masálasále est donné à celui qui fait tout de travers.
158d.92 1. Elle était très belle, mais refusait de se marier 2. Cette chose rouge qui ressemble à la foudre 3.
Commère la fouine fut tout oreilles 4. Il tua son fils avec sa lourde canne: Four Folktales\fn{by Kambonji Méebugíla
(c.1940?- )} Muhida Village, Bandundu Province, Congo/Kinshasa (F) 4
1
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Il était une fois une jeune fille qui s’appelait Málugéengi. Elle était très belle, mais elle refusait de se marier.
Tous venaient demander sa main et voulaient l’avoir comme femme. Le lion posa sa candidature. On partit la
chercher.
“Qui est venu me demander en mariage?” demanda-t-elle. “Qui t’a envoyé me chercher?”
“C’est le lion qui vient te fiancer,” dit le cadet. Elle refusa:
“Dis-lui qu’il peut s’en aller. Je ne veux pas de lui.”
Le lion prit la route et partit. L’éléphant se dit à lui-même:
“Je pense que le lion n’était pas charmant. Autrement, il aurait eu Málugéengi pour érouse. Pourquoi
Málugéengi l’a-t-elle refusé? Moi l’éléphant, je vais la voir aujourd’hui.”
Comme vous le savez, l’éléphant est un gros animal. Accompagné des siens il partit apporta toute sa richesse.
Arrivé au village, il dit:
“Je viens chercher Málugéengi pour l’épouser, allez l’appeler!” On chargea un petit d’aller l’avertir. Celui-ci
l’appela:
“Málugéengi! Málugéengi!”
“Qu’y a-t-il?” répondit-elle.
“Il y a un garçon là-bas!” cria le petit.
“Quel garçon?” demanda-t-elle.
“C’est l’éléphant!”
“Non, je ne l’aime pas,” répondit Málugéengi.
On parlait beaucoup de Málugéengi et de sa beauté, mais elle ne se laissait pas voir, elle restait casée,
réflechissant à celui qui viendrait l’épouser. Voici que le léopard s’offrit à son tour. Il se dit:
“Je vais demander Málugéengi comme épouse.”
Il s’habilla bien, à la manière des chefs, partant des habits tachetés. Il arriva au village de Málugéengi et dit:
“Allez l’appeler et dites-lui que le léopard est là pour la demander en mariage.” Le petit partit l’appeler et dit:
“Málugéengi, Málugéengi, il y a un garçon là-bas.”
“Qui est ce garçon?” demanda-t-elle.
“C’est le léopard,” lui répondit-il.
“Dis-lui qu’il peut s’en ailer.”
Le léopard reprit la route et s’en alla. Beaucoup d’animaux venaient mais Málugéengi les refusait tous. Le
chacal se dit:
“Ce sont tous des vauriens! Moi, j’irai prendre Málugéengi comme femme.”
Il s’en alla avec une chaise à porteurs pour sa future épouse. Il arriva au village de la jeune fille. On partit la
chercher:
“Málugéengi, il y a un garçon là-bas!”
“Qui est ce garçon?” demanda-t-elle. “C’est le chacal.”
“Je n’aime pas les carnivores!” répondit-elle.
Le chacal regagna son village. Après le retour du chacal. Le renard se présenta et dit:
“Je veux epouser Málugéegni, allez la chercher.” Un petit s’en alla appeler la jeune fille:
“Málugéengi, Málugéengi, il y a un garçon là-bas.”
“Que est ce garçon?” demanda-t-elle. Le petit répondit:
“Ce garçon c’est le renard.”
“Dis-lui qu’il s’en aille, il ne fait que manger des poules. Je ne veux pas de lui!” répliqua Málugéengi. Le
Carpaud qui arrivait, remarqua:
“Renard, il semble qu’on te refuse parce que tu es mangeur de poules! … mais moi, je l’aurai,” affirma-t-il
avec exaltation. Il se présenta et dit:
“Je viens me fiancer à Málugéengi.” On lui répondit:
“Elle n’est pas ici on va l’appeler.”
On envoya le petit. Il l’appela:
“Málugéengi, Málugéengi, viens te présenter, il y a un garçon pour toi!” La fille demanda:
“Qui est ce garçon?” Le petit lui répondit,
“C’est le crapaud.”
“Lui qui est sans queue et saute lordement, qui marche en traînant son derrière par terre! Aucun membre de son
corps ne m’inspire de l’amour, je ne veux pas de lui.”
Málugéengi refusa tous les animaux qui posèrent leur candidature au mariage. Il y en avait des grands qui la
sollicitaient, des animaux admirables, mais elle ne voulait en épouser aucun. Finalement le campagnol essaya.
Chargé de ses biens, il se mit en route accompagné de domestiques.
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“Moi, je vais demander Málugéengi en mariage, cette jeune fille dont on parle tant. Pourquoi déclinerait-elle
tout le monde?” Le campagnol se planta au milieu du village de la jeune fille et proclama:
“Je viens demander la femme en mariage, celle dont on parle tant et qui répond au nom de Málugéengi.”
On lui demanda de s’asseoir; on lui offrit une chaise et on envoya un petit chercher Málugéengi. Celui-ci partit
et cria:
“Málugéengi, Málugéengi, un garçon vient d’arriver au village.”
“Que est ce garçon?” Le petit répondit:
“Ce garçon, c’est le campagnol.” Elle tressaillit de joie et s’exclama:
“Dis-lui qu’il m’attende.”
Le campagnol se prépara pour l’accueillir. Elle se prsenta et salua son fiancé.
Le mariage eut lieu et on porta la mariée et son mari en litière su village. C’est à propos de ce fait que les
anciens chantent:
“Toi cadet, petit enfant! Avec que resteras-tu maintennant?”
“J’avais une sœur aînée chérie, qui part honteuse et fuit la vue des hommes! Va t’en va t’en, tu auras de la
peine après! Est-ce que vous êtes tous du même avis?”
“Eh oui c’est comme cela!”\fn{Note: La jeune fille avait consenti au mariage à cause du joli nom de “campagnol.” Elle ne savait
pas que c’était un rat avec lequel son cadet ne pouvait partir—la maison d’un rat est petite. Le cadet était triste de voir partir sa sœur aînée
et celle-ci aurait voulu également rester auprès de son frère cadet }

2
Autrefois, le coq et le renaerd se fuyaient, ils ne pouvaient se voir l’un et l’autre. Pourquoi cela? C’est parce
que le Bon Dieu Tout Puissant créa le coq avec une excroissance rouge et dentelée sur sa tête: la crête. Alors
chaque fois que le renard voyait le coq près de lui, il se retirait en disant:
“Cette excroissance que le coq porte sur sa têête est très dangereuse! Si je m’approche, je serai pris par cette
chose rouge qui ressemble à la foudre!”
Quand le renard rencontrait le coq, il se cachait. Le coq réfléchit et dit:
“Nous sommes tous créés par Dieu et chacun doit être en relation amicale avec l’autre. Pourquoi le renard me
fuit-il?” Une autre fois, le coq dit:
“Moi, je dois tout faire, pour que le renard ne me fuit plus.” Il appela:
“Renard! Renard! Viens ici. Pourquoi me fuis-tu?”
“Moi, si j’approche, la chose rouge plantée sur ta tête me saisira et me tuera. Je ne peux pas t’approcher.”
“Pas du tout, ceci est un signe d’amour, c’est le bon Dieu qui l’a créé. Cela fait partie de mon corps. Cette
chose ne tue personne. As-tu jamais appris que le coq ait tu quelqu’un par sa crête?” lui demanda le coq.
“Ce n’est pas vrai, tu me trompes,” répliqua le renard.
Le coq fit tout pour avoir l’amitié du renard. Ils se virent souvent, mais s’évitèrent. Cette fuite du renard ne
plaisait pas au coq. Il fit tout pour que le renard ait confiance en lui. Il dit:
“Viens ici, je ne pense pas que tu puisses mourir. Je sais même que tu ne mourras pas. Je veux que tu viennes
toucher ma crête.” D’abord le renard n’osa y toucher, puis il prit courage et y mit sa patte.
“Ho! C’est vrai?” s’étonna le renard.
“C’est pour rien que tu crains ma crête,” dit le coq. “Crois-tu encore que cette chose tue les hommes? Elle ne
tue pas. C’est un signe. Le bon Dieu l’a créée sur mon corps,” dit le coq.
“Et c’était pour cela que j’ai craint le coq?” se dit le renard. “Je croyais qu’il pouvait me tuer. Or, le coq ne tue
pas! Le coq est donc ma proie! Pourquoi devrai-je crever de faim ainsi?”
Ce fut la conclusion du renard, car il venait de comprendre le secret de la crête du coq. Au lieu de se lier
d’amitié sincère avec le coq, celui-ci avait enlevé toute crainte. Il se déclara son ennemi. C’est ainsi
qu’aujourd’hui encore, une hostilit oppose le coq au renard. Le renard cherche le coq et les hommes qui élèvent
les coqs chassent le renard.
Le renard en veut au coq, l’homme en veut au renard. D’où cette chanson qui nous conseille de vivre
prudemment:
“Renard, te pormènes-tu prudemment? Le peuple Ngoóngo est en chasse. Sois prudent.”
“Je le suis.”
“L’imprudence occasionne l’affaire judiciaire. Renard, te promènes-tu prudemment? Le peuple Mbála est en
chasse.”
3
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Il était un ancien qui s’appelait chacal. Il avait un neveu le chien. Le chacal ne faisait rien d’autre que de tirer
du vin de palme. Un jour il se dit:
“Ah! Il y a quelque temps que je n’ai pas visité mon neveu. Aujourd’hui, je passerai chez lui. Tout le vin que je
tirerai, je le lui porterai ce soir.”
L’après-midi, le chacal gravit la colline en portant une calebasse de vin. Il arriva à la maison, y déposa sa corde
de tireur, présenta un colis des coléoptères aux enfants et leur dit:
“Je vais visiter mon neveu et lui apporter cette calebasse de vin de palme.”
Il se mit en route jusque chez son neveu, le chien. Le chien assisle salua.
“Comment ça va, mon neveu?” débuta la chacal. “Est-ce que tu te portes bien?”
“Je me porte bien.” Lui répondit le chien,
“Je reviens à l’instant de la forêt, je te présente ce vin pour que tu y désaltères tes lèvres.”
Le chien remercia vivement son oncle. Le chacal lui dit au revoir et partit. Après le départ du chacal, le chien
s’adressa à ses enfants:
“Apportez-moi vite un verre, je veux prendre du vin de palme. Depuis hier, je n’ai pas pris une seule goutte de
vin!”
Oncle lui apporta. Il en prit un verre, puis un deuxième, ensuite un troisième. Il jeta le verre par terre et
réfléchit:
“Je pensais aller au lit vers huit heures. Mais il y a quelqu’un qui m’en a empêché. Il est bien d’avoir un
oncle,” murmura l’ivrogne. “Quand j’aurai bu ce vin, j’irai voir Commère la fouine.”
Il vida la calebasse et s’enivra de plus belle! Sa vue fut troublée et il vit des étoiles partout. Il alla au lit et
cherecha à s’endormir, mais le vin de palme ne le lui permit pas.
“Tu ne peux pas dormir maintenant,” lui commanda le vin. Compère le chien se mit debout et dit:
“Je me rends chez commère la fouine. Il y a longtemps qu’on s’est plus vu; de même Compère le macaque. Je
ne me coucherai pas avant de les avoir visites!”
Le chien se mit en route, il chancelait. L’ivresse le poussait d’un côté à l’autre du chamin. Le vin lui dit:
“Ne crois pas que tu dormiras aujourd’hui, c’est moi qui te dirige!”
Il arriva enfin chez la fouine. Au lieu de prendre l’entrée ordinaire et sans demander comme d’habitude:
“Commère la fouine êtes-vous chez vous?” Le chien entra par un trou de la cloture.
“Eh quoi, pourquoi faire un détour jusqu’à la grande porte? C’est ici que j’entre,” dit le chien et il foula
bruyamment les feuilles mortes qui s’y trouvaient. La fouine réveilla son conjoint et lui dit:
“Tu sais que l’on parale beaucoup de voleurs. Qui est-ce qui marche sur les feuilles mortes derrières?”
Commère la fouine fut tout oreilles. Elle demanda:
“As-tu retiré ce tison qui se trouvait au feu?”
“Je ne sais pas. Va le chercher.” La fouine sortit très lentement et prit le tison.
“Tous ces cambrioleurs qui pénetrent partout!” murmura la fouine.
De son coté, le chien calcula la direction à prendre pour arriver à la porte de la maison. Quand il voulut
traverser la haie de la concession, la fouine lui tapa sur la tête avec le tison. Il cria, “ Weé, weé, weé,” et fut couvert
de sang.
Il ne vit plus le moyen de gagner la maison de Commère la fouine, et celle-ci rentra vite chez elle. Le chien
réfléchit longuement sur cet incident et se dit:
“Si je m’étais mis au lit après avoir bu ce vin que l’oncle Gibúlu m’a apporté, je n’aurais pas la tête
ensanglantée. Si je ne vagabondais pas autant et restais sur place, je n’aurais pas ce malheur! D’ailleurs, c’est
l’excès de vin qui m’a excité à aller me promener.”
Celui qui n’est pas prudent
Encaisse des ennuis partout.
Toi qui n’est pas prévoyant,
Tu auras des ennuis partout.”

Dans ce contexte, les anciens conclurent:
“Le comportement trahit le coupable.”
Une chanson dit:
Toi qui restes les bras croisés,
Tes amis travaillent
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Lorsque tu ne t’occupes que du vin
Tes amis sent déjà au labour.

A la troisième naissance, elle qaccoucha d’un chien.
4
Un papa vivait avec son fils. Ils voyageaient toujours ensemble. Un jour, aprèès une longue marche, le fils eut
faim et s’adressa à son père:
“Papa!”
“Oui fils,” répondit le père.
“Vois-tu comme je marche! Je suis très fatigué, je ne puis plus avancer et j’ai faim.”
Le père lui demanda de déposer le sac de vivres. Le fils arrangea de la paille sous un arbre et ils s’assirent, et
ouvrirent le sac; ils en sortirent le luku et des courges bien grillées. Le père prit un morceau, le mit dans la bouche
et le mâcha. L’enfant qui fixait ses regards aux joues de son père lui dit:
“Oh papa, quelle manière de manger!”
“Comment est-ce que je mange?” demanda le père.
“Lorsque tu fais ham, ham, je remarque que tes mâchoires bougent. Pourquoi les bouges-tu?” dit le fils.
“Ho!, quelle blague fiston! Ne sais-tu pas que les mâchoires bougent quand on mange?”
“Papa, je le vois pour la première fois!”
“Mon fils prends ce morceau de courage.”
L’enfant le prit, l’introduisit dans la bouche et mâcha. Ses mâchoires firent le même mouvement, elles
bougèrent. Le père s’emporta contre son fils:
“Mon fils, raconte-moi l’affaire que Gangyedingyedi avait relatée. Pourquoi tes mâchoires dansent-elles
comme les miennes?” Or une chanson a ce propos dit:
Règle l’affaire,
Règle l’affaire comme
l’avait fait Gangyédingyédi.

Le père indigne se dit:
“L’enfant m’outrage.”
Il tua son fils en le frappant de sa lourde canne. Quand on l’interrogea on se rendit compte que le père ne savait
rien de l’âme de l’enfant. Il ignorait que l’enfant pose toujours des questions. Il désire savoir ce qu’il ignore. Les
juges lui dirent:
“Toi qui comprend déjà beaucoup, tu dois guider les ignorants. Tu es condamné et tu dois être châtié.” Puis, ils
ajourtèrent:
“A tout humain qui pose une question il faut donner une réponse, car, c’est par les questions, que l’on parvient
à la connaissance.”
94.127 Excerpt from Before The Birth Of The Moon\fn{by V. Y. Mudimbe (1941- )} Jadotville (now Likasi),
Katanga Province, Congo/Kinshasa (M) 12
1
She is waiting. Every evening the same. Eyes half-closed, she smiles while her right hand lazily caresses her
silk scarf. She is always hoping, looking for her lord and master, visibly impassioned and at the same time spent
by this invasion of music which entangles her in a sea of cigarette smoke and the stale smell of alcohol. She
would have liked to be dancing; to be clinging to Stefan George, to be convinced of the mystery of her own heart
so that she could enter joyfully into the death of lyrics, so well- preserved by the life of a melody:
Don’t judge them by their swords or thrones:
All notables, of any rank, still have
a coarse and carnal eye
the same raw look of the leering beast …

On the dance floor, the dancers are clutching each other. She is watching them. The men are holding the
women as closely as if it were a last farewell. She lets herself go as well. An American is at work on her. Fresh
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polish, bright colors, her eyes suddenly joyful, she sings along with the orchestra:
Far from the tree’s trunk, away in the brush
grows the rare shoot, alone of its kind.
And you recognize your kindred
by the pure light in their eyes …

He is talking to her. Startled, she focuses on his somewhat entreating, slightly unhappy voice. Why not go with
her right away? He does not understand that she would be so resistant to money, unfolds an enormous handkerchief and wipes his face. She looks at him, searches his eyes, then bursts out laughing. Will she give in? She
knows these eyes, the eyes of a beaten or a soaked dog. She is in control. Once she gives herself, she knows that
she has nothing to counter with if she wants to earn her reward: she will be the one with the ravaged eyes.
Amused, she follows the hand that shyly manipulates her thighs. It is a hairy hand. The too-weak light makes it
look like tortoiseshell. The veins stand out, like conquerors. She raises her glass to eye level; watchfully she
contemplates the ice cubes shimmering like diamonds in the whiskey. She smiles, pleased, and directs her gaze
into a dark corner. A couple. Just like them: an American and a black woman. She lights a cigarette, takes two
drags one right after the other. A slow dance. He looks at her. She puts out her cigarette.
“Shall we dance?”
“Yes.”
He clings to her, imprisons her. The lights are lowered. They hold each other closely. A melody comes up, allembracing.
… When my grave’s tombstone is unsealed
to receive a second occupant,
since the tomb, too, will have learned
the way that women have of serving as
bed to many more than one alone …

“Are you happy?”
“Sure, and you?”
He has to take a deep breath. Perhaps it is his whiskey breath. She withdraws her head slightly, then rests it on
his shoulder. It is so intoxicating, you said one day—do you remember that?—a smell of tree stumps burnt by
alcohol fumes. It is the smell of America. You smile. No doubt won over again by the revelations of dancing with
a stranger.
They barely move. Just like the others. Another light goes out, a new patch of intimacy settles in. Bodies seek
each other.
… And when the gravedigger sees
this luminous bracelet of hair
shining around bone
will he not want to leave us in peace
thinking that here lie …

“What do you do in life?”
“I’m an American.”
“Yes, I can see that. But your profession?”
“I’m a technician.”
“You’re a good dancer.”
He has his hands on your hips. His arms are creeping vines, forming a double hyphen between you. Only your
shoulders navigate across the barely perceptible rolling.
… two lovers who believed thus to find
a way for their souls to meet
amidst the throng of the Judgment Day
and to linger just a little
while inside this tomb …

“Still happy?”
“Yes, indeed. Except for the heat. I’m dying in here. What’s your name?”
“That really matters to you? Why don’t you tell me about your country?”
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“America?”
A huge white bay opens up, protected by the police. Absentmindedly, you come across enormous and impenetrable ships. A chorus of rivers. Spectacular and wild mountains parade with entire movie houses as their floats.
And so all his anecdotes begin to flutter about on the last strains of a gloomy melody:
… You shall be something like Mary Magdalen
and I some other saint, at the same time
we’ll be adored by every woman
and by a few, a very few men …

Brutally, the light comes on again. A cha-cha-cha encircles it immediately. Your American smiles protectively
and takes you by the shoulders.
“Thank you, my nameless little girl.”
“It was nice, wasn’t it?”
“Yes, indeed. I like the words. Do you know the writer?”
“No. Why?”
“Haven’t you been to school?”
“Of course I have! I speak French don’t I?”
Disaster. He is speaking to you of German, English, American writers who bore you. Suddenly, you skid to a
halt, happy; there is a smile on your lips for her who is coming towards you. He stops his lecture, too, so that he
can undress her with his eyes, and it shows. She is wearing a short, two-toned, yellow-orange dress, very low-cut.
You admire once more the lovely outline of her eyebrows, and her teeth almost blue in the luminous play of the
neon lights. Hurriedly, she whispers in your ear:
“You’ll come and get me tomorrow morning at ten?”
“At the usual place?”
“Yes, if that's all right.”
His right hand under your skirt, he is fascinated watching the new arrival head towards the bar.
“Is she a friend of yours?”
“No, that’s my sister.”
“She is pretty.”
“Isn’t she though?”
And you burst out laughing. She, your sister! After all, to the Europeans as to the Americans, all Blacks look
alike. It is so much easier to let her be your sister.
*
It had been a rainy afternoon. You were feeling lonely, sad. She came, spoke to you, ushered you into her life.
What, in fact, were you looking for in that little store, in that seedy neighborhood? Some fabric or a dress? She
discouraged you in order to teach you how to cheat. Just a little bit, like everyone else. Fabrics? She told you they
were horribly expensive.
“In this store there is more of a choice than you can possibly imagine. Only the prices … come and see for
yourself. This style for example, isn’t it nice? No? Look at this lovely flesh-colored sheath … and this little light
suit, that’s not bad at all now, is it? How much? A fortune, my dear, a small fortune. That little white number
there, next to the blue shirt and blouse, what do you think of that one? The boss, he’s Greek, sells off more than
half of his stock on the black market. I’m the one who finds him the saleswomen to move the stuff. A real stroke
of luck, this job. Come, let’s go have a drink. Will you help me? Yes? You’ll see: you’ll have everything you want
…
“What’s your name? You’re right, that’s not important at all. You’ll be my little sister, is that all right?”
*
At this point, you worshipped her, you were converted, convinced that your love for her was a permanent state
of rapture, as remote from the male as it was from any regret. Your queasy faintheartedness at the beginning had
quickly disappeared in the glow of the unsettling infectiousness in which you had recognized the ecstasy of your
childhood. You still remember the artlessness of her spontaneity:
“I love you. Very much. Just to live with you. To meet after work. Don’t you feel this need for a pure, luminous spot of shade, a hiding place far from masculine excretions? Do you love me just a little? Me, I already adore
you. Drink your tomato juice … isn’t it good? Be sweet, lift your head a little so that I can marvel at your lovely
throat …”
She is at the bar, luxuriating in the masculine frustrations and desire elicited by her body. She will go out with
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her American and offer him her loins.
Filled with hate, you discover another American at work on your thighs. You are thinking that he is defiling
you. His hand is so far removed from your innocence of yesterday, of all the days past and yet to come. How far it
is, too, from the delights and the discreet depths of your shared womanhood. And this evening, as always, you
wonder if, despite everything, you ought to continue holding on to this stroke of luck which throws your senses
off every single time.
She empties her glass. Her friend is talking to her. She laughs and her teeth flash in the light as it turns bluer,
while the music fades a little. Right at this very moment you would like to feel them against your own. Roughly
you close your legs and get up.
“Leave me alone. You’re hurting me.”
“I’m sorry, truly I …”
He seems shocked. In one gulp he empties his glass of whiskey, then goes on to find another girl.
2
You have picked the man for you. He is large, well nourished. A brilliant politician. You have known him a
long time. Do you love him? Why do you go back to him with such regularity? In the long run, won’t your
revulsion necessarily slip into the structure of his demands? But can you still find such sacrifice acceptable for the
love of a man?
One day, she had confided:
“They’re all the same with that feline expression in their eyes. Especially politicians. They are tigers.”
She had taken your hands, was pressing them while looking you straight in the eyes.
“… They take you, size you up, crush you mercilessly, then abandon you. You must always come and see me
afterwards. Together, so that we can forget it all, we’ll try to live our little bit of carefully collected happiness …”
She had placed your left hand on her right breast. A few moments only. You were reading her eyes, tenderly.
Your hand had begun to tremble on her chest. Shaken, you had whispered:
“They nauseate me. It’s an ugly thing, really, a man.”
And while she, naked, was loving your body, you were thinking, shamefully, of your profession.
A messy profession among a great many others. The mechanic, the metalworker, or the coal miner come home
just as dirty from their work. Like you. But you? The important thing is afterwards, she told you, to find the calm
that leads to abandon and forgetfulness.
You look at him. A handsome man. A beautiful shade of black. Physically powerful. Fawn-colored eyes that
bespoke a quiet patience. The fingers of his left hand are steadily tapping a glass, one after the other, a bit mad.
The product of a new era: Secretary of State once, Minister three times. Malicious gossip claims that he insists on
being called “Excellency” and on being addressed in the third person only. What does it matter! Usually you call
him “Eminence” just as a joke, and he has never objected. Your eyes are shining. You ask him:
“Shall we dance?”
“No, little one. I am tired.”
You’ll wait. It is only normal. In this country one is born tired. The sun, no doubt. One truth like another. Like
the one that sustains your patience at this very moment: African politicians have a playful generosity; they spend
money more easily than American technicians. So you submit yourself. He loves little scandals and begs of you:
“Were you here yesterday when they arrested that captain who was dressed like a woman?”
“Yes, why?”
“Tell me about it. The story interests me.”
You smile, annoyed. A stupid story. The American had also wanted to hear it in every detail. When you first
saw her, about ten days ago, you had said to yourself: look, a new one. Her makeup is beautiful. She surrounded
herself in mystery, pointlessly provoking the men. The first few days you were a little envious of her: she had
personality. When she danced she was truly dazzling. As time went on, her success began to get you down. Last
night, an American who was dancing with her must have made a sudden movement.
“How?”
“I don’t know. You know how it is when you’re dancing … In any event, one of her breasts rolled on the
floor.”
“A breast?”
“Well, a falsie, obviously.”
A hit song breaks loose. In a flash the dance floor fills up. Gestures begin to mimic rhythm. You would really
like to dance.
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“Shall we dance?”
“No, no, no. I told you I was tired. Why don’t you order another drink. Who actually arrested him?”
“I haven't the faintest idea. Cops from Security it seems.”
“Were there a lot of them?”
“That I can't tell you. You know, once there is a raid … Come on now, you’re beginning to bother me. Was I
supposed to hang around and count them? They’re plain-clothes, you know.”
“Really?”
“Anyway, there are always a lot of them here. The one who is talking with the two girls at the bar, for instance.
And in the corner there, right across from us, the fat one who is kissing that girl … And the one on my left, the
awkward, skinny one who’s drinking by himself, I think he’s one of them also …”
You are observing him, your brute of a man. Are you so sure that nothing about him appeals to you? And yet,
you find him likable, this slob, as your girlfriend calls him. His fondness—love, he calls it—weighs upon you
heavily as his unending questions annoy you. His political career, in which he takes such pride, does not impress
you. You simply wished that a friendly complicity could be established between you that could make of your
interest in his wealth a less intense passion. But how? He is so carefully tuned in to himself and to his own
accomplishments.
“How is your wife?”
“What?”
“Your wife, is she all right?”
He frowns, a bit taken aback, hesitates, then answers vaguely, his voice barely audible:
“I think so.”
You are able to think of her without fear or jealousy. This is your strength, and it is exactly this which troubles
him. He is perfectly willing to admit that you know about her. But that you ask after her health at every turn! He
dutifully drinks his whiskey. You are daydreaming. You think you understand why you tolerate him. But that he
claims to love you strikes you as extraordinary. There is a shift in the music. Is that your stomach tightening? A
vague smile which you interpret.
“Dance?”
“Yes, if you really want to.”
The lights are dimmed slightly. You like this return to darkness that allows bodies to enact a game as
inoffensive as it is pleasurable. In his eyes you discover a burnt-sugar sweetness, and it reminds you of the faces
you made as a young high-school girl in love. He is gliding along and you are clinging to him. Moustaki. \
Dance as much as you can
dance around the earth
free as a fish in the water
free as a bird in the air …

His arms are in a stranglehold. He is barely moving and you begin to notice the heat that rises from his body.
“What have you been up to since the day before yesterday? Whom have you seen?”
The ritual question. In the beginning you would get defensive, wondering what right he had to regulate your
free hours as he does your encounters with him. But now you are almost waiting for this question of his. It
indicates continuity. It proves to you that nothing has changed. And, as usual, you play games. You tell him of the
government ministers and the parliamentarians whom you have met by whatever chance the evenings offered,
knowing perfectly well that you are irritating him even as you arouse his curiosity. Nothing frightens you any
longer. You are in charge once again.
… Light as the wind dancing in the trees
or the mast of a ship dancing under a wave
dance as much as you can
on the pavement on the grass
on the table of a pub
in the shade of taverns …

He is perspiring. You inhale a smell that mixes sweat, toilet soap, and cologne. His fingers are pressing down
your ribs and you notice him breathing heavily down your neck. Make him talk.
“You all right?”
“Yes. How about you?”
“All right …”
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Make him talk at any cost. Otherwise you will soon be leaving. You would like to dance some more. To live.
To feel your body melt into the music.
… Dance just as we live, dance just as we love
dance just as we write poems on walls
dance as much as you can
dance around the earth …

You can already see the rapid unrolling of things to come. Your stomach feels hollow. You wonder what you
can do to stop time, to be frozen in the dying melody. The lights come up again, roughly, and there is the
invitation you were expecting:
“Shall we leave?”
“Already?”
“Yes, I’m dead tired.”
What a joke! He is dead tired, he says. Outta Season invades the room:
I’ve been loving you too long.

You are groaning at the mere thought of having that song in your head until tomorrow evening. It’s always the
same story. You never know how to leave, how to stop. Against your will you gather up your purse, your
cigarettes, your lighter. He is dead tired, he says. And yet, as always, he will not leave you until dawn. You are
whistling, I’ve been loving you too long. He looks at you insistently. You think you understand: he is already
living what is yet to come, happy with the prospect. Half raised up on his elbows he will reign, he will crush you,
while you, eyes closed as always, will count the minutes of your ordeal. A sound of the sea’s undertow rises in
your chest. Barely outside, you suddenly feel unhappy and very meekly you observe:
“It’s really chilly tonight.”
3
She smiled at her as soon as she recognized her. The other responded in kind. Both of them had dark circles
under their eyes, tired faces. She offered her a cigarette. It was refused.
“Things not going well?”
“No, I’m just exhausted, that’s all.”
“Shall we take a cab?”
“No, please. Let’s walk. I feel like walking. I think that’ll do me good.”
Ten o’clock in the morning. The city was full of people. She takes her hand. They begin to walk: two good
little girls walking quietly along the avenues. The shop windows don’t appeal to them at all. They go down the
Boulevard du 30 Juin; then, around Bata, they begin their climb up to the Great Market.
“What happened?”
“Nothing. Not really anything. Well, nothing special.”
“Is he pestering you, this politician of yours?”
“As always. He wears me out, but …”
“Don’t tell me you’re in love!”
“No, that isn’t it.”
A faint smile appears. The pressing of her hand? As they reach the Memling Hotel, taxi drivers first whistle at
them, then accost them verbally with blunt and obvious vulgarities. They’re an easy target. They laugh it off and
continue to push through the middle of a crowd that grows more and more dense. The poor were climbing up with
the sun to attack the rich, European section of town. Multicolored waves, all cries, noise, song, and laughter. So as
not to lose each other in this flow, they hold each other by the waist.
“So what about your politician? You were saying …”
“I don’t feel like seeing him any more.”
“That’s not very hard. Send him on his way.”
Sure, nothing would be easier. However, what do you say to make him understand? He is convinced that he’ll
hold you through his generosity, and he has never stopped to think about the significance of your sickened
renunciations. And for your part, you’re also hiding from yourself the bitter pleasure which he does occasionally
bring you.
“Aren’t you going to say anything?”
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“I think I’ll write him a note. That’s easier. It will avoid having to explain things.”
“You’re right. You know, for quite a while now I’ve been saying to myself that you weren’t doing well—”
“No, don’t say that. He is kind. A bit clinging, a little too garish maybe, but kind. Yes, really kind: a big, rather
lovable teddy bear.”
She looks at you in surprise; won’t take her eyes off you. You sense it. As a result, you grow more anxious
about your feelings, wonder by what right she, too, wants to dictate your relationships at any cost. A dark flash, a
sad glimmer runs suddenly across your eyes. The world totters. If only you could sleep as much as you’d like,
until dusk. Sleep would allow oblivion.
Once home, you threw yourself on the bed, discouraged and in tears. She came to you, tender, motherly, took
you in her arms and spoke to you.
“… You’re tired. Upset. It’s nothing terrible. Just exhaustion. Yes, rest now, just rest. Go to sleep. Otherwise
you’ll become restless. Just let yourself go. Rest up, take a few days off. Sure, and don’t feel guilty about it. What
good would it do to kill yourself for these pigs? Tell me, what earthly good? They’re just tools. You’re not going
to sacrifice yourself for a tool, for God’s sake. Stretch out your legs. All the way. Yes, there you go. Isn’t that
better?”
She made you drink some scalding hot tea, then gently undressed you.
You were dozing off when, in a haze, you saw her get up to open the window. The air came in bringing a
strong wave of heat along with it. You saw her struggle. She was catching her breath. When she came back, she
leaned against the wall for a moment, then came to sit on the bed, distraught. You asked her what was wrong.
“I don’t know. Dizziness. It happens more and more often. It lasts for a few moments, then goes away.”
“You should see the doctor.”
“Yes. I’ll go this afternoon.”
The room is a tiny, uncomfortable place. A large double bed fills it almost entirely. To the left is an old
wardrobe which serves both as closet and as medicine cabinet; to the right, right next to a door that opens onto a
minuscule bathroom, is a wooden box that holds an oil burner and takes up whatever space there is.
Once her little sister fell asleep, she got up, pushed the door to the bathroom and rushed inside. Mechanically,
she began to scrape the whitewashed walls with her fingers, very conscientiously, then checked all the casings
underneath the sink and along the walls. Tense, a hunted animal, she returned to the room, opened the wardrobe as
quietly as she could, starting with the medicine cabinet, searching one box after another, jar after jar. Then she
attacked the clothes: she took out one dress after another, feeling each one by hand, inch by inch. At the end of
two hours, she got up, poured herself a stiff glassful of whiskey and drank it down in one gulp. Dejected, drops of
sweat covering her face, hands shaking with exhaustion, she patiently put each item back in its place and went
into the bathroom.
She stood still in front of the mirror. Her somber hazel eyes were tired, her thin face haggard. She leaned down
on the sink to take off her wig: a somewhat prominent forehead appeared, dominating all of her face. With her
index finger she caressed two wrinkles brought out by her fatigue. Just to sleep, she thought, just to sleep for a
few hours. Once she had some rest, she could go to see the doctor. Probably towards the end of the afternoon. Yes,
I’ll certainly feel better by then …
She was just letting her skirt slip down when she heard a knocking at the door. On tiptoe she ran to open it.
“Sir?”
“Police.”
“What do you want from me?”
“Do you live alone?”
“No, I live with a friend. What do you want?”
He was calm, looked her up and down with scornful indifference. She was convinced she was the innocent
victim of an error. Frantic thoughts ran together in her head and just as quickly dislodged themselves again.
“Where is your friend?”
“She’s asleep.”
“At this hour! Wake her up.”
He had grabbed her by the shoulders, was pushing her gently but firmly back into the room. Like lightning, a
thought crossed her mind. She realized that, because of her friend’s love life, she was perhaps a participant in
some serious events. With her hand she awkwardly wiped away the sweat that was suddenly covering her face.
She considered throwing herself on her knees and pleading, and turned towards the police officer with a sad look.
She caught a sparkle of cold attention in his eyes, almost hatred already, as is customary with those who have the
power to pronounce on the life and death of others. She bent over the bed:
“Ya, Ya, wake up. Ya, wake up now.”
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She half opened her eyes, saw him, a tree towering straight up into the air at the foot of her bed; and she asked
without surprise:
“Who is this?”
“Police. Please wake up!”
“Why?”
“Ya, I really don’t know. What about you, don’t you have any idea what the police might want from us?” She
was watching her, worried and probing at the same time.
The door creaked. She barely turned around, two men were entering the room. They were plainclothesmen.
Like the first one, they were stocky, in dark suits, dark glasses, a familiar look. One of the newcomers rapidly
spoke a few words to the first one, then froze to attention at his left side while the other took the right. She knelt
down by the side of the bed, embraced Ya for a long time in order to overcome the fear mounting inside her.
Between her fingers she tightly clutched the small medallion of the Virgin that hung around her friend’s neck, and
murmured:
“Don’t be afraid, Ya. I’m here. We’re together. I’ll never betray you. Never, Ya. Do you understand that?”
Stretched out on her back, her left arm alongside her body, the right one around the shoulders of her friend who
was now sobbing with her head on Ya’s chest.
Ya looked at them. Her numbed brain wanted to understand, but she could not manage to link two coherent
ideas together. Police? She had her doubts. In her opinion, they looked like hardened pimps or deposed
politicians. Murderers’ faces. Of what could they be accused? She was staring at them meekly, in terror. There
they were, all three of them, as rigid as justice itself, almost too neat in their new suits. She told herself that these
men had nothing but disgust for them and their seedy little room. Break through, she thought, break through this
atmosphere of anguish. No matter how.
With a sudden movement Ya lifted sheet and blanket, left the hollow of her bed and went, completely naked,
towards the bathroom.
“Stop!” they yelled at her.
“Wait till I get dressed. I’ll be with you in a minute.”
At almost the same time she was aware of someone running and then a blow. Her temples exploded. She found
herself on the floor. She saw him there in front of her. His legs spread, hands in his pockets; he had taken off his
glasses, showing inscrutable, slightly mocking eyes. He was dealing her light kicks, particularly in the ribs and the
belly. Neatly, as if he were trying not to dirty himself.
Cries came forth. She no longer heard the moaning of her friend. The pain grew larger. Mental torture.
Physical burns. Her ribs were opening up. She knew that the motions she made to protect her face were laughable.
It was then that she began to howl like a lunatic.
4
Three dry raps of the President’s small gavel half awakened him, caused him to make a sudden movement; his
right elbow slipped and snapped lightly against the armrest of the chair. It hurt him and he woke up completely.
The President of the Commission of National Defense was speaking.
“Silence, gentlemen. Silence, please. The problem is extremely important. It concerns the future of our
nation…”
He sniffed, looked around the table, encountered eyes that were dozing, distracted or bored. Whisperings were
floating in the air. Conscientiously, he went back to his daydreams. His eyes staring at the garland of small
shimmering globes hanging in the archway, he was obstinately bringing a face back to life. He was unreeling the
alleys in bloom where he would encounter, stage by stage and at the appointed time, each one of the habits of the
beloved. And within this sweet drowsiness he followed the report of the Secretary of the Commission on the
internal situation of the country.
“According to the information we have from National Security, all rebel centers are organized along one single
pattern, the main rules of which are: first, a clear separation between the military and the civil organization;
second, the formation of the villagers into regiments for all military actions; third …”
Now he was drawing circles, interlaced designs, and thinking of the irrational act he had committed the
previous weekend: taking her to a motel on the outskirts of Kinshasa. He could have run into one of his numerous
acquaintances at any moment; or even the Sunday afternoon when he had driven her to the swimming hole, he
could have met his children who came to bathe there from time to time. He had left it up to chance to make or
break things. And everything had been wonderful.
His eyes had become cheerful. He smiled at his friend, the Vice-President of the Chamber of Representatives,
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sitting across from him, who responded with a wink of complicity and continued to puff on his pipe, his eyes
drooping. The voice of the Secretary flagged from weariness.
“The civil organization consists of three main structures, formed along strongly hierarchical lines and, it
seems, very strictly compartmentalized: the General Directorate devises the manner of recruitment, programs the
instruction of the membership, oversees public justice, controls the monies, centralizes intelligence and arms.
Immediately below this leadership body comes the Regional Committee, also known by the rebels as the Sector
Directorate. It is precisely a level of action: it brings together certain people who are responsible for verifying that
directives received are completed. The last level is that of the village: a committee of fanatics, known as the
‘revolutionary committee,’ assures the involvement of the villagers.
“Gentlemen, in the files that you have been given you will find biographical records of a few of the leaders of
this movement. Kindly consult them …”
Like the others, he leafed through the slips, stopping every now and then to look at this face or that one. In
passing, he recognized two of his former governmental colleagues. He realized that his hands were perspiring,
wiped them off. It was past noon. The Secretary’s voice shot out:
“Are there any questions?”
Almost instinctively he raised his hand. He stood up, caught his breath, cleared his throat, and spoke firmly:
“Your report, Mr. Secretary, is extraordinary. But I take the liberty to tell you, on behalf of my colleagues here
and on my own behalf, that the administrative, political, social or judiciary organization of these bandits may be
of interest to the sociologists. What we would like to know is the geographical extent of this evil, the approximate
number of these killers, and the measures to be taken to bring this calamity under control in the shortest possible
time.”
He looked around the table and encountered nods of approval. Satisfied, he sat down again.
The Secretary’s voice was getting lost in the haze.
“I am coming to that and, subsequently, with special permission from the Ministers of Justice and of the
Interior, two of the rebels will be interrogated in your presence.”
His speech had excited him. He loosened his tie a little. He took a blank sheet of paper and, while the
Secretary’s voice, a small whirring sound, continued to hold forth, he began to write.
My friend, my very dear, tender, and charming friend.
I am thinking of grace itself. It has your face, is embodied in the look in your eyes. A prisoner of my own
limitations, I would so like to believe that through you I might steadily discover, as if by chance, a meaning in
your joy. It is a joy of the most everyday occurrence, of the simplest kind, the one which your presence radiates
and which so pleasantly entices me.
I know you to be an exceptional person in that I think you will understand my fear of losing you. It often
paralyzes me to the point of being unable to fully enjoy your presence. If, as they say, love means an integration
of thoughts, the fulfillment of an encounter, then I must recognize—to my great sorrow!—that we have not yet
reached that point. What unites us is rather the expression of secondhand ecstasies. I accept, oh yes, I do accept
the enchantment of these moments, which are as rare as they are extraordinary, and the essential quality of which,
perhaps even the only one, is that it helps me to live with the colorlessness of my marriage without drama or
tension. All told, the circumspection of our meetings is in itself a negation of any high-flown sentiments. After all,
what would we do with high-flown sentiments? I imagine you remaining as you are, free of all involvement, and I
find it perfectly normal that I remain a prisoner of my ambitions and my success. . . I am thinking that at this very
moment you must …
The raw stridency of the voice of the Secretary of the Commission made him jump. He stopped writing and
saw a man and a woman come in, followed by an officer of the judiciary police and by two armed soldiers.
“Through the special authority of the Ministers of Justice and of the Interior,” the Secretary began again, “the
judiciary officers will interrogate before you these accused, both of them officers of the rebel army. In conclusion,
you will thus have a complete picture of the problems that concern us.”
The man was tall and wretched-looking. Faded shirt and pants. Shaggy hair, swollen lips, his hands tied behind
his back, his feet bare. He did not look vicious, but seemed rather improbably vulnerable. He stared at the floor
with the eyes of a fish on dry land.
“You stand accused as a rebel leader. Do you admit this?”
“Yes.”
“What was your function in the rebellion?”
“At first I was a representative of the popular masses. In January 1964 I was promoted to group commander. I
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was responsible for a company of soldiers and for a female company of three hundred troops.”
“Where was your base?”
“Nkata and Luende-Nzagala, from where I directed several operations.”
“Was Luende-Nzagala your last base?”
“No. I left that post in October 1964. My superiors sent me to Dibanda. From there I was transferred to Sambo,
to the General Directorate.”
“And then?”
“After that we were camped in the forest of Ingetshi.”
“Can you tell us what kind of weapons your supreme commander has at his disposal?”
“Five Fals, of which one is in bad shape, three Mauser 52’s, four Mauser 36’s; nineteen other Mausers are at
the disposal of regional commanders; six Sten guns, six revolvers, and one Mauser in each sub-directorate.”
“And you expect to conquer the regular army with that?”
“Yes. We have faith, that is what matters.”
“It seems that your chief commander has a foreign specialist available to him, who supplies him with
cartridges. Is that true?”
“He has a specialist, that is true; but he’s not a foreigner.”
“Who makes the rifles that the rebels use?”
“A group of our own young workers.”
The Secretary had fallen asleep during the interrogation. His neighbor to the right awakened him with a light
nudge of the elbow. He gave a brief order to the officer, who pushed the young woman forward. The President of
the Commission was wearing his perpetual bony smile. The whispering grew stronger when this child was
introduced.
“Shock troops … Commander … Massacre of the villagers … Directly contributed to the destruction of
several military details … Dangerous woman …”
He saw her profile. A kid. Fifteen or sixteen? Maybe eighteen, twenty at the very most. Sunken cheeks. A dress
of rough burlap which made her look unnecessarily ugly. An emaciated face. The large, steady eyes of a high
school girl who had grown up too quickly. A challenge, he thought, as he watched her carefully.
He thought of his unfinished letter, tried to pick it up again where he left off, then put it aside in order to listen
to the accused, the young girl who was answering with unprecedented candor.
“Are you a member of the so-called Revolutionary Democratic Movement?”
“Yes, for the past two years.”
“Your rank in this movement?”
“Commander.”
Leaning back slightly in his seat, the Secretary was stroking his small, finely shaped mustache. He seemed
completely lost in his daydreams. The officer of the judiciary police was playing the macho: he was trying to
trump up a rage, yelling, hammering the table with his fist.
“Commander! Dear commander! Instead of attending class, you are playing the little soldier, aren’t you? How
many men have you killed, you and your band of murderers?”
At times the girl would stiffen, then once again relaxed, she would continue to respond in a weary voice.
“Were you living in the bivouac of Mubinzienne where you were arrested?”
“I’ve been living there for three months. Before that I was at the camp of Sambo.”
“Why do you belong to this movement?”
“I came into it in order to learn to make pots and dishes. The boys in my village had told me that the Movement was teaching this.”
“In the forest? Why flee from the military then?”
“I don’t know.”
“You are lying, aren’t you?”
“Yes, I am lying. Just as you wish.”
“Who forced you to go into the underground?”
“Men.”
“What was your work in the bivouac? You don’t really think that we believe you were making pottery there!
How many women were there?”
He looked at his watch. It was one-fifteen. The President of the Commission, he thought, is going well beyond
the call of duty. It will be worth knowing what he has up his sleeve, he thought. The girl was getting on his
nerves. She’s wasting our time. In what way is she a threat to the state? Either she was a traitor or she was lying
with extraordinary artlessness.
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“I am hiding nothing. At the bivouac of Mubinzienne there were six of us girls, specialized in the art of
stealing weapons from the military.”
“How?”
“By disguising ourselves, for one thing.”
They departed to the great pleasure of the majority of the Commission’s membership. The President took the
floor again, spoke of vigilance and of proposals to be submitted to the attention of the government. Files, portfolios, briefcases had already been closed. The members of the Commission were waiting politely …
5
It is hot. The radio is blaring. A craze of my wife’s. The collapse of the government barely concerns me. I have
been expecting it. What is it that all my friends are so terribly upset about? I should have taken the phone off the
hook, just to be alone. Sitting on the terrace for a bit of fresh air, I force myself to read and am continually
annoyed by the steady stream of sweat that drenches me and by the short, mysterious flickerings that shimmer in
front of my eyes every so often.
I hear the children yelling in the yard. At one and the same time, their metallic voices both subdue and irritate
me. Soon they will be going back to school. I shall have some peace and be able to take a nap at long last.
Tomorrow, I’ll pick up my links with life again. With my former State Department. Settling current affairs. What
an irony!
What truly constrains me is not this downfall. That is a lie. Like the courtesies: “Minister of State … Your
Excellency … Dear Sir, I was unpleasantly surprised to learn that the government … If you could only know how
distraught I am … Yes, dear sir, I had the opportunity and the great fortune to have dealings with you … I know
your ability … Yes, absolutely, you must come and see us … Our Party is counting fully on your vitality …”
Certainly, this collapse took me by surprise. Nevertheless, it liberates me, gives me the opportunity to be a bit
more free. More available to you. You haunt me. You must understand how enjoyable it is to have the possibility
of wondering about you at my leisure.
I would never have believed that one day a love affair could have destroyed me to this extent. Perhaps I have
been too naïve, once again, by not concerning myself sufficiently with you in the face of my own desire. In the
moist heat of this afternoon without end, it seems to me that our meeting of last night, like all our earlier encounters, forced itself upon me like a plunder, negating the feelings that I have for you. Yesterday, the look in your
eyes was badly disguised and in it I saw a sadness and a hatred that presented me with intentions so phony, so
beyond any acceptable limit, that I can only think they are expedient to you. In any event, you carry it off very
well. It even makes you more beautiful.
Now that I think of it, what seems most damaging to me is the careful but brutal barrier that you have suddenly
erected between us. Twice yesterday, I wondered if I, like all your other occasional partners, was not foisting
myself upon you so openly that you have to fight back against the unlikely temptation to sacrifice yourself. On the
whole, you want to be nothing more than an immense void vis-a-vis other people. Their clamor for you as much
as their brutishness salvages your dreams, fills up your wallet, while justifying your contempt for them at the
same time.
Calm down, I won’t go back on my word. You are and will remain for me whatever you want it to be. Does
one ask of much-loved clothes to be anything other than what they are? Just this one thing: I am uncomfortable
every time I meet you. I know that my generosity diverts you as much as it appeals to you. I also know that you
enjoy judging those of my kind and my rank through me. You suspect that, before I met you, it did occur that I
would come apart in front of a woman. Each time it was a fresh surprise, a pleasant one.
They did not subjugate me. But you … I realize that, in and of itself, enslavement is neither a defect nor an
illness. For you I would gladly accept it, if at least I were certain that it would not distress you by disturbing the
full circle of your misery.
You see, I suspect that you want to carry out your vices as other people fulfill some happiness or accomplish
their career goal. Your kindnesses, like your problems, are mere shallowness. You stand up for yourself through
harassment, as if you were going to be swallowed whole.
You beautiful, silly little girl. What nonsense they are, those words of yours. “My teddy bear, yes, my big
tomcat … I like you very much, you know … Hold me close, closer, keep me warm … Freedom … I am your
prisoner in freedom … I promise, I swear, at forty, you’ll see, I shall be yours completely, my teddy bear … Don’t
give me that wild animal look, you frighten me … Oh, how you frighten me, my big, wild animal …”
Who are you really, you chameleon? You are the only one who can explain. You change your face all the time.
You cry, you sing, you beg, you drag along behind me, you detest me, and then suddenly you roll yourself up
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inside the dignity of some small, sulking child, and you insist that I should feel ashamed of being at your feet.
It seems to me that there is something wonderfully perverse in your innocence. One telltale sign: your smile,
which I love very much by the way, is perhaps only so beautiful because it is superbly superficial, offered on the
spur of the moment and only on the outside. Of course, you don’t seem very anxious to associate it with those
moments that presage the death of your childhood. That is why I would like to know the reasons which cause you
to flee from your adult body as if you yourself were not its expert witness.
I don’t think that I exaggerate your ambiguity. What I sense is that, in dealing with me, your fear of failing to
disappoint me is less than your fear of cracking under your own inner tensions. You have faith in love, and that is
precisely what blocks you and what provokes me. That I occasionally offer you something more than my desire in
order to be accepted by you gets me nowhere. For you I am, and will unquestionably remain, a perverted
bourgeois who can be attentive only to carnal pleasures. Of course, I would not give up those pleasures for
anything in the world. Furthermore, they keep me sufficiently stable so that you and your whims can seduce me
without having any scenes. But to reduce me to just that!
Often I wonder why I hang on, why you. I search for the crack. Very vague memories. Yes, of course one
evening there were your eyes. I remember it well. I wondered then what it was that I should do to possess them.
Not long afterwards, I began to dwell on your body: the different smiles you have, your false modesty, your
breasts under taut fabric, a whole slew of little nothings that promised first to distract me, then to save me from
my own torment. In front of one of your friends you dumbfounded me one fine evening at the Club Saint Hilaire
by telling me that you refused to become a part of my life. As if I had asked you!
No, you see, I attach far too much importance to love to accept living with you day after day without the fear
that your self-centeredness would ruin everything. Since you declare to everyone that love means nothing to you,
I’d like for you to tell me some day, out loud, what those silences and those deep sighs of ours mean, then, since
they only grow more profound as time goes on.
It is true that you see me as some sort of lavish entertainment. You are convinced that you must preserve the
rules and regulations of your profession at any price, as well as the warped situation in which I find myself. I
believe that to be the reason why you seem to refuse any reconciliation between what you are and what I feel
towards you. Everything takes place as if I were forcing you, as if I were raping you. There are moments when I
wish I really hated you, when I would like to hurt you. I imagine that my hatred, once let loose, will dissipate the
resentment and bitterness of an ill-mannered street urchin that you tend to show me. Perhaps then you’ll
understand the advantages of your favored state.
It would be sufficient to give up on you, to turn my eyes away from you permanently, for you to notice that I
belong to a noble breed. You forget one thing: very soon your loveliness will begin to wane; what seems normal to
you now will cease to be so and will force you to yield to the facts.
Perhaps then you'll understand that your coyness toward me is nothing but a useless and idiotic game. Perhaps
then, though, it will be too late. Bang, bang, bang. Finished. Curtains. Move over. Make a place for the young.
You should live fully today, right now. Why are you so eager to belong to those for whom suffering is a pleasure? Do you know that others in your place would grovel before me? So be stubborn and proud of it. What class!
I believe that is the reason I persist in waiting for you. Partly out of compassion, partly out of laziness, and, I’d
like to think, mostly out of goodness. Besides, a situation like this pleases me: in an unexpected way it converts
the games of my political life—for now patiently on hold—into a reality. For me living today equals waiting,
albeit by creating my own destruction. All love ought to lead to that. Is that too extreme? In any event, it is almost
impossible for me to reverse my direction.
Points needing clarification:
Last week, in Nairobi, I was a hair away from suicide. The conditions were perfect. What held me back was
your little picture. Desire to survive or simply to see you again?
It is true, as you said yesterday, that I am intolerably jealous. I really do want you to live your life as you see
fit, but I am always afraid that you’ll escape from me towards someone else. Is that fear not really an expression
of insecurity: I don’t know you, or rather more precisely, I don’t know you very well!
I would like for you to tell me in all honesty what is it that ties you to me: friendship, affection, curiosity, or
simply self-interest.
I wonder: if you were to drop me some day, would I be capable of killing you out of spite? Sometimes you
actually present me with the opportunity to humanize my ambitions. That undoubtedly is the root of the importance with which I have invested you. …
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158f.12 Excerpt from La Puissance Du Sacré: L’homme, La Nature Et L’art En Afrique Noire: 1. “Ouverture: Le
Vertige et l’Horizon”; 2. “Epilogue: La Complainte De L’homme Errant”\fn{by Clémentine Madiya Faik-Nzuji
(1944- )} Tshofa, Kabinda District, Kasai-Oriental Province, Congo/Kinshasa (F) 6 (MMMCCCXXXII)
1
Au temps des premiers matins du monde, les hommes vivaient dans les entrailles de la Terre, dans un lieu baigné
d’une splendide et rayonnante clarté appelé Womosongo, «Le Lieu de la Plénitude» ou de «La Lumière immuable».
Womosongo était aussi appelé Joikii, «Le Pays de la Voix permanente», car une voix immatérielle y planait en
permanence, prodiguant des conseils aux Hommes, caressant leur sommeil, maintenant leurs mœurs dans une douceur
indicible. Les êtres qui y habitaient étaient parfaits. Hermaphrodites, ils jouissaient de tus les altributs mâles en même
temps que de ceux propres à la féminité; complets, ils possédaient toutes les qualités positives en même temps que les
rewers de celles-ci.
Un jour, les habitants de Womosongo voulurent connaître l’origine de la Voix et de la Lumière qui les ravissaient
tant et qui inondaient si délicieusement leur pays.
Ils se mirent à chercher partout, se dirigeant dans toutes les directions, explorant tous les recoins. Plus ils
avançaient, plus ils découvraient des merveilles d’abondance et de beauté que leurs yeux n’avaient jamais vues. Cette
découverte les éblouissait, les enchantait et stimulait leur curiosité. Mais ils marchèrent longtemps sans jamais trou ver
les limites de leur territoire, ni l’origine de la Lumière, ni celle de la Voix permanente.
Unjour, brusquement, ils se trouvèrent devant trois tunnels souterrains: le premier de ces tunnels était creusé dans le
tronc d’un arbre, le deuxième dans le roc; quant au troisème, c’était un sombre couloir où coulait unfleuve tranquille.
Devant ces tunnels insondables, les habitants de Womosongo furent pris d’étourdissement, ils eurent peur et
décidèrent de rentrer chez eux.
Sauf deux d’entre eux. L’un choisit de poursuivre son voyage dans le tunnel creusé dans l’arbre el l’autre dans le
couloir rocheux. Aussitôt qu'ils s’y introduisirent, l’obscurité les enveloppa, la route s’effaça derrière eux, en même
temps que tout espoir de retour.
Aspirés irrésistiblement, les deux intrépides arnivèrent ainsi sur la surface de la Terre. L’un émergea au milieu d’une
immense bananeraie, tandis que le tunnel de pierre conduisit l’autre à la sortie d’une grotte.
La Terre était alors complètement plongée dans l’obscurité, de sorte que les deux hommes, pourtant à proximité l’un
de l’autre, n’arrivaient à se voir qu’avec peine. La Nature régnait sur la Terre qui était peuplée d’êtres mystérieux aux
manières indéfinissables, parmi lesquels le Serpent qu’on appelait Akota‘cok acot‘ote, ce qui signifie «Celui-qui-morddes-deux-côtés».
Akota, en effet, était capable de mondre aussi bien avec sa queue qu’avec sa tête, de s’allonger à l’infini ou de se
raccourcir à sa guise. Parfois, sa tête touchait la voûte du firmament alors que sa queue traînait sur le sol. C’est ainsi
qu’au moment où les deux hommes arrivèrent sur la Terre, Akota-le-Serpent avait la tête posée sur le rocher à l’entrée de
la grotte, landis que sa queue formait une spire dans la bananeraie.
La présence des deux hommes sur la Terre ne fut pas acceptée pan la Nature qui se révolta, se soulevant contre eux.
Les éléments se déchaînèrent. Il plut sans interruption durant neuf jours et neuf nuits: les eaux du Ciel et celles de la
Terre se mêlèrent, les cours d’eau débordèrent, les arbres se déracinèrent et les fauves se mirent à pourchasser les
perturbateurs pour les dévorer.
Or l’eau qui s’échappait de la Terre alla remplr le paisible fleuve qui coulait dans le troisième tunnel souter-rain.
Celui-ci gonfla, se déploya, débonda et ses eaux coulèrent jusqu’à Womosongo. Les habitants du centre de la Terre
apprinent ainsi que le Désordre régnait désormais à la surface de celle-ci.
Or parmi eux se trouvait un nommé Sakasaka, «Celui-qui-esquive».
C’était un être étrange, dont tous les membres et organes étaient au nombre de trois: il avait trois têtes, trois yeux,
trois bras, trois pieds, etc. Il quitta son tranquille Village de la Lumière et se mit en route pour aller voir de près ce qui se
passait. Il emprunta le tunnel des grandes eaux.
Dès qu’il s’y engagea, l’eau protesta, augmentant son volume et son débit. Cependant, imperturbable, Sakasaka
continuait sa vertigineuse ascension vers la Terre. Au fur et à mesure que les difflcultés grandissaient, il se débarrassait
d’un de ses membres qu’il renvoyait à Womosongo afin de rester en contact avec son village d’origine, de renouer avec
la Lumière et la Voix matricielles. Il perdit d’abord un œil, puis un bras, un pied et deux têtes.
Arrivés en ce Lieu de Plénitude qui était Womosongo, les membres épars forinèrent une entité appelée Itapé, ce qui
signfie «La Petite Branche d’Arbre» ou «La Branchette».
Itapé partit alors au secours de Sakasaka. Il aida d’abord celui-ci à quitter le tunnel des grandes eaux; ensuite, il lui
façonna un autre tunnel et Sakasaka s’y abrita pendant trente jours pour observer comment les hommes qui l’avaient
précédé vivaient dans le Désordre qu’ils avaient eux-mêmes engendré.
Après cette période de trente jours, Sakasaka sortit du tunnel par La Termitière.
A peine était-il sur la Terre que la Nature s’agita et entra de nouveau en grande colère. Une foule d’êtres bizarres,
irrités, vinrent à la rencontre de l’intrus pour l’attaquer et le détruire. Mais ils furent vaincus et dispersés par Itapé, cette
entitié formée par des membres détachés de Sakasaka. Dès ce moment, Sakasaka reçut un nouveau nom: Yango, ce qui
signfie «L’Invincible» ou «La Force inégalable».
Devenu ainsi tout-puissant, Yango, portant son Itapé se mit à se promener sur la Terre, et à en inspecter tous les
coins. Constatant le désarroi et les calamités provoqués par les hommes, il ne put s’empêcher de pleurer. Il pleura,
pleura tant que ses larmes se transformèrent en une pluie torrentielle qui effraya les hommes et secoua la Nature.
Mais tout en plurant, Yango continuait sa promenade. Comme il repassait près de la Termitière, il se sentit soudain
aspiré et se retrouva dans un lieu souterrain appelé ‘Kongelo ou «Le Lieu de la Mise au Point». Interrogé par les
habitants de ce lieu sur les motifs de sa tristesse, Yango leur raconta le chaos et la désolation qui régnaient sur la Terre
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et la cause du déchaîneinent de la Nature. Ses holes le consolèrent, lui prodiguèrent des conseils et lui demandèrent de
déposer Itapé sur le sol. Il obéit. A l’instant même, it vit s’ouvrir devant lui la porte de ‘Anako, «Le Village de la
Connaissance», appelé aussi «Le Pays des Grands Luminaires», où brillaient le Soleil, la Lune et les Etoiles.
Yango visita la merveilleuse contrée et y reçut l’initiation au cours de laquelle il apprit comment organiser le monde.
A la fin de la visite, il récupéra son Itapé, lequel devint le symbole de sa force, de sa supériorité sur la Nature et de son
accès à la Connaissance. Et depuis ce jour, Yango et Itapé sont inséparables.
Le retour de Yango-Itapé sur la surface de la Terre en détresse fut annoncé par neuf coups de tonnerre; les vents et la
tempête se calmèrent; la pluie diluvienne cessa de tomber et les éléments de la Nature reintégrèrent leur place: les
arbres se remirent sur pied et les eaux regagnèrent leur lit. Le chaos et l’agressivité inhérents à la nature des hommes
avaient disparu.
Alors, brandissant son Itapé, Yango convoqua tous les habitants de Womosongo et procéda à la mise en ordre: il
attribua un nom à toutes les créatures, oganisa les institutions humaines selon le sexe et l’âge, et donna à chaque
homme, comme signe distinctif une peau de bête caractéristique.
Ensuite, il les répartit sur toute la surface de la Terre.

A peine notre condition se met-elle à nous peser que notre esprit s’élance à la recherche du temps mythique et
génésiaque de notre ongine première. Tout le problème est là: il a bien fallu que l’homme vienne de quelque part
et, qu’il le veuile ou non, poursuive seul un voyage décidé en son absence. Comment parcourir ce chemin qui, par
moments, semble si long et plein d’embûches?
L’homme se replie-t-il sur lui-même, que surgissent avec force l’angoisse et le désarroi, la conscience de sa
petitesse et de son incapacité à accomplir seul ce voyage. Il porte alors son regard dans deux directions: d’abord
vers le Sacré, cette puissance supérieure sous la protection de laquelle il veut se placer; ensuite vers ses
semblables, avec lesquels il partage la méme expérience existentielle.
Voyant que le Sacré lui reste inaccessible, il tisse avec ses compagnons de solitude des liens fermes d’entente et
de fraternelle connivence afin qu’ensemble, ils cherchent des intermédiaires qui rendent possible un contact
restauré avec cette puissance mystérieuse du Sacré.
*
Sous le titre de L’homme se souvient, cet aspect fera l’objet du premier chapitre de l’ouvrage:
Le corps comme objet physique: des éléments du corps (cheveux, bouts d’ongles, morceaux d’os, etc.) sont
prélevés pour servir de symboles dans des pratiques magico-religieuses.
Le corps comme objet spatial: des modifications corporelles telles que scarifications, tatouages, enduits, fards
et autres marques cutanées font du corps humain un canal naturel par lequel les divinités et les ancêtres euxmêmes viennent à la rencontre des vivants.
Le corps comme objet en mouvement: les danses, gestes, attitudes et mouvements dessinent et harmonisent la
trame des célébrations rituelles. Par les gestes, les objets inertes prennent vie et acquièrent une efficacité opérante
dans les rites où ils interviennent.
Le corps comme vecteur du Verbe: principe premier de la vie, le Verbe est constitué de paroles vivantes par
lesquelles l’homme social se sent porté par les siens, tandis que l’homme religieux loue son Créateur, évoque les
Esprits, se concilie les forces, chasse ou maîtrise les énergies.
*
Tel sera l’objet du deuxième chapitre. Car, conscient de ce que son corps est périssable et son destin temporaire
et fini, l’homme cherche des alliés moins fragiles et de consistance plus stable et plus durable dans la Nature:
astres, éléments, animaux, végétaux, minéraux, bref tout ce qui participe de l’univers lui fournit des symboles.
*
Les éléments de la Nature ne sont pas utilisés seulement à l’état brut, mais aussi comme matières premières à
partir desquelles sont inventés d’autres objets auxquels l’homme attribue également une fonction médiatrice. D’où la
naissance de ces nombreux autres symboles qui sont généralement appelés objets d’art. C’est sur ce chapitre que
s’achève notre invitation au lecteur à s’engager dans les méandres de la forêt des symboles africains.
A travers les cultes et les rituels, les hommes se souviennent. Les enfants lâchés dans l’aventure humaine
s’arrêtent dans leur errance pour commémorer et faire revivre la parole, le geste et le signe du commencement. Se
laissant pénétrer de cette parole, de ce geste et de ce signe, ils se transforment pour mieux se transposer dans une
célébration internporelle où éclatent les frontières entre le profane et le sacré, l’homme et la Nature, ou l’homme
et son Créateur.
Dans cette communion absolue, les hommes se souviennent. Ils veil-lent à préserver leur solidarité afin de
sauvegarder le repère qui leur permet de ne pas s’égarer dans le vertige de l’horizon. Ainsi, dans la vie de
l’Africain, la conception du symbole est intimement liée à celle du Sacré. La pratique des rites, l’utilisation des
symboles et le rappel des mythes maintiennent ce lien, de sorte que les rites actualisent les mythes, tandis que les
symboles trouvent leur signification dans les mythes et leur efficacité dans les rites.
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Les symboles remplissent donc pour l’Africain une importante fonction médiatrice: par les rituels, ils
permettent à l’homme social d’être fréquemment en contact avec ses semblables et à l’homme religieux de
transcender le temporel et d’entrer en contact avec les puissances surnaturelles.
*
De nombreux récits et mythes expliquent l’origine des symboles. Mais en les parcourant on constate vite que les
explications qu’ils donnent different d’un symbole à l’autre. En effet, même au sein d’une même culture, chaque
symbole peut avoir une origine particulière selon l’importance qui lui est accordée. Les genèses les plus communément rencontrées présentent les symboles soit comme une création du début des temps, soit comme des objets
expulsés de la matrice céleste, après la création de l’homme, soit encore comme un don, gratuit ou mérité, du Dieu
créateur ou de quelque autre entité spirituelle. Voici, à titre d’exemple, quelques données mythiques expliquant
l’origine de la parole et du langage, domaine symbolique par excellence, et celle des signes graphiques.
*
Pour la pensée mythique africaine, le Verbe est d’essence divine. Il transforme, met en action les énergies
cosmiques et les pouvoirs humains. Dans la plupart des langues africaines, les mots qui signifient parole sont
construits à partir de racines qui peuvent se traduire par transformer, changer d’état, rendre manifèste, donner la
force, matérialiser, capter, etc. C’est toujours le Dieu créateur qui a donné cette parole aux hommes, pour
plusieurs raisons, différentes selon les régions mais qui se recoupent cependant.
*
Dans La tradition vivante,\fn{A. Hampaté Ba, «La tadition vivante», dans Histoire générale de l’Afrique, I, UNESCO, Paris,
1980, 191-230} A. Hampaté Ba rapporte un très beau mythe initiatique des Bambara où il apparait que Maa Ngala,
l’Etre suprême, après s’être servi de la parole pour créer l’univers, éprouva la nostalgie d’un interlocuteur valable.
Il créa donc l’homme, qu’il gratifia du don de la parole afin de pouvoir communi-quer avec lui.
«Jadis, la Genèse s’enseignait durant les soixante-trois jours de retraite imposés aux circoncis en leur vingtel-unième année, et l’on mettait ensuite vingt-et-un ans à l’étudier et à l’approfondir.
A la lisière du bois sacré, demeure du Komo, le premier circoncis scandait les paroles suivantes:
«Maa Ngala! Maa Ngala!
Qui est Maa Ngala?
Où est Maa Ngalah?»
Le chantre du Komo repondait:
«Maa Ngala, c’est la Force infinie.
Nul ne peut le situer dans le temps ni dans l’espace.
Il est Dombali (inconnaissable)
Dambali (incréé-infini).»
Puis, après l’initiation, commençait le récit de la genèse primordiale:
«Il n’y avait rien, sinon un Etre.
Cet Etre était un Vide vivant,
couvant potentiellement les existences contingentes.
Le Temps infini était la demeure de cet Etre-Un.
L’Etre-Un se donna le nom de Maa Ngala.
Alors il créa “Fan”.
Un œuf merveilleux comportant neuf divisions,
et y introduisit les neuf états fondamentaux de l’existence.»
«Quand cet œuf primordial vint à éclore, il donna naissance à vingt êtres fabuleux qui constituaient la totalité de
l’univers, la totalité des forces existantes de la connaissance possible.
«Mais hélas! Aucune de ces vingt premières créatures ne se révèla apte à devenir l’interloculeur (Kuma-nyon) que
Maa Ngala avait désiré pour lui-même.
«Alors, il préleva une parcelle sur chacune des vingt créatures existantes, les mélan gea puis, soufflant dans ce
mélange une étincelle de son propre souffle igné, créa un nouvel Etre, l’homme, auquel il donna une partie de son
propre nom: Maa. De sorte que ce nouvel être contenait, de par son nom et par l’étincelle divine introduite en lui,
quelque chose de Maa Ngala lui-même.»
Synthèse de tout ce qui existe, réceptacle par excellence de la Force suprême en même temps que confluent de
toutes les forces existantes, Maa, l’homme, reçut en héritage une parcelle de la puissance créatrice divine, le don de
l’Esprit et de la Parole.
Maa Ngala enseigna à Maa, son interlocuteur, les lois d’après lesquelles tous les éléments du cosmos furent formés
et continuent d’exister Il l’instaura gardien de son Univers et le chargea de veiller au maintien de l’Harmonie
universelle. C’est pourquoi il est lourd d’être Maa.
Initié par son créateur, Maa transmit plus tard à sa descendance la somme totale de ses connaissances, et ce fut le
début de la grande chaîne de transmission orale initiatique dont l’ordre du Komo […] se vent l’un des continua-teurs.
Lorsque Maa Ngala eut créé son interlocuteur Maa, il lui parla et, en méme temps, le doua de la faculté de répondre. Un
dialogue s’engagea entre Maa Ngala, créateur de toutes choses, et Maa, symbiose de toutes choses. En descendant de Maa
Ngala vers l’homme, les paroles étaient divines parce que non encore entrées en contact avec la matérialité. Après leur contact
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avec la corporéité, elles perdirent un peu de leur divinité mais se chargèrent de sacralité. Ainsi sacralisée par la Parole divine,
la coporéité émit à son tour des vibrations sacrées qui établirent la relation avec Maa Ngala […].»

Le mythe cosmogonique des Baluba du Zaïre enseigne que Mawja, Dieu Créateur, procéda à la création par
trois pouvoirs: le Verbe, le Geste et le Souffle: ce qu’il appelait en le pointant de son doigt existait et s’animait en
recevant le souffle.
En façonnant l’homme, Mawja avait laissé dans son corps un certain nombre de points d’ouverture, afin que
celui-ci puisse recevoir les énergies émanant de Lui-même et de l’univers. Ces orifices étaient au nombre de
douze, dont neuf ordinaires et communs à tous les vivants et trois de nature divine et propres à l’homme. Chacun
de ces derniers représentait une faculté divine spécifique. Mais lorsque l’homme fut déchu et métamorphosé, les
trois orifices de nature divine se refermèrent.
Parmi ces derniers, deux étaient en rapport avec la parole: le creux épigastrique, lieu de manifestation de cet
Esprit divin qui donne à l’homme le pouvoir du Verbe (englobant les pouvoirs du souffle et de la parole), et le
cœur, siège de l’esprit, qui s’exprime par la langue et donne la parole à l’homme, le distinguant de toutes les autres
créatures.\fn{D’après et Morlighem, Une Bible noire, M. Arnold éd., Bruxelles, 1973, 99-101}
*
Dans les différentes versions du mythe cosmogonique dogon, au Mali, la parole apparaît également comme le
pouvoir dont usa Amma, le Dieu créateur, pour créer le monde et comme don qu’il fit aux hommes. En effet, la
version présentée par G. Calame-Griaule dans Ethnologie et langage. La parole chez les Dogon rapporte que Amma,
Dieu créateur, hermaphrodite, était représenté par aduno talu, l’œuf du monde. Il possédait le verbe avant même
d’avoir créé toute autre créature. Avec sa parole, il forma dans cet œuf le placenta originel et le féconda. En sortirent
deux jumeaux, premiers êtres créés. L’un, révolté et perturbateur, fut métamorphosé en une espèce de renard et
condamné à une vie misérable. L’autre, Nommo, bon, sacrifia sa propre vie pour réorganiser le monde perturbé par
les mauvais agissements de son frère. Après sa résurrection, Nommo descendit sur la terre avec une arche qui portait
les quatre premiers couples de jumeaux: quatre hommes et quatre femmes. Quand ceux-ci arrivèrent sur la terre, il
ne possédaient pas la parole. Amma délégua à Nommo la maîtrise de la parole et le chargea de l’enseigner aux
humains. «En recevant le don du verbe, la créature primitive devint l’homme complet.»\fn{G. Calme-Griaule, Ibid., 9398}
*
De nombreuses fouilles archéologiques indiquent que depuis les époques les plus anciennes, les signes
graphiques existent en Afrique noire comme manifestation de la conscience religieuse de leurs utilisateurs. Par leur
disposition dans des lieux de sépulture ou sur des objets qui accompagnent le défunt dans la tombe, nous savons
aujourd’hui que dès ses premiers pas dans l’humanité, l’Africain croyait en un au-delà avec lequel il voulait
entretenir et poursuivre des relations étroites et dont il voulait se concilier les forces. Plusieurs mythes nous
apprennent que la plupart des symboles graphiques sont, eux aussi, d’origine divine ou spirituelle.
*
Dans le Dictionnaire des Mythologies, Geneviève Dieterlen souligne, à propos des symboles graphiques
relevés chez les populations issues du Mande, que «pour les Malinké, Bambara, Dogon, Bozo et Minyanka, les
premiers signes, au nombre de 266, représentent le ‘fondement de la connaissance’ doni dyu (en bambara), la
‘semence de toute connaissance’ doni siya wo siya, mais aussi et surtout le fondement de la création. Et l’on dit:
‘l’origine de toutes les créatures (c’est-à-dire toutes les choses qui ont existé, existent ou vont exister) est (réside)
dans les signes’; ‘la connaissance est sortie (issue) des signes’. Ces signes eux-mêmes sont censés provenir d’un
seul et unique signe, ti kele pe, également appelé ‘signe ardent ou chaud’, ou ‘signe support’ ti kalama, symbole à
la fois de l’unité et de la multiplicité du Dieu créateur».\fn{ D. Dieterlin, Dictionnaire des Mytholotgies, II, 435b}
Dans Signes graphiques minyanka, Philippe Jespers écrit que les symboles graphiques qui interviennent dans
les cérémonies d’initiation de ce peuple sont, pour leurs utilisateurs, les «plus vieux signes de la création de Kle
(Dieu)». Le mythe minyanka relatif à la connaissance des signes par les hommes rapporte que Kle, Dieu, avait un
jour imposé une épreuve à ses petits-enfants en leur disant: «Faites-moi pour demain une corde en sable blanc».
Le surlendemain, le calao, à qui son père avait transmis dans le creux de l’arbre les secrets des signes de la
création de Kle, dit à Kle: «Trace-nous donc le signe de cette corde en sable blanc». A cette réponse, Kle comprit
que le calao avait, par son père, découvert le secret des signes et avait caché ceux-ci dans un arbre. Il entra en
grande colère et brisa l’arbre. Celui-ci éclata et tous les fragments contenant les signes s’éparpillèrent et se
répandirent sur la terre. Là, le calao se mit à rassembler avec son bec tous les fragments de l’arbre qui contenaient
les signes de Kle. Il les avala un à un et les recracha plus tard à l’intention des hommes.\fn{Ph. Jespers, «Signes
graphiques minyanka”, dans Journal des Africanistes Tome 49-Fase 1. Paris, 1979, 80.}
*
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Même quand les symboles servent quasi exclusivement dans les relations humaines, leur origine reste
d’essence spirituelle. A titre d’exemple, un récit qui nous a un jour été livré par l’un de nos informateurs et qui se
rapporte à l’origine des symboles graphiques que les Bawoyo du Zaire et de l’Angola utilisent, comme nous le
verrons plus loin dans cet ouvrage, pour communiquer entre eux dans la vie courante.
«Mwe-Ngoyo, la reine-mère, avait l’habitude d’entrer en transe. Un beau jour, an cours de l’une d’elles, elle vit se
matérialiser, sous une forme humaine, un esprit qu’elle crut d’abord être Nzarnbi-Mphungu, le Dieu tout-puissant.
Mais, c’était seulement un esprit qui, en lui montrant plusieurs dessins et motifs, lui dit que ces objets pouvaient seivir
à exprimer des idées, et lui apprit comment les utiliser. Revenue à elle, la reine-mère convoqua ses conseillers et leur
demanda d’aller chercher le meillur sculpteur du royaume. Celui-ci lui montra son œuvre; elle approuva et la présenta à
son peuple. Tous les habitants de Ngoyo l’apprécièrent à leur tour et développèrent ce mode d’expression. C’est ainsi
qu’un grand nombre de proverbes et pensées sont, depuis, illustrés par des signes conventionnels.»

Si les mythes disent l’origine des symboles ou les expliquent, les langues africaines, à travers les mots qu’elles utilisent pour désigner ces réalités, permettent de se faire une idée de la conception qu’en ont les locuteurs.
En effet, une étude antérieure portant sur les denominations du symbole dans plusieurs langues
africaines\fn{Cette analyse est publiée dans notre ouvrage sur les Symboles graphiques en Afrique noir, éd. Karthala, Paris, 1992.
D’autres résultats ont paru dans notre article «L’homo religiosus africano e i suoi simboli» poaru dans Trattato di Anthropologia del Sacro,
I. Le origini e il problema dell’ homo religiosus, sous la direction de Julien Ries, Jaca Book-Massimo, Milano, 1989, 257-279 } a fait

apparaître que, dans son essence, celui-ci est conçu par les Africains comme un lieu par où passe l’homme pour
établir une communication avec des réalités surnaturelles et avec ses semblables; qu’il est, entre autres, ce par
quoi on reconnait, ce qui révèle et initie, ce qui introduit à un autre niveau, ce qui rend manifeste, ce par quoi on
accède à la connaissance, ce qui libère, établit l’ordre et l’équilibre …
Il sera donc intéressant, avant de suivre à la trace l’homme religieux africain dans sa marche vers la Transcendance et l’homme social dans ses rapports avec ses compagnons de route, de donner un exemple d’analyse
linguistique du mot désignant le «symbole» dans les langues ewe, aja, gen et fon parlées dans l’Afrique de
l’Ouest.\fn{Cette analyse se base sur une enquête réalisée par des moines de Dzogbégan (Togo) dans le cadre de la session d’initiation à
la symbolique africaine que j’ai animée chez eux en avril 1991 et don’t les résultats sont conservés dans le fonds Enquêtes et Archives du
CILTADE, Louvain-la-Neuve, Réf. Evè & alii, 1991. Leurs informations ont été complétés par les résultats des recherches de Roberto Pazzi
publiés dans L’homme –evè, aja, gen, fon- et son univers, Dictionnaire, Lomé, 1976. Dans son étude, cet auteur cite B. Maupoil, La
géomancie à l’ancienne côte des esclaves, Paris, 1961 et A. de Surgy, La géomancie et le culte d’Afa chez les Evhe du litttoral, (Thèse de
doctorat), Paris, 1974.}

Dans ces langues, le symbole est désigné par le terme vò, du verbe vò qui veut dire être iibre, se libérer. Le mot
vò signifie la «liberté». Quand il est employé pour désigner le symbole en générai, il se traduit par «ce qui rend
libre», «ce qui libère» l’homme en le guidant sur la voie de sa destinée et en le mettant en harmonie avec ses
aspirations les plus profondes; et, lorsqu’il désigne les petits objets-symboles (perles, cauris…) que le devin
emploie au cours de la divination et qui orientent l’interprétation de la situation, il signifie «ce par quoi on a
accès» à la connaissance des faits réels, au sens caché ou à la réalité des choses, à ce qui est invisible.
Ainsi, plusieurs expressions où vò intervient avec le sens de symbole laissent voir que pour les populations
parlant ces langues,
• le symbole est ce qui fait correspondre la réalité visible avec la réalité invisible: l’expression edà vò, «il a manqué
son symbole», se dit de quelqu’un qui a commis une faute et qui a donc perdu la correspondance entre le visi ble et
l’invisible. Car dans ces cultures, commettre une faute grave (vol, meurtre, adultère…), c’est couper les liens, rompre
l’harmonie entre le monde visible et le monde invisible. En revanche, lorsque quelqu’un poursuit avec acharnement
une pensée qui lui échappe, on dit: edó voemè kpó, «il s’est plongé dans le symbole pour voir, pour trouver la vérité»;
• le symbole est ce qui accorde l’homme avec son destin, lefait correspondre à sa propre personnalité et le
rend libre: l’expression esà vò se traduit littéralement par «il a laissé s’écouler son symbole» et se dit lorsqu’une
personne n’a pas su faire face, s’est montrée incapable de courage, ce qui indique qu’elle n’a pas su être fidèle à
elle-même, n’a pas su honorer sa personnalité. Mais lorsque quelqu’un présente une personnalité équilibrée et
assurée, on dit: esã vò, «elle a lié son symbole», en d’autres termes, elle vit de manière conforme à son destin et à
sa personnalité. Cette assurance rend libre et indépendant des contraintes extérieures; on dit d’elle: elè vò, «elle
est dans son symbole», ce qui signifie qu’elle est libre, fidèle à elle-même.
Sous différentes formes d’expression, cette conception du symbole transparaît dans un grand nombre de
langues africaines. C’est ce que nous essayerons de montrer, à partir d’exemples précis, dans les trois chapitres
qui constituent ce volume.
2
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La réverie prend soudain le voyageur. Il songe à l’aube de sa naissance, lorsqu’il reçut de son Créateur la
mission d’ensemencer la terre. Son destin était alors autre: dans ses cheveux se répandaient les graines de la
connaissance et chacun de ses pas, en foulant le sol, enchantait la nature. Mais de quand donc datent cette
dislocation, cette solitude si profonde?
*
Kabyeza-Mpungu, le plus puissant des puissants, après avoir créé l’univers el ordonné toutes les créatures, créa
Kyombe, le premier homme, et déposa dans ses cheveux les graines de toutes les espèces de végétaux comestibles.
Un jour, Kabyeza-Mpungu envoya sur la terre Kyombe, accompagné de deux femmes. La terre était alors
inoccupée: une immensité vide.
Kyombe prit l’habitude d’inspecter la terre en faisant de longues promenades dans cette contrée aux dimen-sions
démesurées. Soudain, un jour, il rernarqua dans le sol de petites pousses qui germaient. Il comprit aussitôt qu’ells
sortaient des semences qu’il avait reçues dans les cheveux. Il se mit à observer, à surveiller la croissance de ces plantes
et vit que, en mûrissant, elles produisaient, celle-ci le maïs, celle-là las arachides, telle autre le manioc ou l’éleusine …
Kyombe cueillit de ces fruits, en goûta, puis trouvant que ces produits étaient tous délicieux, il en fit sa nourriture.
La nourriture végétale des hommes!
Voilà pourquoi le grenier et son contenu sont, pour les Baluba, le symbole de la tête et des facultés spirituelles
qu’elle contient.
Kyombe voulut, pour ses femrnes et pour lui-même, préparer une bonne récolte. Bien vite, il comprit qu’il ne
suffisait pas de secouer la tête, mais qu’il fallait labourer la terre.
Il commença par utiliser les morceaux de bois dont il tailla lapointe, mais constata que le sol était trop dur. Il
ramassa ensuite une pierre qu’il tailla et emmancha, mais vit que celle-ci se démanchait trop facilernent. Alors il
découvrit un morceau de fer et se mit à l’utiliser pour retourner la terre. Le travail lui parut aussitôt plus rapide et moins
fatigant.
Kyombe adopta cet instrument qui devint, depuis ce jour, la houe, l’outil le plus important de sa vie. Il l’introduisit
chez les hommes qui se mirent à labourer la terre. Sa descendance devint, de ce fait, peuple d’agricul-teurs.

93.131 Excerpt from The Seven Solitudes Of Lorsa Lopez\fn{by Sony Labou Tansi (1947-1995)} Kimwanza,
Bandundu Province, Congo/Kinshasa (M) 13
On the eve of the disastrous Thursday when we were to learn that Lorsa Lopez was going to kill his wife, on
the eve also of the fateful day when Valancia was to celebrate its second phony centenary, at five o’clock in the
morning, at the very moment when the muezzin of the mosque at Baltayonsa called the faithful to prayer, when Fr.
Bona of the Sacristy crossed the bayou on his way to Elmano Zola’s butcher’s shop, we heard the earth cry out
from the direction of the lake: a long succession of groans and mournful rumbles, a kind of convulsive gurgling
from inside the rocks, to which even the sea seemed momentarily to listen. We, the people of the Coast, called this
strange phenomenon the “cliff’s cry.” The Nsanga-Nordans referred to it as the “cliff’s laugh,” but that only
demonstrated their crass stupidity .
“Just six thousand one hundred and thirty days more and it’ll all be over,” said Fartamio Andra do Nguélo
Ndalo.
The cry had lasted three minutes but everyone, from Valtano to Nsanga-Norda, had heard it, and they all said it
was because of the orgies of the Coast people that the cliff had taken to preaching. To singing, almost. Misfortunes never come singly. We hadn’t sold our pineapples that year, because our President had insulted America at
the Sixteenth Paris Conference on the price of raw materials. Out of revenge, the Americans refused to eat our
pineapples, and the French had supported them by refusing to eat them out of modesty, the Belgians because they
understood, the Russians out of timidity, the Germans out of simple bloodymindedness, the South Africans by
intuition, the Japanese out of honor …
Anyway, for one reason or another, the whole world refused to eat our pineapples. Instead of giving in, the
authorities passed a law requiring overseas residents to eat impossible quantities of pineapples, morning, noon and
night: that is, three kilos per head per day!
“Serves them right,” everyone said.
The foreigners all began to hate us: us, our country and our laws.
“It’s those perch-eaters of the Coast who dreamt that one up,” they maintained. “The Nsanga-Nordans have
more sense.”
Then the cliff started all that groaning and dreadful screeching, all that inexplicable yapping. That call to
silence.
It was the same cry we’d heard at the same hour of the day years before, when the authorities had decided, for
the seventh time, to move the capital from Valancia to Nsanga-Norda:
“We can’t stay here, this place belongs to the devil,” they said.
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And so, for several long months, walls, bridges, municipal gardens, town squares, swimming pools, railway
stations, all went on their travels, by air and by water, by rail and by road. Even the water from the artificial lake
of the Village of Passions, the seven drawbridges, the thirty-nine mausoleums, the fifteen triumphal arches, the
nine Towers of Babel, the sixteen stars of Nsanga-Norda, as well as the twelve mosques from the period of our
Holy Patron John Valance, were all transported to the new capital. Not forgetting the Gold Boulevard, the three
billion or so bones from the cemetery of Harma Hozorihte, the solid-gold street lamps of the former District of the
Eleven, the seventy-nine thousand artificial trees from Marsien Park, where it was said a prehistoric man had been
found in a granite sarcophagus. The find had been kept in Westina Museum, but a group of sailors had stolen it
and then set sail from off the Island of Solitudes.
“So much for the Greco-Latin lie,” everyone said.
The place where the sarcophagus was found is now known as the “rectangle of death,” where human beings
are reduced to heaps of bronze. The first person. to be reduced to a heap of bronze was Lucio Attinelio, the
brother of Estina Bronzario. May he rest in peace!
Also taken away were the seven thousand modillions, the nine hundred and fifteen monoliths, obelisks and
arches, as well as the head of Christ carved out of what remained of the Island of Eldouranta, which had been
devoured overnight by the angry sea. In fact, the original head had been carried off by the subjects of King Joani
in 1497. The Portuguese had left us a basalt outcrop, out of which they had hurriedly carved a mulatto Christ, with
a pot belly and fat cheeks, who turned his back on the sea. The real one had looked out towards the Island of
Solitudes, with his right side turned towards the Coast.
“The Coast has been cursed because of that loss,” explained Fartamio Andra do Nguelo Ndalo.
“What coming and going!” sighed Estina Bronzario. “They’re not even going to leave us any food.”
“There’s nothing we can do about it,” Fartamio Andra advised. “But they’ll be back, like before. NsangaNorda isn’t the sort of place to keep a capital.”
The government notary who was supervising the decapitalization announced that nothing would be taken from
the Bayou quarter, where the tombs of the Founders Line of Valancia were, nor from Baltayonsa, the former
university, closed for committing high treason.
“It smells terrible there.” All the corpses had a white band tied around their foreheads bearing this inscription,
written in Indian ink:
“Don’t shoot! We stand for solidarity.”
(Three thousand and forty-four white bands were found when, a week later, Estina Bronzario unexpectedly
decided to defy the authorities’ ban by burying the bodies.)
The government notary went to see Estina Bronzario wearing a humorless smile, which he had prepared far too
long in advance, and which revealed his three teeth of ugliness.
“I’ve been instructed to tell you, Madame, that you will continue in office as mayor of our new capital. Allow
me to congratulate you with all my heart and all my—”
“Get out!” Estina Bronzario retorted. “I’m not your dustbin. I was born in honor and in honor I shall die.”
When the notary persisted, she spat into his government face a mixture of tobacco, anise and pimento. (Estina
Bronzario chewed pimento instead of kola because, she said, it preserved a woman’s inner youth.)
At the time, Estina Bronzario had enough spunk to stand up to any sort of male, but when the news that she’d
spat on the notary reached the ears of the authorities, she was placed at the disposition of her balls. She lost her
salary, and was banned from setting foot in Nsanga-Norda. For insulting the flag, said the statement announcing
the decision, published in the official newspaper and available on request.
“They’re not going to shut me up like this!” laughed Estina Bronzario.
At noon, and then again in the evening, on the eve of the day when Lorsa Lopez was to kill his wife, the earth
gave three more small cries from the direction of Nsanga-Norda, two from the direction of the ocean, and one
small cry from the direction of Valtano, before lapsing into a silence that terrified us. We waited on tenterhooks
for it to end, as if it were some kind of game. Fartamio Andra do Nguelo Ndalo claimed that the earth always
cried out in Valancia to mark important events. It had cried out when the papal nuncio, Estanzio Bienta, was
assassinated. It had cried out when the monster, Yogo Lobotolo Yambi, was born of father unknown to the
madwoman, Larmani Yongo.
The monster had seven heads crowned with a brass crest, twelve arms of unequal length, one leg in the shape
of a grooved column ending in a sort of elephant’s foot, thirteen highly polished jagged tusks, with thirteen
orifices, four of them shaped like trunks ending in what resembled umbrellas made of solid limestone and which
snapped like slow-worms when you touched them. It was said that these four orifices served as eyes, nostrils and
ears. A long pipe-like rod, also made from limestone, and situated at the root of its forked leg, served as its penis,
at least that was the opinion of Lorsa Manuel Yeba, the monster’s maternal uncle: sexual organ and waste hole.
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Whenever the baby cried, the Coast people put their hands over their ears. Because of our complaints, his mother
had tried to drown him in the estuary, down by the Bay of Lotes, but, each time, Yogo Lobotolo Yambi had
walked back through Valancia howling his infernal howl and regained the maternal home, with the heavy iron bar
that was supposed to keep him at the bottom of the sea still around his neck. In spite of the widespread protests,
and in spite of the position adopted by the authorities, who thought that a monster like that could easily seize
power and hold it for centuries (and who proposed that he should be thrown into the pit of fire at Porto Indiano or
into the rectangle of death), Fr. Bona of the Sacristy, in the just name of Jesus, brought up the child until he
reached the age of sixteen, when he left the shadow of the Lord and the five a.m. mass and dived into the sea at
Afonso Bay, leaving behind him footprints six feet in diameter which sank to a depth of between five and twenty
inches, depending on the soil.
The monster had left some scratches on the walls of what remained of the cathedral, where Fr, Bona said mass.
Some said it was a message. They were strange drawings, figures of glyptodonts and giant flexographs, and what
looked like whelks. Depending on whether they were from Valancia or Nsanga-Norda, Mahometans or Christians,
deists or atheists, glyptographers suggested a number of meanings for the graffiti. To the Christians, who shared
the view of the glyptographer Ruano de Dios Louma, the message was simple and clear:
“Next time, the fire.”
At the time, Yogo Lobotolo Yambi had grown to the obscene size of six Nsanga-Nordan elephants.
The very last time the cliff had cried out was seven years previously, on the unforgettable day when the rebels
of the Sieda Merdaï had taken Elmuconi Zamba to Valencia and blown out those mangy-dog brains of his that had
got the people of Valtano involved in the conspiracy that was holding up the decapitalization.
“He asked for it,” sighed the authorities.
Fartamio Andra do Nguelo Ndalo couldn’t understand why the earth hadn’t cried out when the students had
gone on strike, a few weeks before the arrival of the notary who was to organize the seventh decapitalization; or
why it hadn’t marked the first decapitalization war, which had brought he Founders Line into conflict with the
Nsanga-Nordans forty years before. Nor could the poor woman understand why the earth had failed to cry out to
mark the students’ last stand when, after they’d been on hunger strike and refused to negotiate for eighty-two
days, the authorities, moved to pity, asked the Seventh Infantry Battalion to travel the two hundred and twelve
kilometers between Valancia and Valtano and shoot the poor buggers, whom death itself declined to kill.
Then nothing happened in Valancia for eleven months, neither great joy nor great mourning, neither coming
nor going, nothing at all, until that disastrous morning, the eve of the Thursday when Lorsa Lopez was to kill her.
While the indomitable Estina Bronzario and the women, out of pure and simple obstinacy, were busy organizing
the centenary banned by the authorities, the earth cried out.
“Sang, almost,” people said.
“As if from birth pains,” explained Fartamio Andra to the women, who were busy cooking the food for the
banned centenary.
“I think Baltayonsa cried out more loudly than Jesus Island.”
“What are you up to, Estina Bronzario?” the mayor demanded to know, furious.
“Since there aren’t any men left in this country, I’m setting the women to work,” replied Estina Bronzario.
They erected barricades across the road to the bayou and across the road that ran alongside the wood by the
lake. They piled the shed built by Estina Bronzario’s grandmother at the time of the last centenary high with
liquor. They brought over the huge pots that had been simmering gently for the past two days, giving off their
tantalizing smells and offering glimpses of onion, garlic and vegetables from Nsanga-Norda swimming on the
surface. Strings of sausages, heaps of barbecued lamb, mountains of grilled meat, basins of soup, bright-colored
sauces, mandella sauces, picket sauces, lantanni sauces, azanio sauces, nuts Hélène, laws of the Coast, fine
monkey sands, ruptured livers, bronze milks, gigantic gâteaux the size of a fisherman’s hut, misalas with herbs …
The whole of the Bayou quarter was permeated with the smell of cooking and wine. An endless stream of
hungry children presented themselves, declaring their hunger in the customary words:
“The nose wants to eat but the nose has no hands.”
People licked their lips. Stomachs were ready.
In the Tourniquet quarter, other women were busy sewing party dresses and carnival costumes. Still others
were practicing the rumpus and the rumba, down by the railway station. Wearing her mother-of-pearl smile,
Estina Bronzario bore her august bronze stature from the kitchens to the sewing rooms, an aging but still beautiful
princess, endowed with that beauty which takes a lot of cooking and which lifts the lid of age, beautiful in gesture
and voice, the collapse of her features belied by the ultimate achievement of that perfect harmony which is a
blend of strength of feeling and obstinacy of spirit. And every part of her body was a tender reminder of the time
when she used to dance the Nsanga-Norda rumpus and enfold men in the many delights of her flesh.
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“A woman full of vitamins, that Estina Bronzario,” people said of her.
All night, the women cooked and sewed, while the young girls knocked on doors distributing invitations. At
two o’clock in the morning, the mayor, accompanied by the judge, Marcellio Douma, and the photographer,
Nertez Coma, came to see Estina Bronzario again and begged her not to provoke the authorities.
“Our region has a bad enough reputation with them as it is, Estina Bronzario. Celebrate anything you like but,
please, stop this centenary nonsense.”
“We’re a proud people, we have our honor to uphold, Marcellio Douma. We have twenty-seven centuries of
bearing trouble with dignity behind us. The Coast eats fish, Nsanga-Norda eats meat. Who doesn’t know that?”
“Thanks to you there’ll be more unnecessary bloodshed, Estina.”
“It’s a question of honor, Marcellio Douma. Oh, I know you think I’m talking nonsense. But there’s no cause
higher than honor. It’s the very meaning of life. We of the Coast think and live by our honor. Unlike the meateaters of Nsanga-Norda, who are fit only for eating and shitting.”
The judge asked Nertez Coma to photograph Estina Bronzario’s excesses and then left in the company of the
mayor. At four o’clock, the women decided to have just two hours’ rest, so that they would be fresh and ready for
the festivities prescribed by the hardest of the hard, Estina Bronzario. They’d scarcely laid their heads on their
pillows when the earth began to cry out, and he’d set about killing her, as we all knew he would.
“He could’ve chosen some other day to kill his whore.”
“There are seven days in the week, and he had to choose our one!”
Lorsa Lopez killed his wife following an incident which everyone from Valtano to Nsanga-Norda thought
utterly trivial. How could a man like Lorsa Lopez, the son of Lopez Dario and Dona Maniana Cuenso, do such a
thing? High Commander of the Legion, former Minister of Finance, he was a man of the most exemplary honor
who, like Estina Bronzario, had resigned because of the seventh decapitalization, who’d stood up to the
authorities and gone to Nsanga-Norda in spite of his ban:
“It’s the land of my fathers, after all.”
A man who was held in almost legendary esteem and veneration by the whole Coast. A man who, during the
first forty-four years of his existence, had shown himself to be a model of good sense and moral balance. We
couldn’t understand it. We blamed this screwed-up century, this pointless century, this century of bullshit. We
concluded that man was so afraid and so ashamed of man that he had become gutless and unpredictable, that all
he could do was make a noise. We were living in the age of the carved atom and highly polished noise … What a
disaster!
“He could have killed her some other day,” sighed Fartamio Andra.
“Yes, he could have,” echoed Fartamio Andra do Nguelo Ndalo. “He killed her with all the spitefulness of a
mulatto. Valancia is rotten. Poor Estina Benta. What could she have done to him? I saw them only yesterday
evening down by the bayou, near the Tourniquet: they were kissing under the big Indian fig tree, like a couple of
holy innocents. They greeted me, and I asked her to come and help with the cooking for the centenary when they
had finished having their fun. She arrived at seven o’clock smelling of their bodies. I asked her to go and wash
herself, she smelt like a pigsty. Then she prepared the gâteaux and the rice fritters; she cooked the zambroglios,
and the aubergines in wine. As no one in Valancia can cook barbecued doe like her, I asked her to do that as well.
She only left at four in the morning, with everyone else. What could she have done to him, for heaven’s sake?”
All that bullshit among the petticoats! Valancia was changing. The wives of the most peaceable men were
having it off with the first fly-parter that came along. No one on the Coast could understand it. The monumental
corruption. The decline in morals, the collapse of all sense of honor. Women were opening their legs like you
open your fingers to look at the sun. The young women were making three-quarters of their bodies accessible to
all eyes, and since the eyes are the doors of vice …
We blamed the whites:
“When the body has its fill, the spirit retreats.”
Armensah Fandra went over to her, while she was preparing the barbecued doe, and whispered in her ear:
“Don’t go home, Estina Benta. Today’s the day when he must kill you.”
And when Estina repeated aloud what she’d said, we all laughed, because, in spite of Nansa Mopata’s gloomy
prophecy, we thought she was too beautiful, poor Estina Benta, to be killed by a man.
“How, God of all gods, could he kill that poor woman?”
In all the villages, in all the quarters of the town, at every corner of every street, people declared their surprise:
how could he have done it? No one had ever killed anyone in Valancia. Even the authorities, who in our country
have the right to kill, had only ever exercised this right on three small occasions of no importance whatsoever:
with Elmuconi Zamba, with the strikers—who’d had to be killed because death had declined to kill them—and,
finally, with Estanzio Bienta.
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It was early one morning in July, when many stay in bed because it’s chilly outside, and couples make the most
of the warmth between their thighs and the smells of love left behind from the night. We heard screams from the
direction of Lorsa Lopez’s pigsty. We realized that he’d begun to kill her.
Because she was busy with the preparations for the centenary, Estina Bronzario wasn’t to hear about it until
after nine o’clock, when she’d already put on her mauve velvet crinoline to receive her guests. Fartamio Andra
tried to hide what had happened from her:
“She'll brood over her friend’s death and spoil the centenary.”
But we’re only human, and we can’t hide our joys and our sorrows, our convictions and our hopes … Estina
Bronzario came back from the bayou like a whirlwind, her throat swelling with rage, the white-hot metal of her
eyes all bloodshot.
“How can you dance when she’s lying under a sheet? I’m postponing the centenary. Lorsa Lopez’s pigs can
come and celebrate her murder and eat all this food.”
She overturned all the cooking pots, all the dishes of food, threw all the meats, soups and sauces into the street,
and aimed a hefty kick at the bunch of gladioli Fartamio Andra was to present to Fartamio Andra do Nguelo
Ndalo, the oldest woman in Valancia and the last of the Founders Line. She delivered another kick at the red tulips
and peonies that Nertez Coma was to present to the oldest of the old men. She overturned the pots put ready for
the noshing competition and the drums of agave juice intended for the boozing competition.
“How can we celebrate while she’s lying under that sheet?” said Fartamio Andra. “They’ve cut her up like a
pig and given her to the flies.”
She crossed herself, and a big tear fell from each of her eyes. Fartamio Andra do Nguelo Ndalo also wept two
tears of the same size. When her anger had subsided, Estina Bronzario called us into her room, where we’d never
set foot before, Nelanda, Marthalla and I. She was sitting on her bed, crying bitterly. Her face was set hard, and
her lower lip shook.
“Not satisfied with turning us into domestic animals, now they want to kill us.”
It was the first time we’d ever seen her weeping her word of honor.
“They can fuck the cow when they’ve killed me, not before.”
She produced a small pestle which we saw was made of pure gold. She placed three grotesque looking
vegetables into the mortar, three Nsanga-Norda pimentos and three aubergines. She added a few drops of Valtano
wine, tore three strips from her underclothing, and tied three knots, repeating in a quavering voice:
“They can fuck the cow when they’ve killed me.”
She told the three of us to come closer and spit into the mortar, three times, then to take the earth of our
ancestors, throw it into the saliva and grind it all together while we murmured:
“Woman of honor, blood of the word.”
Seized by a tremendous shudder, we began to dance the rumpus of the great of the Coast. My body felt light as
air, as if I’d been freed from the pull of gravity. At the same time, I was filled with a feeling of absolute pleasure
and peace. My heart melted inside my breast. I’d never before felt myself so true, so happy, so at one with everything. My senses were transported way beyond anything they’d ever experienced before. The light became like
nothing I can describe. At the end of this ritual, Estina Bronzario took our hands in hers, all together, and spat into
them a mixture of tears and mucus. She told us to rub the saliva into our navels, then to slap ourselves three times
on the pussy and dance the rumpus of Nsanga-Norda, while she cried out, “Three thousand eyes in the sky, three
thousand eyes in the stones,” and sang this song:
Nge tata dzioka
tala ba ngungulu
bakwiza mu banda
mpele ngidi fwa kwa
ngwaku wambindamana
meki ma ngungulu.
Let us fly, father;
The monsters are coming.
Let us die, rather,
Since your mother
Wanted to eat the eggs
Of a monster.

“Men have become leopards.”
“Yes, they have.”
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With an artistry that can only come from the mouth, Fartamio Andra told the story of the murder, employing
words only she could find, constantly varying the tone for, she said, the art of naming is above all the art of
getting the tone right.
“Early in the morning, after the ventriloquies of muezzin Armano Yozua, we heard shouting. It was an animal
sound that shattered our ears and ripped the air to pieces, the sound of a gorilla vibrating the vaults of the dawn. It
must have beet heard in Nsanga-Norda:
“‘I’m going to pack you off to the devil with all your games. I’ll send you to him without a face. With all your
bullshit and your bitch’s heart.’
“The poor woman called for help, and we heard her voice, nearly drowned by her husband’s bellowing, as in
the days when she sang at the conservatoire:
“‘Help me! He’s killing me!’
“Doors and windows were opened, revealing shadowy figures crossing themselves.
“‘I’m going to pack you off to the devil, and you can take those pig’s guts of yours with you.’
“The whole quarter could hear the blows. He hit her with his fists, his feet and his head, with the insistent rage
of a wild beast. With a methodical rage. He struck every part of her broken body, while she screamed for help and
the whole village crossed themselves:
“‘Oh God, what is happening to that poor Estina Benta?’
“‘Since the women of this town have started playing at being men, nothing’s right any more. It’s all the fault of
the whites. They’ve mixed everything up: the roles of the puppet, the epileptic and the idiot. Their money has
killed our soul. I’m going to pack you off to the devil for good.’
“While she screamed for help, he went into the pigsty. He came back with a spade and struck her three true
male blows, breaking the spade—so he gave her two more hefty blows with the handle. Then he went and fetched
a pickax and began chopping her like wood. He split her body open and, ripping out her smoking guts, he tore at
them with his big wild animal’s teeth and drank her blood, to appease the anger knotting his soul.
“‘You filthy bitch! You’re going to pay for what you did.’
“He cut her up, slit open her thorax, hacked her bones, tore out her breasts, threw away her womb, and took
out ‘your wickedness and everything you kept there to enable you to play such a lousy trick on me—on me, who
loved you to distraction. This is how you thank me. Now you’ll pay. You wanted to play cunt. You wanted to play
the slut. I’ll give you fucking slut.’
“He went into the pigsty, wiping his forehead with his shirt, red with sparks of blood and flashes of meat.
Came back with meat hooks, hung her right thigh on the palaver tree. With this fat, that grub, and those pieces of
pork.
“‘You wanted to play cunt. I’ll give you bloody cunt, without a head or a tail.’
“He fetched all the tools from his pigsty: meat hooks, picks, forks, felling axes, machetes … millstone. He
finished off his crime with the pickax. One last blow, which was heard throughout the town. Until siesta time, the
body lay in the town square, still calling out:
“‘Help me! He’s killing me!’
“Dismembered, disemboweled, completely covered in red clay, crawling with flies stuffing themselves on
blood and gore, her body garlanded with her guts, she lay there, moaning. No one brought her the help she
wanted. Her voice gradually faded away.
“‘Help me! He’s killing me!’
“From her bloodless vocal cords came a hard, metallic, grating sound. Until two in the morning.
“‘Help me! …’”
We couldn’t understand how the whole town could have turned its back on Lorsa Lopez’s crime. On Friday
morning, at the time when Armano Yozua called the faithful to prayer, Fr. Bona of the Sacristy crossed the bayou
and went to the town square. His Benedictine’s cassock was wet with dew.
“Help me! He’s killing me!”
He saw the body and crossed himself several times.
“God! What a disaster!”
Other people from the quarter passed by and, like the priest, crossed themselves uneasily.
“Gentle Jesus, what’s happened to her?”
“Her man’s killed her.”
“What could she have done to him, the poor woman?”
“She gave him lice.”
“Lice?”
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“Yes! Real Nsanga-Norda lab lice.”\fn{A note reads: We say either lap or lab. We got the word lab from Lorsa Lopez’s
parrot.}
After committing his crime, Lorsa Lopez left the spade, the pickax, the big butcher’s knives, the fork (which
had lost two of its prongs), the hooks and his leather jacket at the scene, and shut himself in his pigsty, with his
forty-seven cycling pigs, his dog, his two cats, and his parrot, which endlessly repeated:
“She gave him lab lice.”
It was whispered that the parrot had revealed the name of the lover who’d passed on the lice, but no one really
knew who—Nertez Coma, or perhaps Salmano Ruenta. We also suspected the judge.
We all thought Lorsa Lopez was going to kill himself in his pigsty, out of shame; that his pigs—as voracious as
killer whales—would eat his body, and that when the police arrived, all they would find would be the murderer’s
gnawed bones.
On Friday 7 July, the mayor came to see the body and asked Nertez Coma to photograph it.
“Lab lice, fair enough, but he could’ve killed her some other way,” said the judge.
The mayor admitted privately that he preferred this crime to Estina Bronzario’s centenary.
“The authorities wouldn’t have thanked us.”
“Did he have to kill her in such a dreadful way?” said Nertez Coma, indignantly.
On Saturday morning, the judge came and put a sheet over the body. He placed large stones at each end to hold
the sheet down, because the wind swept continuously across the town square. We waited for the police to arrive.
At the time of night when dew begins to form on objects left outside, and while Fartamio Andra’s insomniac
cocks crowed, we heard a cry from the town square:
“Help me! He’s killed me!”
“It’s Estina Benta’s voice,” said Estina Bronzario. “He obviously hasn’t killed her completely.”
*
Four months after the event, the police arrived from Nsanga-Norda in great state, with motorcycle escort, brass
band and all the rest. They drove along the Rouviera Verda, crossed the Bayou quarter, arrived at the scene of the
crime via the station, and stopped for a moment by the sheet, which was still held down by the stones put there by
the judge. But they didn’t carry out their investigation. The disappointed mayor laid out the enlargements of the
photographs taken by Nertez Coma on the day of the crime. As they returned in the direction of Nsanga-Norda,
they stopped in the Tourniquet quarter to gaze hungrily at Elmano Zola’s twin daughters, who were swimming
naked in the Rouviera Verda and displaying the flaming orbs of their breasts for the benefit of anyone who cared
to look at them.
“Aren’t they delightful!”
And since the girls always liked to throw water over the men who watched them, the officers of the law took
the trouble to investigate the twins’ breasts and pussies. It was, in fact, because of their epilepsy that the twins
swam naked in spite of their age. The whole of Valancia knew they were still virgins, as no one, however beautiful
they might be—no, however provocative they might be—would have dared investigate their pussies for fear of
catching Nsanga-Norda fever, which is what we call the type of epilepsy that makes you shake for hours on end
and sends you running for miles with your tongue hanging out. The eleven gentlemen of the police jumped into
the Rouviera Verda in full battle dress and bathed with the epileptics until nightfall, when ten of them had to leave
because, according to malicious gossip, they’d brought a veterinary nurse with them instead of a qualified doctor.
Others suggested that the police had forgotten to bring a surveyor’s chain and rule from Nsanga-Norda. The real
reason for the departure of the police wasn’t even made known forty-seven years later when they returned to carry
out the investigation, by which time very few of those who were old enough all those years ago to act as witnesses
could remember very much about it. No, no one ever found out why the police came and then left without saying
anything or collecting any evidence. At any rate, not before the revelations of Sergeant Elmunto Louma who, at
the time of the crime, arrived with the beard of a forty-year-old and couldn’t leave with the others because the
beautiful breasts of Elmano Zola’s younger twin had pierced his heart, in every sense.
“I’m staying to love you at my leisure.”
“Aren’t you afraid of catching the Nsanga-Norda sickness?”
“What do I care if I live or die by your love? I’ll be happy to be buried by your side in this earth which has
given us everything.”
Theirs was an ardent love, untouched by Estina Bronzario’s sex strike. But the younger twin flung herself in an
epileptic fit from the top of the cliff, and the sea refused to return her body to us. In spite of a search lasting
months, Elma Zoli Dehondara had to make do with a cenotaph, just as Fr. Bona and the Beauty of Beauties,
Zarcanio Nala, were to do later. Elmunto Louma adopted the habit of drinking agave water at the bar which his
mother-in-law had opened after giving up the butcher’s shop, which no one dared patronize any more.
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When he was completely drunk, he’d give vent to his anger.
“What a pathetic lot you are in this god-forsaken place! Thanks to you, I’ve lost my peace of mind and the
woman I loved. You’re in such a mess, you say it’s the authorities’ fault, but I know that Estina Benta’s murder’s a
community crime that’s just come to roost on all that bullshit of yours about lap lice. It lets you blame the federal
police for kicking their heels. How can anyone kill his wife, his true wife, for anything so ludicrous as giving him
lice? And when you think, for God’s sake, how much that poor Lorsa Lopez loved his whore …
And just look how the population has grown from three thousand tadpoles to four million souls in only a few
years! Seven hundred thousand families of shit who’ve moved into this shambles under the crazy pretext of
waiting for the police to return! If you think that a man like me, an Elmunto, son of Elmunto Zuka, who was
fathered by Elmunto Zecakani, who was himself fathered by Elmunto Kunga, son of Elmuntara Kungu, son of
Elmuntara Kunguna, the practical son of Elmunto Koca, who came from Yoltansa, not from Nsanga-Norda, a
farmer of yams not aubergines, who never in all his life ate the flesh of the salamander, and Elmunto Carcassore
was his father! …”
For hours on end, with his bottle of sanctari—which he liked to drink with lemon—in front of him, he raved
on about his ancestors, as far back as the ninety-second generation on his father’s side. Couldn’t remember
anything about his maternal ancestry. Emptying his bottle, he’d wind up:
“No, sisters! You’re hiding an eel under all that lather of yours about lap lice. We Yoltansans aren’t given to
sucking up to people. We live and die in the open. And I tell you, the only man the Coast has is a woman, Estina
Bronzario. When she’s killed, the Coast’ll cease to exist.”
*
Seven months after the spectacular visit of the police, Lorsa Lopez came out of his pigsty. No one was
surprised that there were no more pigs and no dog. Only the parrot, which kept repeating:
“Raw, he ate them raw.”
Lorsa Lopez was as fat as the hippopotamuses of the Rouviera Verda, and under his bushy beard hung a thick,
streaky dewlap, full of folds and alive with jiggers.
“Apparently it was a community crime,” people were saying.
“What’s a community crime, anyway?”
“Oh, a kind of holocaust.”
“No, sister. You must put yourself in poor Lorsa Lopez’s place: he loved Estina to distraction. You’d see them
kissing and fooling about like a couple of turtle-doves. Then, suddenly, it was all over! Her behavior was a
disgrace! We all knew here on the Coast that she’d given him Nsanga-Norda lice.”
“Lice, or was it the pox?”
“Genuine Nsanga-Norda lice, fat and voracious as only Nsanga-Norda lice can be. They suck all a man’s blood
and spunk.”
“How awful!”
As a sign of mourning, Lorsa Lopez stuck seven nails, which he called his “solitudes,” and a dozen needles
into his dewlap. He put them there every morning, at the time when the crime had taken place, and removed them
in the evening, just before the sun went down. We knew that Estancio Dizi had mourned his mother by throwing
himself nine times from the roof-top, breaking his back four times, and that Nertez Coma had mourned his first
wife for forty moons without seeing the sun once, hardly drinking, and eating only three aubergines a day—and
what kind of aubergines? Aubergines from Nsanga-Norda, well known for their extreme smallness and bitterness.
We also knew that Yongo Yozua had mourned Valtamio Fonsa for sixteen years and several months.
But the longest and most austere mourning was that of Lorsa Lopez.
“Oh, God! She’s dead. What’ll become of me?” he wept, emerging from the pigsty as if he’d only been there
for a few hours.
He wept before the strips of sheet, held down by the stones, that covered the bones of the dead woman. During
the siesta, he took the old machete, eaten by rust and insects, and chopped open his left foot to complete his
mourning.
“What a disaster! What wickedness! How could they let me commit this crime?”
He bandaged his wound and limped to Nsanga-Norda, where, with his savings, he bought a round stone coffin
with a thick moquette lining on the inside. He gathered up all the bones—down to the tiniest, smallest bits—and
reassembled the skeleton. But, just as he was about to proceed to the burial, assisted by the children and the
onlookers, the mayor and the judge arrived to tell him what we all knew.
“You can’t bury her. We have to wait for the police.”
“What?” said Lorsa Lopez, in surprise. “The police haven’t been yet?”
“They’ve gone to fetch a surveyor’s chain and a folding rule,” sighed the judge.
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“What a mess this god-forsaken place is!” said Lorsa Lopez.
*
During the first six years following the abortive burial, we saw him limping about, bleeding from the needles
and nails in his dewlap, blackened with charcoal and ashes, his head shaved like an egg, devoured by Baltayonsa
fever and scabies. We saw him coming and going, singing the hymn of the Seven Solitudes, day and night.
Valancia had once again become a city because of the crowds that flocked there to wait for the police and the
final outcome of Lorsa Lopez’s crime.
“It’s a strange story. We’ll wait here, my family and I, to see how it ends.”
The town abandoned by the seventh decapitalization was reborn, grew and prospered with Estina Bronzario,
the woman of bronze, the hardest of the hard, at the center of its life.
At the time of the crime, Fr. Bona of the Sacristy had been the only really white white in Valancia. Now we
counted thousands: those who drilled for oil out in the estuary, those who excavated the origins of man in the
chalk of Baltayonsa (and who claimed that man is descended from the ape, whereas our own legends say quite
clearly that Yonko Yoanko Kongo and his wife, Fartamio Andra Doupes Lama, were descended from the beast
with the long neck and lunar skin whose huge skeleton had been found in the chalk at Valtano by the seekers after
skulls), those of the National Pineapple, and those who fished for sturgeon off Afonso, mostly Russians and
Spaniards.
The French had exclusive rights over the gold mines and the phosphates of the Island of Solitudes, while the
Americans hunted the atlantosaurus in the tidal reservoirs of Quenso-Norte. The Canadians contented themselves
with trying to find an explanation for the cliff’s cry and for the death of the millions of lote, chub and cycling
crabs that had covered all the shores of the Coast three days after the Thursday when Lorsa Lopez killed Estina
Benta. As for the Dutch and the Chinese, they tried to find an explanation for the death of thousands of good-luck
humming-birds four weeks after the crime, and for the incredible noise emitted by a malavond tree that grew in
the estuary forest: the tree had been cut down dozens of times, but it always grew again the next day and resumed
the singing of its song, which we called “the song of the devil” and which the Mahometans of Nsanga-Norda
called “the poem of the exiled,” no one knew why.
Lorsa Lopez became our bad conscience. We’d looked on while he killed his whore. Now that he slept in the
stone coffin he’d bought in Nsanga-Norda, and came and went barking and bellowing the hymn of the Seven
Solitudes, as he called the song he sang day and night, we saw him as all of us, as if we’d all lent him our arms to
commit his crime.
Armensah Fandra bitterly resented the fact that Estina Benta had met her attempt to warn her with insults
because she was too beautiful to contemplate her own death.
“I shouldn’t have given up. But I was afraid there’d be a scene. Put yourself in my place. She could’ve thought
I envied her her man.”
One evening, Estina Bronzario summoned all the women she called her war council to her room: Fartamio
Andra, Marthalla, Anna Maria, Nelanda, Sonia O. Almeida, Fartamio Andra do Nguelo Ndalo and me. One place
was empty: Estina Benta’s. In the empty place, Estina Bronzario had lit an enormous red candle with a dancing
purple flame that seemed strangely motionless.
“Estina Benta’s time has come,” she said.
Armano Yozua was calling the faithful to pre-dinner prayers. Estina Bronzario chewed a red pimento, licked
her lips and smiled. She arranged her fichu, looked at her medals and reflected for a long time. Fartamio Andra
smoked her pipe; she broke a piece of kola, ate it, and held out a red pimento to Estina Bronzario, who chewed the
pimento in the same way as Fartamio Andra chewed her kola. It was the time of day when, at the moment of the
crime, the voice of the dead woman was to be heard calling out in the garden, “Help me! They’ve killed me.”
“If the police don’t come within the next three weeks, I’m going to have Estina Benta buried,” said Estina
Bronzario.
“Do you think that’s wise?' asked Fartamio Andra.
“We’ve waited thirteen years after all,” said Sonia O. Almeida, our sister back from Brazil, who believed that
God and hell were Brazilian.
“The police haven’t been because it was only a woman who was killed,” said Estina Bronzario. “They’re
welcome to treat us like monkeys or lagans, but not to kill us.”
“Let’s wait a little longer,” said Anna Maria.
Estina Bronzario always listened to her. We felt that she evinced a certain weakness with regard to Anna Maria
because the latter had never in her fifty years been a mother. And Estina Bronzario called her madre.
The fifteenth year following the crime, all Valancia, including the mayor and the judge, were convinced that
the police would never return. It was therefore decided that the bones of the deceased woman would be buried at
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the place where she'd been killed. Reality and dreams can be negotiated. Truth, never. It always lays down inexorable conditions.
Fr. Bona brought candles and gave the blessing. Valancians crossed themselves as they’d done on the day of
the crime. The mayor provided beer, the judge a dozen sheets. Lorsa Manuel Yeba had seven diamonds placed on
the coffin and made the arrangements for the funeral banquet. Estina Bronzario’s women, as well as Estina
Bronzario herself, were to do the cooking. The bones were washed, polished, then covered with a layer of Nsanga-Norda varnish. The plastic surgeon, Carlanza Yema, faithfully reconstructed the dead woman with NsangaNorda bird-lime mixed with sawdust from the ailanthus tree and pink chalk. In spite of the parrot’s revelations,
malicious gossip still had it that the lice had originally come from the mayor, since he was providing eighty cases
of iron-water and twenty of fire-water for the festivities that were to follow the burial.
In reality, the mayor’s gesture was probably dictated by his everlasting desire to show how well he was doing,
for want of being able to show anything else. No one had any confidence in him as mayor, for all he did was engage in pointless display paid for out of money sent by bearer check from Nsanga-Norda. His budget fell under
four heads, as follows: entertainment, fourteen thousand francs; public health, sixteen thousand one hundred and
twelve francs; street decorations and flags, thirty thousand seven hundred and fifteen francs; contingencies, one
thousand two hundred francs. Since we no longer had a bank in Valancia at the time of the crime, the mayor used
to send Nertez Coma to Nsanga-Norda to collect the town hall’s funds. The mayor’s salary, as we all knew, was
sent to him every fortnight with the first person calling at Nsanga-Norda.
“Are you going to Valancia, sir?”
“Yes, I am.”
“That’s convenient. Could you please take the mayor his pay. Tell the judge and the photographer that we’ll
send theirs as soon as we can.”
But the judge and the mayor had found a way of making money by selling a stream of bits of paper on their
own account. They also sold land, which according to the constitution then in force belonged to the people, that is
to say, to the authorities. We all knew that the mayor could definitely not have given Estina Benta lice, nor indeed
any other woman. We knew that as a result of a nasty pox passed on to him by the Abyssinian singer, Martinez
Sayilassie, who’d come to Valancia before the seventh decapitalization, the mayor and his wife Leonora Dosandoval had separated. All he had left in place of his procreative organ was a crust of oozing, peeling flesh. Such
was the mayor: his heart in thrall to money and the fear of losing his job as mayor, his pisser confiscated by the
Abyssinian, and his head gnawed by a large pair of ears that danced the rumpus and made Salmano Ruenta laugh.
The judge, Marcellio Douma, had been given the somewhat unkind nickname of “true copy of the mayor,”
because his ears, too, danced all by themselves.
The coffin lay open for a time in the part of the cathedral that Fr. Bona and his flock had fiercely defended
against the authorities at the time of the decapitalization.
“You will have to move your diocese to Nsanga-Norda.”
“But, Mr. Government Notary, Nsanga-Norda is a bastion of Mahometanism.”
“In that case, just move half of it.”
After fierce discussion, negotiation and argument, it was decided to hold the wake for the deceased woman at
Estina Bronzario’s house, so that we wouldn’t have to mourn her at the home of her murderer. We shed tears as if
she’d died that very day, and sang and danced the funeral rumpus all through the night. At the burial, Marcellio
Douma read the prayer and the mayor the seven hundred telegrams sent to the authorities asking for the police to
return. Then the photographer, Nertez Coma, read the forty-five requests for the deceased woman to be awarded
the Order of Nsanga-Norda. Obviously, these appeals had got nowhere.
“Because Estina Benta was only a woman,” shouted Estina Bronzario.
There was a painful silence after Estina Bronzario’s outburst. You could hear the flies buzzing and nostrils
inhaling. None of the men dared speak; they all wanted to avoid exciting the women. There were so many of them
that they could've ordered the men to leave and let them handle the burial on their own. We all knew that women
didn't officiate at burials. Fartamio Andra proposed that the town square should be named after the deceased. This
proposal gave rise to another wrangle. The men wanted it to be given the name the deceased woman bore at the
time of her death.
“It’s more correct!”
“You aren’t going to name the poor square after a murderer of women!” said Anna Maria, indignantly.
Estina Benta wasn’t the deceased woman’s real name either. She’d acquired it at an official dancing competition in Nsanga-Norda, because throughout her performance the head of the authorities, waving his arms in the air,
had kept calling out “Benta Estina,” which means “flesh of dreams” or “flesh of celebration.” She hated this
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name, which the populace had thereafter foisted on her in order to mock the authorities. And since the people
don’t know how to forget, the name had stuck.
“You surely aren’t going to honor the bad faith of the Nsanga-Nordans?” ventured Lorsa Manuel Yeba, the
murderer’s younger brother.
But no one could remember the deceased’s maiden name. Some thought it was Larmanta Fandra do Mboudou
Nisa. Others said it was Larmantès Salvio. Yet others said it was Nersandio. In spite of the fact that its origin
nauseated us, we named the square “Estina Benta Square.”
“It’s safer,” said the judge.
“It’s safer,” acknowledged Estina Bronzario.
After the burial, the women marched from the scene of the crime to the deceased’s bedroom. They laid their
fichus on her bed and burnt Nsanga-Norda bird-lime and incense before dancing the rumpus of honor inside the
room. Each of them placed a piece of her velvet crinoline on the bed. They donned the cloth with black and white
squares, and painted their faces with kaolin and their lips with white powder from Nsanga-Norda. They all put on
the crown of feathers of the grieving widow. Fartamio Andra set at sixteen moons the period during which they
would not open their cloths to a man. Woe betide the fool who spurned the majority’s decision! She’d either
menstruate continuously or catch the Nsanga-Norda sickness. This women’s talk made the men smile, but
knowing that Estina Bronzario would always be Estina Bronzario, they accepted that they would have to steel
themselves to endure this enforced abstinence.
“Lucky Salmano Ruenta who can fool his balls with a nanny goat or a pig,” muttered Elmano Zola, the
butcher.
Lucky, too, Estando Douma of Nsanga-Norda, who’d made himself a do-it-yourself vagina out of bird-lime
and seal foam, never having managed to meet the woman who could endure his feature-length bangs.
“He always needs two days of erotic rumpus to get that pond-snail’s slime of his out,” people said.
That’s why women steered clear of him.
“Estando Douma’s going to be a rich man,” commented Elmano Zola.
He was right, for within three months of the women’s decision, Estando Douma had received nine hundred and
thirteen thousand orders for his screwing machine; he’d taken on seven hundred and fifteen workers to chop down
bird-lime trees and three hundred others to fish for seal foam in the tidal reservoirs at the entrance to NsangaNorda.
*
The other decision taken by Estina Bronzario's women was no less of a constraint for the men. In future, men
would take their wives’ names when they married in Valancia.
“They can give us lice, all the lice on earth,” the butcher muttered. “They can give us the pox and all the
mushrooms in the world, but not their names.”
It’s not altogether certain how Elmano Zola’s pronouncement reached the ears of the women. The next
morning, on opening the deep freeze to get out Fr. Bona’s daily half-kilo of liver, which he came to collect just as
Armano Yozua was finishing the morning call to prayer, Madame Elmano Zola, still too bleary-eyed to make out
anything clearly, was confronted by the most horrifying sight: three pieces of husband with a strip of vellum stuck
between his teeth. On it, the following words were written with a cosmetic pencil and underlined with nail
varnish, as we all saw later when we came to have a look, our faces streaming with hot tears:
“Women are also men.”
“Valancia is rotten,” said Fr. Bona, crossing himself. “The people here are thirsty for death.”
“What shall we do, Father?” asked the widow, overcome with horror. Her voice dried up. Her hands trembled
like the mayor’s ears, her big eyes wept in silent suffering, her face was drawn like the strings of a guitar, her
forehead was covered in sweat, and her bosom danced stupidly under her mauve dressing gown.
“How can we love death?” muttered the priest.
Pinching it between her thumb and her index and middle fingers, the widow blew her nose noisily, directing
the jet of snot through the window. For a long time, the priest gazed at the pieces of husband, unsure whether or
not he should bless them. Mesmerized by the monstrous sight of human flesh mixed up with cow’s flesh, he
couldn’t decide how many times he should cross himself in order to secure God’s mercy. Such depth of human
crudity sent him reeling, as if the meat, the blood, and the strong odor of flesh had made him drunk. And the
silence! The haughty silence of slaughtered flesh. And above all, the rather silly smile on the corpse’s lips, at once
mean and sublime. The priest crossed himself three last times, then a sound like a creaking weather-vane came
from his throat:
“Call the police, but first give me seven days’ supply of calf’s liver.”
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While the widow pushed aside the pieces of husband to get at the calf’s liver, which she had difficulty in
distinguishing from her husband’s in the over-full freezer, the priest opened his prayer book, mumbled the
Magnificat and blessed the freezer.
The widow set down the meat without being really sure whether it was calf or human: three and a half kilos for
six thousand three hundred francs. Her hands trembled in spite of her effort to control them. The scales also
trembled; it was almost as if they, too, wanted to cross themselves.
“What makes us behave so shamefully?” the priest grumbled, shutting his prayer book to pack his seven days’
supply of dubious calf’s liver.
We should perhaps mention that years later, many years later, when the police finally came to carry out their
investigation, the police surgeon, Artanso Paolo Nola, wondered how Elmano Zola could have lived his forty-two
years with a cow’s liver.
“How can we build with shit?” asked Fr. Bona, picking up his wicker basket.
He left the butcher's shop and walked straight ahead until he reached Valmazo’s shop, where he bought seven
Nsanga-Norda tomatoes and set off again. Everyone was surprised that he didn’t take the Rue de Nguelo to the
Tourniquet quarter. This itinerary brought him to the mission between six o’clock and seven-forty. We were
surprised, too, that he didn’t have his prayer book open in his right hand and his wicker basket, the work and gift
of our brother Loumoni Yambi, in his left hand. Everyone knew what the wicker basket contained at that time of
day: half a kilo of calf’s liver, seven heads of celery, seven tomatoes and three Nsanga-Norda pimentos. Usually,
the priest made his first crossing of the bayou upriver from the railway station and reached his destination by the
Nsanga-Norda road, while continuing to read his prayer book, as his eyes no longer needed to watch a route his
legs knew by heart.
The priest didn’t stop at the stall of the half-mad but very Christian and very clean Martina Dovino, in the
small market at Escuenso, to collect his bunch of sorrel and his three leaves of sea holly. (We never knew how the
priest managed to eat sea holly. The authorities had dispensed him from the daily three kilos of pineapples, on
presentation of a medical certificate and a papal bull.)
He re-crossed the bayou in the Tourniquet quarter, at the spot where, years before independence, the Fleming,
Eyrickens, had tried to rape Estina Bronzario, and reached the foot of the cliff at Golzara. But, that morning, he
didn’t buy his usual stick of cassava from Nansa Mopata, another woman of God. The poor woman had to return
home at the end of the morning with thirteen sticks, instead of the twelve she always came back with on
Tuesdays. (She sold the priest one stick per day from Monday to Friday and two on Saturday; on Sunday, she
gave any that were over to the choirboys after mass.)
“It’s too bad! The world is changing so fast,” sighed Nansa Mopata, while the whole town asked itself what
had happened to the priest to make him vary his usual itinerary.
“It’s as if the sun had risen in the north and set in the south,” opined Lorsa Manuel Yeba.
“If they kill the priest, God’ll destroy Nsanga-Norda by fire.”
“Don’t be so silly, Estando Douma. God’s like the sun. Whether you die, whether you cry, whether you’re
born, whether you scream out or hold your tongue, he always rises. His time isn’t our time.”
In fact, no one in Valancia (or even in Nsanga-Norda, the bastion of the Mahometans) would have raised a
hand against Fr. Bona, the child of God, a man held in universal esteem and admiration. For all that malicious
gossip had given him the unkind nickname of “father of children of father unknown,” and that Armano Yozua
called him the “white dragonfly,” we all loved him, with a transparent love. We gave to him without stint. Years
before, when the shameless daughter of Larmanso Kongo chose to fall in love with the priest and showed her
infatuation by singing and dancing before him, we had to send the silly girl away to avoid a scandal.
“Go to Nsanga-Norda, the land of men whose flesh and blood are blind, the land of men who descend from the
ape, not the dinosaur like us. There, you can love who you like without shame. Here, love is first and foremost a
matter of honor.”
Before she left Valancia with her infatuation, she wrote the priest a letter which only the devil could have
dictated to her. Fortunately, it fell into Fartamio Andra’s hands.
My Love,
Who will ever know what the body is? My own, I feel, is ready for all the follies in the world, is made only for
excess. By God, alas! My simple body that only wanted to celebrate yours!
A body full of turbulence, with its domes, its spires, its cornices, its labyrinths, its machicolations, its minarets …
And in order to dance with God, it takes by storm the soul’s insipid sky in the instant of love that makes a mystery of
the everyday body. In the face of love, God can only pardon us. Love of the flesh, you say? It is the flesh which, by
saying “I,” transforms the universe into an endless song of triumph.
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I love you. There is hope in these simple words. It is the whispering of the universe. Hope borne like a fear. What
love is not depravity? Christ’s? Why did it kill him, then? Father! What body is not a mystery? I offer you mine in the
same way Christ gave us his on the cross …

Accompanied by the judge and the mayor, Nertez Coma came to photograph the crime. Three photos
altogether: the butcher’s shop itself, the freezer, and the pieces of body. Trampled beneath the dead man’s feet, we
saw the priest’s prayer book, spattered with blood and open at page 1,791.
The judge went round to see Estina Bronzario and asked her what she thought of the butcher’s death.
“What do you expect me to think, Marcellio Douma? It’s a death like any other death. Except that, according
to the reckoning of the collar-bones, Elmano Zola should’ve died on a Saturday. He died on a Monday. He robbed
his destiny of two days, which isn’t at all bad.”
“Tell me, yes or no, was the crime committed by your women?”
“To say ‘yes’ is a dreadful art, Marcellio Douma.”
The judge didn’t know how to interpret this reply from Estina Bronzario. However, he had his chin in the hand
that doesn’t eat and spat not far from Estina Bronzario’s feet.
“You can’t spend your life saying ‘no,’ Estina Bronzario,” he said. He turned on his heels and set off in the
direction of the bayou, still worrying his chin.
Estina Bronzario let him go.
Armano Yozua called the midday prayer. We liked his deep bass voice. It reassured us that we were all still
there, alive and real, waiting for the police to come. The mayor sent two telegrams a day to Nsanga-Norda.
Saudades: this was the last word spoken to us by Estina Benta on the day she went to meet her death. The
clouds which, every morning, cleaned their teeth in the ocean, seemed to be repeating this word of sorrow. The
cliff by Valtano, the lagoon, Jesus Island, Afonso, the tombs of the kings, the Island of Solitudes … all waited. We
and they all knew that the police would come one day or one night. We would know who’d killed the butcher. And
if not, someone would be found to answer for this crime. Lorsa Lopez would be put on trial for cutting up Estina
Benta. We were in what Estina Bronzario and the women called “the time of Estina Benta.”
The whites who were trying to explain the cliff’s cry had established themselves on the Island of Solitudes.
They were said to number eight hundred. Fartamio Andra do Nguélo Ndalo found this amusing.
“The time of the whites is over. Now it’s the time of man. But how can one tell this to those white fools?
They’re almost as stupid as the people of Nsanga-Norda. Just think about it: like them, they descend from the ape.
How stupid can you get? They’ve taken soil from the Island of Solitudes back to their own country to find out if
the rock of the Quadrilla grows again like a tree every time it’s cut.”
“They don’t realize that a mystery is the best explanation in the world,” said Fartamio Andra, her younger
sister.
“Let them look. They even want to know why the Mpoumbou Rock north of Calcazora bleeds when it’s
wounded. The trouble is, the whites don’t realize that they came into the world long after the world itself.”
“They think they’re going to explain the cliff’s cry with their Nsanga-Norda forks! How stupid!”
Armensah Fandra, the young epileptic widow who’d tried to warn Estina Benta the day her husband was to kill
her, came to see Estina Bronzario to tell her that Elmano Zola, the butcher, or Salmano Ruenta might be about to
be killed. She had returned from Valtano, where she’d gone after her first failure.
“Something must be done, Madame Bronzario. I’m sure they’re going to be killed.”
Estina Bronzario didn’t even bother to tell her that the butcher had already been killed. She was to admit to us
later that she thought the girl was just trying to draw attention to herself.
“Who didn’t know that Elmano Zola had been killed? The world’s full of people playing the innocent. I had to
be careful, so there was nothing else I could do. In any case, between ourselves, who’d want to kill Salmano
Ruenta, the town crier?”
“Don’t say that, Estina Bronzario. In the face of destiny, all men are equal,” said Anna Maria.
Armensah Fandra went to ground after that. Fartamio Andra wanted to talk to her to find out whether or not the
idiots in Nsanga-Norda were going to kill Estina Bronzario because of their obstinacy about keeping the capital in
a place so rank only stupidity and hate could flourish there. Whether or not the police were going to come and
take her alive. We looked for Armensah Fandra all over the Coast. We even sent emissaries to Valtano and
Nsanga-Norda. No trace could be found of the widow, about whom in any case no one knew very much, except
that she’d come from the Island of Solitudes a little before the time when we began to realize that Lorsa Lopez
was going to kill Estina Benta. She was said to be the niece of Tipo-Tipe Mensah, the muezzin who’d preceded
Armano Yozua at the Baltayonsa mosque, and whom we hadn’t liked because of his sanctimonious voice.
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Mahometans, Christians, Martialists, whites, blacks, we were unanimous in deploring the lack of musicali-ty of
Tipo-Tipe’s voice. We believed it could only call up the devil.
“It’s a voice from the buttocks,” as Fartamio Andra do Nguelo Ndalo liked to say.
Nature proved her right later: Tipo-Tipe was shaken by Nsanga-Norda fever and threw himself from the top of
his muezzin’s tower.
“Even God won’t have pity on him,” Fartamio Andra had sighed when she heard the news of the accident that
had befallen the most hated muezzin the Mahometans had ever sent us …
176.79 Excerpt from Monet Talks\fn{by Tamar Myers (1948- )} Congo/Kinshasa (F) 10
1
I bought the Taj Mahal for ten thousand dollars at an estate auction. A slew of people bid against me, but I kept
my cool, and when the auctioneer’s gavel pounded, closing the sale, I was the proud owner of India’s most
identifiable landmark. The crowd applauded. Afterward, a number of people came over to congratulate me.
“Way to go, Abby,” they said, “way to go,” but every single one of them sounded jealous.
All in all, it was a very good day, even though I had one heck of a time fitting the Taj into the back of my
Volvo station wagon. It wasn’t the real Taj Mahal, of course, but a handmade wire and sheet-metal replica that
was actually a birdcage. The bit of information that came with it claimed that this piece had been commissioned
by a British officer’s wife back in the days of the Raj. The strange black bird that came with the cage was a more
recent addition. Other than that the bird’s name was Monet, and what he liked to eat, there was no further
information.
My name is Abigail Washburn, by the way. I’m an antiques dealer, the proud owner of the Den of Antiquity, on
lower King Street in downtown Charleston, South Carolina. My assistant is C.J.—a.k.a. Jane Cox—which stands
for Calamity Jane. She has a genius level IQ, is a brilliant businesswoman and a dear friend, but she is one beer
short of a six-pack, if you get my drift. When I arrived at my shop with the Taj Mahal in tow, C.J. was all atwitter.
“Ooh, Abby, he’s beautiful,” she said referring to the bird. “Where did you get him?”
“He came with the cage. The auctioneer called him a, uh—well, I’ve forgotten. Sorry, but I’m not up on my
birds.”
“He’s a Gracula religiosa intermedia.”
“Excuse me?”
“A Greater Indian Hill Mynah. They’re a member of the starling family. What are you going to do with him?”
“I haven’t really thought about that. I was just so interested in buying this cage. Don’t you think this cage is
beautiful, C.J.?”
“I’ve seen prettier.”
“But look at all that work. Whoever made this had to bend all these wires to create these filigree bars, and just
look at all the bezel-set semiprecious stones on these sheet-metal domes. It must have taken hundreds of manhours to make, and I’ll bet some of these larger stones—like that amethyst, for example—are worth something by
themselves. I hope to double money on this with the right buyer.”
C.J. shrugged.
“The amethyst looks cloudy to me. Abby, can I have the bird?”
“Well—”
“This species of mynah is about the best talker in the whole world, Abby. They can sound just like a human, or
a cat, or a fire engine, whatever they want to imitate.”
“Is that so? He hasn’t said a word yet.”
“Then I can have him?”
There is nothing like someone else lusting after your property to make it suddenly seem desirable. I gave the
bundle of feathers a second glance. He wasn’t much to look at; mostly black, with dark orange-brown shadings.
There were featherless patches on his neck-wattles I’d guess you’d call them—that were bright yellow, but I
certainly wouldn’t call them attractive. A mockingbird might have made a prettier pet, a blue jay surely.
At any rate, neither C.J. nor I heard the man sneaking up behind us, which is why we both jumped when he
spoke.
“Whatcha looking at?” he demanded.
We whirled. There was nobody there.
“You looking to pick a fight, buddy?”
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“C.J., this is freaking me out. The voice reminded me of my long-dead daddy’s, only without his Upstate
drawl.”
“Maybe it’s a ghost, Abby. Have you ever had your shop exorcised?”
“They prefer to be called Apparition Americans these days, and no, I haven’t had it exorcised. I’ve never had
any problem with ghost-Apparition Americans.”
“Dennis, Dennis,” a woman shrieked, “bring me a fresh pot of tea!”
“I’m four feet nine. C.J. is five feet ten. The thing that kept me from leaping into her arms was the look on her
face.
“C.J., what is it? Besides the fact that this shop suddenly has more spirits than the state liquor store.”
Much to my horror, the big gal started laughing maniacally. I wouldn’t have been surprised to see her horsesize head start spinning a la Linda Blair. Between guffaws she tried to speak, but wasn’t getting anywhere.
“If you don’t stop laughing this minute, I’m going to have you exorcised.”
C.J. sobered pronto.
“Abby, it’s not one of them that’s your culprit. It’s him!” She pointed at the mynah.
“Say what?”
“I told you they were good talkers, didn’t I?”
“Didn’t I? Didn’t I?”
If I hadn’t been staring at the bird, if I hadn’t seen its throat bob up and down, I wouldn’t have believed my
ears. It sounded exactly like C.J.
“Now do you believe me?”
“Yes, I—“
“Betty bleaches her toe hair.” The new voice was high and sweet, with a breathy quality. “Get out of town!”
“Ooh, Abby, you gotta let me have him. Please, pretty please.”
I was about to say I would give her the bird when the bells hanging from my shop door jangled, and in walked
two of Charleston’s grand dames. I won’t mention names, but they both wore wrinkled linen suits and chunky
jewelry. Their shoes came to roach-killer points and their handbags came from Moo-Roos. Yes, I know, that
description fits half the women living South of Broad, and a good number of Junior Leaguers everywhere. Mama
calls them Linen Ladies.
“Will you look at that!”
“Ladies, I apologize!” I cried, absolutely mortified.
“That’s one hot mama, guys.” Linen Lady One walked straight to the Taj Mahal.
“What a clever bird.” Linen Lady Two followed suit.
“Dahlin’, I believe it was referring to me.”
“You want to hear a dirty joke?”
The bird used a child's voice this time. The Linen Ladies twittered.
“Jimmy fell in the mud!”
The grand dames threw back their heads and laughed uproariously, an eerie sight given the limitations imposed
on them by Botox. The mocking mynah threw back its head as well.
“Ha ha ha ha ha.”
“Dahlin’,” Linen Lady Two gasped, “have you ever heard anything so precious in your life?”
“Dahlin’, have you ever heard—who wants a second helping of pie? Pie? Pie?”
I watched spellbound as two pillars of Charleston society fell in love with a starling from India. They were all
over that bird like white on rice. They said everything they could think of to Monet, who obligingly parroted it
right back—pardon the cross-species reference. But what really delighted the doyennes were things Monet had
picked up prior to coming into my possession. The fact that some of his blather was on the bawdy side was icing
on their cake.
Had I contemplated such a scenario in advance, I would have surmised that a distraction like Monet would be
bad for business. Au contraire. The ladies dropped a wad of money, and then immediately called all their friends,
who, when they popped in to see Monet, were all too happy to push their plastic on me. The only loser was C.J.
*
“Abby, are you sure I can’t have him?” C.J. was still whining a week after Monet’s auspicious debut.
“His cage stinks, you know. You don’t want a stinky cage in your shop, do you?”
“C.J., his cage stinks because you don’t clean it every day like you’re supposed to.”
“C.J., his cage stinks. Okeydokey, senhora. Now they won’t find it.”
“Shut up, will you please?”
“Abby!”
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“I meant the bird. Look, C.J., why don’t you take off early today and go visit the pet stores. Maybe they have
mynahs for sale, or know how to get one for you.”
C.J. actually stomped one of her enormous feet.
“It won’t be the same,” she whined.
I’d never seen the woman so upset about anything. Not even when her great-uncle Horace Ledbetter vanished
into the great blue yonder, after having tied all eighty-nine of his birthday balloons to the arms of his lawn chair.
“I’m sorry, dear, but I’m not willing to give him up. But I tell you what, from now on I’ll clean his cage.”
“Clean his cage, clean his cage. Did you call the dentist? Fights powerful odors with just one application.”
My friend and assistant was not amused. She stomped off to dust some highboys, while I fetched an old
newspaper from under the counter and got to work on cleaning Monet’ elaborate abode.
Engrossed as we were, neither of us really heard the bells ring for the umpteenth time that day. That’s why I
nearly jumped out of my pumps when someone poked me in the ribs. Folks who sneak up on one like that deserve
lumps in their grits for at least a week.
“Mama!”
“Sorry, Abby, but you saw me coming.”
“I most certainly did not.”
“You were looking this way,” one said.
“Maybe I was, but I didn’t see you. I was distracted. C.J. won’t take no for an answer and—”
“Little people have little problems, dear, and big people have big problems.”
“You’re not that much taller than me, Mama.”
“Four inches,” she replied. “But I wasn’t referring to height. Like I said, dear, I have a serious problem.”
I led Mama to my storeroom behind the shop, and then, to make sure C.J. couldn’t eavesdrop, I turned on a
small radio I keep in there for company while I’m checking inventory.
“Okay, Mama, spill it.”
2
Mama patted her pearls. They are a gift from Daddy, the last thing he gave her before he died in a freak
accident that involved a seagull with a brain tumor the size of a walnut. That was going on twenty years ago. My
minimadre has worn these mollusk secretions around the clock since then. That they still have nacre\fn{ The
iridescence of mother-of-pearl} is a tribute to the high standards of Mikimoto. At any rate, Mama pats the pearls when
she’s agitated. She twirls them when she reaches her breaking point. If you see her necklace spin, you best
hightail it out of there.
“Abby, it’s about the St. Ophelia Society.”\fn{ The text has St. Necrophelia, but is probably an intruded substitution by a
disgruntled typesetter, particularly since there very probably is some sort of ball named after St. Cecilia, the overwhelming-familiar patron
saint of church music, somewhere in Charleston; a fact which would make such a substitution grossly unbelievable, and, of course, the
author would know this. I have inserted Cecilia where Myers has Ophelia:H}

“Excuse me?” Mama only sometimes shocks me, but she never ceases to surprise me.
“You know, that exclusive club to which only blue bloods can belong. I think your family has to have lived in
Charleston three hundred years in order to join. Of course we aren’t eligible since we moved here only three years
ago—”
“Mama, that’s the St. Cecilia Society!”
“Are you sure?”
“Just a minute.”
I tiptoed over to the door and pounded on it with my fist. I heard a muffled “ow” and the scraping of feet.
“Yes, I’m sure. Look, I already know where you’re going with this. Why do you want to join a club that
doesn’t want you as a member?”
“But they don’t know me. If they did, I’m sure they would invite me.”
“Mama, they aren’t going to change their rules just because you want them to.”
“I know that, dear. I may be old, but I’m not stupid.” I made her wait until the count of ten.
“You’re not old.” The telltale gems began a slow rotation.
“Abby, you know how you’re always saying that your only wish is for my happiness.”
“You say that, Mama, not me.”
“Let’s not quibble over facts, dear. The point is, you want me to be happy here in Charleston, don’t you?”
My husband Greg and I moved down to the coast when he retired as a detective on the Charlotte police force.
Greg started a new life here as a shrimp boat captain. We invited Mama, who lived up in Rock Hill, South
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Carolina, to join us, which she did in a heartbeat. Greg and I were both amazed at how quickly she adapted to her
new surroundings. She immediately joined Grace Episcopal Church—although she was not allowed to join the
choir—and took advantage of their myriad activities. She also belongs to an eccentric circle of friends who call
themselves the Heavenly Hustlers. To my knowledge, she was as happy as a body had a right to be.
“Mama, I don’t have all day. Can you cut to the chase? What is it you want from me?”
“Why I never, Abby! In my day—”
“It’s still your day. Last time I checked you were very much alive.”
“Well!” The pearls gained speed.
“Theatrics aren’t going to help, Mama. If we’re through here, I’m going back out to work.” I started for the
door.
“I’m going to crash their ball.” I whirled as the pearls twirled.
“The St. Cecelia Ball?”
“Maybe ‘crash’ was the wrong word. You see, dear, Betty Lou Crustopper has two tickets again this year, and
she’s not planning to go. In fact, she never goes. She hasn’t gone since her husband, Cotton Crustopper, died in
1947.”
“How do you know Mrs. Crustopper, and what do her tickets have to do with you?”
“Abby, if you went to church, you’d know her, too. Every Sunday they wheel her into the sanctuary and park
her up next to the organ. She likes to watch Scott Bennett tickle those keys. She used to teach piano. Didn’t retire
until she was eighty.”
“How old is she now?”
Mama’s sigh was meant as a comment on my poor church attendance.
“She turned a hundred and two in June. The entire parish was there—well, except for you and Greg. You
should have seen Betty Lou try to blow out her candles. Some of the children tried to help—”
“The tickets, Mama!”
“I was getting there. Honestly, Abby, I don’t know where you get your impatience from.” She sighed again.
“Anyway, as I was about to say, Betty Lou gave me tickets to the ball, and I plan to use them. There is no point in
letting perfectly good tickets go to waste, is there, dear?”
“She gave you her tickets?”
“Essentially.” As Mama backpedaled, her pearls slowed to a crawl and then reversed directions.
“Define ‘essentially.’”
“I might have traded them for a basket of muffins. But they were homemade muffins, and I chopped the dates
myself. And it was a very nice basket, Abby, and I tied a pretty pink bow on the handle. Everyone in the nursing
home was ogling it.” It was my turn to sigh.
“Let me get this straight. You talked a centenarian into trading two tickets to the St. Ophelia Ball for a batch of
baked goods?”
“Let’s not quibble over details, dear. The only reason I’m here is to ask you if you’re coming with me, or not.”
“So that’s where I come in! Mama, from what I've heard, they have guards posted at the door, checking
everyone’s identification.”
“They check only the tickets, dear.”
“Even so, we could never pass for Mr. and Mrs. Cotton Crustopper. Mr. Crustopper has been pushing up
daisies for over half a century.”
“But that’s the good part. No one has to pretend to be Mr. Crustopper. The tickets read ‘Mrs. Cotton
Crustopper and guest.’ I’ll dress up as Betty Lou—of course we’ll have to rent a wheelchair—and you can be my
guest. The only restriction is that the guest has to be male. They still don’t allow same-sex couples. They don’t
allow divorcees, either, for that matter. They check on that. Divorced men, yes, but not divorced women. At any
rate, we’ll hit one of the costume shops and get you a fake mustache and a little boy’s tux—no offense, dear.”
I must admit that for a millisecond I was tempted to participate in Mama’s shenanigan. The St. Ophelia Ball is
the event of the season. That’s all folks talk about for two months prior and two months post. The talk is, of
course, all speculation. No one really knows what happens at that ball except for the attendees, and their thin
patrician lips are sealed. But it was absurd to think we could pull it off, and even if we did, would we dare tell
anyone? I, for one, would bust a gut trying to keep all that juicy gossip to myself.
“Mama, my answer is no.”
“Then I’ll ask C.J. She’ll do anything.”
Boy, wasn’t that the truth. If my assistant accompanied my mother to the ball, Charleston society would never
recover. And since Charleston is undisputedly the manners capital of the country, its decline would signal the end
of Western civilization. Therefore, I had no choice but to accompany Mama and save the world as we know it.
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“Okay, Mama, I’ll be your date. But you’ve got to promise me you won’t do anything that Mrs. Crustopper
wouldn’t do.”
“But she’s confined to a wheelchair, and I want to dance.”
“Mama!”
“All right, dear. I promise.”
Just for the record, I didn’t expect her to keep her word; Mama’s promises are meant to be broken. But at least
I’d be along to handle damage control. The South might teeter as a result of our charade, but it wouldn’t topple.
*
To be absolutely honest, by the time I got home that evening I was brimming with anticipation. The St. Cecilia
Ball is held in the Daughters of Fine Lineage building. If you reside in Charleston and don’t know where that
building is, chances are your lineage does not meet their standards. The Daughters of Fine Lineage are every bit
as secret as the St. Cecilia Society, and it was only by accident that I stumbled onto this building on lower
Meeting Street. I mean that literally. I’d gotten a pebble in my pump and was hopping about on one foot, and lost
my balance. The next thing I knew, I was sitting on some steps, and when I looked up I saw a row of tiny brass
letters above a door. THIS IS IT they spelled. Then several weeks later I was eavesdropping on some customers,
Linen Ladies all, and I heard the word IT bandied about. I put two and two together and got three hundred—three
hundred years of blood so blue, members of this exclusive group are forbidden to donate their periwinkle plasma,
lest it cause the nurses to panic.
At any rate, both Mama and I had to work very hard to keep from spilling the beans over dinner. Just because
Greg is no longer employed as a detective doesn’t mean he’s stopped detecting.
“I smell a rat,” he said as he passed the roast.
“I don’t smell anything,” Mama said, and wiggled her nose like Samantha on Bewitched. The woman prides
herself on her olfactory powers. Greg turned to me.
“Abby, what kind of nefarious plot are you two hatching?”
“Nothing, darling. Would you like the gravy?”
“What I’d like is to know how much trouble I have to prepare for. Will I need to bail you out?”
“Gracious no,” Mama said. “This isn’t one of C.J.’s schemes.”
“Mama!”
“Aha,” Greg said, trying to mask a smile, “so you are up to something.”
“But it isn’t illegal, darling. At least I don’t think it is.”
“It’s definitely not,” Mama said. “Unless we resist when they try to throw us out.”
Greg pressed his hands to his ears.
“Okay, that’s enough. I don’t want to know the rest. Just remember that if I’m out shrimping, it may take a
couple of hours for me to get back. Can you two stand to share a toilet in the holding cell with a dozen other
women?”
“No problem,” Mama said, without skipping a beat. She carries paper liners in her purse wherever she goes.
I cut an extra large piece of pecan pie for my dearly beloved that evening. And behind closed doors he was the
recipient of even more sugar.
*
Tuesday is C.J.’s turn to open the shop. Because the big gal is so competent, I am used to sleeping in late, with
nary a care in the world—that is, if my grown children, Susan and Charlie, are not going through some crisis, and
Mama is behaving, and my cat, Dmitri, is not out to convince me that I should have gotten a dog instead.
Dmitri can’t get enough of Greg’s fishy smell, so he spends the night curled up on my husband’s back. Greg
leaves to go to work before five in the morning; thereafter the pussy with the passion for poisson usually seeks out
the next best thing: maio The trouble is, I am a back sleeper, and Dmitri weighs ten pounds and counting. Some
mornings I wake up unable to breathe.
That morning, however, Dmitri had resumed sleeping on Greg’s side, so I was running about la-la land with a
naked Tom Cruise and a fully clothed Jack Nicholson when the bedside phone rang. At first I refused to answer,
but when Tom threatened to put his clothes on—and Jack threatened to remove his—unless I picked up, I
struggled back to the land of the sentient. My eyes were too bleary to read the caller ID.
“Hello?”
“Abby, I didn’t take him. I swear.”
“C.J.?”
“Please don’t be mad, Abby. I’ve looked everywhere. Even in the armoires and the highboy drawers. Not that
he could have gotten in those by himself, mind you, but he could have had accomplices.”
“C.J., please—”
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“Granny Ledbetter had a goat back in Shelby, North Carolina, that was an escape artist. Yes, I know, goats are
famous for being able to escape from just about anything, but this one—we called him Homer—not only got out
of his pen on a regular basis, but the next morning we’d find him locked up in Cousin Arvin’s closet. It happened
about a billion times. Granny Ledbetter said it was trolls who did that, but Abby, I don’t think we have trolls in
downtown Charleston. Although some of the tourists dress like that.”
I shook my head to clear it of cobwebs. It was an exercise in futility.
“What is missing, C.J.? Your granny’s goat?”
“Don’t be silly, Abby. It’s Monet.”
The cobwebs disappeared.
“The mynah?”
“Abby, are you hard of hearing?”
I hung up, threw on yesterday’s clothes, and broke a few traffic laws getting to the store. Imagine the mixture
of relief and irritation I felt upon discovering that verbose bird sitting safe and sound on one of his perches.
“C.J.! That wasn’t the least bit funny. I could have killed someone driving over here.”
“Frankly, Abby, your bad driving habits aren’t my fault. And this isn’t what you think. That’s not Monet in
there. That’s a common starling—Sturnus vulgaris. They were imported from England, you know. In 1890 about a
hundred of them were released in Central Park by a group that wanted to have every bird mentioned in
Shakespeare flying loose on this continent. Well, they got their wish, because there’s about two hundred million
starlings in this country now.”
“What?”
“It’s one thing to be hard of hearing, Abby, but not to listen is just plain rude.”
“I’m listening, I’m listening.” I was also giving the so-called missing mynah a closer look.
“Well, I’ll be! That is a regular old starling. How did that happen? I mean, a fancy starling like a mynah
couldn’t have turned into a regular one, could it?”
I knew that was stupid of me, but seeing is supposed to be believing, and I was trying my darnedest to believe.
To her credit, the big gal chuckled only briefly.
“That’s a stuffed bird, Abby. Like the kind taxidermists make.”
“I’m calling the police.”
“I already did that. They should be here any minute.”
“Good. I know I’m going to regret saying this, but I was getting used to Monet. It’s going to seem very quiet
around here until we get him back.”
“Shouldn’t that be if we get him back? Somebody obviously went to a lot of trouble to do this. This wouldn’t
have happened, Abby, if you’d given him to me.”
Mercifully, the shop phone rang. I ran to get it.
“Hello?” I said, hoping it was the police, telling me they were just seconds away.
“Is this Mrs. Timberlake?”
“It’s Washburn now, but yes, this is the place that was burgled. I know it was just a bird, but I feel violated—”
“Do you want Monet back?”
“Excuse me?” I stared at the caller ID box. The number was blocked.
“If you want him back, Mrs. Timberlake, then you have to give me the real Monet.”
“Who is this?”
I got a dial tone in reply.
3
The Charleston police force has officers who number among the finest in the world, but none of them were on
duty that day. Officers Tweedledee and Tweedledum could not get it into pumpkin heads why I should be so upset
over the loss of a bird. A real bird pooped, they bothered to inform me. At least a stuffed starling couldn’t spread
disease. Nevertheless, they dusted for prints between calls on the loudest walkie-talkies on the planet. The only
way I could get the cops to leave was to toss a box of day-old Krispy Kremes into the street.
After I locked the door behind them, I tried calling Greg, but by then he was well out into the ocean and
couldn’t be reached. I needed comfort then, not harebrained schemes, so the next person I called was my best
friend, Wynnell Crawford (I have several best friends, by the way). Wynnell is also an antiques dealer, although
her shop, Wooden Wonders, is in West Ashley, not on the peninsula.
“That’s terrible,” she said, after I explained what had happened. “Abby, you must feel so violated, having your
shop broken into like that.”
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“That’s exactly what I feel. But the police didn’t seem to care about that. All they wanted to do was flirt with
C.J.”
“Let me guess … officers Tweedledee and Tweedledum?”
“You got it. Wynnell, it makes me sick to my stomach to think that someone not only has the key to my shop,
but knows my security code.”
“Abby, do you know that for sure?”
“The lock wasn’t forced. And it was locked again when C.J. arrived this morning. I guess it’s possible I forgot
to set the alarm last night, but you know how I am.”
“One check short of obsessive-compulsive?”
“And that phone call—it didn’t make a lick of sense. The real Monet. I’ve never had a Monet painting in my
shop, and I’ve certainly never owned one. And that creepy stuffed starling.” I shuddered.
“Wynnell, what kind of demented person would do such a thing?”
“Is that a question, Abby, or do you just want to be heard?”
“Both!”
“Well, I hear you. I’m also afraid you’re not going to like what I’m about to say.” I sighed.
“You’re not going to blame it on a Yankee, are you?”
“They’re a strange bunch, Abby. Just yesterday a group of Yankee tourists came into my shop. They were
headed out toward Middleton Plantation but had gotten lost. Of course I gave them directions, but do you think
they bought anything? All they did was use my bathroom.”
“To be fair,Wynnell, you only sell furniture. And you don’t ship. What did you expect them to buy?”
“Just the same, never trust a Yankee, my daddy always said, and he was right. I bet you dollars to doughnuts it
was a Yankee who stole your bird.”
“As long as we’re being fair, Wynnell, your daddy’s mama was a Yankee.”
“You don’t need to be insulting,” she said, and hung up.
I waited by the phone while I counted the seconds. It rang precisely at ten.
“Hello.”
“Sorry about that, Abby. I know I’m kind a touchy on the subject, seeing as how I’m not a purebred Southerner
like you. But back to your problem. You need to change the locks, of course, and your security code. Also, I don’t
think you or C.J. should work alone until you learn what kind of kook you’re dealing with.”
“Good advice. Maybe I’ll just close the shop altogether for a few days. Mama’s been wanting me to spend
some time with her, and C.J. has been asking for some beach days.”
“It must be nice,” Wynnell said pointedly.
When we both lived in Charlotte, North Carolina, we were more or less on equal footing. But now I’m an
S.O.B. and Wynnell is a W.O.T.A. That is to say, I live South of Broad Street on Charleston’s coveted lower
peninsula, and my buddy lives West of the Ashley River. There is nothing wrong with being a W.O.T.A.—some of
the best people are—but the area South of Broad is said to contain the fifth highest concentration of wealth in the
nation. Sure, I would lose money by closing my shop, but it wasn’t going to make much of a dent in my personal
finances.
“Business has been slow,” I said, lying through recently capped teeth.
“Whatever. Abby, promise you’ll call if you need me?”
“I promise.”
“I gotta go. Some customers just walked in.”
Before I hung up I heard her talk in the high-pitched voice she uses when she’s pretending to talk to customers.
Before I locked the doors to my shop for the next few days, I would put a sign in the window directing my
customers to Wynnell’s shop, Wooden Wonders, well West of the Ashley.
*
I was still upset when lunch rolled around, so some of my other best friends, the Rob-Bobs, insisted on taking
me out to eat. Their shop, The Finer Things, is doing so well that they now have an assistant, Simone Dupree. The
girl speaks perfect English, but can put on a French accent at the drop of a syllable. If she tilts her nose skyward,
the Rob-Bobs’ sales head that way, too. FYI,\fn{ For your information} the lunch offer was just for me, which was just
as well, because C.J. was already out on Folly Beach, searching for skin cancer.
I suggested Sticky Fingers on Meeting Street as our lunch spot. You can get just about any style of ribs there,
but the very best, in my opinion, are the Memphis Dry. They are so good your tongue will reach out and slap your
face silly. The meat is served with side orders of baked beans and cole slaw. Perhaps it was not their intention, but
the owners of Sticky Fingers have hit upon a formula that ensures their delicious meals will be remembered for
the rest of the day.
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At any rate, the Rob-Bobs’ real names are Rob Goldburg and Bob Steuben, respectively. Rob is tall, handsome,
and in his early fifties. Bob is—well, he’s still in his thirties. Rob, who hails originally from Charlotte, is the
epitome of a Southern gentleman. Bob is from Toledo, Ohio. Rob is the antiques expert in Charleston. Bob fancies
himself a gourmand.
After we’d ordered our drinks—sweet tea all around—Bob complained, as usual, that we weren’t eating lunch
at their place.
“It wouldn’t have been any trouble, Abby. You know how I love to cook.”
Knowing what was coming next, whether I invited it or not, I humored him.
“What would have been on your menu?”
“Poached quail eggs on toast points with hollandaise sauce, chilled asparagus aspic, and a piping hot
sweetbread souffle.”
“He means thymus glands,” Rob growled. “From calves. We had them last night.”
“From calves? Aren’t you afraid of getting mad cow disease?”
“Moo-ve over,” Rob said, and poked his partner good-naturedly. “You’re taking up too much table space.”
“I don’t get my sweetbreads just anywhere,” Bob said. “I special order them from a ranch in Argentina, where
mad cow disease has never been found.”
“He also orders rhea meat from that ranch.”
“What kind of meat?”
“Rhea,” Bob said. “It’s a large, flightless bird, kind of like an emu or an ostrich. In fact, it’s the largest bird in
the Americas. Gets up to five feet tall. I’ve been ordering just the steaks so far, but I’m thinking of ordering a
whole one for Thanksgiving. Yes, I know, the air freight will be a killer, and I’ll have to hunt around for an oven
to fit it—maybe a bakery, or someplace like that—but just think, I’ll be able to invite everyone I know over to
dinner.”
“For their last meal,” Rob quipped. “Remember what happened when you made the eel flambe?”
“That was a fluke.”
“No, that’s when you served whale. Maybe you should order a live rhea, and Abby can ride it to dinner.”
“Guys, I appreciate your attempts to distract me, but I can’t stop thinking about the break-in. It gives me the
heebie-jeebies when I think of how I might have been in the storeroom at the time. And that horrible stuffed
starling. This is a sick person.”
“Or a student from the College of Charleston.”
“You’re kidding—aren’t you?” Rob shook his head.
“It could have been an initiation prank. School’s just starting. This city is flooded with kids. And then there are
the Citadel cadets. If I was thirty years younger—”
“Which you’re not,” Bob said.
“But it couldn’t be kids,” I protested. “How would they know my alarm code?”
“Are you positive you set it?”
“Of course I am. You know that I make a ritual out of it every night, unless, of course, it’s C.J.’s turn to close.
And last night was mine—oh my gosh!”
“Abby, you’re pale as a sheet. What is it?”
“Mama came in right before closing. We got to talking in the storeroom, and, I remember thinking about
closing—intending to close—but then I walked Mama out to her car, and then I got in mine, because I was so
distracted by the thought of crashing—uh, never mind. I guess maybe I didn’t. Set the alarm, I mean.”
“Whoa,” Rob said, and waved the waiter away. “Back up a bit there, girl. What were you so distracted about?”
“Do you have to know?”
“Absolutely,” they said in unison.
“Mama wants us to crash the St. Cecilia Ball.” Rob whistled in admiration.
“She’s something else, that Mozella.”
“We have a friend who crashed the St. Cecilia Ball,” Bob brayed. The man has a bass voice that is the envy of
bullfrogs everywhere. “He said it’s a cinch if you smell like mothballs and don’t move too fast.”
“Did he crash it by himself?” I asked. “I thought only couples were allowed.”
“Maynard’s a ventriloquist. He took a mannequin. He had it—he calls it Sheila—strapped to his shoes.”
“Very funny.”
“Bob’s not joking, Abby. They won a trophy for best-looking couple. They would have won another one for
best dancing, but one of Sheila’s feet came loose and dragged around the dance floor. At a very slow pace, of
course.”
“I don’t believe you guys, but thanks for trying to cheer me up.”
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“That’s what friends are for, Abby. And quit worrying so much about that stupid prank—because I’m sure
that’s what it was. When I was in college, we went into town and borrowed a toilet from a plumbing store, which
we then put in a fountain in the middle of campus. But first we stuck an effigy of the college president on the
john.”
“When he says ‘borrowed,’ he means swiped,” Bob boomed, which got the entire room’s attention. Rob
frowned at his partner.
“Anyway, you shouldn’t worry about your alarm, either. It wouldn’t hurt to get the number changed, but I bet
anything it was a simple case of forgetfulness. It happens to me all the time.”
“Amen to that,” Bob said, at only slightly diminished decibels.
“Yeah?” Rob said. “Well, I’m still trying to forget what you served me for supper last night.”
I waved the waiter back over.
*
One might think it would be hard to plan such an elaborate charade with a live husband in the house, but
Mama and I managed to pull it off. It definitely helped that Greg works hard outdoors all day and generally isn’t
interested in going out unless I drag him. We told him we were going to an opera at the Gaillard, and when he
politely asked the name of the production, I told him The Man from La Mannequin. He told us to have a good
time and went back to watching a taped baseball game.
We’re not stupid; we changed into our ball clothes at the Rob-Bobs’. Rob has acted in community theater from
time to time, and he fancies himself an expert at stage makeup. When he was through trying to turn Mama into a
102-year-old woman, she looked like the victim of a hit-and-run graffiti artist.
“Don’t you think those lines on her face are a little wide?” I asked gently.
“Maynard said they use only candlelight, because it makes everyone look good. If I made Mozella’s lines any
thinner, they wouldn’t show up.”
“Maybe if she was on a stage,” Bob whispered in my ear. He was in charge of plastering my short but very
thick hair to my head. He’d run out of mousse halfway through and switched to Vick’s VapoRub. At least my
sinuses weren’t going to bother me.
“I heard that,” Rob said. He turned and gave me the once-over.
“Abby, your hair isn’t the only thing that needs flattening.”
“I’ll take that as a compliment. But I’m sure that when I put the tux jacket on, you won’t even notice.” Bob
sighed.
“My two favorite people—all dressed up and ready to knock Charleston dead.”
“Careful,” Rob said. “Some of those people there tonight might be closer to death than you think. Some of
them played with God as a child, and from what Maynard says, some of them are richer. Are you good at mouthto-mouth, Abby?”
“Only with Greg.”
The doorbell rang. Bob ran to get it and returned a moment later with C.J. loping along behind him. To my
astonishment, the big galoot was wearing a purple ball gown and matching high heels.
“So I was thinking,” she said, as she teetered into the master bedroom, “that we could all chip in and buy Abby
another mynah. It wouldn’t have to be a Gracula religiosa, of course, but Abby’s not very observant and she’d
never notice—” She lumbered to a stop.
“Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t know you had company.”
“We don’t,” Bob said. “It’s only—”
“Mrs. Cotton Crustopper,” Rob said, bowing to Mama, “I would like to present Jane Cox—C.J., this is Mrs.
Crustopper and her escort for the evening, Reginald Stiles.”
C.J. offered Mama a mitt the size of New Jersey.
“I remember you. We sat beside each other at the Daughters of Fine Lineage Hat and Chat Luncheon last
summer.”
Mama looked stunned. We both knew that C.J., despite her country-bumpkin persona, had relatives as inbred
as the best of them. But I’m sure neither of us dreamed that she belonged to the Daughters of Fine Lineage and
was a member of the St. Cecilia Society to boot. She’d never talked about any of it. Rob came to Mama’s rescue.
“Miss Cox, I’m afraid Mrs. Crustopper has a touch of laryngitis tonight.” C.J. scratched her chin.
“Granny Ledbetter has this surefire treatment for laryngitis, but it involves a possum, and I don’t know where
to find a possum in Charleston on such short notice. But Cousin Orville swears that a big rat will work just as well
—if you add a little extra sugar—and I know where to find plenty of big rats.”
Mama opened her mouth to say something, but Rob shook his head ever so slightly before laughing a bit too
loud.
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“Ha! Ha! Please forgive Miss Cox. Always joking, this one.”
“But I’m not joking. If you don’t have time for me to bring back a big rat, two little rats might do. I saw some
in the alley when I parked my car. It will only take me a minute to catch—”
“Rats?” Bob barked. “In our alley?” But C.J. was looking at me.
“You look awfully familiar, Mr. Stiles.”
I smiled and shrugged.
“Ooh, I remember now. I dated your brother, Stacy. We only went out a couple of times, then the cousins came
to town and we all went to see a 3-D movie at the Imax, and then, just because Cousin Orville and Cousin Alvin
had to be carried out on stretchers, your brother dumped me.” She sighed.
“But you don’t look like that type, Mr. Stiles. I mean, to dump a girl for no good reason.”
I shook my head.
“And you’re certainly cuter than your brother.”
I smiled wanly.
“Ooh, I had an idea. If Mrs. Crustopper isn’t feeling very well—no offense, Mrs. Crustopper, but you usually
talk up a storm—maybe we could go to the ball by ourselves, Mr. Stiles.”
She had the audacity to wink at me. I couldn’t stand it a second longer.
“C.J., it’s me, Abby!” C.J. blinked.
“Huh?”
“Abby Washburn—your boss and best friend.”
"Good one, Mr. Stiles. But Abby has a squeakier voice, and she isn’t as tall.”
That did it. That hiked my hackles so high, I was even taller than Stacy Stiles.
“For your information, missy—” But Rob had grabbed me with a lobsterlike pinch on the elbow and was
steering me into the bathroom.
“Keep your cool, Abby,” he whispered. “If C.J. doesn’t recognize you, then y’all are a cinch for getting into the
ball.”
“Yes, but she’s hitting on me.”
“Take that as a compliment, Abby. I certainly do. Who knew I was so good at stage makeup? Although frankly,
I’m still not attracted to you. No offense intended.”
“None taken. But Rob, Mama will never agree to stay behind, and you can bet your rococo she isn’t going
swallow any rat potion—sugar or not.”
“Don’t worry, darling. Just play along.” He dragged me back into the bedroom.
“Hey folks, sorry about the interruption. I had some urgent business to discuss with Reginald here.”
He slapped me on the back so hard that I appeared to leap forward. Right at C.J.
“Ooh, Mr. Stiles,” she said, rubbing her hands together in anticipation, “have you agreed to be my date?”
“Shame on you, C.J.,” Rob said, surprising me with his sharpness. “You’re engaged to Abby’s brother, or did
you forget?”
She looked Rob right in the eye.
“Of course I didn’t forget, silly. But Toy had to stay up in Sewannee this weekend. Seminary students have to
do a. lot of studying you know.”
“In that case,” Rob said, before I had a chance to speak, “Mr. Stiles will be glad to include you in his party.”
“Party? Does that mean Mrs. Crustopper will be coming with us?”
Mama’s eyes gleamed.
“You’re darn tooting,” she in a voice I’d never head before.
And so the fatal die was cast. …
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1: L’arbre et la terre
Un jour, l’arbre et la terre se disputèrent.
*
—Qui es-tu? demanda l’arbre la terre.
—Tu ne me connais pas? Je suis la terre. C’est moi qui donne la vie aux êtres et reprends leur corps à la mort.
C’est moi qui t’ai fait voir le jour, qui te nourris et te protège contre les vents violents.
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—Je ne te craig pas, menteuse! Si mon existence dépendait de toi, je te connaîtrais comme je connais le ciel, la
lune, le soleil, le vent et la pluie. Je ne t’aurais pas à mes pieds.
—Détrompe-toi, mon fils. Ta taille n’est qu’une apparence. Et même si tu deviens plus malin, lui dit la terre,
sache, que jamais, les oreilles d’un homme ne dépasseront sa tête. Tu as la tête en haut, c’est vrai, mais ta vie se
trouve ici, en bas.
L’arbre ne crut aucun de ses propos.
Orgueilleux, il continua à se moquer de la terre.
L’orage cependant gronda très fort.
L’arbre flit secoué tant et si bien que toutes ses feuilles tombèrent.
Se sentant faible devant les coups de rafales, l’arbre appela la terre à son secours.
Celle-ci ne fit rien pour empêcher le vent de le déraciner.
L’arbre tomba à terre, pourrit et devint de la poussière.
2: L’antilope qui préférait ses cornes à ses jambes
Un jour, l’antilope très assoiffée était allée boire de l’eau à la rivière. Se penchant, elle vit son image curieuse
que reflétait la surface de l’eau calme.
Elle decouvrit qu’elle était dotée de cornes d’une grande beauté. Elle admira surtout leur longueur.
Elle était contente de leur taille parce que, pensait-elle, elles l’aideraient à se battre contre tous les animaux qui
viendraient la provoquer.
Contente de sa découverte, l’antilope en se regardant les jambes fut cependant très déçue parce qu’elles étaient
très longues et minces.
—Pourquoi me doter d’un beau corps et de longues cornes splendides et me donner des jambes aussi laides?
Dieu ne m’a pas bien faite! Il est injuste qu’il m’ait dotée de jambes aussi vilaines, disait-elle à haute voix.
Pendant qu’elle se plaignait encore de ses jambes qu’elle contemplait attentivement, les chasseurs et leurs
chiens firent leur apparition.
Les animaux l’ayant découverte, la prirent en chasse.
L’antilope prit ses jambes à son cou et fila camille un éclair.
Elle courait, courait si vite que les chiens furent essouflés rapidement.
Après une longue course, l’antilope, grâce à ses jambes, prit une très sérieuse avance sur ses poursuivants.
Les chiens, fatigués, ralentirent leur cadence jusqu’à l’abandon.
L’antilope qui était déjà très loin du danger qui la guettait fut arrêtée dans son élan par des lianes d’un arbre où
elle voulait passer dessous.
Elle se débattit mais n’arriva pas à se dégager.
Ses cornes s’étaient si solidement emmêlées aux lianes toutes fines et solides des buissons qu’elle ne savait
plus poursuivre sa fuite.
Elle se débattait encore désespérément quand elle fut surprise par les chasseurs et leurs chiens.
Elle fut capturée par la faute de ses longues cornes qu’elle aimait plus que ses jambes.
3: La pintade et son œuf
Une pintade et son œuf, hôtes d’une même maison, vivaient en bonne harmonie.
Une nuit de saison sèche, un renard en quête de nourriture entra dans leur logis.
L’intrus s’attaqua à la pintade qu’il se mit à battre et à déplumer sans pitié.
La pintade hurlait de douleur à tel point que le lion qui se reposait près de là en fut énervé.
Il se mit à rugir de colère et se dirigea vers l’endroit d’où provenaient les cris.
Le renard ayant entendu les rugissements du roi de la jungle, qui s’approchait de plus en plus, ne tarda pas à
s’enfuir, laissant la pintade toute étourdie.
Le renard parti, le calme revint dans la maison.
L’œuf ayant entendu les désagréables cris de sa mère, lui demanda ce qui se passait:
—Rien de grave, c’était le renard qui me voulait du mal. Maintenant, c’est fini, il s’est enfui à l’approche du
lion et ne reviendra plus.
—Le renard a découvert notre habitation, je craig qu’il reviendra une fois le lion hors de vue. Je ne peux
supporter qu’on te veuille du’mal. Sauvons-nous d’ici avant qu’il ne soit trop tard.
—ViI enfant, tu n’es pas encore un poussin et tu veux déjè me conseiller. Pour qui te prends-tu? Tu te crois le
plus malin, pauvre petit vaniteux. Tu n’es pas plus sage que moi pour que je t’écoute.
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—Non, maman. C’est par prudence queje te demande de chercher un autre abri. Moi, j’ai un corps blindé pour
me protéger de nos ennemis.
—Tais-toi, petit bayard, tu ne me feras pas changer d’avis.
Il ne se passa que quelques jours avant que le renard, très affamé, ne revint surprendre la pintade. Il tomba sur
elle et la dévora gloutonnement.
Celle-ci eut beau crier: ses appels et ses pleurs ne lui apportèrent plus aucun secours.
Après avoir mangé la pintade, le renard s’empara de l’œuf afin de le mettre en pièces. Ses efforts furent
inutiles.
L’œuf tint bon.
Les conseils de certains enfants peuvent avoir une importance égale à ceux des sages.
4: L’éléphant et le lièvre
Un jour, l’éléphant rencontra le lièvre et se moqua de lui:
—Pauvre petit lièvre, comme tu es maigre! Je te plains. Tu n’es même pas en mesure de te défendre contre une
hyène.
—Oh! Oh! s’écria le lièvre, quel orgueil et quelle morgue! Tu craig que tu es fort mais tu ne l’es pas plus que
moi.
—Ah! Ah! stupide lièvre, tu es vraiment à plaindre. Connais-tu quelqu’un qui aimerait se mesurer à moi?
—Parions, dit le lièvre moqueur, que tu ne me battras pas.
L’éléphant se mit à rire si fort qu’il en versa des larmes de joie.
—D’accord, parions!
On paria.
La bataille fut fixée au lendemain matin au sammet d’une montagne très élevée.
Les deux rivaux se séparèrent. La nuit, le lièvre se rendit à la montagne afin de placer des pièges pour
éléphants tout autour de la grosse pierre au sammet du mont.
Il rentra chez lui ensuite pour dormir en paix.
Toute la brousse alertée par le lièvre était venue assister au duel.
Lorsque celui-ci arriva, il dit à l’éléphant:
—Vois-tu la grosse pierre au sammet de la montagne?
—Qui.
—C’est là le lieu de notre combat. Le premier qui l’aura atteinte, aura gagné une première manche. La seconde
sera de faire tomber son adversaire du haut de la montagne.
Le départ donné, l’éléphant partit comme un éclair sans remarquer que son concurrent restait immobile.
Lorsqu’il s’approcha du sommet, il fut poussé par un piège vers une pierre glissante qui le fit tomber de la
cime.
Le lièvre vint ensuite le retrouver.
L’animal infortuné avait une patte cassée. Toute la faune attroupée fut très étonnée.
C’est depuis ce moment-là, qu’au cœur de la brousse, les grosses bêtes ne vivent plus en bonne harmonie avec
les petites.
5: Les gorilles
Il était une fois un chasseur qui, ayant passé toute la nuit à l’affût du gibier, se trouva très fatigué.
Assis au pied d’un arbre, il chercha un peu de repos mais la faim qu’il éprouvait ne lui laissait pas de trêve.
Il rassembla quelques bûches et alluma un feu.
Il prit dans sa gibecière un morceau de viande qu’il réchauffa et mangea de bon appétit.
Tous ses faits et gestes avaient été épiés par les gorilles.
Grâce à la nourriture, vie et force revinrent au chasseur de même que l’envie de faire peur aux animaux. Il prit
ses armes, ses flèches et sa sagaie et repartit en chasse.
Après son départ, le chef des gorilles prit la parole.
—Eh bien! Nous savons maintenant que la viande est bonne à manger. Le chasseur vient de nous en donner la
preuve. Nous aussi, allons chercher la nôtre pour le repas de ce soir.
A ces mots, ils partirent et capturèrent un lièvre.
Ils ramassèrent à leur tour des bûchettes qu’ils assemblèrent pour en faire un feu au-dessus duquel ils placèrent
la viande du lièvre et patientèrent.
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Mais le feu ne prenait pas.
—Nous avons les bûches mais, pas le feu.
—C’est vrai que nous manquons de feu mais, où le trouver?
—Venez voir, s’écria un troisième gorille, montrant du doigt le soleil qui venait de faire son apparition à
l’ouest. Voyez-vous là, a l’horizon? C’est là que nous trouverons du feu.
Tous les gorilles coururent vers l’horizon.
Ils marchèrent très longtemps.
Lorsqu’ils furent le plus près possible, ils se rendirent compte que le soleil se trouvait, juste au-dessus d’eux, à
midi.
Ils grimpèrent aux arbres pour essayer de l’attraper.
En arrivant au sommet des arbres, ils constatèrent que le soleil se déplaçait.
Plus le soleil avançait, plus ils allaient, de branche en branche, à sa poursuite.
A la tombée du jour, le soleil disparut derrière les nuages de la nuit.
Les animaux s’arrêtèrent et s’interrogèrent. Où était passé le feu?
Depuis lors, les gorilles restent sur les branches, espérant découvrir où se cache le soleil lorsqu’il s’enfuit à
l’horizon.
6: Le serval et le ratel
Un jour, le serval et le ratel s’en allèrent en quête de gibier. Chemin faisant, ils trouvèrent un zèbre mort.
Comment faire pour ramener chez eux leur trouvaille? Cette bête était terriblement lourde et ils ne savaient pas
comment la transporter.
—Qu’allons-nous faire, demanda le ratel. A nous deux, il n’est pas possible de transporter notre animal à l’abri
des voleurs.
—Ne t’inquiète pas. Retournons chez nous prendre des corbeilles pour mettre toute cette bonne chair.
—Si nous partons taus les deux, un autre passant pourra venir s’emparer de notre proie. Va plutôt jusqu’au
prochain village. Cours vite là-bas. Tu y trouveras des hommes à qui demander des corbeilles.
Le serval partit très vite à la recherche des paniers dont ils avaient besoin pour le transport de la viande.
Lorqu’il arriva près d’une case, il vit une paule qu’une habitante du village avait attachée à un poteau.
Il s’attaqua à la pauvre volaille et la dévora.
Puis il chercha autre chose. Il entra par bonheur dans une ferme où il prit les chèvres d’assaut.
—Ah! que mes ancêtres sont généreux, je ne m’attendais pas à une pareille chance. Quelle aubaine! Et dire que
j’étais venu demander des paniers!
A ces mots, le serval abandonna sa mission.
Désespéré, le ratel partit chez lui prendre des corbeilles.
Fou de joie, au retour, il courut au galop vers la forêt, vers l’endroit où se trouvait le zèbre mort.
—Courez, hâtez-vous d’arriver au cœur de la forêt, làbas, tout près de la source d’eau limpide. C’est là que
gisent les zèbres morts. Courez, pauvre ratel, vous en aurez autant que vous voudrez, s’exclamait-il.
Les autres animaux de la steppe et de la savane l’entendirent, répétèrent ses paroles et bientôt, toute la brousse
sut qu’il y avait de quoi rassasier tous les affamés.
Alors, on vit sortir des forêts et des buissons, des fourrés et des tanières, taus les mangeurs de viande: lions,
léopards, chacals, chats sauvages.
Ils accouraient taus. Même les caïmans quittaient leurs fleuves et leurs rivières pour prendre leur part du butin.
Le serval qui se trouvait toujours dans la ferme en sortit, ahuri, en voyant ce qui se passait.
Il partit très vite vers le cœur de la forêt. Malgré ses efforts, il fut battu au galop.
Le ratel qui voyait passer la gent animale, galopante ou bondissante, finit par s’inquiéter. Il lipensa:
—Ce doit être vrai que cette forêt est pleine de zèbres morts. Je serais bien sot de ne pas en profiter.
Et, abandonnant la charogne qu’il était en train de dévorer, il se mit à poursuivre une bande d’hyènes, trottant
en direction de la forêt, vers la source d’eau limpide.
7: Le chien
C’était en pleine saison aride.
Partout, régnait un froid sec.
Tous les animaux de la brousse frissonnaient.
lls se demandèrent les uns et les autres où ils pourraient trouver du feu pour se réchauffer.
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*
Deux chacals décidèrent d’aller en chercher au village des hommes.
Arrivés aux confins de la forêt, l’un des chacals dit à l’autre:
—Tu vas partir seul chercher du feu. Moi, je reste ici à t’attendre.
C’est ainsi que l’un partit et que l’autre resta à l’orée de la forêt.
L’envoyé arriva au village.
Sur son passage, il vit à terre des os et des morceaux de viande que les habitants avaient jetés au dîner.
Il se mit à les dévorer.
Il mangea tout ce qu’il trouva sur le sol jusqu’à ce qu’il arrivât près d’un groupe d’enfants, assis près d’un feu,
où un vieillard leur racontait d’anciens contes.
Le vieux bonhomme mangeait des noix de cola et les enfants de la viande que les chasseurs du village leur
avaient donnée.
Le chacal, caché derrière la chaise du griot conteur, attendait, impatient, les os que jetaient les gosses.
Pendant tout ce temps, son frère restait aux aguets à la sortie du village et s’inquiétait pour lui.
Les enfants remarquèrent le chacal et l’appelèrent auprès d’eux.
Ils lui donnèrent beaucoup de nourriture et d’affection.
Ils se plurent à le caresser et à jouer avec lui.
Se sentant mieux avec les gens du village, l’animal décida de ne plus retourner vivre dans la brousse. Celui qui
l’attendait se mit à crier très fort:
—Mbua Nganyi? … Mbua Nganyi?
C’est-à-dire «Où es-tu chien?». Tous les chacals de la brousse entendirent son cri et le reprirent:
—Mbua Nganyi? … Mbua Nganyi? …
Les gens du village qui reçurent ce chacal domestique, lui donnèrent le nom de «Mbua» qui veut dire dans le
langage des hommes «chien».
Depuis lars, tous les animaux de la brousse haïssent «Mbua» le chien. Quant à lui, il a juré de rester fidèle à
l’homme.
8: La pirogue et la pagaie
Un jour, par aventure, la pirogue se querellait avec la pagaie.
—Toi, pagaie, tu n’es qu’une simple planche pour moi. Tu ne sers pas à grand-chose. Moi, je me promène
majestueuse sur les eaux magnanimes. Sans moi, l’homme ne peut pas pêcher. Il ne peut pas se promener sur les
eaux profondes.
—Ma commère, tu te trompes lorsque tu affirmes que tu es la seule à être utile. Tu oublies que si je ne te
gouverne pas, tu iras te briser contre les flancs des rochers et te retrouver en débris inutiles.
—Comment? Et c’est toi qui me commande? N’es-tu pas folle pour dire de pareilles sottises ?
—Moi folIe?
—Qui, tu l’es certainement. Cela ne fait aucun doute.
—Merci. Comme je suis aliénée d’avoir riposté à tes reproches, j’aimerais te laisser en paix. Etant la reine,
reste avec tes rivières et tes fleuves. Fais marcher les gens sur l’eau toute seule. Quant à moi, j’espère te délaisser
pour toujours, puisque je suis malade. As-tu déjè vu un aliéné qui s’est lié d’amitié à un homme normal? Garde
cette question présente à ta mémoirejusqu’à l’heure de ta mort. Et que celle-ci soit pour toi une question de savoir.
La pagaie, après cette discussion orageuse, rentra dans son village.
Nèanmoins, leur maître prit ses bagages et se rendit au port où il avait laissé la pirogue et la pagaie pour
regagner sa demeure, très loin, au-delà du fleuve.
Il entra dans la pirogue et chercha autour de lui la place habituelle où la pagaie l’attendait, mais il ne la trouva
pas. Epris d’ardent courroux, il demanda à la pirogue:
—Où est ton amie, la pagaie?
—Elle a dû nous quitter pour toujours.
—Pourquoi nous abandonner dans un état aussi pitoyable. Maintenant, j’ai faim. Je veux rentrer
immédiatement à la maison. Comment allons-nous faire pour atteindre l’autre rive?
Fou de colère, l’homme alla trouver la pagaie.
—Pourquoi t’es-tu fâchée? La pirogue me dit que tu veux nous quitter? Allons ne te fâche pas beaucoup.
Allons déambuler outre-mer.
A force d’avoir été battue, maltraitée et injuriée, la pagaie ne put s’empêcher de protester. L’homme affamé,
désespéré, partit blâmer la pirogue:
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—Dis donc la raison pour laquelle tu as osé injurier et frapper ton amie. Maintenant qu’elle est agacée, faismoi traverser, toi seule!
La pirogue, honteuse, alla s’excuser auprès de son amie, la pagaie.
Cette dernière, prise de pitié, accepta ses excuses.
*
Et le pagayeur et ses deux amies réconciliées partirent en promenade au rythme indolent de la pagaie.
9: Le petit grillon chanteur
C’était un soir de saison de pluie.
Le grillon, comme d’habitude, faisait son cri-cri dans le champ.
Le serpent qui dormait près de là, l’avait mal pris.
Il sortit furieux de sa demeure et vint trouver le grillon.
La dispute battait son plein quand le rat palmiste vint à passer par là.
C’était le gardien du village.
Il les conduisit chez les juges pour la palabre.
Le serpent prit le premier la parole.
—J’étais dans ma maison, je dormais, quand j’ai entendu cet individu pousser un cri de guerre «Mort au
serpent». Je suis sorti de chez moi et je suis allé lui dire que j’étais prêt à relever son défi. Je n’ai jamais eu peur
d’un grillon.
Le grillon s’expliqua.
—Je suis créé ainsi et je ne puis faire autrement. Je ne chante pas: «Mort au serpent». Il a mal compris. Je
chante: «Allez dormir, il est temps». Si je ne le fais pas, toute la population sera inquiète. Et aucun animal ne
trouvera le sommeil.
Les juges n’acceptèrent pas son point de vue.
Ils avaient très peur du serpent qui montrait lui, comme argument, sa méchante denture.
Ils interdirent donc au grillon de chanter.
Il ne chanta plus.
Personne ne Slit qu’il était temps d’aller dormir!
Le soleil resta installé au zénith. Après plusieurs jours de travail sans arrêt, leg gens, très fatigués,
s’evanouissaient les uns après les autres. Plus personne n’avait envie de travailler.
Toute la population se demanda ce qui se passait.
On croyait que la fin du monde était arrivée.
Le chef du village, informé très tard de ce que le grillon avait déclaré aux juges, quitta sa demeure sous un
soleil ardent qui durait depuis des jours.
Il se rendit chez le grillon et lui demanda si son chant avait un lien avec le coucher du soleil.
—Je l’ai dit aux juges, ils m’ont interdit de chanter et maintenant, tout le village est en émoi. C’est leur faute,
pas la mienne. On dit que dans notre pays, celui qui possède la dent que l’on craint, fait la loi. N’ayant pas la
puissance de m’imposer, les juges ne pouvaient qu’étouffer ma voix et rejeter mes opinions.
—J’irai trouver les juges tantôt et je les remplacerai. Ce sont des incapables! Vous, chantez maintenant!
—Oui, je vais chanter. Mais, à l’avenir, il faudra laisser à tous nos habitants le temps de s’exprimer et obliger
les juges à savoir écouter.
*
Aussitôt que le grillon eut poussé son premier cri-cri, le soleil disparut à l’horizon et toute la population
s’endormit.
10: Les deux poules
Dans un poulailler délaissé, cohabitaient deux poules.
L’une était blanche, l’autre noire.
Elles vivaient en bonne intelligence et pondirent chacune douze œufs.
Un jour que la poule noire était sortie de la demeure commune en quête de quelque nourriture, la poule blanche
prit les œufs de sa voisine et les mélangea avec les siens.
Lorsque la paule noire fut de retour, elle s’étonna de la disparition totale de sa couvée.
—Où sont mes œufs ?
—Je ne sais pas. Je n’ai rien vu. Je ne possède que les miens qui sont tous blancs.
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—Ne me prends pas pour une sotte, tous les œufs sont blancs, quelle que soit la couleur du plumage de
l’oiseau qui les pond. Je sais que nous avions douze œufs chacune. Comment expliques-tu que je ne trouve
aucune trace de ma couvée et que toi, tu en possèdes plus qu’avant?
—Tant pis pour toi. Moi, je n’ai touché à aucun de tes œufs!
—Nous connaîtrons la vérité quand naîtront les poussins
Malgré cette discussion orageuse, les deux poules continuèrent de cohabiter. La blanche était devenue
orgueilleuse et se vanta qu’elle allait être maman sous peu. Le jour de l’éclosion, de tous les œufs, sortirent des
poussins de couleur noire! Cela provoqua surprise et confusion dans toute l’habitation.
La paule noire s’écria:
—Menteuse! Voleuse! Tu m’avais trompée au sujet de mes œufs mais maintenant ton crime est découvert!
Tous ces poussins sont les miens!
La blanche engagea la bataille contre la noire.
Elles se battirent jusqu’à épuisement.
Chacune d’elles perdit beaucoup de plumes.
Aucune ne voulait abandonner les enfants à l’autre. Elles décidèrent de porter l’affaire devant le juge du
village.
Devant ce dernier, les deux mères exprimèrent leurs griefs.
—Toi, la blanche, tu dis que tu avais pris tous les œufs pour toi parce qu’ils étaient blancs. Tu affirmes qu’une
poule noire ne peut pondre des œufs blancs?
—Qui, monsieur le juge.
FolIe de joie, la poule blanche crut avoir raison.
Elle se retourna vers la poule noire:
—Tu vas voir, le juge me donnera raison.
La poule noire gardait son sang-froid.
Après examen de l’affaire, le juge s’expliqua en ces termes:
—Toi, la blanche tu es sûre que les œufs blancs ne peuvent être pondus que par une poule blanche. Il faut alors
reconnaître que les poussins noirs ne peuvent appartenir qu’à une poule noire.
La poule blanche, honteuse, s’enfuit du village.
11: L’ogre et le paysan
Il était une fois un village, dans lequel vivaient, en parfaite harmonie, un ogre et un paysan.
Ce dernier avait trois enfants: deux jeunes filles et un garçon.
Un jour, l’ogre qui possédait des arachides proposa à son voisin de lui en donner une partie pour faire son
champ mais à la condition que celui-ci lui apprenne, à son tour, comment se faisait leur culture.
Le paysan accepta le marché avec plaisir.
lls se mirent à travailler la terre durant des jours et finirent de la défricher à l’arrivée de la saison de pluie.
Lejour de l’ensemencement venu, le paysan s’adressa à son voisin en ces termes:
—Il faut décortiquer tes arachides et griller les graines avant de les semer. Le rendement sera ainsi meilleur.
L’ogre fit griller toutes ses arachides, puis partit les planter.
Le paysan et l’ogre, ce jour-là, prirent soin de leur champ. Ils travaillèrent jusqu’à la tombée de la nuit et
finirent les semailles.
Après quoi, ils rentrèrent chez eux, satisfaits.
Quelques jours plus tard, ils retournèrent voir si leur culture était bonne. A la vue du champ du paysan, tous
furent joyeux, car, les arachides y avaient poussé de façon abondante.
Ils se rendirent ensuite sur le champ de l’ogre. Quelle déception! Aucune arachide n’y avait poussé!
Tout Ie terrain était couvert d’herbes sauvages.
Son propriétaire, déçu, interrogea son compagnon:
—Comment ton champ a-t-il pu donner de bons fruits et pas le mien?
—Ne t’inquiète pas, rassura le paysan, tes arachides pousseront un peu plus tard que les miennes.
Ils rentrèrent chez eux.
Des jours durant, l’ogre retourna plus d’une fois voir son champ. Celui-ci, malheureusement, ne produisait
toujours rien. Entré dans une grande colère, l’ogre se rendit chez les laboureurs du voisinage et leur demanda:
—Dites-moi, quand vous cultivez des arachides, comment faites-vous? Enlevez-vous les écorces et grillezvous les graines avant la semaille, ou faites-vous autrement?
Les autres se moquèrent de lui.
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Ils le prirent pour un sot.
Cependant, l’un des paysans qui eut peur de la tournure que pouvaient prendre les choses au cas où l’ogre
viendrait à se fâcher, lui dit:
—Toutes les graines, une fois grillées, deviennent stériles à la culture. Si tu as fait pareil avec tes arachides,
c’est normal qu’elles ne se reproduisent plus.
A ces propos, l’ogre comprit qu’il avait été trompé. Pour se venger, il se lança à la poursuite du paysan et de
ses enfants.
Il dévora sans pitié le père et ses deux fillettes, avant que le chasseur alerté par le jeune fils du paysan ne
l’atteigne moretellement d’une flèche au flanc.
Depuis cette histoire, les petits enfants craignent les orgres.
12: Le chasseur égoïste
Il etait line fois, un chasseur très connu pour son égoïsme.
Un jour, il pénétra à l’intérieur d’une très grande forêt où il espérait bien faire une bonne chasse.
Cette forêt dense appartenait à un génie.
Celui-ci, disait-on, était généreux envers les gens de bon cœur et il était indifférent au mauvais sort réservé aux
méchants. Ce que le chasseur ne savait pas.
Il commença à capturer beaucoup d’animaux et en devint très fier.
A un certain moment, il vit venir à lui un homme très âgé. C’était le génie de la forêt qui s’était transformé en
vieillard.
Il s’adressa au chasseur.
—Mon fils, j’ai faim. Peux-tu m’offrir un peu de viande fraîche? Je suis trop vieux pour chasser.
—Moi, répond le chasseur, je n’offre ni ne donne jamais rien à personne. Telle est ma foi, mon seul défaut.
—Si tu ne peux rien donner à personne, c’est très dommage. Toutefois je te souhaite bonne chance dans cette
forêt.
A ces mots remplis de tristesse et d’amertume, le pauvre vieillard disparut dans les arbres.
Le chasseur ne posa aucune question et poursuivit sa quête de gibier. Le soir venu, il rassembla tous les fruits
de sa chasse en lieu sûr. Puis il se fit un grand feu de bois pour se cuire un morceau de bonne viande, tant sa faim
était grande. A peine eut-il avalé un petit bout de nourriture qu’il entendit quelqu’un appeler dans un arbre proche.
On lui demandait si l’on ne pouvait pas venir partager son repas. Le chasseur n’hésita pas à répondre:
—Je n’offre et ne donne rien à personne!
Pendant plusieurs jours de chasse fructueuse, il ne fit rien pour les gens qui vinrent lui demander un
quelconque service, homme, femme ou enfant.
Lorsqu’il eut assez chassé, il prit le chemin du retour, très chargé. Notre chasseur ne se souvenait plus du
chemin qui conduisait à son village!
Il se mit alors à marcher sans savoir où il allait. Des jours durant, il tourna en rond jusqu’à ce qu’il rencontrât,
â nouveau, le vieillard de la forêt.
—Grand-père, je suis venu capturer du gibier dans cette immense forêt il y a plusieurs jours. Maintenant je
veux rentrer chez moi, mais je ne sais plus quelle route je dois emprunter. Peux-tu me montrer mon chemin?
—Moi, dit le vieil homme, je ne montre rien à personne. Telle est ma foi, mon unique défaut.
Puis le vieillard disparut comme il était venu. Le chasseur ne savait plus que faire. Il était à cours d’idées.
N’étant plus certain d’arriver chez lui, il jeta à terre une grande partie du gibier qu’il rapportait fièrement à sa
famille et il se mit à marcher vers ce qu’il croyait être l’orée de la grande forêt.
Des jours et des nuits entières, il marcha infatigable mais sans succès. Ses forces s’épuisèrent. Il maigrit
fortement mais ne s’arrêta pas de marcher.
Aujourd’hui encore, il semble qu’il marche dans cette très vaste forêt, errant à la recherche d’une issue vers
son pays, sa terre et sa famille.
13: Le singe et les animaux
Tous les animaux de la brousse, de la savane et leurs amis des eaux profondes s’interrogeaient sur leur sort.
Ils savaient que leur survie était menacée, que l’homme, par son action destructrice, ne cherchait qu’à leur
nuire.
Cette menace provoquait un trouble grave auprès de la population animale mais, nul, n’osait soulever un tel
problème, ni aborder le sujet en public.
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Un jour, le singe, qui, pendant de longues années avait suivi et observé les hommes qui leur faisaient la chasse,
osa parler du problème délicat mais combien vital de leur survie.
Il convia les habitants de la brousse, de la savane et des eaux profondes.
Ils répondirent nombreux à son invitation. Il s’adressa à eux en ces termes:
—Amis, frères et sœurs de la brousse, de la savane et des eaux, conscient du mal qui nous menace, j’ai suivi
I’homme partout où il se rendait. Pendant des jours, j’ai appris à connaître les divers éléments de la nature qu’il
utilise pour fabriquer les pièges, les flèches et les filets dont il se sert pour nous capturer. Si j’ai choisi cette
action, c’est avant tout parce que cela représente une chose vitale pour nous, animaux. Car, quelle que puisse être
la faim qui nous menace, si forte soit-elle, elle ne décime pas notre population comme l’homme le fait chaque
jour. Aucun animal ne peut dormir sur ses deux oreilles. Toute espèce est menacée de disparition définitive. Il faut
dès aujourd’hui songer à nous protéger.
—Mais comment? interrogea le rat.
—Oui, comment? répliqua la girafe. Nous ne savons pas poser les pièges, nous n’avons pas de flèches.
—Cependant, nous courons plus vite que lui, fit remarquer le lièvre.
Le singe reprit la parole.
—Il homme nous surprend par ses pièges. Eh! bien, quel piège fera-t-il sans lianes? Mangeons toutes les lianes
pour l’empêcher de nous attraper.
—Non, s’écrièrent les animaux en chœur. Nous ne pouvons pas manger les lianes. Elles sont trop amères.
La conférence prit fin sans qu’un accord de protection ne soit décidé.
Quelques jours plus tard, l’okapi organisa une fête à laquelle tous les animaux étaient présents.
Pendant que les festivités poursuivaient leur cours, les chasseurs vinrent sur les lieux qu’ils entourèrent de
pièges.
Par bonheur, le singe, assis sur une branche d’arbre s’aperçut du danger qui les menaçait.
Il tent a d’avertir les autres animaux mais personne ne daigna l’écouter.
Lui, le singe, décida de se sauver au sommet d’un immense arbre pour voir la suite. Il s’exclama à haute voix à
ses amis insouciants:
—Se les lianes sont mauvaises à manger, elles conviennent parfaitement pour vous capturer tous!
Aussitôt, les chasseurs lancèrent leurs filets et se mirent à tirer sur la foule. Leurs pièges mortels se refermaient
sur les pauvres bêtes qui ne purent se libérer de l’emprise des humains.
14: Le guépard et la guenon
Un guépard rôdait dans la nuit en quête de gibier. Par malheur, il tomba dans un puits profond.
Il essaya en vain d’en sortir mais n’y parvint pas.
Il gisait au fond, harassé par l’effort, se lamentait sur son sort.
Il sanglotait et appelait au secours.
Une guenon entendit ses plaintes.
Prise de pitié, elle s’approcha du trou.
Les autres animaux, cachés, s’amusaient à voir pleurer leur cruel ennemi.
—Ô noble singe, je te supplie de me tirer de cet état misérable, lui dit humblement le mangeur de chair crue.
—Et si je te délivre, ne vas-tu pas me faire du mal une fois encore?
—Non, non … Comment pourrais-je être méchant envers quelqu’un qui me sauve la vie? Je ne peux que lui
être profondément reconnaissant de son geste. Ô, sage guenon, sois charitable, laisse pendre ta queue par ici. Je
m’y accrocherai et je pourrai ainsi sortir du puits.
—Tu es viI et méchant, toute la brousse clame ta cruauté. N’est-ce pas toi qui remplis de terreur la forêt?
—Le mensonge est sur toutes les lèvres. En réalité, je connais l’animal qui décime vos familIes. C’est le
léopard et trop souvent vous avez tendance à le confondre avec nous à cause de notre pelage.
—Tu es une méchante bête. Si je t’aide à sortir du trou, tu essaieras sans doute de me manger.
—Ô amie guenon, je te jure que si tu me sors de ce trou, je n’aurai pas de meilleure amie que toi.
La guenon savait depuis longtemps que le guépard était très dangerereux.
Elle pensa tranquillement que sauver la vie au guépard, c’était mettre sa propre vie en danger.
Elle lui répondit en hochant la tête:
—Je ne te refuse pas mon aide mais je crains que tu ne te montres ingrat envers moi alors que je t’aurai
secouru.
Le guêpard s’inclina jusqu’à ce qu’il se cogne la tête contre la terre et il assura:
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—Ami singe, si tu me sauves la vie, je ne serai pas ingrat. Si quelqu’un t’offense, je risquerai ma vie pour te
venir en aide.
La guenon crut en ces paroles hypocrites, trouvant la maladresse du félin pitoyable.
—C’est bien, si tu t’engages à n’être plus ingrat, je te tireraí du trou. Et tu tiendras ta promesse, j’espère. Je
n’en suis toujours pas convaincue. Mais j’ai bon cœur, je vais te délivrer.
Le singe eut confiance. Il laissa pendre sa queue.
Le guépard s’y cramponna et se hissa hors du trou.
A peine sorti de son piège, il pensait déjà secrètement:
—Pauvre singe, tu n’échapperas pas à mes dents.
A ces mots, le félin ouvrit grande sa gueule, montrant ses dents tranchantes.
Il sortit ses griffes et se jeta brusquement en avant.
Vif comme l’éclair, le singe grimpa à l’arbre voisin et lui dit, les dents grinçantes:
—Ingrate créature! Voilà donc la preuve de ta loyauté! Moi, qui ai été trop stupide pour croire en ta parole. Ah!
il est beau ton serment!
Le guépard, en exécutant un deuxième bond, trop brusquement, manqua sa proie et retomba à nouveau dans le
trou!
Il était condamné à rester à jamais prisonnier dans le vieux puits.
On ne pouvait plus croire en sa parole.
15: Le singe et la tortue
Un jour, le singe allait se marier.
Il pria la tortue, sa voisine, de l’accompagner.
A la veille de leur arrivée au pays de ses beaux-parents, la tortue proposa à son compagnon de faire une partie
de chasse au feu de brousse afin d’apporter le présent d’un gibier à la belle-famille, ce que l’autre accepta avec
plaisir.
La brousse entière se mit à flamber.
Comme nous étions en saison sèche, le brasier se propagea si vite qu’il détruisit plusieurs champs et villages
proches.
Furieux, les gens du pays se mirent à la recherche du coupable et rencontrèrent les deux voyageurs.
—Ce n’est pas moi, dit la tortue. C’est le singe.
—Non, ce n’est pas moi, c’est elle, protesta l’autre.
—Observez mes mains, suggéra la tortue. Celui de nous deux qui aura les mains noires, tachetées par le tison
qui a servi à mettre le feu, c’est lui le coupable!
Le singe ayant la paume des mains noire comme du charbon ne savait plus se défendre et fut pris comme
auteur du forfait.
Il fut battu à coups de gourdin et ne put se marier.
Refoulés, ils rentrèrent chez eux.
Tous les voisins du village se moquèrent de lui.
Un jour, ce fut au tour de la tortue d’aller se marier.
Comme il était de coutume de se faire accompagner aux fiancailles, elle demanda à son ami fidèle d’aller avec
elle, pour être son témoin.
Après plusieurs jours de marche, ils arrivèrent au pied d’une palmeraie où le singe découvrit une calebasse de
vin de palme.
Il proposa à son amie de boire un coup.
La tortue n’y trouvant aucun inconvénient prit une gorgée et abandonna le reste au singe qui vida le por.
Ils reprirent la route.
En cours de marche, ils furent croisés par deux personnes du village proche où ils se rendaient. Arrivés enfin
au village, il reçurent un accueil très chaleureux de la part des habitants car la promise était la fille unique du
vieux chef.
Après une grande fête organisée en l’honneur des futurs époux, il n’y avait plus rien à boire.
Un serviteur fut envoyé chercher la boisson que le tireur de vin de palme avait laissée sous le palmier.
Ce dernier ne trouva qu’un récipient vide, tout le contenu ayant disparu.
Il rapporta la mauvaise nouvelle au chef.
Mécontent, il convoqua tous ses sujets en vue d’une explication.
Tout le monde nia le fait.
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On fit alors venir les deux visiteurs de marque que deux des habitants du village reconnurent avoir croisés non
loin du lieu où la boisson se trouvait cachée.
—Ce n’est pas moi, c’est la tortue, affirma le singe.
—Non, quel mensonge, se défendit l’autre.
—Examinez donc la démarche de chacun de nous et vous connaîtrez aussitôt le valeur, proposa le singe.
Le chef de la tribu, après hésitation, à cause de sa chère fille, accepta l’idée et demanda aux deux invités de se
soumettre a l’épreuve.
Le singe, tout content de sa malice, se mit à faire des bonds d’une paillotte à l’autre et marchait sans
défaillance.
Le tour de la tortue venu, elle ne sut marcher qu’en faisant chanceler sa lourde carapace.
Sa démarche était lourde et indécise.
Elle fut battue et chassée.
Elle laissa ainsi derrière elle une malheureuse fiancée.
16: La revanche de l’éléphant
A l’âge d’or, l’éléphant, dit-on, avait très peur des hommes.
Ces derniers ne lui laissaient jamais un instant de repos. Un jour, la foudre le vit s’enfuir à grands pas et
l’appela:
—Toi, éléphant, grand comme tu es, pourquoi as-tu peur des hommes et même de leurs femmes?
—Ils me tueront si je ne les fuis pas.
—Moi, je n’ai peur de personne. Si je me déchaîne, je vais tout dêtruire sur mon passage. Tous les vivants
craignent mon courroux.
—Pourquoi ont-ils peur de toi?
—J’ai le fétiche le plus puissant du monde. Grâce à lui, ma force est terrifiante pour les hommes. Si je tombe
sur un être, c’est pour le mettre en morceaux. Si tu désires devenir fort afin de te faire respecter des humains, je
veux bien t’aider.
—D’accord, je veux bien, répondit l’éléphant rêveur.
—Alors, écoute, tu vas lier ta trompe autour du cocotier que tu vois devant toi. Moi, j’enverrai une grande
décharge électrique dans l’arbre pour te transmettre la force dont tu as besoin. Tu ne dois pas lâcher prise, quelle
que soit la gravité de ma fureur dans la commotion.
L’éléphant y consentit.
Le ciel devint sombre, la foudre se mit à gronder de colère comme si elle voulait mettre toute la terre en pièces.
Les éclairs se brisaient dans les nuages. Tous les animaux affolés se réfugiaient où ils pouvaient.
L’éléphant cut très peur et voulut s’échapper lui aussi dès que la foudre éclata.
L’éclair déchargea une puissante énergie dans le cocotier, transmettant ainsi sa force à l’éléphant.
—Maintenant, dit la foudre, tu n’auras plus peur de personne. Tu es devenu redoutable tant pour les hommes
que pour le reste des animaux.
Heureux, l’éléphant s’en alla faire un tour dans le village des hommes où il se mit à ravager les champs de
manioc, de maïs, d’ignames et de café.
Les villageois étaient tous absents: les tins étaient partis à la chasse ou à la pêche et les autres étaient à la
cueillette.
Seuls les femmes et les enfants étaient restés au village.
Ces derniers, en voyant l’éléphant qui piétinait tous leurs biens, prirent de petits bâtons pour le chasser.
L’animal lâcha un cri de guerre terrifiant et se lança à leur poursuite.
Les femmes et les enfants, effrayés, s’enfuirent dans la brousse. Ils se rendirent au village voisin, épuisés, les
habits des uns déchirés et ceux des autres éclaboussés.
La femme du chef du village prit le lokolé\fn{ Téléphone de brousse} et se mit à en jouer, appelant ainsi les
guerriers a leur secours:
«Vaillants guerriers partis en chasse, revenez vite pour secourir vas femmes et enfants, l’éléphant détruit en
masse champs et cases».
L’appel se répandit partout, au bord des lacs et des rivières. Tous les hommes revinrent au village et partirent à
la poursuite de l’ennemi. L’éléphant vit venir ses assaillants.
Calme, il leur jeta un regard féroce. Les hommes n’eurent pas peur.
Pris d’une ardente fureur, l’animal se lança à l’attaque.
Il fonça vers ses adversaires et en mit de nombreux en quartiers.
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Les hommes ne purent tenir longtemps et prirent aussi la fuite.
Depuis lors, les hommes et les éléphants vivent en paix.
17: La petite gazelle
Le guépard et la gazelle étaient autrefois très amis.
A cette époque, le guépard craignait beaucoup cette dernière qu’il croyait de force égale à la sienne.
*
Un jour, il invita la gazelle à diner.
Celle-ci accepta l’invitation avec plaisir et, le soir venu, elle se mit en route.
Chemin faisant, elle rencontra la mangouste.
—Où vas-tu donc à cette allure, chère voisine? demanda la mangouste.
—Je me rends chez le guépard, mon ami. Il organise un dîner auquel il m’a conviée.
—Et c’est là que tu allais de ce pas rapide, à une heure aussi tardive? Comme parfois tu sais être naïve, chère
gazelle. Le guépard n’est pas un ami à qui il faut se fier. S’il te respecte pour te laisser croire à son amitié, c’est
parce qu’il a peur de toi. Il s’imagine que tu as plus de force que lui. Le jour où il s’apercevra du contraire, il
n’hésitera pas à te dévorer.
—Non, ce n’est pas vrai ce que tu me racontes. C’est toi qui lui prêtes toutes ces méchantes intentions.
—Je regrette que tu ne comprennes pas que je veux te sauver la vie. L’invitation du fauve n’est qu’un piège
pour tester ta force. Hier matin, j’ai surpris le guépard et sa femme au bord des marigots. Ils parlaient de toi. En te
connaissant, je me suis empressée de venir te prévenir.
—Je ne crois pas un seul mot de ton histoire. Je suis déjà en retard. Il faut que je m’en aille.
La gazelle se rendit au rendez-vous.
L’accueil, à son arrivée, fut fort amical.
Ensemble, ils burent toute une calebasse de vin de palme.
Le guépard demanda à sa femme de leur servir à manger.
Comme ces deux derniers voulaient mesurer la solidité des dents de la gazelle, la femme du guépard n’apporta
rien d’autre à manger que du maïs sec très dur à broyer.
Le guépard sans tarder commença à manger.
La gazelle tentait avec force de mâcher quelques grains de maïs, mais ses efforts étaient inutiles.
Ses dents n’étaient pas capables de les écraser. Le guépard observait son invitée du coin de l’œil.
La gazelle se rappela ce que la mangouste lui avait confié le soir même.
Elle décida de se défendre, d’impressionner ses hôtes.
Elle tenta de nouveaux essais pour croquer les grains mais elle n’essuyait que de nouveaux échecs.
Son sourire devenait sanglant.
Une salive rougeâtre lui souillait le coin des lèvres.
Elle avait à présent un trou vide dans la bouche: ses deux dents de devant étaient arrachées.
Hypocrite, le guépard se mit à pleurer et à gemir d’émotion.
Le moment de rentrer chez elle étant venu, la gazelle pria le guépard de la reconduire.
Mais celui-ci prétendit qu’il avait mal au cœur et qu’il irait plutôt se coucher tout de suite.
La gazelle le crut et partit toute seule. Pendant qu’elle faisait route vers sa maison, le guépard, qui, maintenant,
connaissait le point faible de la jeune dame, courut l’attendre au milieu de la forêt.
Lorsque la gazelle s’approcha du buisson où se cachait le guépard, celui-ci n’hésita pas à lui sauter à la gorge.
Le pauvre animal avait beau crier, il n’avait plus que ses pleurs pour se défendre.
Ce qui ne suffisait pas bien sûr, pour sauver son corps meurtri par les griffes du félin.
Un sort qu’il aurait pu éviter en écoutant les conseilsde la mangouste.
190.70 Excerpt from By The Grace Of God: “A True Story Of Love, Family, War And Survival From The
Congo”\fn{by Suruba Ibumando Georgette Wechsler (1956- )} Kongolo, Katanga Province, Congo/Kinshasa (F) 10
1
She was the most unusual prisoner he had ever seen. As deputy warden at Albertville’s central prison, Corporal
Suruba Benoit had seen Congolese imprisoned for all kinds of reasons: theft, murder, fraud, drunkenness,
aganism. But this was the first time he had seen a woman imprisoned because she insisted on getting a divorce
from a violently abusive husband. It was painful, having to help enforce these obscene colonial laws.
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Benoit’s father, Mava Mazambula Andingba Sumba, was the sultan, or chief, of the village of Kopa in Congo
Oriental [Eastern Congo] province. Sultan Mava Mazambula was born near the turn of the century, when the
great European powers were letting King Leopold of Belgium rule the Congo as his own private dominion. It
wasn’t until 1908, after numerous reports of the coundess atrocities and brutal exploitation of the land’s immense
natural resources committed by Leopold’s henchmen, that the Belgian government stepped in and made the
Congo an official, government-managed colony.
Sultan Mava Mazambula had reason to distrust and fear the white men who ruled his land. But he accepted
their system and wanted to succeed as best he could within it The key to success, he understood clearly, was
getting the white man’s education for his children. His first son, Benoit, was extremely intelligent, and the local
missionaries, ever anxious to co-opt indigenous authorities, encouraged the Sultan to send Benoit to the Marist
seminary in Paulis [now Isiro]. This was a great honor, as there weren’t many Congolese priests at the time and
being a priest was about as powerful as a Congolese could get in the rigidly paternalistic Belgian colonial system.
Unlike the British and French, the Belgian colonialists did not try to create a sympathetic African elite by
allowing bright students to study at the university level; indeed, they made it next to impossible for most
Congolese to go past even the primary school level.
Benoit was delighted by the chance to continue his studies at the seminary. He looked forward to a priest’s life
of comfort and prestige, and he was anxious to serve the God of the Catholic Church and His Son, Jesus Christ He
knew that the missionaries had done many good things in Congo, such as ending the terrible local custom of
burying alive a sultan’s youngest wife as part of a sultan’s funeral to help take care of him in the afterlife.
In the seminary, however, Benoit found one discrepancy after another between the teachings of the Church and
the reality of how the Belgian priests actually dealt with the Congolese people. They promised the “natives”
wonders of wonders to come in the afterlife—but did little to help the people have an easier time in this life. They
talked of one universal Church for all mankind-while living in separate rectories, apart from the Congolese
priests. They preached about the “savage” Congolese customs that had to be abandoned-while helping the
government torture people for maintaining customs that promoted social and environmental hannony and justice.
Benoit himself had seen people flogged to death for following their traditions by worshiping their ancestors. All
this, in the name of Jesus Christ our Savior.
Benoit was a tolerant young man with great patience. But somehow, somewhere he had developed an abiding
hatred for hypocrisy. And so, after completing all the required studies, he gave up the great power of a life in the
priesthood. The Belgian authorities did not take kindly to the idea of a sultan’s son abandoning the priesthood. As
punishment, he was drafted into the Congolese army and ordered to serve in the faraway land of Katanga
[Katanga Province, the southeast of the Belgian Congo], where the people spoke languages he couldn’t
understand and had customs he couldn’t recognize. Albertville was about six hundred miles away from his home
village, but it might as well have been ten thousand. He had no possibility of speaking with his parents; the
telephone and telegraph systems were only for the use of the colonial officials and priests. Letters took months to
get to his village. Any leaves of duty that he might have had didn’t allow him enough time to get home for a visit
and back in time to resume his duty. So, Suruba Benoit became a stranger in a strange land. He would never
return home to see his family.
By 1952, he was a twenty-six-year-old corporal who had been working in the Albertville prison for over a year.
The prisoner who changed his life, the one jailed for demanding a divorce, was twenty-seven-year-old Mtono
Thérèse. With her in prison was her baby daughter Charlotte, only a few months old.
Thérèse’s father, Mtono Augustin, was the grandson of Capitaine Joubert, a French sailor who came in the late
19th century to help the missionaries bring “civilization” and Catholicism to the natives of ilie Congo. Joubert
settled in northeastern Katanga and married a sultan’s daughter, with whom he had twelve children. Boili of
Thérèse’s parents were literate, educated people at a time when most of the population was kept illiterate and
uneducated. Mtono Augustin was a nurse, and his wife, Marguerite, was a teacher. Naturally, they wanted their
children to marry only literate people. The Congolese had a term for people who could read, who might have
finished primary school, who had white-collar jobs. They called their new elite les évolués, the evolved ones.
They were limited in number, les évolués. After all, the Belgians had no plans for ever letting the Congolese
govern iliemselves. The natives would be kept in their place, and their place was meant to be forever inferior.
Thérèse’s husband, Kalundi Albert, was surely an évolué: he came from an educated family and worked as an
administrative clerk in the largest city of Katanga, Elisabethville (also known at the time as E’ville and now
known as Lubumbashi). Following the custom of the times, the marriage was arranged by the parents; the bride
and groom didn’t even meet each other until just before the wedding.
Thérèse was impressed by Albert’s intelligence, and, gradually, she grew to care for him. But her world started
to fall apart after the couple had their second child. Albert began to drink a little too much a little too often, and
259

wiili the drinking came verbal abuse of his wife. When Thérèse asked him to drink less, the verbal abuse became
physical: he began to beat her on a regular basis. Therérè, whose father had never once struck his wife,
complained to Albert’s family and to her own relatives in E’ville. But it was to no avail.
“That’s how men are. You have to be patient,” she was told every time.
After Albert’s company transferred him to Albertville, the abuse continued. Thérèse was a devout Cailiolic,
but, after suffering a broken nose and an assortment of scars and bruises, she asked Albert for a divorce. His
response was to laugh, for he had no intention of letting her go. She was his wife, and he could do with her
whatever he pleased. He knew that the Belgian authorities, influenced by the Catholic prohibition of divorce,
made it next to impossible for a woman to end her marriage.
Pregnant with her fourth child, Thérèse could not endure her unhappiness any longer. She took her case to
court, where she was told to think it over until the baby was born. When the baby was a few months old, she went
back to court and insisted again on getting a divorce. The court told Thérèse that divorce was a criminal act, and
she’d have to go to prison to get one. She called their bluff, and they sentenced her to three months behind bars.
She was serving her rime in the Albertville prison, when Corporal Suruba Benoit took an interest in her.
Despite the scars and bruises on her face, she was still a very beautiful woman. He couldn’t understand how any
man could treat a woman as Albert had treated Thérèse. Benoit went out of his way to visit her every day. Thérèse
had entered prison with no interest left in men, but Benoit won her over by remembering, at every visit, to bring
something special for the baby. It didn’t hurt, of course, that he was a very attractive man. He stood about five
feet, nine inches tall, with a lean, well-toned body. His stomach was flat, and his biceps bulged with power. His
face was smooth, almost boyish, and his features quite handsome. He walked with great confidence and authority,
just what one would expect of a sultan’s son. For the first time in her life, Thérèse was in love.
After three months, Thérèse was liberated from prison and her marriage. Her freedom from Albert, however,
came at a heavy price: under the patrilineal system installed by the Belgians, Albert got custody of their three
older children. Thérèse lived with an uncle in Albertville and got a job as a teacher at a community center, where
she soon became assistant director.
Benoit visited her regularly, and, no longer bound by military restrictions on contact between prison staff and
inmates, he was free to declare his love. When Benoit proposed marriage, Thérèse readily accepted. The Church
would not marry a divorcee; so they had a civil ceremony. Soon after, Benoit completed the final year he was
required to serve in the army. Now preoccupied with supporting a family, Benoit decided not to enlist for another
tour of duty. There was no hope of a better life in the army, no matter how bright and experienced you were. Only
Belgians got promoted to leadership positions, that was black and white in the colonial army code. In the private
sector, segregation between blacks and whites was the rule, but there were still opportunities for a black man to
make a good living. And you could work for companies headed by other Europeans, such as Portuguese, Greeks,
or Frenchmen, whose bigotry seemed less rigid than that of the Belgians.
Benoit got a job as an accountant for Interfina, a large trading company, in the town of Kongolo, about 150
miles west of Albertville and 450 miles north of E’ville. Kongolo was the administrative center of north central
Katanga, with a population of about 15,000 Congolese and 300 expatriates, mostly Belgians, with some Greeks,
Arabs, and Pakistanis. Like all Congolese cities, it was divided into a downtown area, where the major stores and
businesses were located and where all the white businessmen and a handful of wealthy Congolese lived, and the
neighborhoods of simple clay brick houses, most with straw roofs, where the overwhelming majority of the
Congolese lived. The Kongolo area was well-known for its production of corn and fish. Two rivers bounded the
city: the Kangoy, a minor tributary, fed into the much larger Lualaba, which about 400 miles downstream became
the mighty Congo River that flowed through much of the country all the way to the Atlantic Ocean. River travel
between Kongolo and the downstream ports, however, was impossible; about thirty miles north of Kongolo, the
Lualaba became unnavigable due to a series of thunderous rapids and gorges that had come to be known as Les
Portes d’Enfer [The Gates of Hell].
It was in Kongolo that Benoit and Thérèse happily started their life together as husband and wife. A few
months later, on March 24, 1953, a hefty baby girl weighing more than ten pounds was born at Kongolo's General
Hospital. Her name was Marie-Joséphine Kanero, and they came to call her Josée. Almost three years later at the
same hospital, on January 18, 1956, I came into the world.
2
It was raining hard one Sunday in early 1960 soon after my fourth birthday. Six-year-old Josée and I were
home alone with Papa. It was over a year since the divorce, when Maman left us.
Josée and I loved the rain. We would play in the rainwater by the patio sometimes in our underwear and
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sometimes just in our birth suits. But that day, small rocks were pinging to the ground. Papa’s voice was
unaccustomly stern.
“No playing outside today,” he said, strongly emphasizing the “No” and looking straight at me. “It’s very
dangerous. You see those ice balls falling? Well, they can hurt you real bad.”
“Papa, what if we just pick up the little ice balls on the patio, please,” pleaded Josée with her most angelic
voice. “Geolo and I like them, please!” Josee had trouble pronouncing my name, so she settled on calling me
Geolo.
“All right,” said Papa, “but not beyond the patio. Do you hear me, Georgette?” I nodded yes.
Josée and I each grabbed a cup, and iceballs hunting we went Josée, of course, was bigger, stronger, and
quicker than I, so she soon had a lot more iceballs. I spied a bunch of big ones just a little bit beyond the patio,
then turned around to see if Papa was looking. The coast was clear. I dropped my cup and took a step beyond the
patio, then another step, then a few more. The rain came down hard on me once I was beyond the partial shelter of
the walls of our house. But I didn’t mind, I was getting some of the best ice balls anyone could get. I stuffed the
ones I couldn’t hold into my pockets. My clothes were soaked, but I was so happy I began to do a little dance. I
giggled, jumped in the air, turned to show off my prize finds to Josée—and saw Papa, standing on the patio
staring at me ever-so-sternly. He beckoned me with one fmger and I sheepishly went back to the house.
“What am I going to do with you, Georgette, what am I ever going to do with you?” Papa said, as he helped
me change my clothes. “One day I might just have to sell you to my friends, the Pygmies.”
I checked to see if Papa was serious, but he had that loving smile on his face, so I knew I was safe for another
day, at least. Not only was I out of danger, but it was my favorite time of day—lunch time. Papa took great
pleasure in cooking for us on Sundays.
“I know you two like rice very much, that’s why today I made a special dish of rice and guess what?” Josee
and I tried to guess.
“Is it rice with goat meat? Cow meat? Sheep meat? Peanut sauce?”
“Noooo. I’m making you rice with sombe [cassava leaves] just the way Maman used to make it So, what do
you say?”
“Yippee,” Josee and I shouted in unison. It had been a long time since we had had sombe cooked that way.
“Josee and I will have our lunch on the floor with you, Georgette,” said Papa.
What a wonderful day! Papa didn’t let me sit at the table with him and Josee, because I never sat still and
usually wound up falling off my chair or spilling all my food. But that day they joined me on the floor. Of course,
I went and ruined it with my non-stop fidgeting: before lunch had ended, I managed to knock over the bowl of
sombe, spilling all its contents onto Josee’s lap. By the time Josee changed her dress and Papa fmished scolding
me, the rain had stopped, and Josee and I flew outside to play with our friends.
We played jump rope, pattycake, and over and over again, we played kange. Kange begins when the captains
of each of two teams choose their team’s sign—either arms crossed or arms straight out The two teams line up
facing each other. Everyone sings the kange song, then the first two players start clapping hands and jumping up
and down. At a certain point in the song,.the players kick a leg out, If they kick out legs on the same side, the
arms-straight-out team wins the round. If they kick out opposite legs, the team with arms crossed wins. The losers
of each round are eliminated from the game, and a team loses when all its players are out.
We were almost always outside playing, even at night. On dark nights or rainy days, we’d play inside or dance
to music from the radio or Papa’s wind-up phonograph. The radio and phonograph were luxury items in Kongolo,
very few people had such treasures. Of course, even we didn’t have a television. In fact, nobody in town had
television. No video games, no dolls that cry, no battery-powered toy trucks to control.
Oh, but what entertainment we did have—children, lots of creative, imaginative, fun-loving children with
whom we could play at just about any time. And when the other children had to go inside their homes, we always
had each other: I had my big sister Josée, and she had her most devoted copycat
Play time fmally ended that Sunday when Papa called us home for bathtime. He filled our “tub”—an empty
barrel cut in half—and, after hearing a great deal of begging and pleading, he gave us some time to play with dolls
before washing us. While we ate a light supper, Papa saw that I was a little troubled and asked what was bothering
me.
“Papa, Henri was making fun of us. He said that we must be Pygmies, because we go see your Pygmy friends.”
Papa laughed.
“We’re not pygmies, Georgette. But you tell Henri that if we were pygmies, that would be just fine. Pygmies
are people just like the rest of us. It’s wrong to treat them badly just because they’re smaller than us and look a
little different If they’re here, it’s because God wants them here. Do you understand, Georgette?”
“Yes, Papa,” and my worries vanished just like that After supper, we headed for bed and story time.
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“Now what story do you want to hear tonight?” Papa asked, though he must have known what our answer
would be.
“The lion story, tell us the lion story,” we both responded.
“Oh no. I’ve told you that so many times.”
“Please, Papa. The lion story, we want the lion story,” we cried out, as if we had never heard it before, as if we
hadn’t heard it every night that week.
“All right, all right,” Papa said with a grin. “I’ll tell you the lion story—just one more time. But I want you
under the blanket and ready for sleep as soon as I finish.” We instantly complied with his command, and Papa
began the tale.
It was a true story from when Papa was in the army. Some villagers in the town of Baudouinville [now Moba]
had been killed by lions while working in their fields. Papa was sent to investigate the area, along with two other
soldiers. Hours passed, and there was no sight of a lion. When the sun was starting to set, Papa went off for one
last patrol around the area. As he walked, he suddenly heard a roar—and it was coming from somewhere close!
He thought of climbing up a tree, but there wasn’t one nearby. He called out loudly for the other soldiers, but they
didn’t answer. They weren’t that far away, they should have heard him.
Papa realized then that his helpers might have run away when they heard the lion’s roars. He stood by the path
and faced the direction from which the roars had originated. With his rifle ready, he watched a furry golden head
move lazily in his direction. Papa called out again for his helpers but again there was no answer. He knew he was
alone, it was all up to him to stop the man-eating lion.
The lion was now near Papa. It lifted its head and stared in Papa’s direction, then started to accelerate its pace.
It was racing right at Papa! Papa knew that he no longer had time to hide, he either was going to kill the lion or be
killed by it. Papa raised his rifle, closed one eye, and aimed for the lion’s head. When the lion got so close he
could smell its breath, just when it seemed ready to pounce, Papa pulled the trigger.
Down went the lion! Hooray for Papa! And where were the other soldiers? They were up in a tree the whole
time, too scared to come down and help Papa. When they did come down, they told Papa that they thought the
lion had eaten bini!
As we closed our eyes to sleep on that Sunday night—and every night—Josée and I thanked God that they
were wrong.
*
Only a few hazy memories remain from the fIrst few years of my life, when Maman lived with us, though it’s
hard to say which ones are actual remembrances and which have been imprinted in my mind by stories told again
and again over the years by family members. I remember her taking us to church every Sunday—that was very
important to her. Papa would always stay home.
I also remember how Maman saved my life one afternoon. Josée was playing across the street with our Arab
friends, while I had to stay with Maman in our yard. I could hear Josée and the others shouting and giggling. I
could picture them under the shade of the acacia tree near the concrete fence entrance. That was where we often
played while Maman and her friends sat and chatted on the porch. If I could only get to the compound entrance
and push open the door, I would get to play with the others. One big problem: a street in the middle. Many times
Papa had told us not to cross it without an adult, but my legs were irresistibly taking me in that direction.
When Maman was concentrating on her sewing, I slipped out of our compound and into the street. In the
middle of the street, I looked to my right and saw a car that was getting bigger and bigger. I stopped and stared at
it. Was it Papa coming home? It sure looked like Papa’s car, a black and white Impala whose rear moved up and
down just like a duck’s tail.
The big car started honking, but I was glued to the ground. People were screarnjng, but I just couldn’t move.
Then, suddenly, two hands whisked me around and lifted me up and off the road. It was Maman! She held me
tight and apologized to the driver, who had screeched to a stop. The clothes she had been sewing were scattered
on the ground as she had tossed them aside to rush to my rescue.
After that incident, Maman tied me to a long rope whenever she was sewing or busy with something and Josée
wasn’t there to keep an eye on me. One end of the rope was tied to my waist and the other end to the papaya tree
in our yard. The cord was long enough to take me up to the acacia tree in front of our compound yet short enough
to keep me from the street. Jose said that I looked like a dog on a leash.
Most of all, I remember the day Maman came home after being away for a long time—and I didn’t even know
who she was. First, Maman left for a few weeks to go to Albertville, where her ex-husband had gone to court to
reclaim their youngest daughter, Charlotte, who had been living with us; the court ruled that she was old enough
to go live with her father. That seemed kind of funny because Maman’s other children weren’t even staying with
their father; they were with their paternal aunts and uncles. Albert’s drinking problems had never stopped. It must
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have hurt Maman so much to give up her child, and to see her other children who had been taken away from her
for no good reason.
When Maman came back from that trip, something changed between her and Papa. Soon after, she left again,
but this time she stayed away for a couple of months. Josée kept on asking Papa when Maman would be back. I
also used to ask in the beginning, but then I started to forget about her.
A while later, Papa told us that Maman would probably not come back to live with us. Josée was furious at
Papa. He tried to explain that sometimes things don’t work out between a man and a woman and they have to go
their own ways, but Josée didn’t want to listen.
More months went by and then, one day, like in a dream, I saw Josée jumping up and down in front of a car.
There was a very beautiful lady inside.
“Maman, Maman is back, Maman is back. I knew you’d come back!” Josée shouted. She was so excited she
didn’t realize that she was holding the car door shut on the side in which the lady was sitting.
“Watch out, Josée! Let me open the door,” the lady said. Josee finally moved to the side and let her out
“Josée, come here! Where is Georgette?” She lifted up Josée, who wrapped her arms around the lady’s neck.
The lady was now apparently searching with her eyes for me. How come she knew my name, I asked myself,
and when did Josée meet this lady? She seemed very nice and beautiful. Who was she? Her voice, even her face
reminded me of somebody.
“Geolo, Maman is back!” Josee shouted. “Maman is here!” Then the lady headed in my direction.
“Georgette, don’t you remember me any more?” the lady asked, looking straight in my eyes.
She had tears in her eyes as she realized that I took her for a stranger. Suddenly, it started to sink in. This
beautiful lady was our mother whom Josée was always talking about. She was back. Where had she been? She put
Josée down and picked me up.
Josée said that Maman and Papa were going to try to be married again. Maman stayed with us for about a
month. Then one morning we woke up and she was gone. Papa told us that Maman had left for good. They had
decided to get a divorce instead of turning into enemies. She would write to us all the time, he assured us. And
sometimes, he said, she would come to visit.
Ten years passed before I would see her again.
*
One day, Papa told Josée and me that we would have another mother, Mama Apoline. Many years later I
learned that Papa had become friendly with Mama Apoline before Maman left and realized that she was one
reason why Maman left. Mama Apoline started visiting us every day; she was very friendly, even though Josée
was not so friendly to her.
“Why are you here?” Josée would taunt her. “You know our mother went to Albertville. She will be back, you
know. Papa says you’ll be our mother. I know you are not our mother. Our mother’s name is Thérèse, Mtono
Thérèse. We really don’t need anotherl”
Mama Apoline came to live with us for good in 1960 when I was four years old. Along with her came her
daughter Marie, who was a couple of months younger than me, and our baby brother Benjamin, who Mama
Apoline and Papa had had in late 1959. Mama Apoline also had two other sons, Jean-Paul N’Kongolo, who was a
couple of months older than Josée, and Gilbert, who was in his early teens. Her two sons lived with her mother,
Colette, on Avenue Kindu on the other side of town. We called her kambo [grandma].
Although Josée longed for our own Maman to return home, we were happy to have a big family. We loved
holding our baby brother and teaching him how to crawl and walk. With Marie and N’Kongolo we had two more
partners in play. Marie was the sweetest little girl in the world—until she lost her temper. She had the unpleasant
habit of sinking her teeth into anyone who made her angry. N’Kongolo, on the other hand, was a happy-go-lucky
boy who would only lose his cool when Mama Apoline or kambo insisted that he take a bath. As for Gilbert, he
liked to think that he was a grown-up, so he didn’t pay much attention to us little kids. When it rained and he had
to be inside with us, he would tell us scary ghost stories. Sometimes, he told us about the things that men and
women do when they close the bedroom door and take their clothes off.
Perhaps our favorite addition to the family was kambo Colette, Mama Apoline’s mother. She obviously had a
soft spot in her heart for girls, and she was delighted to have two ready-made granddaughters.
“I’m not your real kambo,” she would say, “but I love you just like my own.”
She seemed so happy when she showed Josee, Marie, and me how to cook and clean and make raffia baskets.
We lived in Kangoy Neighborhood, on Avenue des Fonds d’Avance, near the city limits: three houses down, the
street became just a little dirt path leading to wells and fields of crops. Our house had a roof made of straw, walls
made of earthen bricks, a smooth concrete floor, and a kitchen with a separate entrance. The toilet was in an outhouse that also doubled as a shower. We had running water but no electricity.
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It was a very modest house considering my father’s social status in the town of Kongolo. A few months after I
was born, Papa left Interfina for an even better job as accountant-manager for Trangen, an import-export company
owned by Greeks. Papa’s jobs were usually held by Belgians or some other white expatriates. Because of that, and
also the fact that he came from another province, local people very often referred to him as muzungu [white man]
or colon [colonist], names given to Belgians in the Congo. Papa didn’t appreciate those nicknames; he didn’t like
to be seen as an outsider.
Little did he know that being seen as an outsider would soon put his life in mortal danger.
*
When Tragen’s owner, Constantinides Papadopoulous, moved to Albertville in late 1960, he appointed Papa as
head of Trangen’s Kongolo Division.
“Monsieur Constantinides has asked me to move into his two story house downtown,” Papa told us with great
pride. “He wants me to be near the center of business activities.”
Josée and I were thrilled to go live in a two-story building. Why, it was the tallest building in town! Mama
Apoline couldn’t believe her good fortune. Not only had she married a kalani [a well-educated man with a good
job], but she was also going to live in a luxurious home! She couldn’t believe that Monsieur Benoit would leave
his beautiful wife for her.
But he did, though Apoline was still troubled by the ongoing correspondence between Benoit and Thérèse.
Apoline must have known that, even though Benoit and Thérèse were separated, there was still something
between them. And Josée worked hard to make sure she never forgot it.
One night, when I was five, Josée and I overheard Mama Apoline arguing with Papa. The next morning, after
Papa had left for work, Josée and I went after Mama Apoline.
“We heard you quarreling with Papa last night. Why were you fighting?” Josée asked. “Are you getting a
divorce?”
“No,” said Mama Apoline patiently. "Sometimes people have arguments, that’s all.”
“Are you going back to kambo on Avenue Kindu?” I asked her.
“No.”
“Why not?” asked Josée. “Why don’t you want to go back to your home?”
“No, my home is now here. That’s why I stay here.”
“What if Papa tells you to go back to your parents, will you go then?” asked Josée.
“No, I’ll stay right here.”
“What if Papa breaks the house?” I asked.
“I’ll still stay,” Mama Apoline replied calmly.
“Why don’t you want to go back to your parents?” Josée asked.
“Well, your father is now my parents. That’s why I’ll stay.”
“You know what?” Josée said, pulling out her trump card. “One day, Maman will come back!”
Josée still remembered Maman vividly. Papa showed her all the letters that Maman wrote him. There were
hazy flashes of her in my memory. But I didn’t really understand how we could have one mother here and then
another in some other place. Mama Apoline was our mother. The other mother that Josée and Papa talked about
sounded to me like a fairy tale character from a faraway land.
Years later, when I took catechism classes for my first communion, I discovered that, to have us baptized,
Maman had put down the name of Albert Kalundi, her ex-husband, as our father. Only her first marriage to Albert
Kalundi was recognized as being valid by the Catholic Church. Therefore, her marriage to Papa was, according to
the Church, “concubinage.” Josée and I were considered by the Church to be children born out of wedlock.
Bastards!
I remember angrily crossing out the name of Albert Kalundi in my baptism booklet.
“Wrong, Father,” I said to the priest. “As you all know very well, my father is Monsieur Benoit, Suruba Benoit
Please change it in your records.”
Josée, who had had her communion years before, wasn’t pleased either. We asked the priest to cancel our
baptisms.
“A baptism is still valid. We can’t cancel it,” said the exasperated priest. Josée and I then asked Papa how he
could have let them list Albert Kalundi as our father. ..
“It meant a lot to your mother that you get baptized. She insisted you two get baptized. There’s nothing else to
it,” Papa said. “You know who your father is, don’t you? Don’t you let that trouble you.”
“Is that why you don’t go to church, Papa?” asked Josée.
“No, it’s not really that. It’s many other things. But I want you to go. I did when I was younger. It will help you
later in your lives.”
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“Does Father Michel get angry at you for not going to church?” I asked. Father Michel Vanduffel, a Belgian
priest, was a good friend who often came to visit Papa at home.
“Why do you bother your Papa with so many questions?” Mama Apoline interrupted.
“It’s okay,” Papa cut her off with no hesitation. “How else are they going to learn?”
“But they have to learn not to bother you with every little thought that comes into their heads. They owe you
more respect than that,” Mama Apoline said with great certainty.
Papa just smiled at her. He turned toward me and said softly,
“Father Michel isn't very happy about me not going to mass, but he is very happy that I send you girls to
church.”
Mama Apoline shook her head and walked away. Poor Mama Apoline. She never understood where Papa was
taking us with all those questions and answers. But he did. Though we were children—girls at that—and born in a
country where females were valued more for the dowry they would bring in, Papa had a vision for us and he was
beginning to shape it
3
“Lipanda!”
“Uhuru!”
All over Kongolo people were shouting those two magical words. Lipanda was our local patois’ transformation
of the French: l’indépendence. Uhuru was our own precious kiSwahili word for la liberté—freedom. Those who
weren’t shouting lipanda and uhuru were making the joyful sound of bikelekele [a noise made by flipping the
tongue quickly up and down while moving one or two hands over the mouth]. It was bigger than Christmas and
New Year’s, bigger than the biggest party I had ever seen.
It was June 30, 1960. Congo had become an independent nation, free from Belgian colonial rule. The
Congolese people had gained the freedom to guide their own destiny. Sort of. Despite independence, Belgians
were left in charge of the military, the mines, the plantations, and just about everydling else that mattered.
That might have worked out, if they hadn’t started rubbing it in. Just a few days after independence, the
Belgian commander of the army laid out the facts of life as he saw it to his Congolese subordinates: at a stsff
meeting, he wrote on a blackboard:

Before independence = After independence
The Congolese soldiers mutinied against their arrogant Belgian officers. Against the wishes of the Congolese
government, Belgium then sent troops into the newly independent nation to end the soldiers’ mutiny. Our first
Prime Minister, Patrice Lumumba, tried to resolve the crisis by appointing his uncle, Victor Lundula, commander
in chief of the army. To the key position of army chief of staff, Lumumba appointed a friend of his, a young
Congolese named Joseph Desiré Mobutu.
Everything soon spiraled out of control for the new nation. And nowhere was it more out of control than in my
home region of Katanga. The most powerful political party in Katanga, the Confédération des Associations
Tribales du Katanga [Confederation of Tribal Associations of Katanga or CONAKAT] was greatly influenced by
Belgians who were trying to maintain their control over Katanga’s immense mineral wealth. Just eleven days after
independence, CONAKAT’s leader, Moise Tshombe, declared Katanga independent from the rest of the nation.
Tshombe had strong support from Belgian settlers and mercenaries, as well as many Katangese.
Fighting broke out in the large cities, but it all seemed far away from our life in Kongolo. Papa said it would
all be settled long before any violence spread to a small town like Kongolo, so far from the center of power and
wealth.
Nothing really seemed to change much in our lives those first few months after independence. I was much
more preoccupied with my own, very personal Congo crisis than I was with the national tumloil that had become
the nmnber one news story throughout the world. How could fighting in far-away cities compete for my attention
with the daily terror I faced as I began my academic career in the pre-school class at the Kangoy Parish school.
Her name was Sister Emilie.
Like almost all the schools in the Belgian Congo, ours was run by the Church, and most of the teachers were
priests and nuns; some were white and others, like Sister Emilie, were Congolese. I had been so excited to start
school, but Sister Emilie demanded full obedience and complete submission—alien concepts for me.
I got in trouble from day one. After having us recite Hail Mary and Our Father, Sister Emilie began laying
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down her laws:
“After you sit down, you must cross your hands on your desks at all times and look toward the blackboard.”
She continued by reciting an endless string of rules and warned that we must strictly obey each and every one.
Or else. Nobody was allowed to move unless Sister Emilie called out his or her name. Nobody was allowed to ask
questions. Students could raise their hands only to answer her questions.
Was she serious? How could I just cross my hands and not do anything at all? How could I not ask questions?
Papa let us ask questions all the time. That’s how we learn, he always told us. I couldn’t understand why I had to
follow all these crazy rules. But since everyone else was sitting still, I tried to do the same.
Our first lesson was “reading.” Sister Emilie read a French children’s book to us and we had to memorize and
chant back to her what she had read. After we fmished the story, she explained it to us in kiSwahili. Somehow this
failed to hold my attention. Soon my eyes went to work. I spied the ink well on my desk, and, before I could
remind myself of the “no move” rule, my hands got hold of it Suddenly, I heard Sister Emilie shriek,
“Georgette, what do you think you’re doing?”
Her voice startled me and I dropped the ink well, spilling its contents over the desk and onto my white shirt.
Everyone in class looked at me with pitiful eyes, all imagining the dreadful punishment to which I would be
subjected.
“What did I just tell you about moving and fussing with your things? You see now why I warn you? Look at
yourself,” she scolded. “You come here this very minute and get on your knees at the pedestal. Just remember, the
next time you try anything, you’ll first get the ruler, then the pedestal.”
I sat on my knees, facing the blackboard, for what seemed like eternity. Shifting my weight from one knee to
the other didn’t help; the concrete pedestal hurt worse than any of Papa’s spankings.
The next day, I tried to follow the rules, but it was no use. It seemed that I could’'t stay out of trouble. I moved
too much, I distracted, I hindered her teaching, Sister Emilie said. I had to be punished to learn my lesson. This
time I got the dreaded ruler, five smacks across my fingers on each hand. Oh, did that hurt! Worst of all, my
fingers were still sore and numb, but she insisted that I keep up with tbe others in the drawing exercises.
This scenario repeated itself almost every day, but I didn’t get any sympathy at home. Papa and Mama Apoline
believed the teacher was always right; they said I had to get used to following rules from other people who take
my parents’ place. 1 tried to explain that Sister Emilie wasn’t fair, that her punishments didn’t fit my crimes. I was
a bit of an expert on punishment. I was often punished at home—more than any of my siblings-but not for moving
a little or just trying to do something. When Papa punished me, I deserved it, I really deserved it
I began to plot an escape from the ruler.
“What if I just don’t go into the classroom?” I asked Josée.
“Papa won’t let you. You’ll get a bad spanking. Don’t you try that.”
I certainly didn’t want a spanking, and I didn’t want to upset Papa. But one day, as soon as the bell rang telling
us to enter our classrooms for the first period, the image of the ruler became so vivid in my mind and on my
fingertips that I decided I had to run away to find the nearest hiding place.
Now where could I go? To the right of the school yard was the church. I couldn’t go there, I’d be easily spotted
and brought back to school. To the left was a cemetery. Bingo! Now that was a good hiding place. I ran like a
gazelle. Before the lines were formed in front of the classrooms, I was already in the graveyard. I turned around to
see if anyone was behind me. No one in sight! I looked around in search of a good spot to claim for myself. There
were many rectangular-shaped mounds all around. Some were cemented, and all had crosses. Many were in the
sun. Then, voila, I spied a perfect spot to my right—a concrete, rectangular mound under a palm tree shade. Just
perfect!
And it was there that I spent my next three school days. I passed the time sharpening my crayons, staring at the
clouds above and flowers below, nibbling on the snack Mama Apoline prepared for me each day, and collecting
greasy palm nuts that I eagerly devoured. During recess I would race back to school to join the other students
playing in the courtyard. As soon as recess ended, I’d race back to my cemetery hiding spot And nobody ever
caught me.
The weather was beautiful each day, and, since it was the dry season, I had no need far shelter. Although
Kongolo is less than six degrees away from the Equator, the climate is fairly temperate. There’s a rainy season
when the temperatures range from highs in the upper 80s [Fahrenheit] to lows in the 60s, and a dry season, when
it tends to be about five to ten degrees cooler. It rains a couple of times a week during the rainy season, compared
to just a couple of times a month in the dry season.
On my third day of hooky-playing, the school sent a report to Papa about my absences. After giving me a good
spanking and a long lecture, Papa asked where I had spent the time when I wasn’t in school. Without hesitating, I
told him about my hiding place. Papa’s eyebrows shot up and down.
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“Explain to me what you fear so much with your teacher that pushes you to hide in the cemetery. You know
that’s not a place for you to go and hang around. Do you understand what a cemetery is?”
“Sure, it’s a home for people who don’t breathe, speak, or walk any more.”
“And you needn’t disturb them.”
“So far, I haven’t been disturbing them. I don’t make any noise, except for whistling, and maybe singing. But
that’s not really noise.”
Biriki, the company chauffeur who drove us to school every day because it was too far to walk, muffled a
laugh, but Papa somehow managed to stay stern.
“You go back in that classroom starting tomorrow, period. Your teacher has good reasons to punish you. Do
you hear me?”
The next day, Biriki didn’t leave until he saw me going into the classroom. 1 forced myself to stay in line and
somehow found the strength to resist the urge to run away from the classroom, 1 tried hard to follow the rules, and
the first three days went by without incident But I just couldn’t keep it up, my body wasn’t made to be so still, my
mind wasn’t made to be so passive. Soon enough, Sister Emilie found fault with my fidgeting, and the good old
ruler found its way back to my knuckles.
Sometimes I think my entire academic career was saved by the chain of events that began the next day. When
the bell rang to start the first period, I turned and looked back in Biriki’s direction. He was there by the car
waiting to see that I went inside the classroom as he had been doing ever since Papa got the report about my
absences. Biriki or no Biriki, my feet took me away from my classroom of torture to my haven of safety. This
caught Biriki off guard and gave me a head start. But when I turned around, Biriki was running after me! I ran like
a cheetah into the graveyard, past my usual hiding spot, and dove for cover behind a large stone with bushy grass
all around it Peeking out from behind the stone, I saw Biriki at the entrance, out of breath, gasping for air. He
hesitated, then took a few steps into the grounds, and looked around. All was quiet, not even a cricket could be
heard chirping. Biriki must have known that I was in there, somewhere. Suddenly, he shouted,
“I know where you are! I’m going to get you!”
How could he know where I was? He was looking away from me when he shouted. Still, I lay flat on the
ground and closed my eyes, expecting his two large hands to lift me up at any moment After what seemed like
hours, I heard Biriki;s footsteps going away. I looked up just in time to see him exiting the graveyard.
My excitement about escaping arrest soon dwindled and, after a while, all I could think about was food.
Unfortunately, there was nothing to eat in my bag because Papa had started having Josée carry my snack—another
strategy for making sure 1 went into my classroom. I ate some ripe palm nuts, but that just made me as thirsty as I
was hungry. I decided to head slowly to the school, where I would wait in the courtyard until the bell rang.
Some of the children at school brought beignets [fried, round sweet dough], toasted cassava, roasted peanuts,
and other snacks for sale during the break. They would leave their merchandise up on the concrete counter on the
side of the classroom building. When I saw all that food, I got even hungrier. The smell of beignets and toasted
cassava became irresistible. I decided I would tide myself over with a couple of peanuts. Nodring wrong with that,
because peanut vendors always let their clients taste a couple of peanuts before buying. I tasted one, two, then
three peanuts. Back and forth to the peanut bowl I went until, finally, I just sat down with the bowl on my lap and
devoured peanut after peanut
Suddenly, I heard the voice of a woman passing by the school.
“Why aren’t you in your classroom? You’re eating up all your mother’s peanuts for sale!”
If only she knew the truth!
“Oh, Mungu wa Ibrahim, Isaac na Yacobu [God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob],” I said to myself. “There are
only a few left! What am I going to do? I don’t have any money to pay for it.”
No sooner had I put the peanut bowl back than the bell rang. I ran around the building and went straight to
Josée, who realized something was wrong when I showed no interest in my snack.
“Why aren’t you hungry? You didn’t go into your classroom, did you?” Before I could explain what had
happened, we heard a girl shriek,
“Somebody took my peanuts. What am I. going to do? My mother will kill me. Please, give me back my
peanuts,” the girl said in between sobs. The more she cried, the sadder and gloomier I got. Josée put two and two
together and figured out that I was the peanut culprit
“I was very hungry,” I confessed to her. “I wanted to taste only a few.”
“You are in big trouble, much bigger trouble now. Not only you didn’t go to your classroom, but you also stole
somebody’s peanuts.”
I pleaded with her not to tell Papa, but she said that what I did was wrong and Papa needed to know about it
When dle bell rang, I didn’t have the guts to face the ruler, under any circumstances. So, I escaped to my hiding
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spot for a long nap. I slept through the dismissal bell and, by the time I got back to school, Josée and Biriki were
already gone. I started running home, but then slowed down when I realized the big trouble I faced there.
I walked home very slowly, stopping to look at the goods in all the shop windows and taking a dip in a stream
to cool off. When I saw the huge orange sun starting to set, I put my shoes on and ran all the way to a square that
could be seen from the second floor balcony of our house. To avoid detection I walked close to the edge of the
avenue, under the tree branches. My plan was to hide in the garage on te first floor until it was dark and then
sneak upstairs to our room. Suddenly, I heard an excited voice shouting,
“There’s Geolo under the trees. There she is!”
It was Gilbert from dle balcony. I ran to the opposite side of the street, but halfway across, I smashed head-on
into a speeding bicycle. Tossed to the ground, I found myself lying beside the bicycle rider, a woman who had
been thrown from her seat by the force of the collision. The lady pulled herself up and shouted,
“Don’t you look where you’re going?”
I sat up and looked at her but couldn’t say a word. I was much too numb to speak. Of course, my audience up
there on dle balcony hadn’t missed any bit of what had happened. Soon Papa was there, widl Gilbert and Josée
directly behind him.
After he examined me and assured himself I wasn’t hurt, Papa went to speak with the bicycle lady. I heard him
apologize, but as soon as the lady realized that Monsieur Benoit was my father, her anger disappeared, and she
said,
“I’m so sorry I hit her.”
I had a few scratches and bruises, nothing serious at all. But what a great excuse to attract sympathy and
diminish my inevitable punishment I began to loudly wail. They saw it happen, didn’t they? I was knocked down.
“J’ai mal” [I’m hurting], I sniffied through my sobs.
Papa canied me home, where Mama Apoline helped me wash myself, and Papa put some ointment on my
scratches. 1 was then sentenced to spend the rest of the evening-without supper-in the cachot [prison], which was
really a storage room next to the garage. 1 managed to make my imprisonment profitable by swiping some
tangerines and chocolate from Papa’s boxes. When Papa came down to liberate me at bedtime, he found me fast
asleep, lying in my underpants and my robe, with tangerine peels and chocolate wrappers sprawled around me.
“I see you helped yourself to some food,” Papa said in a tired voice. 1 gave a big yawn and a nice stretch.
“Come on, you need to go to the bathroom and then off to bed,” Papa said, while giving me a gentle push.
I didn’t need to be told twice. I picked up my robe and quickly exited the cachot ahead of Papa. Upstairs,
everyone looked at the hooky player with scorn. Comments were made, but I was so sleepy I couldn’t make sense
of it. To the bathroom I went, and then off to bed.
Papa must have realized that night that I was just not cut out for Sister Emilie’s class. The next day he took us
to school and met with Sister Elisabefu, the principal. After their conference, I found out, to my surprise and
delight, that I was being transferred to Mademoiselle Zenobita’s class. She was one of the few teachers who was
not a nun. She had been Josée’s teacher the previous year, and Josée loved her.
In Mademoiselle Zenobita’s class, school became non-stop adventure and excitement. I hung on to every word
she said. We asked her questions all the time, and we never got scolded for it. She loved to laugh and to make us
laugh. I learned so much from Zenobita, but most of all, I learned to love learning. And every rime I saw Sister
Emilie at school, I’d mime the joyful clicking sound of the bikelekele and shout silently to myself:
“Lipanda! Uhuru!” …
158d.75 1. La tubercule devint garçon 2. Les jeunes filles se firent limer les dents 3. La marmite était remplie des
cheveux 4. Tu es le plus sot de tous!: Four Folktales\fn{by Basuakuamba wa Bashipayi (1957- )} Bakua-Mputu
Village, Kasai-Occidental, Congo/Kinshasa (M) 5
1
Il y avait un homme qui habitait dans un village appelé Bakuambayi. Dans ce village vivaient beaucoup de
gens mais qui manquaient de terre pour cultiver. Suite à cela, le village était atteint par la famine qui causa
quelques décès. Un jour, les femmes décidèrent d’envoyer leurs filles chercher du manioc dans la forêt. Elles
étaient nombreuses et l’une d’elles portait le nom d’Asosa. Lorsqu’elles arrivèrent à la forêt, chacune s’occupait
de son travail. Lorsque Asosa déracinait le manioc, elle vit une tubercule qui lui dit:
“Ne me blesse pas.”
La jeune fille eut peur et appela ses amies pour l’aider. Au moment ou elles s’acharmaient a la deraciner, la
tubercule de manioc devint garcon et dit a Asosa:
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“Partons au village, mais je ne veux pas que les gens du village me voient que ce soit ton père, ta mère ou les
autres. Si tu ne respectes pas ce que je te dis et qu’on me voit, tu ne me verras plus; j’irai là où mon coeur
voudra.”
Ceci dit, ils partirent au village. Lorsqu’ils arrivèrent au village, elle le cacha dans sa chambre. Ils vécurent
plusieurs années, puis un jour, le chef convoqua toutes les jeunes filles et leur dit:
“Je veux que vous partiez danser dans un autre village.”
Elles acceptèrent toutes. Avant leur départ, Asosa avait eu une grossesse et enfanta un fils à qui il donna le nom
de Mukulu. Enfin le temps de départ s’accomplit. Avant de partir, Asosa dit à sa mère:
“Je pars danser avec mes amies dans un village où le chef nous a envoyées. Je laisse mon enfant dans ma
chambre. Même il pleure, ne va pas le prendre même s’il doit mourir, qu’il meure. Sa mère lui demanda:
“Pourquoi me défends-tu de prendre ton enfant?”
Elle se contenta de lui répéter l’interdiction et s’en alla avec ses amies. Deux jours après, elles regagnèrent leur
village et Asosa trouva son mari et son fils en bone santé. Alors sa mère lui demanda de nouveau:
“Pourquoi me défends-tu d’entrer dans ta chambre?” Elle répondit:
“Je ne peux pas te dire la cause, car si je te la dis, je mourrai.”
A ces mots sa mère n’avait plus le courage de lui demander. Toutes les jeunes filles furent de nouveau invitées
par le chef à aller danser dans un autre village. Comme d’habitude Asosa dit à sa mère:
“Même si mon enfant pleurt à mon absence, ne pars pas le prendre.”
Sa mère accepta. Ceci dit, elles partirent comme d’habitude. Le troisième jour, alores qu’elle était partie
danser, l’enfant pleura si fortement que la mère de la jeune fille dit:
“Aujourd’hui même s’il faut mourir, je mourrai, je ne peux pas laisser l’enfant de ma fille pleurer de cette
façon, car il risque de trouver la mort et cela sera de ma faute.”
Elle voulut partir mais se contint. Cette journée passa. Au quatrième jour, l’enfant pleura du matin au soir; la
femme fut troublée par les pleurs de l’enfant et se décida d’aller le prendre. Quand elle entra dans la maison, elle
vit un homme assis avec l’enfant sur le lit. Quand elle voulut le regarder, elle fut balayée d’une forte lumière aux
yeux et tomba par terre. A ce moment l’homme laissa tomber l’enfant et sortit de la maison. Il suivit la grande
route et s’en alla. La mère de la jeune fille se réveilla, mais ne trouva plus personne dans la maison. Elle prit alors
l’enfant. Quatre jours après sa fille revint et trouva sa mère avec l’enfant sur le dos. Elle lui demanda:
“Pourquoi mon fils est-il entre tes mains?” Sa mère repondit:
“J’avais entendu ton fils pleurer du matin au soir et j’en ètais triste c’est pour cela que j’étais partie le prendre.
Lorsque j’étais entré dans ta chambre, j’avais vu un homme assis sur ton lit avec l’enfant en mains. Lorsque je
voulais le regarder, j’étais fortement frappée par une lumière aux yeux et j’étais tombée par terre. A mon réveil, je
n’avais trouvé plus personne.” A ces mots, la jeune fille se fâcha contre sa mère et lui demanda:
“Pourquoi as-tu fait cela? c’est bien! il n’y a rien je dois le suivre là où il est parti.”
Sa mère invita tous les gens du village et leur raconta tout ce qui se passait. Les gens dirent à la jeune fille de
ne pas partir, mais celle-ci refusa et partit. Quand elle arriva très loin, elle trouva des maisons et des gens. Elle
leur demanda s’ils n’avaient pas vu un homme passer par là. Ils répondirent qu’ils l’avaient vu passer le matin.
Elle poursuivit sa route et en cours de route, elle chanta:
Diesa Muyombo, Diesa Muyombo Muyombo wa Cialamina,
Diesa ton enfant que tu avais amené Muyombo wa
Cialamina Muyombo le chef des lances et des conteaux,
Muyombo wa Cialamina e e e e.

Elle avança toujours, arriva dans un autre village et demanda aux gens s’ils n’avaient pas vu passer son mari;
ils lui répondirent qu’ils venaient de la voir passer tout de suite et que si elle pressait le pas, elle l’atteindrait.
Quand elle entendit cela, elle commença à courir en chantant:
Diesa Muyombo, Diesa Muyombo, Muyombo wa Cialamina
Diesa Muyombo, viens reprendre ton enfant, Muyombo
wa Cialamina, ton enfant avec lequel tu étais venu
Muyombo wa Cialamina, Muyombo, le chef des lances et
des couteaux, Muyombo wa Cialamina.

Elle entendit une voix qui répondait au loin:
Reste, Muyombo wa Tshialamina, reste avec ta mère
Muyombo wa Cialamina, la mère qui aime le mari de
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sa fille, Muyombo, Muyombo, le chef des lances et
des couteaux, Muyombo wa Cialamina.

Quand la jeune fille entendit ces paroles, elle se mit à courir et vit son mari (Diesa Muyombo) courir lui aussi
devant lui. Elle pleurait et chantait de la même façon et son mari lui répondait aussi en chantant. Quand Diesa
Muyombo arriva sur un point il s’assit et l’attendit. Quand elle arriva près du pont, Diesa Muyombo plongea
deans l’eau. Cette jeune fille fit aussi la même chose. Maintenant, ils vivent sous eau tous deux. L’histoire que
vous venez d’écouter nous parle de beaucoup de choses. Ici-bas ne soyez pas curieux sur les affairres des autres.
Voyez le cas, cette mère qui malgré les conseils de sa fille, alla voir le mari de sa fille.
2
Il y avait un homme qui avait une fille nommée Mujinga. Un jour, l’homme partit pour un autre village. A son
arrivée il fut bien accueilli par les gens de ce village. Il y resta pendant plusieurs jour et remarqa que les jeunes de
ce village avaient l’habitude de se faire limer les dents. Rentré dans son village, il groupa toutes les jeunes filles et
leur dit:
“Mes enfants, là d’où je viens, j’ai vu des jeunes filles aller limer leurs dents. Et celles-ci devenaient plus
belles qu’avant.” Les jeunes filles lui demandèrent où se trouvait celui qui leur limerait les dents? El l’homme de
répondre:
“Suivez la grand-route!”
Elles le firent. Arrivées en cours de route, elles trouvèrent une bifurcation et prirent la droite suivant ce que
leur avait dit l’homme. Elles poursuivirent cette route. Puis pendant qu’elles marchaient l’une d’elles dit:
“Moi je suis trop occupée, j’ai trop de travail à faire, avancez, je vous suivrai après.”
Lorsqu’elles aperçurant de lein une bifurcation, elles proposèrent de faire des signes sur le sol afin de montrer
à leur amie la route à suivre pour les rejoindre. Arrivées à la bifurcation, au lieu de faire les signes en question,
elles oublièrent. Quand la fille termina ses travaux, elle se mit à leur poursuite. Arrivée à la bifurcation elle ne vit
aucun signe, elle prit la gauche au lieu de la droite. En cours de route, elle rencontra un garçon qui balayait leur
parcelle. Celui-ci lui demanda:
“Qu’estu venue faire ici?” Elle répondit, puis le garçon ajouta:
“Ne savais-tu pas que ma mère mange de la chair humaine? tu as de la chance.”
Quand la fille entendit ainsi, elle eut peur et demanda au garçon s’il n’avait pas vu d’autres filles passer par là.
Le garçon lui répondit qu’il ne les avait pas vues. Il la prit et alla la cacher dans sa chambre à coucher. Après cinq
minutes, sa mère arriva avec, quatre personnes tuées. Elle entra dans la parcelle et dit à son fils:
“Je sens l’odeur d’une personne ici.” Son fils répliqua:
“C’est bien mon odeur que tu sens, il n’y a personne d’autre ici.”
La mère prépara de la viande humaine. Comme son fils n’en mange pas, il demanda à sa mère de lui préparer
une poule pour son repas. La poule cuite, le garçon la prit et l’emporta dans sa chambre où elle se mit à manger
avec la fille. Chaque fois qu’ils cassaient un os, sa mère lui demandait:
“Pourquoi ce changement de façon de manger; d’habitude tu ne manges pas comme ça!” Son fils réplique:
“Non, il n’y a pas de changement; un os était caché dans la chair.”
Sa mère crut aussi. En mangeant la mère du garçon disait:
“Je mange le mari de ma mère.”
La fille vivait heureux chez le garçon. Là où ses camarades étaient parties, on leur scia les dents. Lorsqu’elles
rentrèrent chez elles au village, on leur demanda où était leur amie. Elles répondirent qu’elles ne savaient pas et
qu’elles ne l’avaient pas vue. Lorsque la mère de leur amie entendit cela, elle se mit à pleurer. Chez le garçon où
elle vivait. La jeune fille eut les dents mieux sciées que les autres. Elles brillaient comme les rayons solaires. Un
jour, le garçon lui dit:
“Avant que tu partes, je dois te donner trois calebasses que tu emporteras pendant ton voyage. Si ma mère te
suit, tu casseras les calebasses l’une après l’autre pour diminuer sa vitesse. Tu casseras d’abord la première qui
contient du maïs, puis la seconde qui contient des insectes nuisibles et enfin la troisième qui fera tomber la nuit.
Le jour de départ, la jeune fille prit les calebasses et partit. En cours de route, elle vit la mère de son mari qui la
suivait en criant:
“Attrapez-la, attrapez-la.”
Lorsqu’elle fut tout près de la fille, celle-ci cassa la calebasse contenant du maïs. La femme se mit à les
manger en disant:
“Cette jeune fille gaspille de bonnes choses!” Après avoir mangé, elle courut en criant:
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“La fille est déjà éloignée, attrapez-la.” Arrivée près d’elle, la fille cassa la calebasse contenant des insectes
nuisibles. Elle les mangea en disant:
“Cette fille gaspille de bonnes choses!”
La fille s’éloignait de plus en plus. Quand elle termina elle courut en criant:
“Attrapez-la, attrapez-la!”
Lorsqu’elle s’approcha de la fille, celle-ci cassa la calebasse qui contenait la nuit. Il fit nuit et la femme ne
parvint plus à la suivre; elle rentra chez elle. La femme n’eut plus le temps de la suivre et rentra. Là où la fille
partait, il était encore claire. Là où elle était, elle se rappela de ce que le garçon qui lui avait limé les dents, lui
avait dit:
“Ma femme, le jour où tu verras de la neige au ciel, dis-toi que je suis mort. A ce moment tu apporteras une
poule blanche et une étoffe blanche ainsi qu’un morceau de charbon. Lorsque tu arriveras près de mon cadavre, tu
déposeras tout cela sur mon corps et je me réveillerai.”
Quand la fille arriva à leur village, elle fut accueillie comme un ange venu du ciel. Ses parents se réjouirent de
sou retour. Ils lui demandèrent d’où elle venait et elle leur expliqua tout ce qui lui était arrivé. Beaucoup de gens
furent invités pour fêter son retour en famille. Beaucoup de nourritures furent préparées. Plusieurs jours passèrent.
Puis un matin, la fille vit de la neige. Elle conclut que son mari était mort. Alors, elle prit tout ce que son mari lui
avait recommandé et partit. En cours de route, elle chantait en pleurant:
“Mes dents appartiennent à Muleya Ngasa, Muleya le mari de Domba et de Kamvanya; comme tu es mort, je
dois me pendre.”
Elle avança toujours et arriva dans un village, où elle demanda aux gens s’ils n’avaient pas vu passer un
camion transportant le corps de son mari. Ceux-ci lui répondirent qu’ils l’avaient vu. Ayant entendu ainsi, elle
courut en pleurant:
“Mes dents appartiennent à Muleya-Ngasa, Muleya le mari de Kamvanya; comme tu es mort, moi, je dois me
pendre.”
Elle arriva au ciméétière et y trouva beaucoup de personnes. Pendant que le cadavre n’était pas encore enterré,
elle déposa les objets qu’elles avait sur le corps du cadavre et d’un coup Muleya-Ngasa se réveilla, a l’étonnement
de tout le monde. Ils rentrèrent au village et le garçon épousa la jeune fille.
3
Il y avait un homme qui n’avait qu’un seul fils. Un jour, il appela son fils et lui dit:
“Voilà je suis pres de mourir, je demande à Dieu de te garder et de te donner l’idée de te mariéer!”
Quand il termina à parler, il mourut. Le garçon se mit à pleurer son père. Il partit l’enterrer avec les gens du
village. Après quelques jours, il fabriqua des corbeilles. Un jour lorsqu’il préparait des haricots, il vit que la
marmite était remplie des cheveux et il les jeta. Un autre jour qu’il se promenait, il recontra une très belle fille qui
lui demanda de devenir son mari. Le garçon ne refusa pas ils partirent chez les parents de la fille, et ceux-ci
donnèrent leur accord. Le garçon se maria avec la jeune fille. Après avoir versé la dot, il prit sa femme et partit
avec elle chez lui. Arrivé chez lui, il défendit à sa femme de préparer des haricots. Elle aussi accepta. Après
plusieurs années la femme oublia cette défense et prépara des haricots. Quand son mari voulut manger, il trouva
des cheveux dans la marmite et il demanda à sa femme pourquoi elle avait préparé les haricots. La femme lui
répondit qu’elle avait oublié la défense. Un jour le garçon se coiffa en divisant sa chevelure en trois parties.
Rentré à la maison, sa femme lui demanda pourquoi sa chevelure était divisée en trois parties. Le garçon lui
répondit qu’il l’avait fait expressément; la femme cherchait toujours savoir pourquoi il l’avait fait. Il lui dit:
“Si je te le dis ne le raconte à aucun autre homme du village.”
La femme jura de ne le raconter à personne. Puis le garçon lui révéla:
“La première partie de ma coiffure dit ceci. ‘L’enfant de ton ami n’est pas le tien’; la deuxième dit, ‘Le
sommeil ne connaît pas la mort’; et la troisième, ‘Si tu as un secret ne le raconte pas aux femmes, car elles le
raconteront aux gens malins.’”
La femme fut contente de savoir les noms des parties de la coiffure de son mari. Ils vivaient toujours en bonne
entente. Dans un autre village, il y avait un roi qui était aussi un magicien. Un jour il parcourut tous les villages en
disant:
“Si quelau’un connaît un proverbe ou un rêve et qu’il ne trouve peresonne pour le lui expliquer, qu’il vienne
chez moi, je le lui expliquerai. Si l’explication est juste, il sera tué mais si je ne suis pas à mesure de le lui
expliquer, il aura en récompense une partie de mon royaume pour gouverener.”
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Beaucoup de gens partaient chez lui. Quand le garçon apprit cette nouvelle, il partit trouver le roi. Celui-ci lui
donna à manger et luui prépara une place pour dormir. Le lendemain matin, le chef l’appela et lui demanda le but
de son voyage. Le garçon lui répondit:
“Je suis venu pour que tu puisses m’expliquer cette devinette.” Le chef lui demanda:
“Laquelle?” Le garçon lui répondit:
“Je veux que tu me donnes le nom de chaque partie de ma coiffure.”
Le chef réfléchit mais ne trouve pas les noms de chaque partie de la coiffure. Ensuite il dit au garçon de rentrer
pour rentrer, le vendredi; on était le lundi. Le garçon regagna sa demeure. A l’inssu du garçon, le chef appela la
femme de celui-ci et lui dit:
“Je te donnerai beaucoup d’argent si tu me dis les noms de chaque partie de coiffure de ton mari.”
Vous savez que les femmes sont faibles. Elle lui donna les noms de chaque partie et comme promis, le chef lui
donna beaucoup d’argent et rentra chez lui. Le jour du rendes-vous, le garçon partit chez le chef du village qui lui
dit:
“J’ai rêvé des noms de chaque partie de ta coiffure. Va dormir, comme il fait déjà nuit. Je m’en vais appeler
tous les gens du village pour te donner les noms de chaque partie de ta coiffure devant tout le monde, puis je te
tuerai.”
Mais quand le garçon entendit cela il rentra chez lui. Le matin, il se présenta et trouva beaucoup de personnes
devant la case du chef. Le chef prit parole et dit:
“La première partie de ta coiffure dit: ‘L’enfant de ton frère cadet n’est pas le tien’; la deuxieme, ‘Le sommeil
ne connaît pas la mort!’; la troisieme dit, ‘Si tu as un secret se le dis pas aux femmes, car elles le raconterent aux
gens maline.’”
Il termina et lui demanda si cela n’était pas juste. Le garçon répondit que c’était ainsi. Le chef lui donna
quelques minutes de repos pour préparer l’endroit où on devrait le tuer. On l’enferma dans une maison et il
dormit. Quand l’endroit était préparaé le chef envoya quelques peresonnes pour aller le prerndre. Ils frappèrent à
la porte mais il n’acceptait pas et la porte était formée, ils cassèrent la porte, le trouvèrent et le réveillèrent. Quand
on voulut le tuer, il appela le chef et lui dit:
“J’ai un mot à dire.” Le chef lui accorrd la parole, et il dit:
“Mes chers frères et sœurs, je vais vous expliquer les noms de chaque partie de ma coiffure. La première dit,
‘L’enfant de ton ami n’est pas le tien, voilà, on veut me tuer maintenant en présence de tout le monde.’ Si mon
enfant était ici, n’allait-il pas pleurer?”
Les autres répondirent qu’il l’aurait fait. Voilà pourquoi je dis que l’enfant de ton ami n’est pas le tien. Puis il
poursuivit:
“La deuxieme partis dit, ‘Tulu ne connaît pas la mort.’”
Le chef veut me tuer mais il m’a donné quelques minutes pour me reposer; alors au lieu de penser à la mort je
dormais, voilà pourquoi je dis Tulu ne connaît pas la mort.
La troisième partie dit: “Ne racorte pas tous les secrets aux femmes car elles raconteront cela aux gens
malins,” en effet voilà mes frères c’est ma femme qui a dit au chef, les noms de ma coiffure.”
Quand les gens enterdirent cela, ils demandèrent au chef de lui donner une partie de terre pour qu’il soit chef.
Maintenant que nous parlons le garçon gouverne une grande partie de la terre du chef. Mes chers frères et sœurs,
toute vérité n’est pas bonne à dire comme nous dit le proverbe, il ne faut pas confier tous ves secrets à un autre car
un jour vous serez trahi.
4
Il y avait dans un village un homme et une femme qui n’avaient pas d’enfants. Un jour l’homme appela sa
femme et lui dit:
“Ma femme allons habiter dans la forêt, là je tendrai des pièges car nous sommes menacés par la famine ici
dans ce village.” Sa femme lui demanda:
“Mon mari comment viendrons-nous vendre nos rats?” L’homme lui répondit:
“Nous habiteronts près du village.”
S’étant ainsi entendus, ils emballèrent leurs bagages et partirent à l’endroit proposé par son mari. Lorsqu’ils y
arrivèrent l’homme construisit une grande case. Chaque jour il tendait des pièges dans la forêt. Le premier jour, il
tendit quatre-vingt pièges. Le deuxième jour, il ajouta quatre-vingt. Quand il partit les contrôler, il vit beaucoup de
femmes qui lui disaient:
“Notre mari donne-nous des rats.”
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Il leur donna tous les rats et rentra mains vides au village. Quand sa femme lui demanda où se trouvaient les
rats, il répondit:
“Je les ai donnés à des femmes qui se trouvaient aux champs.”
Elle se mit en colère. Chaque jour l’homme donnait tous ses rats aux femmes. Un jour lorsqu’il partit les
contrôler il attrapa beaucoup de rats. A son retour il recontra un ogre qui lui ordonna de déposer tous ses rats par
terre. Pris de peur il le fit. L’ogre sortit de ses poches des têtes des personnes et lui demanda de les remplir avec
des rats. L’homme avait peur et commença à mettre des rats dans ces têtes. Soudain sortit un autre homme. Celuici les salua, “Bonjour!” et demanda à l’homme de lui doner des rats. Celui-ci lui demanda de chercher un
récipient pour qu’ils y mette. L’inconnu déposa son sac par terre et fit sortir vingt têtes dos ogres. Voyant cela,
l’ogre s’enfuit. A ce moment l’inconnu ordonna au tendeurs de pièges de prendre ses rats et de regagner la
maison. Mais avant de partir, il lui donna un liquide rouge et lui dit de le frotter au frout, pour qu’en voyant cela,
les femmes le croient blessé et ne lui demandent plus des rats. Il frotta ce liquide rouge au front et quand il arriva
là où se trouvaient les femmes qui lui demandaient des rats, celles-ci commencèrent à fuir. Il passa et arrivé à la
maison il donna les rats à sa femme et lui raconta ce qui lui était arrivé à la forêt. Chaque jour il frottait ce liquide
rouge au beaucoup de sacs de rats. Un jour sa femme lui dit:
“Mon mari maintenant tu peux aller vendre nos rats au marché pour avoir de l’argent.”
Le dimanche l’homme transporta deux sacs de rats et partit au march. Quand il fut près du marché, il entendit
beaucoup de bruits et crut qu’on se battait au marché. Il se cacha et quand il n’y avait plus personne au march, il
crut que la bagarre avait pris fin, et partit au marché, où il n’y trouva que des chiens qui mangeaient des os. Il
déposa les rats par terre et quand les chiens les virent, ils s’y précipitèrent et les mangèrent tous. Il reclama de
l’argent à chaque chien, mais ils ne lui répondirent pas. Il ramassa ses deux sacs et rentra chez lui. Quand il arriva
à la maison, sa femme demanda de l’argent et il lui répondit:
“Je les ai donnés en dette.”
La femme se tranquillisa. Le deuxième dimanche l’homme partit encore avec deux sacs au marché. Près du
marché il entendit des bruits au march et, croyant qu’on se battait au march, il se cacha. Deux heures après le
calme revint au marché. Croyant que la bataille était terminée. Il partit et ne trouva que seulement des chiens. Au
lieu de rentrer chez lui il dépose les rats par terre. Les chiens se précipitèrent et les mangèrent. Il dit qux chiens:
“Donnez-moi d’abord l’argent de rats que vous aves empruntés, après vous auirez d’autres.”
Mais les chiens ne répondirent pas. Il ramassa ses sacs et rentra chez lui. En y arrivant, sa femme lui demanda
de l’argent. Il lui répondit qu’il les avait encore donnée en dette et demanda à sa femme de l’accompagner à la
fois prochaine. Quand il fut dimanche l’homme partit encore avec deux sacs de rats accompagné de sa femme qui
portait deux autres. Arrivs près du marché ils entendirent des bruits et son mari lui dit:
“Cachons-nous car il y a des gens qui se battent au march.” Sa femme lui répondit:
“Ce n’est pas une bagarre mais c’est toujours ainsi dans tous les marchés.”
Son mari insista qu’il y avait une bagarre au marché et la femme finit par y croire. Ils se cachèrent dans les
herbes. Et deux heures après, comme il n’y avait plus de bruits, ils partirent au marché mais n’y trouvèrent
personne. La femme insulta son mari:
“Tu es le plus sot de tous les hommes.”
Son mari déposa ses rats par terre et les chiens les mangèrent. Il leur demanda de l’argent mais ils ne
répondirent pas. Enfin la femme conclut que son mari était devenu fou. Elle vendit ses rats aux hommes et ceux-ci
lui donnèrent beaucoup d’argent. Depuis ce jour-là la femme refusa de rester avec son mari.
158b.84 Excerpt from La Dette Coloniale: Roman\fn{by Maguy Rashidi Kabamba (1960- )} South-Kivu Province?,
Congo/Kinshasa (F) 8
J’entendis frapper à la porte de ma chambre. J’ouvris soudainement les yeux et constatai, que, sous les rideaux
de tissus à rayures noires et jaunes pâles, une belle journée s’annonçait. De forts rayons de soleil pénétraient dans
ma chambre.
Rien qu’à entendre les coups, je savais que c’était ma mère. Ancienne institutrice, ma mère était une femme
énergique, très robste et travailleuse qui, malheureusement, ne connaissait pas son âge exact. Mais en cette
journée du 12 juillet 1986, je lui donnais 45 ans. Dotée d’une patience divine, elle avait un tempérament vif et
joyeux. Sévère à sa maniere, elle prodiguait toujours un conseil judicieux ou un mot réconfortant au moment
opportun. A la voir, on n’aurait pas dit qu’elle avait donné naissance à dix enfants et que c’était grâce à la pression
exercée par sa famille qu’elle s’était ravisée à attraper une onzième grossesse.
Active, elle se levait toujours entre cinq et six heures du matin. Elle apprêtait le petit déjeuner qui, en général,
consistait en bouillies, soit de riz, soit de maïs avec du sucre et du lait. Le petit déjeuner «continental» s’avérait
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être un grand luxe dans ma famille, je dirais même dans mon entourage. Nous y avions droit de temps en temps
entre le trente et le trois de chaque mois car c’était la période de paie de mon père.
Subvenir aux besoins d’une famille de dix enfants était une tâche très difficile pour mon père, simple
fonctionnaire de l’Etat. Cependant, malgré les embûches auxquelles il se heurtait, il y parvenait tant bien que mal
avec l’aide de ma mère qui vendait de la bière (Simba et Tembo) ainsi que des boissons sucrées. Ma mère, dont la
légendaire debrouillardise était devenue vertu, respectait tous les alinéas de «l’Article 15», formule adopte par les
Zaïrois qui voulait dire «débrouillez-vous» et qui était même connue des nouveau-nés.
Perdu dans mes pensées, j’oubliai d’ouvrir la porte et les coups redoublèrent. Je sautai de mon lit et me
précipitai à la porte. Ma mère était là, debout, bien habillée et prête à sortir.
—Mama, où vas-tu? M’écriai-je, surpris.
—Salue-moi d’abord avant de me rappeler si tôt le matin que tu es aussi curieux qu’un chat, répondit ma mère
souriante
Cependant, d’après l’expression de son visage, je compris que quelque chose de grave et de très sérieux venait
de se produire. S’agissait-il d’une de ses disputes avec mon père?
EIles étaient devenues assez fréquentes ces derniers jours et je me demandais sincèrement si mon père
«n’entretenait» pas une quelconque prostituée à la zone Kamalondo, étant donné qu’il avait été promu au grade de
percepteur-comptable, il y avait de cela trois mois. Enfin, une chose était sûre, je ne tarderais pas à le savoir. Ma
mère entra, ferma la porte et s’assit sur mon lit.
— … Mutombo, dit ma mère, s’adresser à un sourd est plus agréable que parler à quelqu’un qui n’écoute pas!
—Toutes mes excuses, Mama! répondis-je.
—J’irai droit au but parce que toi et moi ne disposons pas de beaucoup de temps et je tiens absolument à faire
ce voyage aujourd’hui.
—De quel voyage parles-tu? Que se passe-t-il? demandai-je, très préoccupé cette fois-ci.
—Mutombo, la nuit dernière, j’ai fait un rêve bizarre et inquiétant, poursuivit ma mère, ignorant ma question.
Soudainement, elle se tut. EIle paraissait très inquiète. Je devenais de plus en plus intrigué, mais je décidai de
garder le silence.
—Tu étais très bien habillé, dit-eIle; enfin, tu portais un costume noir, une chemise blanche, une cravate
multicolore dominée de couleur verte …
Bizarre, me dis-je, au Zaïre, le port de cravates avait été interdit depuis très longtemps …
—Tes sœurs, Ngalula et Monique t’accompagnaient, continua ma mère. Je me rendis aux toilettes et là, je
rencontrai une dame qui me sourit quand nos regards se croisèrent. Elle me dit: «Il est temps que ton fils fasse le
long voyage qui l’attend. Laisse-le partir». Elle disparut avant même que je n’aie l’occasion de lui poser une seule
question. Je me précipitai pour vous rejoindre, mais seules tes sœurs étaient là, car toi, tu avais disparu. Je poussai
un cri strident. Lorsque je repris mes esprits, ton père me demandait la raison de cette agitation. Evidemment, il ne
reçut aucune réponse.
Nouveau silence. On aurait entendu une mouche voler. Et comme par hasard ce jour-là, il n’y en avait aucune.
Etrange! Surtout en une journée aussi ensoleillée! … D’habitude les mouches volaient, bourdonnaient dans les
quatre coins de ma chambre, produisant une musique dont seul Mozart se régalerait, mais très désagréable à mes
oreilles, surtout quand mon estomac est vide. Leur absence s’expliquait aussi par le fait que la cuisine de ma mère
était encore «froide» et que mes sœurs venaient de balayer la parcelle …
—Ma croyance personnelle et l’expérience m’enseignent que rêver d’un long voyage présage la mort, continua
ma mère. Elle me fixait d’un regard aigu.
—Tu es mon fils aîné et je me battrai pour ta survie. Je veux que tu viennes avec moi à Kipushi afin que nous
puissions être éclairés sur ce rêve mystérieux.
Je me décidai à parler.
—Mama, je sais qu’à Kipushi, nous irons voir la féticheur de renom que tu consultes chaque fois que tu es
confrontée à un problème. Je vais être franc avec toi, Mama, je n’ai jamais approuvé cette démarche parce que
notre famille …
— … est catholique, interrompit ma mère. Je sais où tu veux en venir. Mon fils, aussi bien que toi je crois en
Dieu, mais vu les enseignements des prêtres et leur comportement dans notre société, je ne suis plus sûre de rien.
Ils nous interdisent de vénérer nos ancêtres qui, d’après moi, nous protègent, veillent sur nous jour et nuit.
Cependant, ces mêmes prêtres invoquent des saints. Ces saints-là ne sont-ils pas des humains qui sont nés et qui
ont vécu ici sur terre comme nos ancêtres et nous? A la seule différence qu’ils ont mené une vie exemplaire, enfin,
c’est ce que les prêtres prétendent. Et puis, j’ai toujours voulu savoir, ces saints, sont-ils blancs ou noirs?
Elle sourit et continua:
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—Vous les jeunes d’aujourd’hui, vous négligez beaucoup nos coutumes et nos traditions. Vous oubliez qu’elles
nous valorisent, nous élèvent spirituellement. Il est vrai que la religion enseigne une bonne morale, mais essayons
d’être logiques. Quelle est cette société qui exhorte les gens à tuer, à faire du mal?
Ma mère étant une femme très sage, j’avais appris avec le temps à ne pas négliger ni ignorer ses conseils.
Occupée par diverses tâches ménagères et l’éducation de dix enfants, je me demandais toujours où elle trouvait
encore le temps de méditer sur des questions aussi ambiguës que la religion et la tradition, et d’établir un
parallélisme entre elles. Des sujets auxquels, moi, qui étais un intellectuel, consacrais rarement une portion de
mes pensées. Les propos de ma mère m’intriguaient énormément et je voulus qu’elle m’en dise davantage. Alors,
je répliquai:
—Mama, en pliant Dieu et en vénérant les ancêtres, on n’est nulle part. Il est impératif de faire le choix: ou
c’est Dieu ou ce sont les ancêtres. Dieu est une puissance omniprésente, omnisciente, sempiternelle et c’est Lui
qui a créé les ancêtres. Ces derniers sont morts et, en les enterrant et en plantant une croix sur leurs tombes, les
vivants devraient les oublier et se les remémorer seulement le premier novembre.
Je me tus, essoufflé et furieux contre moi-même, car j’avais la ferme conviction que jamais je ne convaincrais
ma mère. J’en eus la preuve immédiatement.
—Mutombo, les morts ne sont jamais morts. Ils deviennent tout simplement invisibles, mais pas du tout
absents. Je ne te demande pas du tout de prier les ancêtres comme tu pries Dieu. Je partage ton point de vue sur
Dieu et le respecte. Les ancêtres sont à vénérer, car je les vois et je sens leur présence partout. Ils communiquent
souvent avec nous par rêve et c’est la raison pour laquelle je te prie de te préparer rapidement pour qu’un de leurs
porte-paroles éclaircisse le message qu’ils m’ont envoyé cette nuit. En effet, les féticheurs le sont. Je ne parle pas
des charlatans qui ne respectent pas les instructions ancestrales et qui trompent les gens pour s’enrichir. La plupart
ont signé un pacte avec le diable et exécutent des œuvres machiavéliques sur des êtres humains à la demande
d’autres êtres humains et détruisent, par conséquent, l’image de vrais ambassadeurs de nos ancêtres.
Homo homini lupus, me dis-je intérieurement.
—Une chose que tu dois retenir, poursuivit ma mère, est que les vrais féticheurs héritent du pouvoir de leurs
ancêtres et ont pour mission d’aider les gens et non de les détruire. Bref, conclutelle en se levant, tu as trente
minutes pour te préparer.
Sur ce, elle sortit, me laissant perplexe.
Je fis promptement mon lit et me précipitai à la salle de bains.
Mon visage devait être bien grave, car après ma douche, je croisai mon frère cadet dans le couloir; il me
regarda et s’enfuit. Je n’avais pas le temps de lui parler ce matin-là comme j’en avais l’habitude. Quand je sortis
de ma chambre tout habillé, ma mère confiait de l’argent à Monique, une de mes sœurs, pour qu’elle aille faire
des emplettes au grand marché.
—N’oublie pas d’acheter leg aubergines pour mettre dans le sombe.\fn{ Feuilles de manioc} Achète aussi des
vumilia bukweli.
—Moi, je n’aime pas ces petits poissons-là, commenta une de mes sœurs.
Ce sont de petits tilapias, pleins d’os qui demandent beaucoup de patience et d’attention au moment de leur
consommation. Les Lushois\fn{Habitants de Lubumbashi} les ont surnommés vumilia bukweli.\fn{Sois tolérant dans ton
mariage}
Ma mère, ignorant sa remarque, dit:
—Sur ton chemin de retour, arrête-toi chez Mwa\fn{Mwa signifie «la maman de …» Nzemba et avise-la que je
ferai un saut chez elle ce soir.
—Mama, interrompit Ngalula (ma cinquième sœur, âgée de douze ans), je veux aller jouer chez Nicki.
—Monique, veille à ce que tes frères et sœurs ne sortent pas de la parcelle. Vous êtes assez nombreux, dit
Mama, pour jouer entre vous et je n’ai jamais compris comment et pourquoi vous vous ennuyez ensemble.
Mutombo, partons avant que ton père ne vienne faire une de ses scènes habituelles.
—Mama, où vas-tu? demanda mon frère cadet.
—A Kipushi, répondit ma mère en lui caressant les cheveux. Sois sage.
Ma mere se dirigea vers la porte de sortie. Je la suivis sans dire un mot tout en maudissant cet événement, car
ce jour-là, mon copain Charles était censé me présenter à une fille que j’avais toujours désirée et qui s’était
toujours montrée très réservée à mon égard. Toutefois, elle avait consenti à me voir après que mon copain lui ait
glissé un mot sur moi.
Ma mère marchait très vite. Elle était très bien habillée. Elle portait un pagne nommé «soleil», un pagne à fond
vert foncé avec de petits dessins rouges et noirs représentant le soleil. Je louais l’imagination des femmes
zaïroises, car tous les pagnes qui se vendaient sur le marché portaient un nom. Leur prix dépendait évidemment de
leur popularité. Un de mes copains détestait le port des pagnes par les femmes. Il disait toujours que «ça faisait
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sauvage». Il n’était pas le seul à le penser. Le port des habits nationaux avait été renforcé par le président de la
République qui préconisait le recours à l’authenticité. «Bagatelle», s’écriait toujours mon copain quand il
entendait parler de l’authenticité. Il disait toujours que cette idée était aussi conne que celui qui l’avait implantée.
Peut-être qu’il avait raison, mais moi, je pensais que le port des costumes nationaux nous donnait une identité
toute particulière vis-à-vis du monde. Néanmoins, une des choses que je ne comprenais pas était celle-ci:
pourquoi les pagnes qui connaissaient le plus de succès étaient-ils fabriqués en Hollande? Mentalité de colonisé,
aurait dit Citoyen Tshabala, un de mes profs …
Ma mère arguait que les produits locaux ne valaient pas grand-chose … D’un côté, ma mère ne cessait de
critiquer l’homme blanc mais de l’autre, elle adorait tout ce qui était fabriqué par lui …
Perdu encore une fois dans mes pensées, je sursautai en entendant la voix de Mama. Tiens! On était déjà à
l’arrêt d’autobus situé à l’intersection des avenues Mobutu et Kapenda. C’était le plus proche de notre maison,
située en face de la cathédrale de la grande agglomération urbaine qu’était Lubumbashi, la capitale du cuivre.
Après vingt minutes d’attente, le minibus arriva. Il était en bon état, assez neuf et pouvant transporter trente à
quarante personnes y compris le chauffeur et le «receveur», le collecteur d’argent.
Le chauffeur fit démarrer le véhicule et alluma la radio. On y jouait une chanson de Pépé Kalé, le musicien que
j’avais sumommé «l’éléphant» à cause de son physique gargantuesque. Il possédait toutefois un talent
exceptionnel en musique. Par contre, beaucoup de gens préféraient Franco parce qu’il avait une grande gueule et
que ses chansons étaient très didactiques. Rochereau, ou Tabu Ley, m’énervait. J’appréciais ses chansons
auparavant, mais il n’était plus tellement fameux; n’eut été Mbilia Bel, sa coéquipière et son «deuxième bureau»,
on n’entendrait plus parler de lui …
La musique du minibus était si forte qu’il était quasi impossible d’écouter le silence. Il était visible que les
voyageurs communiquaient difficilement entre eux. Le minibus filait à toute vitesse. Les pneus crissaient à
chaque bifurcation. Tout à coup, le chauffeur arrêta la musique et annonça brièvement qu’aucun arrêt n’était prévu
durant le voyage. Il ignora les protestations des passagers, dont naturellement celles de ma mère, qui avait
l’intention d’acheter des légumes frais et à bon marché qu’on vendait au bord de la route. Intriéurement, je me dis
qu’il était inutile de se plaindre devant ce chauffeur qui, sitôt après l’annonce, remit la musique en marche et
engagea la conversation avec les deux passagers assis à ses côtés.
*
Kipushi, Kipushi, Kipushi. Je n’y connaissais pratiquement personne à part cet étudiant dont le nom
m’échappe et qui, pendant les vacances, faisait la navette entre Kipushi et Lubumbashi pour écouler ses
marchandises. Je ne me rappelle plus très bien ce qu’il vendait, mais c’était un commerce assez rentable qui
l’avait rendu riche et l’avait fait déménager de ce trou comme il l’appelait lui-même. Un trou? Peut-être bien …
Pourtant, c’était une des villes minières située dans la région du Shaba où se trouvaient bon nombre des
gisements zaïrois exploités par la Gécamines, véritable état dans l’Etat, fer de lance de l’économie zaïroise. Elle
occupait une place privilégiée au Zaïre, pays considéré comme un vrai scandale géologique. Doté des ressources
minières considérables et d’un sol on ne peut plus fertile, le Zaïre constituerait une puissance économique
incontestable et imbattable si tous ses avoirs étaient honnêtement et intelligemment exploités et gérés. La pauvreté
y serait étrangère et tout le monde jouirait d’une aisance matérielle adéquate …
Bref, étant donné que ces gisements miniers étaient éparpillés un peu partout dans la région du Shaba, la
Gécamines avait créé des unités industrielles considérables et avait développé un service immobilier assez
important afin de faciliter les conditions de vie de ses employés. Kipushi était l’une de ces unités.
Située à trente kilomètres de Lubumbashi, Kipushi avait deux grands quartiers. Celui des agents de cadre de la
Gécamines et des autorités gouvernementales ainsi que celui des ouvriers. C’était une petite ville où tout le monde
connaissait tout le monde et où il était impossible de péter de travers sans que le voisin le sache. «De toute façon,
n’ayant qu’une seule avenue principale, à quoi peut-on s’attendre?» commentait mon ami.
A l’entrée de Kipushi, le minibus s’arrêta, d’abord devant l’hôpital, puis à la station principale devant la
maison communale en face de laquelle se trouvent des magasins. A l’arrivée, mes oreilles bourdonnaient à cause
de la musique que le chauffeur avait jouée durant le voyage. Cependant, je n’eus pas le temps de penser à la
douleur que je ressentais suite au vacarme que j’avais enduré. Je devais suivre ma mère qui marchait très vite, se
dirigeant vers la maison de la féticheur.
Elle habitait dans le quartier chic parce que son mari était un agent de cadre de la Gécamines. La maison était
située non loin de la station d’autobus, à quinze minutes de marche.
Apparemment la féticheur que ma mère appelait Mwa Tshimanga avait cinq enfants, un petit nombre comparé
à la norme des families zaïroises. Quatre d’entre eux étaient mariés et le dernier, âgé de quinze ans, fréquentait
une école de la place.
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Une des chambres de la maison avait été transformée en cabinet de consultation. Les «patients» attendaient
dans le vestibule qui avait été converti en salle d’attente.
Ma mère poussa un «ouf» de soulagement en s’asseyant sur l’un des bancs et se mit à m’expliquer
qu’aujourd’hui, il y avait très peu de monde. Seule, une femme attendait. Elle semblait porter un lourd fardeau.
Elle jetait constamment un regard anxieux sur la porte du cabinet de consultation et elle semblait impatiente.
Finalement, elle se tourna vers ma mère et lui dit:
—Excusez-moi de vous déranger, mais le problème qui me ronge le cœur risque de le faire éclater si je ne me
libère pas.
Ma mère, surprise, fixa la dame du regard sans rien dire. Celle-ci continua:
—Je suis en train de perdre l’homme qui m’a épousée il y a de cela sept ans. Je lui ai donné quatre fils, dont il
est très fier. Beaux et très bien portants, ils constituaient la joie et le bonheur de notre foyer. Maintenant, tout a
changé. Mon mari s’est entiché d’une fille à la zone Katuba. Samedi prochain, il ira donner la dot dans la famille
de cette pute afin qu’elle devienne officiellement son «deuxième bureau». Je suis venue voir Mwa Tshimanga
pour qu’elle empêche ce mariage. Elle se tut, avala sa salive, reprit son souffle et continua:
—Rares sont les fois où mon mari passe la nuit à la maison. Mes enfants se plaignent continuellement, car leur
père leur manque énormément. Ils le voient très rarement; ils ne mangent plus à leur faim. La pension alimentaire
est actuellement divisée en deux et moi, étant sans emploi, je ne peux pas subvenir aux besoins de mes enfants.
Elle se tut, essoufflée. Ma mère et moi avions les yeux braqués sur elle. On voyait bien qu’elle était aussi
bavarde qu’une pie. Après s’être «libérée», l’expression troublée que laissait paraître son visage quelques minutes
auparavant, se transforma en quelque chose d’un peu plus placide.
«Deuxième bureau». Quelle histoire! Actuellement, la plupart des hommes zaïrois menant une vie assez aisée
cherchent absolument à «épouser» une seconde femme communément appelée «deuxième bureau». «Premier
bureau» étant le surnom attribué à la première épouse. En réalité, pendant la journée, les hommes se rendent au
travail (premier bureau) et de là, généralement, ils se réfugient chez la seconde femme ou la troisième ou la
quatrième, dépendant du nombre de femmes qu’ils possèdent. La première femme a beau être appelée première,
elle est la demière à être servie. Pour ces hommes, demeurer avec une seule femme ou être fidèle à sa première
épouse, est synonyme de «ruine», comme si ces «ruinés» d’aujourd’hui possédaient des fortunes colossales hier.
— … Monique, dit la féticheur qui vint soudainement briser le silence qui s’était etabli entre nous (c’était
sûrement elle; elle ressemblait à la «Grande Royale»),\fn{ La tante de Samba Diallo dans L’Aventure ambiguë} ne te
décourage pas. Mes esprits demeurent et demeureront à votre service. Ne sois pas si abattue. Personne n’a le
pouvoir de désunir ce qu’ont uni Dieu et les ancêtres. Viens.
—Tu sais, Mutombo, dit ma mère dès que la féticheur et la dénommée Monique eurent disparu, je suis prête à
dépenser des sous chez un féticheur pour un problème touchant de loin ou de près mes enfants, mais jamais je ne
le ferais pour un problème d’amour. Les hommes ne changeront jamais! Ils aiment tout palper, tout tâter, même
après le mariage. Ils se lassent aussi très facilement. Néanmoins, ceux qui chassent leurs premières épouses se
comptent sur les doigts …
—Mama, interrompis-je, tu fais partie de la génération des femmes soumises, des femmes au foyer. Celles-ci
supportaient toutes les bêtises de leurs maris, car de votre temps, quitter son mari était une honte et un malheur.
Actuellement, les femmes deviennent de plus en plus indépendantes, certaines gagnent leurs vies à la sueur de
leurs propres fronts; elles sont, par conséquent, difficiles à satisfaire et très intolérantes. Le divorce fait
maintenant partie du vocabulaire quotidien …
—Tu sais, enchaîna ma mère avec une certaine nostalgie dans le ton, la colonisation a introduit une notion de
morale toute particulière dans notre société. Un homme peut-il épouser une ou plusieurs femmes? Auparavant,
c’était admissible et il n’y avait aucun grincement de dents. En fait, c’étaient les femmes ellesmêmes qui
choisissaient les épouses pour leur mari, surtout si la première femme était stérile. Cela faisait partie de nos
coutumes. Après, l’homme blanc est arrivé et nous a prêché la monogamie. Dans l’ancien testament, les hommes
de Dieu épousaient plusieurs femmes …
—Oui mais, comment peux-tu comparer ces temps-là à aujourd’hui? Cela s’est passé il y a des millénaires.
—Mon fils, pour façonner le présent et améliorer le furor, il est sage de jeter un regard en arrière. Mme Lenoir
m’expliquait que dans son pays, la Belgique, les hommes «entretiennent» des maîtresses. Elle s’était confiée à
moi quand elle avait découvert que son mari sortait avec la bonne de ses enfants. Le faire en cachette, comme
c’est le cas de ton père, est pire qu’épouser une seconde femme officiellement.
—Epouser? Mama, tu oublies que ce n’est pas légal!
—Qui a établi la loi? D’où vient la loi pratiquée au Zaïre actuellement? Ne me dis pas que c’est l’héritage des
ancêtres. Je sais que les conditions de vie ont remarquablement changé et qu’elles deviennent plus dures. Dans
l’état actuel des choses, je ne te conseiIlerais pas d’epouser ou d’«entretenir» une seconde femme. Il faut tout
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simplement te méfier de ce que l’homme blanc nous impose. La famille constitue une valeur en soi, une richesse
et elle est la source du bonheur de la société. En négligeant l’unité de la famille …
— … on massacre la societe, enchaîna la «Grande Royale» qui s’était approchée sans qu’on l’ait remarquée.
Etes-vous prêts?
Ma mère se leva promptement et me fit signe de la suivre. Tout le monde connaît le cabinet d’un médecin,
mais celui d’un féticheur, c’est une toute autre histoire!
J’avais la trouille, mais ma mère marchait avec beaucoup d’assurance. La «Grande Royale» était silencieuse.
Forte et grande de taille, elle avait une démarche imposante et possédait une assurance surprenante.
Le cabinet en question était auparavant une chambre à coucher, m’avait confié ma mère. Il y faisait sombre. Il
y avait un banc et une natte. La féticheur s’assit sur la natte et nous pria de nous installer sur le banc.
Une petite lampe rouge, allumée dans un des coins du cabinet, était la seule source de lumière. Un rideau très
épais protégeait les fenêtres. J’avais entendu dire que les esprits préféraient agir dans l’obscurité … Trois œuvres
d’art ornaient les murs. Autour de la natte, il y avait beaucoup de petites boîtes en cartons contenant des choses
indescriptibles.
Mwa Tshimanga se saupoudra le visage de kaolin et se concentra pendant quelques minutes. Elle leva la tête et
se mit à parler d’une voix differente de celle que j’avais entendue quand nous étions dehors. Elle s’adressa
directement à moi:
—N’aie pas peur, Mutombo … (Qui lui avait dit mon nom?) Le cannibalisme n’est pas propre à cette chambre.
Rires …
—Es-tu prêt à faire le long voyage qui t’attend? Ta mère croit que tu vas mourir. Pas du tout! Tu passeras
beaucoup d’heures dans l’avion—six à dix heuresa—avant d’arriver à destination …
—Un moment, s’il-vous-plaît, interrompit ma mère d’une voix tremblante, voulez-vous dire que le long
voyage dont j’ai rêvé ne présage pas la mort?
—Exactement! répondit la «Grande Royale».
Elle se concentra pendant quelques moments, comme quelqu’un qui écoutait, ou invoquait les ancêtres, que
sais-je? J’étais déjà assez désemparé comme ça!
—Je vois des hommes blancs, continua-t-elle; je vois beaucoup de lumière, … des immeubles.
—Peux-tu dire comment il va vivre là-bas? demanda ma mère.
Nouveau silence.
—Je ne vois que l’obscurité en ce qui concerne sa vie là-bas. Rien de précis, rien de clair. Ce qui est sûr, c’est
son voyage au pays des bazungu.\fn{Blancs, en swahili} Autre chose? demanda-t-elle ma mère.
La pauvre! Elle s’efforçait de dissimuler la tension et l’émotion qui montaient en elle. Des points
d’interrogation s’étaient sûrement formés dans sa tête comme dans la mienne, d’ailleurs.
Qu’allais-je faire en Europe? Dans quel pays devais-je me rendre? Où habiter? Je devins très confus;
l’inquiétude ainsi que l’émotion me saisirent.
L’Europe, continent où les Africains s’engageaient à une frénésie de consommation, perdaient leur identité,
s’acculturaient; certains acquéraient un snobisme imbécile, devenaient narcissiques et se livraient à un mimétisme
aveugle de l’Occident. La folie attrapait quelques-uns lors de leur retour en Afrique, car ils n’arrivaient plus à se
réadapter à leur milieu socio-culturel. D’autres devenaient de véritables aliénés et osaient même refuser de
manger le foufou avec leurs mains, car cela leur paraissait sauvage.
Certains s’achamaient à exhiber, de manière ostentatoire, leg petites tentacules qu’ils s’étaient appropriées au
cours de leur séjour à l’étranger.
Décidément, mon professeur de littérature africaine possédait une de ces gueules, car c’était lui qui m’avait
inculqué toutes ces notions. Il avait vécu pendant cinq ans en Europe et apparemment son expérience n’avait pas
été des plus heureuses: rien qu’a l’entendre parler, j’en avais conclu ainsi. Il bouillonnait de haine pour la race
blanche. Il fermait les yeux devant tous les problèmes sociaux, économiques et politiques que traversait le Zaïre et
affirmait toujours qu’il préferait mourir pauvre dans son pays que riche à l’étranger. Il oubliait que nul n’est
prophète chez lui et que quatre-vingt-dix pour cent de la population zaïroise se livreraient à n’importe quelle folie
rien que pour traverser la Méditerranée. La mocheté dans tout cela était que je n’avais pas le culot de lui
demander pourquoi l’Europe l’avait tant frustré, car la plaie de je ne sais trop quelle blessure était encore
saignante dans la tête de citoyen Tshabala bien qu’il fût rentré au pays depuis déjà quatre ans.
Orateur ex-cathedra citoyen Tshabala (tel était son nom) avançait toujours que l’art de la vie modeme s’était
bâti dans la précarité et avait créé l’ère des effaceurs, de l’irresponsabilité. Il le disait avec un front si renfrogné,
un ton si dédaigneux qu’il nous était presque impossible de lui poser des questions et d’émettre des commentaires.
Je n’avais jamais entendu qui que ce soit se plaindre de l’Europe ou la critiquer autant après l’avoir visitée ou y
avoir vécu.
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L’émerveillement, l’adoration et l’admiration émanent des yeux des personnes qui y étaient allés, de telle sorte
qu’elles en parlent avec enthousiasme tout en soulignant qu’elles ont accédé à une indépendance financière
indéniable. Personne ne fait allusion à l’égoïsme de ce monde-là, au stress ou ne récite le leitmotiv «métro,
boulot, dodo» comme le faisait si bien le citoyen Tshabala. Il devait être cinglé, celui-là!
Après avoir ressassé toutes ces idées sur l’Europe, je me décidai de penser comme Kocoumbo, l’étudiant noir.
Voir l’Europe et y vivre—jouir, jouir, jouir. Incroyabile sed verum. Allais-je, à mon tour, m’abiller comme ces
«Belgicains» qui rentraient en vacances au Zaïre, bien pomponnés, superbement coiffés, portant des chaussures
brillantes et des beaux vêtements à. la mode? Allais-je également améliorer ma diction française, mon savoir-faire
et mon savoir-vivre? Toutefois, l’idée de prendre l’avion me faisait trembler, car rester cloué sur un siège dans cet
appareil volant pendant de longues heures ne devait pas être amusant.
—Mutombo, arrête de rêvasser, dit la féticheur, puisque ça ne t’aidera pas à palper la réalité. Rends-toi au pays
des bazungu et, à ton retour, achète une maison à ta famille comme font tous ceux qui en reviennent.
—Allons mon fils, indiqua Mama après avoir payé la féticheur, nous devons à présent songer à convaincre ton
père afin qu’il trouve les moyens financiers adéquats pour ton voyage. Je ne sais comment vous remercier, Mwa
Tshimanga; votre clairvoyance m’aide toujours.
—Ne me remercie pas maintenant, ma fille. Nous boirons à la santé de ton fils en temps opportun, c’est-à-dire
quand la volont des ancêtres aura été parfaitement accomplie. Faites bien attention pendant votre retour. Ne
prenez pas l’autobus que vous trouverez stationné à l’arrêt. Attendez plutôt le suivant.
Peut-on contester led paroles d’une demi-déesse? me dis-je, n’osant pas m’exprimer à haute voix de peur que
mon incrédulité sur certaines prédictions réveille la colère des ancêtres.
Nous exécutâmes la volonté de la «Grande Royale» et le retour se passa sans incident. Avant de franchir la
porte de notre parcelle, ma mère m’ordonna d’arrêter et me dit:
—Mutombo, je tiens absolument à ce que tu effectues ce long voyage qui, sûrement, est un cadeau de nos
ancêtres. La famille pourra ainsi se relever financièrement. Ne glisse un mot de cela à. personne, étant donné que
ça attirera bien des jalousies, aussi bien des voisins que des membres de la famille …
—Oui Mama, répondis-je docilement.
—Je me chargerai d’en parler à ton père et de le convaincre de rassembler la somme nécessaire à ton voyage;
au moins, cette dépense est justifiable, au lieu qu’il aille «distribuer» l’argent à la zone Kamalondo—ce qui
équivaut à le jeter par la fenêtre. Pas un mot à tes sœurs ni à tes frères. Je les mettrai au courant au moment
opportun.
Ainsi soit-il, me dis-je encore une fois. Il faut se lever à quatre heures du matin pour rencontrer des femmes
aussi courageuses et ayant une volonté de fer comme ma mère. L’affaire, étant entre ses mains, j’avais la ferme
conviction que je foulerais le sol de l’Europe.
—Mama, m’entendis-je dire, si, réellement, je dois me rendre en Europe, dans quel pays irai-je? Que vais-je
faire sans bourses d’études ni aucun revenu?
—Mutompo, répondit ma mère, le pessimisme est le propre des faibles. Veux-tu avancer que le fils du voisin
de Mwa Nzemba n’est pas allé en Belgique, car dans quel autre pays iras-tu, si ce n’est la Belgique, pour étudier?
Pourtant, il a bel et bien envoyé une Volkswagen à ses parents; celle-ci assure le transport en commun.et procure
une aisance matérielle à cette famille que Mwa Nzemba envie constamment. A vingt-deux ans, tu es diplômé de
l’ISP,\fn{Institut Superieur Pedagogiue} c’est un grand honneur pour nous, tes parents, et une grande occasion de te
trouver un bon boulot … Les enseignants sont les gens les moins payés de tous les secteurs professionnels du pays
… Regarde la fille de Mwa Tshikwetu de la zone Katuba. Elle fait la navette entre Bruxelles et Lubumbashi et elle
a acheté une Renault 16 à sa mère qui est anaIphabète et qui, pourtant, sait maintenant conduire une voiture … Et
Katumba? Et Claudette qui a épousé un Belge qui travaille à la Gécamines?
—Oui, continua mama, je me demande toujours le nom du féticheur que la maman de Claudette a consulté
pour que sa fille puisse se «taper» un muzungu. Ce sont des gens pareils que nous sommes venus accompagner ici
sur terre. Epouser et vivre avec les fils de la Vierge Marie!!!
—Les fils de la Vierge Marie? demandai-je surpris.
—Et les bazungu, ils sont aussi blancs que la Vierge et qui dit blanc, dit heureux, répondit ma mère, très
convaincue de ce qu’elle racontait!
Notre conversation fut interrompue par mon père qu’on n’avait pas vu approcher. Il s’adressa directement à ma
mère:
—Qu’es-tu en train de comploter cette fois-ci? Qui vient de mourir? Que se passe-t-il?
Ma mère le fixa pendant quelques secondes, hésita avant de parler et finalement prononça avec calme et calcul
ces paroles:
—Il faudra que toi et moi nous nous asseyons pour débattre ce dont il est question, à tête reposée.
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Sans un mot de plus, elle nous quitta de son pas rapide, très sûre d’elle.
—Quelle femme! s’exclama mon père.
A son tour, il me quitta et se dirigea vers la maison, me laissant planté là, fatigué et ne sachant plus à quels
saints me vouer. L’inquiétude et la peur d’affronter l’inconnu commençaient à me ronger. Je comprenais
maintenant pourquoi les gens avaient une peur bleue de la mort, car c’est un phénomène surnaturel dépassant
l’entendement humain et, par-dessus le marché, inconnu. Même Albert Einstein, un des grands scientifiques de la
planète n’avait pas été en mesure de percer le secret de ce sommeil dont on ne se réveille jamais. Cette idée de
voyage en Europe me donnait un ulcère à l’estomac, tout à fait comme l’idée de la mort. Hier, je me plaignais de
la routine de la vie quotidienne, de la misère de mon entourage et j’avais même dit à un de mes copains que je
souhaitais vivement quitter le pays. Quelle coincidence!
Mais est-ce que je courais le risque de devenir aussi frustré que le citoyen Tshabala? Il détestait les Blancs, il
haïssait les prêtres. Il soutenait toujours que le Blanc s’était introduit en Afrique avec la bible dans la main gauche
et un fusil dans la main droite; il avait donné la bible aux indigènes dociles et avait gardé son arme pour mâter les
récalcitrants. Pendant qu’il s’emparait de leurs terres, il leur enseignait que, quand le maître frappait sur une joue,
il fallait tendre l’autre, que la richesse matérielle n’était pas une vertu et que l’humilité et la pauvreté étaient les
caractéristiques principales d’un bon chrétien. Il arguait que le bonheur, le repos et le divertissement appartenaient
à l’autre monde.
—Nos pères ont fait preuve d’une naïveté ostentatoire et l’erreur qu’ils ont commise en ouvrant grandement la
porte aux Blancs ne sera sûrement pas réparée avant des millénaires, disait Citoyen Tshabala. Ils ont déstabilisé
nos croyances, ont pillé nos terres, ont vendu nos frères en Amérique et, plus grave, ont bafoué nos traditions.
Jetez un coup d’œil sur l’Orient, ajoutait-il. Les Occidentaux ont toujours échoué à faire respecter une morale et
des principes qui reflètent leurs valeurs là-bas. La rudesse inhospitalière de la terre orientale a endurci ses
habitants et les a rendus très inflexibles. L’Afrique est la terre la plus perméable que les Européens aient jamais
rencontrée. Nous nous sommes laissés leurrer par l’éloquence suave de l’homme blanc. Il faut avouer que les
escrocs possèdent une facilité de langage légendaire et savent amadouer leurs proies, commentait Citoyen
Tshabala. Regardez autour de vous, disait-il, des familles dont les parents se prétendent intellectuels s’obstinent à
forcer leurs enfants à parler Ie français. Une acculturation sans précédent! Ils semblent oublier ou ignorer que la
langue est la fenêtre sûre de toute culture.
Cependant, je ne comprenais toujours pas comment les gens que je connaissais se rendaient en Europe et en
revenaient toujours très satisfaits et contents d’eux-mêmes … Tout le contraire du citoyen Tshabala. …
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1
I was born on August 28, 1979 in Lubumbashi, Katanga, in the Democratic Republic of Congo, DRC. That’s
where I grew up, too.
I became a journalist because I find it easy to write. Already at the age of 12, I wrote poems and little plays,
which were performed among friends. But I got a taste for journalism through my studies. While studying
journalism at the University of Lubumbashi, I soon started working with newspapers before moving into
audiovisual media a few months before the end of my course.
I have never done any other work apart from journalism, and it is this that provides for my family - my wife
and my three children.
What made me want to become a journalist was to inform other Congolese by telling the truth, since our public
press is incapable of criticising the government. Also, through my job, I contribute a little to the advent of
democracy in my country, because I present a political programme on the radio in which I give the floor both to
those currently in power and their opponents.
I have learnt a lot from the comments I received through working with IWPR. For instance, I changed my
writing style after I realised that my own personal opinions do not have a place in reporting.
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The article I am most proud of is my first piece on the conditions of detention in Kasapa prison, “Journalist
Recalls Disturbing Prison Ordeal.”
I am proud because since my story was published, the authorities provide more food for the prisoners. I believe
that my article had something to do with this, as people have begun to understand that the prisoners have rights,
which must be respected.
For me, being a journalist means being a mediator between the rulers and the ruled. It means being the eyes
and ears of both the authorities and the people. It means accurately conveying the cries of the people to their
leaders, and faithfully transmitting the declarations or decisions of the leaders to the population.
2
A new police unit in Lubumbashi, in the southeast of the Democratic Republic of Congo, appears to have made
significant progress in tackling crimes of sexual violence, but the scale of the problem it faces is daunting.
The police unit, which was set up in April 2010 in order to provide greater protection for women and children,
recorded 2,000 cases of sexual violence in Lubumbashi alone during the first five months of its operation.
“Every two days, someone is arrested for a rape committed on a young girl or their own child,” said Captain
Aloïs Kalasa, the commander of the police unit. “The most common cases are those of people who rape their own
children, and we see parents even making their own children pregnant.”
The police unit, which is located in the Bel Air neighbourhood of Kampemba in Lubumbashi, is funded by the
United Nations Population Fund, UNFPA.
“The purpose of our unit is to prevent sexual violence and track perpetrators of such crimes, in order to bring
them before competent judicial bodies,” Kalasa said.
Among the cases that have been reported to the police unit is that of Jeanne Mbelu, whose husband raped their
15-year-old daughter.
“One night, I had an argument with my husband,” Mbelu said. “The argument was so bad that he beat me up,
and I had to flee the house.”
She said that she went to the local church, with the thought of spending the night there, but she felt too
ashamed to enter because of her injuries. She decided to return home instead.
“When I got there, around 11pm, my daughter heard me knocking and opened the door crying,” she said. “I
asked her what had happened and she said that her father had raped her. She said, ‘He often does this. Every time
you spend the night at the church, he calls me and says I have to replace my mother’. I couldn’t stand to hear that
so the following day I went to the special police unit. He was arrested and he is now serving a 20-year prison
sentence.”
Prisca, not her real name, who has also been the victim of sexual violence, says that the police unit has helped
her pursue justice.
“My mother died when I was eight and my father never remarried,” the 16-year-old said. “I have two sisters. I
am the oldest. The other two are 14 and 12. My father said that we had to sleep with him, and if we did we would
get a lot of money since it would bring him happiness and luck. Each day, he would sleep with one of us.
Unfortunately, I became pregnant. My father was frightened and wanted to run away, but our neighbours caught
him and we reported him to the women’s protection police unit.”
Speaking to IWPR from the police station where he is being detained, her father said, “I beg for forgiveness. I
ask all parents not to do what I did. I want to say that I did this under the influence of beer. I wish my daughters
would forgive me, I deserve to be sent to prison, I acknowledge I did bad things.”
Other cases of sexual violence have occurred at schools, where some teachers abuse their students, sometime
promising good marks in return for their compliance.
Francine, 12, says that she was one such victim.
“The teacher told me to stay in the classroom after the end of the class in order to clean the room,” she said.
“When I stayed, he pressured me into having sexual intercourse with him, saying that he would give me more
marks than anybody else in the class.”
Francine said that this sort of the abuse happened on more than one occasion.
“One day, when I was staying late at school, my mother came and found out what had been happening,” she
said. “She went immediately to the police.”
But there is some concern that only a small number of the thousands of cases the police investigate result in
convictions.
Kalasa says his unit is doing all it can to address the problem and that, given time, their work will be able to
have a real impact.
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“The purpose of our unit is to bring alleged rapists into custody and, within a period not exceeding 48 hours,
transfer them to the prosecutor’s office so that they can be judged,” he said.
“I assure you that in all cases we receive, we do our job. It is true that if you go to the prison, you will not find
2,000 prisoners convicted of rape, but at least we have done our job. Today we continue to record instances of
rape and I can tell you that the frequency has not diminished all that much."
Jackie Kabera, who heads a governmental body for the protection of women and families, welcomes the work
that the police unit is doing, but says that the manner in which it investigates cases needs to be improved.
Given the stigma that surrounds rape, Kabera is critical of the heavy-handed way in which the police sometimes
conduct investigations.
“The police unit should review the way it works by applying some guiding principles, notably confidentiality,”
she said. “Cases of sexual violence should not be publicised excessively.”
In particular, she says the police regularly carry out raids on hotels without regard for people's privacy.
“Police officers should not look for sexual violence cases in hotels,” Kabera said. “The private life and dignity
of others should be respected.”
She suggested that minors, and those who take them to hotels, should be arrested discreetly, at the entrance or
exit of the premises, and that the police should target hotel managers, who allow these practices to take place.
Kalasa, though, said that raids on hotels were part of his unit’s remit, and claimed that the media was to blame
for any sensationalism regarding such crimes, “The responsibility of the confidentiality of sexual violence cases
that are pending investigation lies with journalists, who speak in the heat of the moment about sexual violence.”
3
Magistrates in Bukama territory, in the south-east of the Democratic Republic of Congo, DRC, who prosecuted
two men implicated in the marriage of underage girls have been attacked by angry mobs, highlighting the tensions
between traditional practices and the rule of law.
Locals say the marriage of children to men is common in Bukama - but following the establishment of a
magistrates office there in September, officials have begun investigating such unlawful unions and making arrests.
Last month’s violence blew up after two men were imprisoned for marrying a nine-year-old and a 13-year-old
girl respectively, acts considered to be crimes of sexual violence according to a new Congolese law, which sets the
age of consent at 18.
After the girls’ husbands were tried and sentenced to 20 years each in prison, three magistrates involved in the
case were attacked in their homes and had their offices ransacked and set on fire by an angry mob.\
“With the help of the [United Nations] mission for stability in the Congo, I was brought to the Don Bosco
hospital in Lubumbashi to get appropriate care,” said Bukama magistrate Charles Kabozia as he lay in his hospital
bed, his face and back marked with wounds.
“In this country honest people are not liked. I was beaten up only because I did my work correctly. These
vandals even destroyed Bukama’s prosecution office.”
Kabozia’s home was also set on fire by the angry crowd. So far, no arrests have been made in connection with
the attacks.
“How can those who render justice be attacked?” asked Esabe Kamulete, the general prosecutor of Katanga’s
appeal court.
“We must rigorously eradicate sexual violence in this country. We will not step back because of this
intimidation. We will do everything with the help of the police to deploy a special team to go down to Bukama,
find these criminals, arrest them and put them on trial.”
Mireille Kilufya, from the Centre for the Social Integration of Abandoned Women, an NGO advocating
women’s rights, said that Bukama magistrates should have received more support from the police and local
government, both in raising awareness of the new law and in enforcing it.
“Considering how things turned out, it can be said that there has been a certain passivity of police forces and
administrative authorities who did not assist magistrates,” Kilufya said.
“This is the right occasion to encourage magistrates and all those who are in charge of the application of the
law to keep working for [it], on the one hand, and explain to the population the new law on sexual violence, since
it is difficult and not known by everybody. Some mentalities should be changed, especially in remote regions.”
Kabozia said locals are wholly opposed to sexual violence perpetrators being arrested.
“For Bukama’s inhabitants, getting married to a 13-year-old is normal since it is has always been done,” he
said. “The population does not understand how and why this can be in breach of the law. And this practice
belongs to their tradition.”
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Matthieu Monga, from Bukama, who now lives in Lubumbashi, typifies local attitudes.
“I don't see what's wrong with these kinds of weddings,” he said. “Where is the problem if someone marries a
girl under 18? We have our traditions that we shouldn't lose.
“These days, everything is dramatised. Our grandfathers used to marry girls of 13, 14 or 15 and they had
babies without any problem. Why should it be a problem today? My mother is now 60, and she told me that my
father married her when she was 15. We are 12 children from this union.”
Guy Kalunga, a shopkeeper living in Bukama who comes to sell his goods in Lubumbashi, said the authorities’
failure to inform the public about the law was at the heart of the problem.
“It is a problem of information,” he said. “The advertising of laws is not done within Katanga province.
Bukama’s population is not informed about the law on sexual violence. In this region, it is normal to marry a girl
younger than 18.”
4
Trials involving alleged Congolese militia leaders have been ongoing at the International Criminal Court, ICC,
for nearly two years, but understanding of how the court works still remains low in the Democratic Republic of
Congo, DRC.
The trial of Jean-Pierre Bemba, a Congolese politician indicted for war crimes in the Central African Republic,
CAR, opened this week. The case of Congolese militia leader Thomas Lubanga began in January 2009, and the
trials of alleged Congolese warlords Germain Katanga and Matthieu Ngudjolo are still ongoing.
Yet many people in DRC have exaggerated expectations of the court, and place too much hope in its capacity
to redress some of the many injustices in their country.
In particular, talking to local people in Lubumbashi reveals a large disconnect between their perception of the
ICC and the realities of what it can deliver.
“The ICC should expand its scope,” Christian Kabangu said. “We appreciate the work already done by this
court to arrest some criminals, but there are others [whom the court should also prosecute].
“Not just those who kill but also those who take the property of others, especially houses. These people have
money and they bribe judges to obtain [favourable] judgements. How can we trust our local courts in these
matters? Why can’t the ICC also deal with such cases?”
Moreover, those who have had loved ones murdered are confused about why the ICC has not taken an interest
in their cases.
Francoise Mandala says that Kyungu Mutanga Gideon, a Mai-Mai militia leader, was responsible for the
deaths of several of his family members.
Although Gideon has since been convicted by a Katanga military court of crimes against humanity, Mandala
says that he does not have any faith in the ability of the DRC’s prison system to keep him behind bars.
“I wonder why the ICC is not interested in Gideon, when he has killed so many people,” Mandala said. “I do
not have any faith in our justice system. I really want to see Gideon spend his life in prison, but even in prison he
is having a comfortable life, since he has money. We hear that, even in jail, he still has people who work for him.”
Mandala also says that he would have liked the ICC to take on Gideon’s case for another reason. The ICC –
through the Trust Fund for Victims, TFV – offers compensation for those affected by the crimes it is investigating.
The Congolese government does not.
Adolphe Musanga, whose brother was allegedly shot by a police officer during a demonstration in November
2009, feels that the ICC should widen its scope of investigations in the DRC.
“Although the officer who shot him has been identified, the trial has still not started,” he said. “We have
already filed a complaint with the military prosecutor of Lubumbashi... that is why I want the ICC to take action
in this country to end impunity.”
The ICC has in the past come under fire from NGOs, lawyers and journalists for not doing enough to inform
those affected by war crimes about its goals and the progress of investigations and trials. Activists have warned
that this lack of understanding and awareness means victims will have little faith in the court.
Alian Kyalwe, a lawyer, agrees that there is a worrying level of misapprehension in DRC about the court’s
aims. For instance, people tend not to understand that the court does not have the resources to go after every
perpetrator of human rights abuses, and is only supposed to prosecute the very top-level suspected criminals.
“The ICC cannot replace our courts and justice system, but many people still believe that the ICC has an
obligation to act in all cases,” he said. “Even with those disputes that do not constitute crimes against humanity,
people still hope they can turn to the ICC for recourse.”
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Kyalwe says that this is because people have such little faith in the national justice system – a problem, he
adds, that needs to be urgently addressed.
“What I want to see is a culture where all Congolese have access to lawyers when they have a legal problem,”
he said. “Let everyone know that not all crimes or offences fall within the jurisdiction of the ICC.”
To correct such misunderstandings, the DRC branch of the Coalition for the ICC, which supports the court,
have run outreach campaigns including workshops, training sessions for journalists and radio programmes.
In the latest initiative, the coalition launched a campaign in Lubumbashi aimed at raising awareness of the
ICC’s work.
“We have had sessions with NGOs and journalists and some members of civil society. We are now going to
meet lawyers,” Freddy Kitoko, a lawyer and the local coordinator of the coalition in Katanga province, said.
Kitoko hopes the campaign, launched in September, will eventually have a broad reach, extending to more
remote areas of Katanga.
“If people from Lubumbashi are not well-informed about the ICC, what can be said about those who live in the
interior of Katanga?” he said. “You can be certain that it is worse.”
Participants at the sessions that have been held so far have generally been supportive of what the coalition is
trying to do.
“This campaign is very important,” Francine Mundula, a radio journalist in Lubumbashi, said. “We always
hear about the ICC, but one does not really know how it works. I support the [initiative], but activities must reach
out to all levels of the population. For me, I have always wondered how cases are referred to the ICC. Is it the
same as with our local courts? I am satisfied that my questions found an answer.”
Jeef Mbiya, another journalist, also welcomed the clarifications he received, particularly about the trial of
Bemba, who still heads the Movement for the Liberation of Congo, MLC, party.
“I wanted to know why the Bemba case has taken so long to be handled,” he said. “Has the ICC not played a
[political] role by stopping him running in the 2011 elections?”
One of the most popular discussions concerned the question of how magistrates are appointed at the ICC.
“We received [many] questions from participants, even ones we did not expect,” Georges Kapiamba, the
national coordinator of the coalition, said.
Although he admitted there were big gaps in the public’s knowledge of the court, interest in how it worked was
high.
“The coalition usually sets asides three hours for public debates, but we always need more time because of
participants’ questions.”
5

Hubert Ilunga, an 18-year-old from Lubumbashi, wishes that he could have stayed in school. Instead, he
dropped out of the education system when he was just seven and is now forced to work 12-hour days as a
conductor on a bus for very little money.
“Today I am paying for the consequences of not studying,” he said. “I wanted to continue studying, but my
parents had no money to support my primary education. I do not have a good job. I shout all day long. I wake up
at six and finish work at nine.”
Despite these long hours, Ilunga says that he only earns 3000 Congolese francs (about 2.5 US dollars) per day.
“When I think of my life, I feel sorry, because if I had continued my studies I could have had a life other than
this one,” he said. “I wonder whether I’ll ever be able to have a family. I'm scared even to get married because I
would not wish for my children to be unable to study and to be forced into a life of suffering."
Nadine Mianda, 20, feels the same.
“The lack of study forces us to live as marginalised [citizens] because those who have money will always be
superior to us,” she said. “Their children are studying and we'll always remain illiterate. The chances are not the
same for one who has studied and who has not."
Mianda dropped out of school when she was ten because her parents could no longer afford the fees. She now
works as a domestic helper in order to support herself.
“A lack of education hurts, but we try to adapt to the situation,” she added.
According to UNICEF, the United Nations child protection agency, 75 per cent of children of primary school
age attend school. But at secondary school, the corresponding figure is just 32 per cent.
It is not just those that have been forced to give their education up that suffer. According to Daniel Kasongo, a
psychologist, a lack of education has serious repercussions for Congolese society as a whole.
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“Children who have not studied as they grow do not know what to do,” he said. “They grow up with hatred
and they avenge themselves upon those that have succeeded more in life. A lack of education creates miserable
people, who live in poverty and turn to crime in order to survive."
Kasongo adds that, since fighting crime is such a drain on resources, it would be more effective to tackle the
root causes of the problem, which include a lack of education.
Georges Mutamba, an independent researcher, agrees, pointing out that a society that is not able to provide
adequate schooling for all creates divisions and inequality that can store up problems for the future.
“Since education is not free and parents pay the teachers, those who have no means leave their children at
home,” he said. “This creates discrimination since only children of rich parents can study, while poor children do
not get a chance. Many end up on the streets since they didn’t go to school. It is up to the state to ensure the
education of children.”
Alexis Takizala, a lawyer, points out that the duty of the state to provide free primary education up until the
age of 12 is enshrined in the constitution, but many parents still have to pay fees directly to teachers.
Moreover, the constitution stipulates that all children should come away with, at a minimum, the basic skills of
reading and writing. But clearly this is not happening.
“Article 43 [of the constitution] states that primary education is obligatory and free in public schools,” he said.
“Parents should not pay teachers since they are civil servants. The constitution is the supreme law of the nation.
Nobody should abuse it.”
Even though the country’s constitution says that primary education should be free, it is common for schools in
the Democratic Republic of Congo, DRC, to ask parents to pay fees, which are used to supplement teachers’
salaries as well as to contribute towards the operating costs of the school. Teachers are typically paid just 40
dollars a month by the government, and many complain that this is not enough to live off.
Shambuyi Tshiviadi, from the Union for Democracy and Social Progress, an opposition party, agrees that it is
shameful that children are being denied a basic education.
“The country is slowly going to hell,” he said. “Today many children have no access to education and some 45
per cent of the national population is illiterate.”
The high cost of sending children to school means that many parents have to make huge efforts to do so.
Philippe Ilunga, a father of four, said, “I earn 35,000 Congolese francs (about 40 dollars) per month as a civil
servant of the state. Each month I have to pay 15 dollars per child to their school. I have four children. Then there
is also the rent and the food. It is hard to be a parent in Congo.”
Ilunga suggests that the education clause in the constitution should be removed if it is not going to be
respected.
Members of the government and their supporters argue, however, that state sponsorship of education is
constrained by what is available in the state coffers.
“It is all a question of budgets,” Thérèse Lukenge, provincial minister of education, said. “Parents must find a
compromise with school directors to agree on how much they must pay per month for the school fees of their
children. It is a problem we encountered when we arrived in power and the solution cannot be found overnight.”
Jean Mbuyu, a lawyer and parliamentarian for the People's Party for Reconstruction and Development, a party
that is politically close to the ruling party, recognises the right to free education, as laid out in the constitution, but
says that the weight of the national debt limits what the government, can do.
“The constitution already established the right to free education, but budgetary constraints have made it
difficult to give significant financial support,” he said. “We were asked by the World Bank to make efforts to
balance our budget in order to reimburse our debts. Over the past three years, we have made efforts to reach this
balance. Last June, we reached the so-called completion point [when a country meets the required threshold for
debt relief] of backers.”
Reaching this milestone was a boon to the Congolese treasury, as the International Monetary Fund and World
Bank promptly approved 12.3 billion dollars in debt relief.
“We receive 50 million dollars each month that can be invested for social purposes,” Mbuyu said.
However, with so many diverse needs in DRC, there is little sign that this money is being diverted into
education. Many other civil servants – including doctors, the police and the military – are also clamouring for a
slice of the money, arguing that their salaries are too low at the moment and they often go unpaid.
Mbuyu says that there are many different ways in which the government could use the money.
“The money can be used not only for education, but also other expenses such as health and [unpaid] civil
servant salaries. The government is also examining ways in which the money can be invested in industry," he said.
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But, with little evidence that things are improving as a result of this money, many are starting to doubt the
commitment of the government to use it for the purposes that it was intended – namely, to improve the social
welfare of the population.
6
Since the end of 1992, Lubumbashi – the second largest city in the Democratic Republic of Congo – has seen
its streets flooded by children, as war and economic hardship have torn families apart.
People started calling these street children “shegues”, apparently a corruption of the name of Cuban guerrilla
fighter Che Guevara, a reference to their independence and toughness.
They live a very different life from other children, forced to fend for themselves and seek out money wherever
they can.
I became interested in street children almost as soon as I started working for IWPR - and, in fact, my second
piece for the website, published in April last year, was about this topic.
Ever since writing that piece, I have followed the issue very closely.\
In August 2009, the regional authorities launched a new initiative in order to remove the shegues from the
streets of Lubumbashi and place them in a rehabilitation centre, a few metres away from Kasapa prison, where
they could be properly looked after.
This measure was welcomed by many, including myself, since it allowed people to walk freely in the centre of
the town without being bothered by these street children.
Residents of Lubumbashi spent some three months without seeing any shegues on the streets.
Then, one day, I fell into conversation with a friend of mine, Patient Abedi, who told me that the previous
Sunday, after the morning church service, some shegues surrounded him and demanded that he give them money.
The tone in Patient’s voice was one of bitter disappointment that these children were now back on the streets.
Some days later, I had my own encounter with Lubumbashi’s street children, whom I had presumed had been
taken safely away to the rehabilitation centre.
As I was walking to an evening appointment, three shegues stopped me and asked for money.
I gave them something in order to protect my handheld recorder and my phone; I saw that they were holding
razor blades in their hands.
My first thought was that they were shegues who had left the rehabilitation centre and had returned to the city
– and the following morning my fears were confirmed.
I was in the city centre when I noticed a crowd forming a circle around something. I moved closer, to see what
was happening, and I saw that a policeman had already arrested several shegues.
He told me that they had left the rehabilitation centre and that he was under instructions from the provincial
government to arrest and return them.
Then a question came to my mind: why are shegues leaving the rehabilitation centre?
Of course, the best people to answer this question were the shegues themselves, but I had to proceed carefully
in my research. After all, many of the children had turned to crime since beginning their life on the streets, and so
who knew what they were capable of?
The first shegue that I met was older, more than 18 years old, and thankfully he was easy to talk to. He told me
that they could not live forever in the centre. He said that he wanted to build a family one day, but needed money
to do so; that was why he was back on the streets.
I continued my walk until I found another shegue, a shoe-shine boy. I pretended to be a client in order to be
able to discuss with him what life was like on the street. I paid him for shining my shoes before asking whether he
was living in the rehabilitation centre at the moment.
He replied that he spent every evening at the centre, but, during the day, he would slip out and return to the
streets of Lubumbashi in order to look for work and money.
I started to connect the dots and began to see that these children must have found a way to leave and re-enter
the centre, which I knew was patrolled by security guards. I suspected that there must be some kind of complicity
with the guards, but the problem was how to prove this.
The answer came one Friday night, when I was invited to a screening of documentaries made by some
journalists from Lubumbashi, in collaboration with others from Canal France Internationale, CFI. One
documentary in particular held my attention. It was made by Carine Kabongo, about the return of shegues to the
streets of Lubumbashi.
In this documentary, one of the shegues explained how he was able to leave the centre every night. He said that
there was a hole dug under the fence, which the security guards are aware of but do nothing about.\
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The next Monday, I went to the Kasapa neighbourhood, to see for myself whether or not this hole exists. The
local residents took me to the place and told me about the trouble that the shegues cause in the neighbourhood.
Since I had already written two articles about the street children – the first about their living conditions and the
second about the government’s attempts to deal with them – I was already familiar with the subject, and interested
to write more. So I began work on the third.
Over the months that I have followed the story, it has become more and more important to me.
As a journalist living and working in a country that has endured so much tragedy and suffering over the years,
I believe in writing for change.
Children have rights that must be respected by the state.
When the provincial government of Katanga announced that it was going to take the children off the streets,
and house them in a secure location, where they could receive proper care, this was a positive step forwards.
But, when I saw that the street children were starting to return to their former way of life, I was concerned that
the progress that had been made over the past 12 months was starting to unravel.
I felt that, by raising these concerns in an article, I might help to bring about a solution to this new problem.
For me, what is missing in this operation are the psychologists; the problem is more psychological than
material. These children have long been mistreated, marginalised, and even rejected as sorcerers by their families.
We must try to repair this, otherwise they will always want to live on the streets, where they are alone and can
do as they please.
The provincial government must work towards finding the identity of these children. Help should be given so
that they can eventually leave the rehabilitation centre and start their own independent lives, but not ones that are
played out on the streets.
For those children whose parents are still alive, they should be found and, where possible, and the children
reunited with them.
Parents who refuse to accept their children should be brought to justice and punished, because they have a duty
towards their children which should not be ignored.
7
Six children under the age of two have reportedly been raped or sexually molested in the Lubumbashi area, as
part of apparent rituals in which the perpetrators believe they will acquire good fortune as result of the abuse.
The new cases come in the wake of a number of similar well documented incidents of sexual violence against
infants over the last year, which have alarmed activists and sparked calls for the introduction of the death penalty
for such offences.
A new police unit in Lubumbashi tasked with protecting women from sexual violence – which was set up four
months ago - told IWPR about the latest cases, in which it said several of the victims were babies. It said it was
aware of similar cases in other parts of the country.
Maurice Mulamba, a press officer for the child protection organisation PCPDE, an NGO that works in
cooperation with UNICEF, the United Nations’ child protection arm, described the incidents as “deplorable”.
“Sexual violence cases have taken a worrying turn in Lubumbashi,” he said. “One cannot deny what is
happening.”
The child abuse reports have provoked outrage from women’s groups who say perpetrators should face the
death penalty.
Under Congolese law, the punishment for sexually abusing a child under the age of 17 is imprisonment of
between seven and 20 years.
Mulamba says that, recently, a father was convicted of raping his eight-month old daughter, one of the six
cases being dealt with by the new police unit.
He fled after committing the crime, but was arrested two weeks later after a friend, who knew where he was
hiding, reported him to the police.
He was sentenced to the maximum jail term of 20 years.
Mulamba says superstitious beliefs are a chief reason for the newly reported crimes, with perpetrators
apparently believing that sex with infants can bring about wealth and happiness.
This is also the view of Chantal Manda, the mother of a ten-month-old child who was raped by her husband in
April 2009, an incident that at the time was widely reported by radio and television stations.
More than a year later, Manda recounted the story to IWPR.
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“My husband used to dig for minerals in a quarry,” she said. “One evening, he came home saying he knew
how we could get rich like our friends. He said I would have to let him sleep with our daughter. After the sexual
intercourse, he said he would bring the blood to the soothsayer and we would get a lot of money.”
Manda says that she refused her husband’s request. But she claims he raped their daughter when she left the
house the following morning to go to the market.
“I didn’t take long at the market,” she said. “When I came back, I found my child crying and my husband
carrying her. I checked her diapers and saw she was bleeding.
“I called my mother who told me to take her to a doctor. Much to my surprise, he said the baby had been raped.
I reported this to the police. My husband was arrested and is now serving his sentence in Kasapa prison.”
After he was arrested, the father, Augustin Ndambwe, spoke to the press and confessed to the crime.
“I saw a soothsayer who told me I would get a lot of money by taking the virginity of my child and bringing
him the blood, which he would then use for magic,” he said. “It was my poverty that led me to act in this way.”
Gisèle Ngungwa, a Lubumbashi lawyer, confirmed that the explanation given by Ndambwe is common in
cases where babies are raped.
“I have attended a dozen or so trials of this type, and perpetrators always said that they abused children on the
advice of fetishists (witch doctors), who said the blood of babies would bring luck and happiness in their life,” she
said.
“We must work together in order to conduct a study about the appropriate sentences for sexual violence cases.”
“How can we explain that an adult can rape a child younger than two?” asked Béatrice Kaind, a civil society
activist. “It is diabolic. I think that the sentence of 20 years is not enough... I would suggest hanging. Perhaps one
might say I am an extremist, but I don’t see a sentence that could match the crime. Perpetrators of these crimes
should be hanged in public.”
Some have suggested that witch doctors who encourage the rape of babies should be tried along with the
perpetrators, but lawyer Jérôme Itongo said that this couldn’t happen under the current legal system.
“Fetishism (witchcraft) is not acknowledged by Congolese law,” he explained. “It will be difficult to prove,
according to the law, that fetishists lead perpetrators to commit these crimes. What is relevant for the judge is the
actual act of sexual violence.
“To commit this crime, the perpetrator thought about it beforehand; he is responsible because he committed the
crime.”
There is widespread fear that, although such cases are coming to light, there are many more that go unreported.
Some believe that this sort of abuse has been happening for some time but is only now emerging because the
authorities are stepping up efforts to protect women from sexual violence.
“This is not a new thing. It has been happening for a long time,” said one woman who lives in Lubumbashi,
but did not want her name to be used. “Currently, we know about it because it is getting publicity in the media.
There are certainly other cases that are not known about and will never be known by the wider public.”
8
A group of Congolese rights activists are calling for the establishment of an international criminal tribunal in
the Democratic Republic of Congo, DRC, which they say would help bring perpetrators of atrocities in the
country to justice.
The group, New Civil Society of the Congo, known by the French abbreviation NSCC, claims to have a
petition with 28,000 signatures demanding greater international involvement in the country’s judicial system.
“We launched this petition in order to give impulse to our government and drive the international community
to take action in the DRC so that, at last, those who kill do not remain unpunished,” said Jonas Tshiombela, NSCC
coordinator. “Human lives are taken indiscriminately by internal and foreign armed groups, and yet the
international community remains silent about it.
“When 800,000 people were killed in Rwanda, the international community was mobilised. Why does this not
happen in the DRC, where five million have died in gruesome conditions?”
The NNSC says that their ideal outcome would be a court based in DRC resembling the International Criminal
Tribunal for Rwanda, ICTR.
The ICTR, established in 1994 to try the perpetrators of the Rwandan genocide, and located in Arusha,
Tanzania, has so far completed 50 trials. Its judges are all international.
Tshiombela said having the latter deals with the risk of local judges acting corruptly, by taking bribes or
allowing themselves to be influenced by people in power, which the NNSC says has happened in the past.
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Since 1998, bitter fighting has raged throughout the east of the country, leaving millions dead and devastating
whole communities.
Yet, despite abuses allegedly committed by rebel militias and government forces, victims’ calls for justice have
largely gone unnoticed.
The International Criminal Court, ICC, has issued four arrest warrants for militia leaders in the DRC, three of
whom are currently being detained in The Hague while the fourth, Bosco Ntaganda, remains at large in DRC.
However, since the ICC cannot arrest all perpetrators of violence, most victims will have to rely on the national
Congolese courts for justice.
Joseph Kabila, president of the DRC, has pledged to stamp out corruption in the judiciary. Last year, in a bid to
clean it up, he sacked 165 judges, ten per cent of the profession.
But critics say that the government’s anti-corruption drive has had only limited success, and the culture of
impunity remains endemic.
The refusal of Kinshasa to hand over Ntaganda to the ICC has helped reinforce the belief that justice in the
DRC is not applied equitably.
Calls for an international tribunal based in DRC have been broadly welcomed, but there remain fears that
powerful war crimes suspect will still be able to influence the process and therefore escape justice.
“Many war criminals are not troubled [by justice] and some are even in charge of the affairs of the country,”
said Lubumbashi resident Ars Nkulu, reflecting a widely-held view.
“An international tribunal is a good idea, but the NSCC will not be able to realise its objective. Banana skins
will be put in the way by those who have some power and fear that justice could catch up with them because of
their past deeds.”
Kinshasa says that it supports the establishment of an international tribunal in the country and claims to have
already taken steps to get things started.
“The NSCC’s initiative is rather obsolete now, given that an inter-Congolese dialogue has already
recommended the establishment of an international criminal tribunal as a way of examining all those macabre
incidents,” said Luzolo Bambi, the minister of justice.
The NNSC in response argued that although the government claims to want the same kind of tribunal that they
have been campaigning for, officials are in reality doing very little to set up such a court in the country.
A new law that paves the way for the creation of an international tribunal in DRC has been drafted, but is
currently stalled in parliament.
Nonetheless, the minister stressed that, even without the introduction of this law, those accused of war crimes
could still be brought to trial within the country.
“While we wait for the national assembly and the senate to approve legislation that will allow Congolese
courts to try war crimes, we will give designated courts temporary jurisdiction to [do this], ”he said.
Presently, those that are alleged to have committed mass atrocities in DRC can be tried by military tribunals.\
Last year, militia leader Gédéon Kyungu Mutanga was convicted by a Katanga military court of crimes against
humanity, insurgency and terrorism. At the time, human rights groups applauded the ruling, which drew on
definitions from the ICC’s founding document, the Rome Statute.
But Rodrigue Katulu, a human rights activist in the country, is sceptical about the government’s commitment
to international justice. “The government simply wants to delay things. It is all a question of will,” he said.
Caitlin Reiger, the deputy director of prosecutions at the International Centre for Transitional Justice, explains
that political will is usually the determining factor of the success or failure of a hybrid court that contains an
international component.
“If you look at the hybrid courts in Sierra Leone and Cambodia, the experiences have been very different,” she
said. “In Sierra Leone, the request was unambiguous. The [United Nations] came in and assisted and there has
been a fairly high level of cooperation throughout. The independence of the special court has been clear. In
Cambodia, it's been far more politically fraught, partly because of the political ambivalence of the national side
about whether they really want this court to operate independently or not.”
For Raoul Gao, a lawyer at the Lubumbashi Bar Association, greater international involvement in the
Congolese legal system would be a very good thing and would improve the way that justice is rendered in DRC.
“It is difficult to trust our judges,” he said. “Since their living conditions are not very good, they often resort to
corruption. Moreover, judges are appointed by the government, which immediately raises questions about their
judicial independence. If there are international judges, this would help fight corruption. High-ranking Congolese
would not intimidate them. We want criminals to be punished whatever their social rank might be.”
Gao expresses hope for an end to impunity. “I believe that the presence of international judges will help us
catch the big fish who think that justice is in their pocket and that they are untouchable,” he said.
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268.96 1. Autobiographical Statement 2. Congolese Pygmies Struggle To Integrate (12 September 2011) 3.
DRC Rape Victims Opt For Extrajudicial Settlement (2 November 2010) 4. Goma Struggles With Street
Kids Problem (23 March 2010)\fn{by Espérance Nzigire (1982- )} Bukavu, South Kivu Province, Congo/Kinshasa
(F) 5
1
I was born on February 14, 1982 in Bukavu, South Kivu, in the Democratic Republic of Congo, DRC. I grew
up in Goma and this is where I live now. My father is a shopkeeper and I am the eldest in a family of eight
children, four girls and four boys.
I work as a journalist for radio station in Goma, called RAOfm. I report for the news programme, read the
news bulletin and host a show for children. Every summer, I also organise a summer camp for children at the
radio station during the school holiday. I also host a show for women and girls trying to raise awareness about
their role in society.
I studied administration and pedagogy. I also took part in a training organised by the director of RAOfm on the
production of radio shows for children and journalism.
Being a journalist is something I have wanted to do since I was a child. I used to say to my father that I would
like to work in a radio one day. I grew up with this idea in my head and I started taking part in a children's radio
shows when I was 12-years-old. I started working at the state radio RTNC and then was offered a job at RAOfm
by a former colleague who had already moved there. I have been a journalist for five years now.
IWPR was very beneficial for me because I did not study journalism. There is no journalism school in Goma.
IWPR has opened me to the world. I really appreciate the new perspectives that our IWPR trainer Melanie Gouby
gives us on what it means to be a journalist in other countries. I also discovered that I have a talent for news
gathering. Before I worked with IWPR, I doubted my capabilities - I did not think I had the right skills. Now I
know I am really a journalist.
I am very proud of a report I did for the radio programme Face à la Justice on the issue of inheritance for
women. This report allowed me to accomplish one of my dreams, which was to prove to society that women are
able. They are just as able as men if they are given the same chances.
2

As many of those uprooted by the conflict in eastern Democratic Republic of Congo, DRC, return to their
villages, pygmy people who have long lived in the region’s forests are struggling to rebuild their lives.
The Batwa and Bambuti people have been forced to abandon their subsistence lifestyle following raids by local
militia groups and the more recent introduction of new laws governing the use of the forest.
Since 2002, ongoing fighting between Rwandan rebels, the Congolese army and Mai-Mai militia has displaced
people from the Masisi, Walikale and Kalehe territories of the Kivu region.
The minority people’s hunter-gatherer way of life has been threatened by laws intended to preserve animal and
plant species.
Kanyaruchinya, a village 20 kilometres south of Goma, is currently home to around 800 pygmy people who
live in difficult conditions with little food and a complete lack of healthcare or adequate housing. The village also
has no fresh water supply.
“We fled our small village in the woods when men carrying weapons invaded it,” said Deodat Mukankusi, a
mother of five children from the Batwa tribe who lives in Kanyaruchinya. “They would kill men they met in
villages, rape women and take all the food.”
The pygmy people say that a lack of support from the government as well as local and international
organisations on the ground has left them struggling to access services, including healthcare and education.
Having moved from their customary surroundings in the forest, they are now finding it hard to survive in a more
conventional settlement as displacement camps empty out.
“Me and my husband have seven mouths to feed. My husband has no work so I make clay pots and sell them
for between 200 and 500 Congolese francs (20 to 50 US cents) so that I can buy just a little food,” Mukankusi
said. “But I have to go to Masisi (80 km away) to get clay, so I have to pay at least 9000 Congolese francs (nine
dollars) transport to get there and back, and it’s difficult for us.”
Pygmy men still try to make a living by going back into the forest to collect charcoal and wood. They earn less
than one dollar a day. Meanwhile, women and children have resorted to begging in the streets of Goma town.
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Local experts agree that the pygmies find themselves in a difficult situation as the return process progresses.
“The main problem for Batwa people is the fact that they are left behind in so many respects, with no
experience of living in mainstream society,” said Ndeze Paul, who heads the local administration of Bwisha in
Rutshuru territory. “[But] they are partly responsible for this, since they didn't want to get close to others [when
living in the forest].”
The pygmies say they are not admitted to hospitals for lack of money, forcing them to turn to traditional
medicine when they fall ill. Women give birth at home because they cannot afford to go to the local maternity
hospital. They say they need support from the government as well as local and international organisations to aid
their integration into society.
“We also want to live like others, we are not animals, we can live together in peace if for once we’re given this
chance,” Kahindo Motogari, another pygmy woman living in Kanyaruchinya, told IWPR. “We want to be taken
care of with the provision of a maternity hospital and have a school for our children.”
The government has given the pygmy people land because they had nowhere to go and they refused to return
to the forest for fear of insurgents. They had also wanted to live together. However, little targeted assistance has
been forthcoming from either the government or local or international organisations working in eastern DRC.
“We did not get any assistance, we went to complain to some organisations taking care of displaced people but
they say they have no budget for pygmies. Only ASAF (Action on Women’s Health) gave us drinkable water but
it is not enough since there is only one tap for 800 people,” Muhindo Mupepa, the Kanyaruchinya village leader,
said.
International non-governmental organisations say they lack funds to specifically target the Batwa people.
While international agencies are willing to help, they face myriad challenges in the region.
“The bigger international agencies operating on the ground are facing such complex problems already that they
find dealing with the particular problems of the Bambuti [or Batwa] a challenge too far,” said Mark Lattimer,
executive director of Minority Rights Group International which campaigns on behalf of the pygmies.
“Most of them (international agencies) are very sympathetic about the problem. Some say they’d like to do
more and they try to do a bit. But many of them say we can’t pick and choose; we have to deliver services to all
Congolese.”
But whatever support initiatives are put in place, the central problem remains that locals discriminate against
the Batwa people.
“They are happy just to ignore the Bambuti [or Batwa], because they’ve had such a subservient role, such a
marginalised role, in Congolese society. They very rarely will come and demand their share,” Lattimer said.
“In the past, [the Batwa] have often been attacked; they’ve often been picked on. They’ve grown up to learn
that they have to accept that they are in second or third place. There is this very long history of marginalisation
and discrimination which has become internalised in the communities themselves.”
Local experts say the government has a crucial role to play to help the pygmy reintegrate into society and
access necessary services in villages such as Kanyaruchinya.
Although some pygmies have managed to register to vote in the upcoming presidential elections in November,
they are not represented at the local political level.
In an effort to overcome this, pygmies from Kanyaruchinya have created their own association: Maison
d’Accueil et d’Encadrement des Pygmées de Grands-Lacs, MAEPYGL. Its mission is to enable pygmies to
rebuild their lives by accessing the same rights as the rest of society.
“The state gave us land. I have a plot but no means to build my house,” Jean-Marie Bauma, a 40-year-old
member of the organisation, said. “I am a father, I have to support nine people in total. We live in a small shabby
house, four by five metres; when it rains the whole house is flooded. I have five children old enough to go to
school but they cannot as we don’t have enough money, so I ask people to help us out of good will.”
The provincial government in the Kivus acknowledges that there is no assistance granted to pygmies and that it
needs to do more to help them integrate into society.
“The government did not plan any assistance for pygmies so far, but it is very concerned about their
conditions. This group has long lived in the forest, we are trying to stop discrimination against them - that’s why
we gave them land,” Mutete Mundenga, the government’s minister for North Kivu, told IWPR.
Mutete is optimistic about the integration of the pygmy people and pledged to help them, “These people are
Congolese citizens; they have a right to life, education and to benefit from all rights according to the constitution,
that’s why I plan to go on the ground at the end of the month to assess the situation and see what their needs are
and introduce a request to the government and see how to plan emergency assistance.” Both pygmies and
international observers say this cannot happen soon enough, however they remain cautious about progress.
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“Ultimately [movement on the issue] is about the provincial government of North and South Kivu and about
the international agencies who still deliver a lot of the humanitarian subsistence to the population,” Lattimer said.
“I’ve never seen any systematic attempt to do something about it. It is largely dependent upon efforts of Batwa
campaigners themselves to get enough people to [lobby for the] community. It is a hard process and sometimes
works for a while; the time then passes and the money goes away and they go back to how they were before.”
3

When 14-year-old Judith, not her real name, was raped in Goma, her father decided not to report the matter to
the authorities. Instead, the family of the victim sat down with that of the rapist and hammered out a so-called
friendly settlement.
“At least I received the equivalent of a dowry from the family of the boy who had taken my daughter by
force,” the father said. “Our two families sat around the table with a few wise men from the neighbourhood and
we came to an amicable agreement.”
He added that going to the courts would have meant losing both time and money unnecessarily.
“I didn’t want to call the police because this would have meant a scandal for my daughter and, even if I had
done this, nothing would have come of it,” he said.
“Indeed, we always see perpetrators of these acts being released three months after having been arrested and
tried, roaming in the neighbourhood and even harassing their victims’ families. So why should I lose my time and
unnecessarily spend the little money I have to support my family by going before justice?”
Irène Ntambuka, programme director at Dynamique des Femmes Juristes, a local NGO that provides legal aid
to rape victims, says that such agreements in sexual violence cases are becoming more common, largely because
of a lack of trust in the local justice system
“People believe that if they go before the courts they will not obtain justice and damages will not be paid,” she
said. “On the other hand, if they choose a friendly settlement, they can get a few goats, cows, some money, and so
forth.”
New legislation to combat sexual violence was introduced in 2006. Among other things, it raised the age of
consent from 16 to 18, and repealed a previous law that allowed those convicted of rape to pay a fine in return for
a lighter sentence.
Rape carries with it a sentence of between five and 20 years, as well as a fine of at least 100,000 Congolese
francs (approximately 3000 US dollars). In cases where the victim dies as a result of an attack, the law provides
for a maximum term of life imprisonment.
But, despite this new law, few people trust the verdicts that are delivered by the courts and tribunals of North
Kivu.
Data from the Provincial Commission for the Fight against Sexual Violence, CPLVS, a platform of human
rights organisations, indicates that 4,026 rapes were reported in North Kivu during 2009, down from 4820 the
previous year.
Eugène Buzake, a lawyer and coordinator for the NGO Synergy for Judicial Assistance, SAJ, says that a
friendly settlement agreement reached between two families is often harmful to the rape victim.
“The agreement does not benefit the victim for several reasons,” he said. “The victim is often isolated and does
not take part in negotiations. Therefore, her needs are not taken into account.
“Moreover, such agreements favour a victim’s silence, even though the victim can have serious health and
psychological problems that need significant assistance. Another consequence is that the agreements send out the
message that you can commit rape, as long as you have just a few goats.”
Local residents share different views about whether friendly settlements are a positive alternative to the
national justice system. Some say that, given that the Congolese justice system is so slow, these agreements at
least provide some sort of closure.
Gilbert, a sociology student at Goma University, said. “It is better to settle all this within the family instead of
waiting years and years.”
Others believe that, even if it takes time, the important thing is that perpetrators of rape are punished according
to the law.
“This would be an example for others who believe that one can rape if one has the capacity to give the dowry
to the victim’s family,” Kavira, a trader at the central market in Goma, said.
This view is shared by Ntambuka, from Dynamique des Femmes Juristes, who said, “It is the dreadfulness of
the act that should push the victim to go before the courts to get justice, and not the money.”
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A source within a special unit for the protection of children told IWPR that more is now being done to fight
sexual violence in eastern DRC, pointing out the “zero tolerance” approach that President Joseph Kabila
announced last year.
“Things have changed now,” he said. “Perpetrators of obvious human rights violations should be held
accountable. But, for this to happen, victims must report these acts so that we can catch these criminals.\
“The question of rape should not be settled within the family. This is the way of encouraging the perpetrator of
these heinous acts to continue doing them. We must say no to this.”
But Ntambuka says that a lot remains to be done.
“Justice should get closer to the people,” she said. “For instance, we know that Masisi, Walikale, Rutshuru and
Nyiragongo territories have no courts [that can handle rape cases] and depend on Goma. How can a victim go
from Walikale to Goma, which is more than 200 kilometres away, in order to get justice? This is something that
the government really should think about.”
She added that there should also be awareness campaigns so that people, especially women, become familiar
with justice and how they can obtain it. She also said that the government should address the problem of prison
conditions, starting with the infrastructure, since this is what facilitates the escape of prisoners, making people
think that there is no justice.
4

Children living on the streets have become such a problem in Goma, the provincial capital of North Kivu, that
a group of former street children have got together to tackle the issue themselves.
John Zalomba, the coordinator of the group, called Anti-Gang, says that it was set up in order to persuade these
children to abandon the street for a more settled life.
He says the group offers counselling and support to children who want a fresh start, and also tries to raise
awareness among the media and the authorities that there is a real need to find a solution to what he describes as a
“scourge against society”.
Orphaned or abandoned children living on the streets are particularly noticeable in Goma, which has been at
the heart of ethnic fighting in the region for many years.
Many of the children have no option but to do physically-demanding jobs while others have turned to crime to
support themselves.
Now, as the city adjusts to peace, it is struggling to work out a way of addressing this legacy of the fighting.
“We have come up with strategies to put an end to the phenomenon of street children, but until now we still
aren’t fully in control of the situation,” admitted an agent of the city administration, who asked to remain
anonymous.
He added that the regional government lacks the resources to deal with the problem.
Officially, the government estimates that 500 children are living on the streets of Goma, but the actual number
could be much higher, since many of them prefer to hide during the day and only come out at night.
Recently, Goma’s mayor, in cooperation with the local police force, launched a campaign aimed at tracking
down street children and sending them off to Kinyogote, a town 17 kilometres away on the shores of Lake Kivu.
The authorities hoped that, by taking the children out of Goma and placing them in a more remote location
with few inhabitants, they could encourage them to change their lifestyle.
But, according to Badibanga Pascal, who runs the Tumani Centre for street children in Goma, inadequate
housing and insufficient food meant that the operation was a failure. Many of the children made it back to Goma's
streets.
Conflict has brought widespread poverty to the region, making it harder for parents to support their offspring
and eroding the role that the extended family traditionally played in bringing up children who have been
orphaned.
Amani, a 16-year-old boy who has been living on the streets of Goma for more than eight years, said that he
was abandoned by his father because of poverty.
“My young brother and I decided to turn to the street, because our mother had no job and could not support
us,” he said. “I feel really singled out when I get called a street child because I didn’t want to end up on the
street.”
Dorcas, 14, has been living rough four years. He says that he has nowhere else to go.
“Two years after my mother died, my father got married to another woman, and this woman – my stepmother –
started abusing me,” he said. “She beat me every day for no reason.”
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Rape, another product of the war in eastern Democratic Republic of Congo, DRC, is also one of the reasons
that children end up on the streets.
Bizimana, 15, was born after his mother was raped when fighting broke out in his village of Masisi in 1993.
He says that he was abandoned at birth by his mother, who was ashamed by how he was conceived.
“When my grandmother told me the story of my life, I made a few unsuccessful suicide attempts,” he said.
“Our traditions reject children born from rape, so I was discriminated against by other children.”
Outcast from society, Bizimana has been on the streets since he was ten.
“I retaliate for everything I had to go through as a child by stealing and raping,” he said. “To get the courage
and strength to do that, I use drugs.”
Although some street children are engaged in crime, they all tend to be branded trouble-makers and criminals,
and face persecution because of this.
But Cobra, a young man in his twenties and one of the leaders of the street children, justifies this behaviour as
a natural response to how they have been treated.
“We have the right to live like any other person: eat, drink, dress and have fun,” he said. “Of course, all this
requires money, so we use force to get our hands on some money so that we can support ourselves.”
Many here believe that since the local authorities have been incapable of resolving the problem, it is time that the
international community weighed in.
“Considering the powerlessness of local as well as national authorities, it is now the international community’s
turn,” one parent said. “It must get involved in the fight against poverty, since poverty is the main reason why our
children end up on the streets.”
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I was born in Goma, in the east of the Democratic Republic of Congo, DRC, in April 1984. I grew up and
studied there. My family comes from South Kivu, a region prone to militia violence.
Because of this insecurity, poverty has increased in the region in the last decade and the population has become
more and more vulnerable, particularly women and children. I come from a big family of 12 children, seven girls
and five boys, and I am the eldest.
I have worked as a journalist in Goma for the past seven years. I began my career by doing internships at local
radio stations in the city, including Radio Grands Lacs and the Radio Liberté. For a time, I also worked in
television. After that, I was hired by Syfia Grands Lacs, a Belgium press agency which works with local
journalists in DRC, Rwanda and Burundi. In June 2010, I became an IWPR\fn{ Institute For War & Peace Reporting}
reporter, producing radio and print reports on subjects such as the rule of law, reconciliation, justice, human rights
and women's rights.
I wanted to become a journalist because where I come from there was almost no female reporters. Therefore,
women could not make their voices heard despite all the injustice and human rights violations they have to
endure. I admired good journalists and found the job fascinating but also wanted to expose wrongs and to bring
about change.
What has been most beneficial for me has been the training I received in radio production and also my
internship in The Hague, where I was able to work closely with IWPR journalists and get a better understanding
of how the International Criminal Court works. I was especially pleased to be able to produce reports on the
Bemba trial and to know that these reports were being read by an international audience.
2
“After you were raped in 2003 did you go see a doctor?” asked Nick Kaufman, the lawyer representing alleged
Congolese warlord Jean-Pierre Bemba, detained in The Hague on charges for war crimes and crimes against
humanity since 2008.
“No,” answered the witness from the Central African Republic, CAR, identified only by a number, 87.
“Why?” Kaufman asked.
“Because I had no money at that time to go to hospital to see a doctor,” the witness replied.
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“Don’t you have organisations in your country such as the Red Cross, [and] Doctors Without Borders? Do
these organisations request money to help victims of sexual violence?” Kaufman asked.
“No,” replied the witness.
I remember hearing all these questions asked by his lawyer as I watched the Bemba trial from the public
gallery at the International Criminal Court, ICC. Bemba is charged with widespread attacks including acts of rape,
torture, and pillage in CAR from October, 25 2002 to March 15, 2003.
This witness said she had been raped by three of Bemba’s troops in CAR in 2003.
Laughter, tears, questions; a whole multitude of emotions filled my heart, all at the same time. Tears, because
of the terrible testimonies I heard from victims of sexual violence from CAR who witnessed members of their
own families being raped or killed by armed men.
At the same time I wanted to laugh when the defence repeatedly questioned the veracity of witnesses’ and
victims’ testimonies, looking for contradictions in their statements.
Their play on the subtleties of words and facts – although very important to uncover the truth – made me feel
ill at ease. The woman being interrogated became more and more upset as she recalled events that she had
difficulties recounting in a public courtroom in front of three judges.
The defence always questioned the prosecution’s evidence, constantly trying to pick holes in it, for instance,
the lack of bona fide medical records showing there had been a rape.
Unfortunately, through fear of being stigmatised by the entire community, many victims did not go to see a
doctor after they were raped. They were also scared stiff of being mocked or rejected by their husband, as is often
the case in many African countries, particularly the Democratic Republic of Congo, DRC.
However, for defence lawyers, with their client on trial for sexual violence, medical evidence stating that a
rape had occurred was a vital element.
The absence of such evidence made the prosecutor’s job very difficult. Proving that rapes were committed by
Bemba’s troops has been a challenge for prosecutors, who have so far not been able to provide every piece of
evidence demanded by the defence.
And that raised many questions in my mind.
Even if it is difficult to prove that an individual was raped, should it be said that there was no rape committed
on the population by armed groups? In the DRC, for instance, we know that some armed groups used crimes of
sexual violence as a weapon of war and a political weapon to destroy entire communities and even weaken the
state’s authority.
Should we remain silent when our mothers, sisters, our children are raped and the perpetrators of these crimes
walk freely in cities and villages of these countries plagued by war?
The trial highlighted for me how difficult it is for the court to prosecute crimes of sexual violence. In its first
case, against Thomas Lubanga, prosecutors only brought charges of conscripting child soldiers into the army.
Although incidents of sexual violence had been registered locally, no charges of sexual violence crimes were
brought.
There are still many difficulties surrounding sexual violence investigations, notably the difficulty of
identifying and even locating victims of the horrific crimes. In several countries where investigations are taking
place, the archive system is flawed or even non-existent. It is often impossible to find documents stating that a
rape occurred.
After being raped, many victims are rejected by their communities and by their relatives, especially their
husbands. Rapes and sexual violence are crimes that always leave a powerful and lasting impact, including
physical injury and psychological trauma.
Nearly 60 per cent of armed men who were roaming the countryside raping, torturing and mutilating young
women and even children were carrying HIV.
It is obvious that women and children were targeted by these successive wars in eastern DRC, and many are
still terrified by the aftermath of these conflicts. Speaking to victims in eastern DRC, I realise that many of them
would like to see perpetrators of these crimes pay for the harm they have done.
Unfortunately, the ICC only prosecutes the militia leaders. Meanwhile, the perpetrators walk freely in cities,
towns and villages, with the opportunity to commit more crimes and jeopardise a great number of inhabitants who
don’t report being raped through fear of being harassed by their attacker.
Covering these cases made me realise that, as far as international justice goes, there remains a gap when it
comes to righting the wrongs done to so many victims of these conflicts.
In the name of all these women who suffer and live today in humiliation and despair, I believe that we should
all join together in support of these women, so that justice can be done.
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3
Widows in the Democratic Republic of Congo, DRC, are being deprived of their legal right to inherit property
from their late husbands, rights groups say.
Inheritance rights have long been a contentious issue, particularly in rural areas where customary rules are seen
as more important than statutory law.
Legislation in DRC guarantees women the right to inherit property from the marriage, but this is overridden in
practice by the view that a family’s assets are transferred down the male lineage, while a bride is regarded as her
husband’s chattel with no independent rights of ownership, especially but not only to land.
“When a woman survives her husband, the trend is very often one of ignorance [of the law] on the part of the
family of her late husband, especially if the woman has no gainful employment,” according to a recent report by
group called Dynamique des Femmes Juristes, DFJ, (Women Lawyers’ Dynamic) based in Goma in eastern DRC.
“This attitude seems simply unfair because the efforts of women's participation in the home cannot be
overlooked.”
Miriam, a 45-year-old Goma resident who lost her husband two years ago, told IWPR how she found it
impossible to claim her inheritance.
“When my husband died, all our belongings were taken away by my in-laws. They accused me of being
responsible for my husband’s death. so I could not inherit,” she said.
Miriam’s civil marriage was registered with the state, giving her automatic legal rights to all property acquired
during the marriage. This did not stop her late husband’s relatives from seizing everything.
“They took everything: the house, the cars, the fields –they took it all,” she said. “Even the children did not get
anything of their father’s property.”
After her husband’s death, Miriam was driven out of her home and now supports herself and her children by
working as a cleaner.
“My children now live in misery and poverty, while the fields and houses of their father are occupied by
members of his family,” she said.
Cases like Miriam’s are clearly in breach of the law.
“Congolese law is clear on matters of estate and inheritance,” DFJ’s head Mireille Ntabuka explained.
“Women are among the different categories of beneficiaries envisaged in the law, whether or not the deceased
left a will. According to the current rules, when one partner dies, the division of belongings takes place according
to the [type of] marriage settlement chosen by the spouses.”
Ntabuka was referring to the difference between a civil-law marriage, which stipulates equal ownership rights
for both partners and full inheritance for one if the other dies; and traditional, unregistered weddings, which are
not recognised by the state and thus do not confer the same rights on widows.
Even women who are aware of the law can be deprived of a legacy, often through accusations that they do not
deserve a share.
“In the DRC, once a man dies, his family turns against his wife, accusing her of never having worked and
saying she therefore cannot inherit, since everything belongs to the husband,” Feza Mukendi Mireille of
Norwegian Church Aid in Goma said. “Other families accuse the woman of having killed her husband. Therefore,
some women are rejected by their in-laws and excluded from inheritance.”
Widows often cannot afford to bring a legal case against their in-laws.
“When my husband died and our belongings were taken away by his family, I wanted to sue them.
Unfortunately I didn’t have enough money to do so,” Masika Sikuli, a widow from Goma, said.
Nevertheless, civil marriage is still the only institution that at least offers the possibility of legal redress. Some
churches are now asking couples to go through the civil registration ceremony before seeking a religious one.
“Civil marriage is one of the strategies for women to have access to inheritance like men,” Goma’s mayor
James Kambere Nzumuka said. “People don’t know what it is meant for, how important it is. Many just use
custom and religious marriage, and they [later] have problems.”
4
Despite a recruitment drive more than a year ago in the Democratic Republic of Congo, DRC, which saw over
1,000 magistrates hired, few have actually begun work and observers warn that the country’s judicial system is
still corrupt and overstretched.
The recruitment initiative in October 2009 followed the mass sacking of more than ten per cent of the
magistracy in July of the same year, part of an anti-corruption purge ordered by President Joseph Kabila.
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But critics say that the effects of the fresh influx of magistrates have not been felt outside the capital Kinshasa,
with the east of the country still plagued by corruption and bad practice.
Out of several dozen magistrates assigned to Goma, North Kivu province, only a handful have so far been
sworn in. An official at the Goma district court said,
“It is true that there are many magistrates who did not take office. Out of the 36 magistrates recruited, only six
have been assigned to the district court’s prosecution office where they have been working for a few weeks now
as deputy prosecutors.”
“Although many magistrates of the different DRC provinces have been recruited in Kinshasa, the Congolese
capital, only a few of them have taken office,” Goma resident Sammy Sumbusu said. “This did not help solve the
problem of access to justice for the population, who also urged authorities to recruit as a solution to the problem
of impunity and corruption that the judicial system still suffers from in eastern North Kivu and the whole of
DRC.“
Magistrates say that logistical and financial problems often prevent them from taking up their positions. These
include not being provided with adequate office space or receiving a regular salary.
Tuhihimbaze Rutchomboza, the provincial minister of justice, recognises that this is a particular problem in
certain areas.
“It is true that there is a funding problem that blocks the entry of some judges in the province of North Kivu although this is not the case across the province,” he said. “For example, this is a big problem in Butembo, but in
Goma magistrates have started to work. The government is trying to put in place sufficient means to allow them to
begin their work.”
A lawyer from Goma, among those recruited in Kinshasa in 2009 but yet to take up his position, said, “Since
we have been recruited, the situation remained the same; nothing has changed.
“The objective was to recruit more magistrates to strengthen the judicial system and allow the whole
population to access a fair justice system. Due to a lack of financial and logistical means, we’re unfortunately not
yet in office - even though we’ve already been assigned to a position. We don’t know what’s blocking the
process.”
The government, though, insists that access to justice in DRC is improving overall.
“These [magistrates] have been recruited as part of a government programme aimed at improving justice in
general and the fight against impunity in particular,” Rutchomboza said. “This recruitment takes into account all
aspects of justice such as the improvement of prison administration and judicial guarantees in order to expedite
trials in North Kivu.”
The minister also says that steps are being taken to better the working conditions of magistrates, so that they
are not lured into corruption.
Magistrates, like other civil servants in the DRC, are not well paid. This has been highlighted by critics in the
past as another reason why the system is vulnerable to corruption.
“The government will do its best to put in place good working conditions so that these new [magistrates] do
not make the same mistakes as the former ones,” Rutchomboza said.
But the hold-ups in magistrates taking up positions have harmed public perception of the justice system in the
DRC yet further.
The 2009 recruitment drive was organised by the High Council of the Magistracy - a body set up in the 2006
constitution to supervise the judiciary - in the form of a three-day competition aimed at increasing the number of
magistrates in DRC to 2,500.
“At the beginning of the recruitment process, everything seemed to be serious and we thought the situation
would improve for once,” Hubert Kabongo, another Goma resident, said. “We don’t know why but everything
turned slow again and magistrates could not take office.
“This recruitment was supposed to change the situation and especially the problem of corruption and impunity
still wearing down the judicial system in our country.
Unfortunately, this lack of magistrates has harmful consequences for those who cannot access justice. Many of
their files are still waiting at the prosecution office.”
The official at Goma’s district court says that before the recruitment of new magistrates in the town there were
only five deputy prosecutor magistrates and the prosecutor himself.
“They were dealing with several legal cases in the whole North Kivu province,” he said. “The task was too
heavy for their work to be carried out.”
The recruitment of new magistrates had served to provide a glimmer of hope for not only the public but also
many prisoners.
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In the DRC legal system, magistrates either take on the role of court judge or that of investigating magistrate.
There is a huge backlog of cases and many detainees languish in prison, awaiting an uncertain fate.
“I’ve been imprisoned for more than two years and I was never brought before a court,” said Christopher, a
detainee at Goma central prison, who insisted that he had no idea why he had been incarcerated or what crime he
was supposed to have committed. “I don’t even know why I am here and why nobody wants to listen to me.”
A magistrate at the general prosecution office in Goma said, “The recruitment of these magistrates for North
Kivu province does not completely resolve the problem of justice but at least lightens the workload for
magistrates.
“Even though the number who’ve been recruited is limited, at least with these additional lawyers we will start
achieving results.”
5
I was shivering out of both joy and fear when I landed at Schiphol airport: joy at arriving in the home country
of the International Criminal Court, ICC, but also fear that I was so far away from home, in unfamiliar
surroundings.
Everything was new to me. People’s faces didn’t look familiar. I had never seen escalators before.
I was very tired when I stepped out of the plane, and I was dreaming of having a hot shower and some sleep.
But the reception I received from the immigration officials changed all that. Although I had a Schengen visa,
which should facilitate travel within the European Union, they raised questions about my plans to spend some
weekends in France, Belgium and Norway.
“Africans do not understand how the Schengen visa works,” the immigration official said. “To have one does
not mean free travel in the Schengen area. You have to show other guarantees that you are not going to run away
and stay in this country you plan to visit.”
I was detained for six hours at the airport. This made my sense of isolation even worse. Since my cell phone
did not work here, I could not get in touch with anyone in the outside world. I felt as though I was trapped halfway between Africa and Europe.
The relief that I felt when I was finally allowed to leave was immense.
One of the hardest things to adjust to in The Hague was the temperature. There was never any sun.
When a little ray of sun would appear, everybody became so excited about it. It didn’t seem to matter that the
temperature remained bitterly cold.
I was especially looking forwards to visiting the ICC: this great international court that was really starting to
cause trouble for the big fishes in my home country.
As a Congolese journalist that has been closely following the ICC, I had so many questions about it.
I was curious to know how journalists covered the trials. Did they have the occasion to talk to the victims, the
prosecution lawyers and the defence teams? How was the ICC able to conceal the identity of witnesses and
victims?
Once in the public gallery, I was pleasantly surprised to see how diverse the courtroom was.
I had thought that only men would be involved in the proceedings, as is usually the case in the DRC. But, in
fact, I counted more women than men.
Moreover, the women occupied very important positions, like Judge Sylvia Steiner from Brazil, Judge Joyce
Aluoch from Kenya and Judge Kuniko Ozaki from Japan.
I also noticed how many different nationalities there were in the courtroom.
I used to think of the ICC as a courtroom full of white people, where the big judges and lawyers were
Europeans. But the diversity of nationalities I saw changed my views about that. It also helped to reassure me that
whatever verdict the court came out with would be fair.
Entering the room, I was very curious to see the defendant Jean-Pierre Bemba face-to-face. The last time that I
saw him was in 2006, when he was campaigning for the presidential elections. This was indeed a very different
setting in which to see him.
I wondered what he was feeling after all these years spent so far from his family; and what he thought about
the unfolding of the trial and the upcoming elections in his home country.
But I knew that I would never be able to get to talk to him, to ask him these questions.
Ever since I started following the ICC, a question had been nagging at me. It is the same question that most
Congolese, not to say Africans, have.
Why have only African cases been brought before the ICC? Are there no serious crimes being committed in
Europe, Asia and America?
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Is this court only meant to render justice in Africa?
If it is, then why call it an “international” criminal court. Why not call it the ACC – the African Criminal
Court?
This was the perfect place to find the answers to these questions.
On my last day in The Hague, I got the opportunity to meet Caroline Maurel, from the court’s outreach unit,
and she admitted that it is an ongoing battle to convince Africans that the court is working in their best interests.
The court is very focused on the Congo. Thomas Lubanga, Germain Katanga, Mathieu Ngudjolo Chui, and
Jean-Pierre Bemba are all Congolese citizens.
Even the newest detainee at the court – Calixte Mbarushimana – has a Congolese connection. Although he is
Rwandan, the crimes that he is alleged to have committed took place in North Kivu, my home province.
There remains a huge gap between the ICC and Congolese people, which I fear one day could lead to
misunderstandings and protests among the latter. Many believe that the ICC is very political, and this undermines
people’s confidence in the court.
So I was pleased to hear that the outreach unit is taking this issue seriously, and reaching out to local
journalists like me in order to explain to ordinary Africans what the court is trying to achieve.
6
Recent cases of so-called mob justice in which suspected criminals were beaten to death by angry crowds have
alarmed the authorities in North Kivu.
Observers say that the legacy of war has made people in the region distrustful of the authorities, and blame
widespread corruption for leaving many lacking confidence in the judicial system.
On September 9, a man identified as Kalum Kaludji and thought to be an armed robber, was killed by residents
who apprehended him as he was coming out of a house he had broken into in Mabanga district, south Goma.
A week later, some 70 kilometres outside Goma in the Masisi region, a man was killed in similar
circumstances, and another incident in July in the neighbourhood of Kasika, in the Karisimbi district of Goma,
left five people dead.
According to eyewitness Katabs Assumani, an armed gang attacked and killed two men at in Kasika at about 2
am on the morning of July 13.
“Alerted by the noise and screams of the neighbours and other family members, soldiers from the FARDC (the
Congolese armed forces) arrested two of the armed men who were trying to escape,” Assumani said.
“The locals were angry, because they thought the police were trying to protect them. They asked the police to
surrender the two men so they could apply their own justice to retaliate for the death of their neighbours.”
After the police refused to surrender the men, the crowd started to throw stones at the officers and in the
ensuing chaos managed to capture one of the suspects.
“To scatter the crowd and regain control of the situation, a FARDC officer fired into the population, killing two
civilians,” Musubao Muhindo, another resident of the neighbourhood, said.
Bazenge Batunwabi, the provincial police inspector, confirms that a FARDC officer fired on civilians, adding
that this matter has now been referred to the military prosecutor’s office.
Victorine Muhima, Kasika’s neighbourhood chief, said that, following the shooting, members of the mob killed
the captive man before setting his body on fire.
Some see such incidents as a natural consequence of life in a post-war country where few people have faith in
official institutions.
“If you bring someone to justice, he is going to get out of jail because he will bribe the state,” Clovis, a
resident of Goma, said. “The authorities are sleeping. That is why people have decided to take charge. The
population is angry. You work and then someone comes to reap the fruit of your effort and nothing is done. It is
this anger that makes the population hot-tempered.”
Police inspector Batunwabi agrees that something must be done about corruption, but says that is not the only
problem.
“We are rebuilding this country so we can catch up other African nations. But North Kivu remains in a postconflict situation and there are still things that go against the law. We have to deter these kinds of practices since
we want to live according to the rule of law.”
Mob justice was not the answer to the problems facing the justice system, he said, adding, “It is not the task of
the population to take justice into its own hands. They should instead trust justice and wait for it to take its
course.”
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François Tuimbaze Rushongoza, the provincial minister for human rights, also said that the public could not
bypass the judicial system, despite its deficiencies.
“These acts of the population are a form of revolt against the bad administration of justice,” he said. “[But] it is
not acceptable that the people act in this way.”
Augustin Bamoisie, from Bukavu, which lies 200 km south of Goma, has first-hand experience of the dangers
of vigilantism.
“I was coming back from a visit to my friends around 7 pm and I did not know people were looking for a thief
in that neighbourhood,” he recalled. “All of a sudden I was attacked by a group of people, who immediately
roughed me up. My life was saved by a policeman who was patrolling the area and I was then brought to the
hospital.”
Alarmed by such incidents, the authorities have started taking steps to counter the trend.
“If there is any evidence of corruption or abuse, the population must inform the [official] hierarchy so as to
enable it to enforce the law,” François Tuimbaze Rushongoza, the provincial minister of justice, said.
Batunwabi, the provincial police inspector, said that he is urging police officers to take better care of cases that
they are dealing with, in order to restore confidence in the justice system.
“We must deter this kind of [mob violence],” he said. “We are not in the jungle but in a country, a society that
is organised and has democratic institutions. The population must trust these so that peace prevails.”
Mwene Batende Dufina Tabu, president of the Association of Volunteers, ASVOCO, which campaigns for
human rights, said, “We must educate the population about human rights and teach them to trust justice, since
mob justice is forbidden by law.”
Muhima, Kasika’s neighbourhood chief, said that ordinary people were also acting to combat vigilantism.
“During our security meetings here at the level of the neighbourhood, we try to raise awareness among local
authorities so that they can explain to the population the damaging effects of mob justice,” she said.
One resident of Kasika, who spoke on condition of anonymity, said that vigilantism threatened law and order
in the country.
“If the population takes justice into its own hands, this is a sign of weakness of the justice system,” he said.
“And, if the police are not careful, this form of mob justice could one day turn against them.”
Please note: the provincial identifications captioned under these cathedrals and churches correspond to
those obtaining in the administrative structure operative in the country between 1997 and 2015. If they
happen to correspond to the present internal provincial divisions, it is purely accidental. This has been
retained to reflect identities made in the collected texts for the former Belgian Congo, all of which were
selected—and, indeed, transcribed—prior to 2015, when the new provincial divisions were approved: H
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1. Bandundu; 2. Bas-Congo; 3. Équateur; 4. Kasai-Occidental; 5. Kasai-Orientale; 6. Katanga;
7. Kinshasa; 8. Maniema; 9. Nord-Kivu; 10. Orientale; 11. Sud-Kivu

The Cathedral of Our Lady, Kinshasa, Kinshasa Province, Congo/Kinshasa
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The Cathedral of Our Lady of Congo, Kinshasa, Kinshasa Province, Congo/Kinshasa

The Cathedral of Our Lady of Wisdom, Kinshasa University, Kinshasa Province, Congo/Kinshasa

The Cathedral of St. Ann, Kinshasa, Kinshasa Province, Congo/Kinshasa
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The Church of St. Raphael, Kinshasa, Kinshasa Province, Congo/Kinshasa

The Cathedral of Saints Peter and Paul, Luabumbashi, Katanga Province, Congo/Kinshasa
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The Greek Orthodox Church in Lubumbashi, Katanga Province, Congo/Kinshasa
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The Cathredral of Christ the King, Kalemie, Katanga Province, Congo/Kinshasa

Monks of the Orthodox Monastery in Kolwezi, Katanga Province, Congo/Kinshasa; the Holy Nectario
Church is in the background
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The Cathedral of Our Lady Of Seven Sorrows, Kisantu, Bas-Congo Province, Congo/Kinshasa †

The Cathedral of Our Lady of the Assumption, Boma, Bas-Congo Province, Congo/Kinshasa
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The Temple of the Kimbanguist Church, Nkamaba, Bas-Congo Province, Congo/Kinshasa

The Cathedral of St. Joseph Makalayi, Kazumba, Kasaï-Occidental Province, Congo/Kinshasa
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The new Cathedral of St. Joseph, Goma, Nord-Kivu Province, Congo/Kinshasa

The Cathedral of Our Lady of Peace, Bukavu, Sud-Kivu Province, Congo/Kinshasa
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The Cathedral of St. Eugene, c.1930, Mbandaka (formerly Coquilhatville), Équateur Province,
Congo/Kinshasa. I have no more recent picture

The Cathedral of Sts. Peter and Paul, Basankusu, Équateur Province, Congo/Kinshasa
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A church in Lukolela, Équateur Province, Congo/Kinshasa

The Cathedral of the Holy Spirit, Kindu, Maniema Province, Congo/Kinshasa
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The Cathedral of Our Lady of the Rosary, Kisangani, Orientale Province, Congo/Kinshasa

The Cathedral of the Holy Cross, Bondo, Orientale Province, Congo/Kinshaswa
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A Church in Faradje, Orientale Province, Congo/Kinshasa

A church in Duru, Orientale Province, Congo/Kinshasa
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A church in Lusambo, Kasai-Oriental Province, Congo/Kinshasa

The Convent church of the Brothers of Charity, Lusambo, Kasai-Oriental Province, Congo/Kinshasa
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Caption: “The Church of the Annunciation of Our Lady and our school at Gungu ” [Kwilu District,
Bandundu Province, Congo/Kinshasa]

Caption: “Kikwit [Bandundu Province] church” [Congo/Kinshasa]
▲
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