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120.27 The Partnership Of Rabbit And Elephant: A Folktale\fn{by Sabadu of Uganda (c.1850?-

)}

Uganda (M) 3

In Willimesi, Uganda, a rabbit and an elephant, coming from different directions, met on a road one day, and
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being old friends, stopped to greet one another, and chat about the weather and the crops, and to exchange
opinions on the state of trade.
Finally the rabbit proposed that the elephant should join him in a partnership to make a little trading expedition
to the Watusi shepherds, “because,” said he, “I hear there are some good chances to make profit among them.
Cloth, I am told, is very scarce there, and I think we might find a good bargain awaiting us,” The elephant was
nothing loath, and closed with the offer of his little friend, and a couple of bales of assorted goods were prepared
for the journey.
They set out on particularly good terms with each other, and Rabbit, who had a good store of experiences,
amused the elephant greatly. By-and-by the pair of friends arrived at a, river, and the elephant, to whom: the water
was agreeable, stepped in to cross it, but halted on hearing Rabbit exclaim:
“Why, Elephant, you surely are not going to cross without me? Are we not partners?”
“Of course we are partners, but I did not agree to carry you or your pack. Why don’t you step right in? The
water is not deep, it scarcely covers my feet.”
“But, you stupid fellow, can you not see that what will scarcely cover your feet is more than enough to drown
me, and I can’t swim a bit; and, besides, if I get my fur wet I shall catch the ague, and however am I to carry my
pack across?”
“Well, I cannot help that. It was you who proposed to take the journey, and I thought a wise fellow like you
would have known that there were rivers running across the road, and that you knew what to do. If you cannot
travel, then good-bye. I cannot stop here all day,” and the Elephant walked on across to the other side.
“Surly rascal,” muttered Rabbit. “All right, my big friend, I will pay you for it some time.”
Not far off, however, Rabbit found a log, and after placing his pack on it, he paddled himself over, and reached
the other bank safely; but to his grief he discovered that his bale had been wetted and damaged. Rabbit wiped the
water up as much as possible and resumed the journey with the elephant, who had looked carelessly on the efforts
of his friend to cross the river. Fortunately for Rabbit, the latter part of the journey did not present such
difficulties, and they arrived in due time among the Watusi shepherds.
Now at a trade Elephant was not to be compared with Rabbit, for he could not talk so pleasantly as Rabbit, and
he was not at all sociable. Rabbit went among the women, and laughed and joked with them, and said so many
funny things, that they were delighted with him, and when at last the trade question was cautiously touched upon,
a chief’s wife was so kind to him, that she gave a mighty fine cow in exchange for his little bale of cloth.
Elephant, on the other hand, went among the men, and simply told them that he had come to buy cattle with cloth.
The Watusi shepherds, not liking his appearance or his manner, said they had no cattle to sell, but if he cared to
have it, they would give a year-old heifer for his bale. Though Elephant’s bale was a most weighty one, and many
times more valuable than Rabbit’s, yet as he was so gruff and ugly, he was at last obliged to be satisfied with. the
little heifer. Just as they had left the Watusi to begin their return journey, Elephant said to Rabbit,
“Now mind, should we meet anyone on the road, and we are asked whose cattle these are, I wish you to oblige
me by saying that they are mine, because I should not like people to believe that I am not as good a trader as
yourself. They will also be afraid to touch them if they know they belong to me; whereas, if they hear that they
belong to you, every fellow will think he has as good a right to them as yourself, and you dare not defend your
property.”
“Very well,” replied Rabbit, “I quite understand.” In a little while, as Rabbit and Elephant drove their cattle
along, they met many people coming from market who stopped and admired them, and said,
“Ah, what a fine cow is that! To whom does it belong?”
“It belongs to me,” answered the thin voice of Rabbit. “The little one belongs to Elephant.”
“Very fine indeed. A good cow that,” replied the people, and passed on. Vexed and annoyed, Elephant cried
angrily to Rabbit,
“Why did you not answer as I told you? Now mind, do as I tell you at the next meeting with strangers.”
“Very well,” answered Rabbit, “I will try and remember.” By-and-by they met another party going home with
fowls and palm wine, who, when they came up, said,
“Ah that is a fine beast, and in prime order. Whose is it?”
“It is mine,” quickly replied Rabbit, “and the little scabby heifer belongs to Elephant.” This answer enraged
Elephant, who said,
“What an obstinate little fool you are. Did you not hear me ask you to say it was mine? Now, remember, you
are to say so next time, or I leave you to find your own way home, because I know you are a horrible little
coward.”
“Very well, I’ll do it next time,” replied Rabbit in a meek voice. In a short time they met another crowd, which
stopped when opposite to them, and the people said,
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“Really, that is an exceedingly fine cow. To which of you does it belong?”
“It is mine. I bought it from the Watusi,” replied Rabbit.
The Elephant was so angry this time, that he broke away from Rabbit, and drove his little heifer by another
road, and to Lion, and Hyena, and Buffalo, and Leopard, whom he met, he said what a fine fat cow was being
driven by cowardly little Rabbit along the other road. He did this out of mere spite, hoping that some one of them
would be tempted to take it by force from Rabbit.
But Rabbit was wise, and had seen the spite in Elephant’s face as he went off, and was sure that he would play
him some unkind trick; and, as night was falling and his home was far, and he knew that there were many
vagabonds lying in wait to rob poor travelers, he reflected that if his wit failed to save him he would be in great
danger. True enough, it was not long before a big blustering lion rose from the side of the road, and cried out,
“Hello, you there! Where are you going with that cow? Come, speak out!”
“Ah, is that you, lion? I am taking it to Mugassa (the deity), who is about to give a feast to all his friends, and
he told me particularly to invite you to share it, if I should meet you.”
“Eh! What? To Mugassa ! Oh, well, I am proud to have met you, Rabbit. As I am not otherwise engaged I will
accompany you, because everyone considers it an honor to wait upon Mugassa.” They proceeded a little further,
and a bouncing buffalo came up and bellowed fiercely.
“You, Rabbit, stop!” said he. “Where are you taking that cow to?”
“I am taking it to Mugassa, don’t you know. How would a little fellow like me have the courage to go so far
from home if it were not that I am on service for Mugassa. I am charged also to tell you, Buffalo, that if you like
to join in the feast Mugassa is about to give, that he will be glad to have you as a guest.”
“Oh, well, that is good news indeed. I will come along now, Rabbit, and am very glad to have met you. How
do you do, Lion?”
A short distance off the party met a huge rogue elephant, who stood in the middle of the road, and demanded to
know where the cow was being taken in a tone which required a quick answer.
“Now, Elephant, get out of the way. This cow is being taken to Mugassa, who will be angry with you if I am
delayed. Have you not heard of the feast he is about to give? By the bye, as you are one of the guests, you might
as well help me to drive this cow, and let me get on your back, for I am dreadfully tired.”
“Why, that’s grand,” said the Elephant. “I shall be delighted to feast with Mugassa, and—come get on my
back. I will carry you with pleasure. And, Rabbit,” whispered Elephant, as he lifted him by his trunk, “don’t forget
to speak a. good word for me to Mugassa.”
Soon a leopard and then a hyena were met, but seeing such a powerful crowd behind the cow, they affected
great civility, and were invited to accompany Rabbit’s party to Mugassa’s feast.
It was quite dark by the time they arrived at Rabbit’s village. At the gate stood two dogs, who were Rabbit’s
chums, and they barked furiously; but hearing their friend’s voice, they came up and welcomed Rabbit. The party
halted, and Rabbit, after reaching the ground, whispered to Dogs how affairs stood, and Dogs wagged their tails
approvingly, and yauped with fun as they heard of Rabbit’s wit. It did not take long for Dogs to understand what
was required of them, and one of them bounded off to the village, and after a short time returned with a pretended
message from the great Mugassa.
“Well, my friends, do you hear what Mugassa says?” cried Rabbit, with a voice of importance.
“Dogs are to lay mats inside the village by the gate, and the cow is to be killed, and the meat prepared nicely
and laid on the mats. And when that is done, Mugassa himself will come and give each his portion. He says that
you are all very welcome.”
“Now listen to me before I go in to Mugassa, and I will show you how you can all help to hurry the feast, for I
am sure you are all anxious to begin.”
“You, Hyena, you must kill the cow, and dress the meat, and Dogs will carry it in and lay it on the mats; but
remember, if a bit is touched before Mugassa commands, we are all ruined.”
“You, Elephant, you take this brass hatchet of Mugassa’s, and split wood nicely for the hearth.”
“Buffalo, you go and find a wood with a smooth bark and which burns well, and bring it to Elephant.”
“Leopard, you go to the banana plantations, and watch for a falling leaf and catch it with your eyelids in order
that we may have a proper plate for Mugassa.”
“Lion, my friend, do you go and fill this pot from the spring, and bring water that Mugassa may wash his
hands.”
Having issued his instructions, Rabbit went strutting into the village; but after he had gone a little way he
darted aside, and passing through a side door, went out and came creeping up towards an ant-hill. On the top was
a tuft of grass, and from his hiding place he commanded a view of the gate, and of all who might come near it.
Now Buffalo could only find one log with smooth bark, and Dogs shouted out to Buffalo that one log was not
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enough to roast or to boil the meat, and he returned to hunt up some more.
Elephant struck the log with his brass hatchet which was broken at the first blow, and there was nothing else
with which to cut the wood.
Leopard watched and watched for falling leaves, but failed to see any.
Lion’s pot had a hole in the bottom, and he could never keep it full, though he tried ever so many times.
Meanwhile Hyena having killed the cow and dressed the meat beautifully, said to Dogs,
“Now my friends, the meat is ready. What shall I do?”
“You can help us carry the meat in, and lay it on the mats, if you like, for Mugassa must see it before anybody
can touch it.”
“Ah, but I feel extremely hungry, and my mouth waters so that I am sick with longing. May we not go shares
and eat a little bit” It looks very nice and fat,” whined the Hyena.
“Ah, no, we should not dare do such a thing. We have long ago left the woods, and its habits, and are unfit for
anything but human society; but if you were allowed to eat any, you could fly into the woods, and we should have
all the blame. No, no, come, help us carry it inside. You will not have to wait long.”
The Hyena was obliged to obey, but contrived to hide in the grass some of the tripe. Rabbit, from behind his
tuft of grass, saw it all, and winked in the dark. When the meat was in, Dogs said,
“It is all right now. Just stay outside until the other fellows arrive.”
Hyena retired, and when he was outside of the gate searched for his tripe, and lay down quietly to enjoy it, but
as he was about to bite it, Rabbit screamed,
“Ah, you thief, Hyena. You thief, I see you. Stop thief, Mugassa is coming.”
These cries so alarmed Hyena that he dropped his tripe, and fled away as fast as his legs could carry him, and
the others, Buffalo, Elephant, Lion, and Leopard, tired out with waiting, and hearing these alarming cries, also ran
away, leaving Rabbit and his dog friends in quiet possession. They carried the tripe into the village, and closed the
gate and barred it, after which they laughed loud and long, Rabbit rolling on the ground over and over with the
fun of it all.
My friends, rabbit was the smallest of all, but by his wisdom he was more than a match for two elephants,
buffalo, leopard, lion, hyena, and all.
And even his friends, the dogs, had to confess that rabbit’s wit could not be matched.
That is my tale.
120.30 The Adventures Of Saruti: A Folktale\fn{by Bujomba of Uganda (c.1850?-

)}

Uganda (M) 3½

Kabaka,\fn{Bujomba is here reporting the following words as being in the position of their original narrator, “a young colonel
named Saruti,” (so an introductory paragraph) who spoke them originally in a conversation with Mtesa, the Kabaka of Buganda—the
Kabaka here referred to—“after his (Saruti’s) return from an expedition to the frontier of Unyoro [or Bunyoro],” having memorized Saruti’s
speeches which he says he witnessed at the time of their delivery. Saruti, Bujomba says, “talked on and on without stopping, until Mtesa
could not sit up longer for sheer weariness. These are among the things he said that he had witnessed on his journey.” } I think my
charms which my father suspended round my neck must be very powerful. I am always in luck. I hear good
stories on my journey, I see strange things which no one else seems to have come across.
Now on this last journey, by the time I reached Bingo, I came to a little village, and as I was drinking banana
wine with the chief, he told me that there were two lions near his village who had a band of hyenas to serve as
soldiers under them. They used to send them out in pairs, sometimes to one district, and sometimes to another, to
purvey food for them. If the peasants showed fight, they went back and reported to their masters, and the lions
brought all their soldiers with them, who bothered them so that they were glad to leave a fat bullock tied to a tree
as tribute. Then the lions would take the bullock and give orders that the peasant who paid his tribute should be
left in peace. The chief declared this to be a fact, having had repeated proof of it.
*
At the next place, which is Mbagwe, the man Buvaiya, who is in charge, told me that when he went a short
time before to pay his respects to the muzimu (the oracle) of the district, he met about thirty kokorwa on the road,
hunting close together for snakes, and that as soon as they saw him, they charged at him, and would have killed
him had he not run up a tree. He tells me that though they are not much bigger than rabbits, they are very savage,
and make traveling alone very dangerous. I think they must be some kind of small dogs. Perhaps the old men of
the court may be better able to tell you what they are.
*
At the next village of Ngondo a smart boy called Rutuana was brought to me, who was said to have been lately
playing with a young friend of the same age at long stick and little stick. His friend hit the little stick, and sent it a
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great way, and Rutuana had to fetch it from the long grass. While searching for it, one of those big serpents which
swallow goats and calves caught him, and coiled itself around him. Though he screamed out for help, Rutuana
laid his stick across his chest, and clutching hold of each end with a hand, held fast to it until help came. His
friend ran up a tree, and only helped him by screaming. As the serpent could not break the boy’s hold of the stick,
he was unable to crush his ribs, because his outstretched arms protected them; but when he was nearly exhausted
the villagers came out with spears and shields. These fellows, however, were so stupid that they did not know how
to kill the serpent until Rutuana shouted to them:
“Quick! Draw your bows and shoot him through the neck.”
A man stepped forward then, and when close to him pierced his throat with the arrow, and as, the serpent
uncoiled himself to attack the men, Rutuana fell down. The serpent was soon speared, and the boy was carried
home. I think that boy will become a great warrior.
*
At the next village the peasants were much disturbed by a multitude of snakes which had collected there for
some reason. They had seen several long black snakes which had taken lodging in the ant-hills. These had already
killed five cows, and lately had taken to attacking the travelers along the road that leads by the anthills, when an
Arab, named Massoudi, hearing of their trouble, undertook to kill them. He had some slaves with him, and he
clothed their legs with buffalo hide, and placed cooking pots on their heads, and told them to go among the anthills. When the snakes came out of their holes he shot them one by one. Among the reptiles he killed were three
kinds of serpents which possessed horns.
The peasants skinned them, and made bags of them to preserve their charms. One kind of horned snake, very
thick and short, is said to lay eggs as large as those of fowls. The mubarasassa, which is of a grayish color, is also
said to be able to kill elephants.
*
I then went to Kyengi, beyond Singo, and the peasants, on coming to gossip with me, rather upset me with
terrible stories of the mischief done by a big black leopard. It seems that he had first killed a woman, and had
carried the body into the bush; and another time had killed two men while they were setting their nets for some
small ground game.
Then a native hunter, under promise of reward from the chief, set out with two spears to kill him. He did not
succeed, but he said that he saw a strange sight. As he was following the track of the leopard, he suddenly came to
a little jungle, with an open space in the middle. A large wild sow, followed by her litter of little pigs, was rooting
about, and grunting as pigs do, when he saw the monstrous black leopard crawl towards one of the pigs. Then
there was a shrill squeal from a piggie, and the mother, looking up, discovered its danger, at which it furiously
charged the leopard, clashing her tusks and foaming at the mouth. The leopard turned sharp round, and sprang up
a tree. The sow tried to jump up after it, but being unable to reach her enemy in that way, she set about working
hard at the roots.
While she was busy about it the peasant ran back to obtain a net and assistants, and to get his hunting-dog.
When he returned, the sow was still digging away at the bottom of the tree, and had made a great hole all round it.
The pigs, frightened at seeing so many men, trotted away into the bush, and the hunter and his friends prepared to
catch the leopard.
They pegged the net all about the tree, then let loose the dog, and urged him towards the net. As he touched the
net, the hunters made a great noise, and shouted, at which the leopard bounded from the tree, and with one scratch
of his paw ripped the dog open, sprang over the net, tapped one of the men on the shoulder, and was running
away, when he received a wound in the shoulder, and stopped to bite the spear. The hunters continued to worry
him, until at last, covered with blood, he lay down and died.
*
One day’s journey beyond Kyengi, I came to the thorn-fenced village of some Watusi shepherds, who, it
seems, had suffered much from a pair of lion cubs, which were very fierce. The headman’s little boy was looking
after some calves when the cubs came and quietly stalked him through the grass, and caught him.
The headman took it so much to heart, that as soon as :he heard the news he went straight back to his village
and hanged himself to a rafter. The Watusi love their families very much, but it seems to be a custom with these
herdsmen that if a man takes his own life, the body cannot be buried, and though he was a headman, they carried
it to the jungle, and after leaving it for the vultures, they returned and set fire to his hut, and burnt it to the ground.
When they had done that, the Watusi collected together and had a long hunt after the young lions, but as yet
they have not been able to find them.
*
When the sun was half way up the sky, I came from Kyengi to some peasants, who lived near a forest which is
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affected by the man-monkeys called nzike (gorilla. I was told by them that the nzike know how to smoke and
make fire just as we do. It is a custom among the natives, when they see smoke issuing through the trees, for them
to say,
“Behold, the nzike is cooking his food.”)
I asked them if it were true that the nzike carried off women to live with them, but they all told me that it was
untrue, though the old men sometimes tell such stories to frighten the women, and keep them at home out of
danger.
Knowing that I was on the king’s business, they did not dare tell me their fables.
By asking them all sorts of questions, I was shown to a very old man with a white beard, with whom I obtained
much amusement. It appears he is a great man at riddles, and he asked me a great many. One was,
“What is it that always goes straight ahead, and never looks back?”
I tried hard to answer him, but when finally he announced that it was a river, I felt very foolish. He then asked
me,
“What is it that is bone outside and meat within?”
The people laughed, and mocked me. Then he said that it was an egg, which was very true. Another question
he gave me was,
“What is it that looks both ways when you pass it?”
Some said one thing, and some said another, and at last he answered that it was grass. Then he asked me,
“What good thing was it which a man eats, and which he constantly fastens his eyes upon while he eats, and
after eating, throws a half away?” I thought and considered, but I never knew what it was until he told me that it
was a roasted ear of Indian corn.
That old man was a very wise one, and among some of his sayings was that
“When people dream much, the old moon must be dying.” He also said that
“When the old moon is dying, the hunter need never leave home to seek game, because it is well known that he
would meet nothing.” And he further added, that at that time the potter need not try to bake any pots, because the
clay would be sure to be rotten.
Some other things which he said made me think a little of their meaning. He said,
“When people have provisions in their huts, they do not say, ‘Let us go into another man’s house and rob
him.’” He also said,
“When you see a crook-back, you do not ask him to stand straight, nor an old man to join the dance, nor the
man who is in pain, to laugh.” And what he said about the traveler is very true:
“The man who clings to his own hearth does not tickle our ears, like him who sees many lands, and hears new
stories.”
*
The next day I stopped at a village near the little lake of Kitesa’s called Mtukura. The chief in charge loved
talking so much, that he soon made me as well acquainted with the affairs of his family as though he courted my
sister. His people are accustomed to eat frogs and rats, and from the noise in the reeds, and the rustling and
squealings in the roof of the hut I slept in, I think there is little fear of famine in that village.
Nor are they averse, they tell me, to iguanas and those vile feeders, the hyenas.
It is a common belief in the country that it was Naraki, a wife of Uni, a sultan of Unyoro, who made that lake.
While passing through, she was very thirsty, and cried out to her muzimu, the muzimu which attends the kings of
Unyoro, and which are most potent.
And all at once there was a hissing flight of firestones\fn{ Meteorites.} in the air, and immediately after, there
was a fall of a monstrously large one, which struck the ground close to her, and made a great hole, out of which
the water spurted and continued leaping up until a lake was formed, and buried the fountain out of sight, and the
rising waters formed a river, which has run north from the lake ever since into the Kafu.
Close by this lake is a dark grove, sacred to Muzingeh, the king of the birds. It is said that he has only one eye,
but once a year he visits the grove, and after building his house, he commands all the birds from the Nyanzas and
the groves, to come and see him and pay their homage.
For half a moon the birds, great and small, may be seen following him about along the shores of the lake, like
so many guards around a king; and before night they are seen returning in the same manner to the grove. The
parrots’ cries tell the natives when they come, and no one would care to miss the sight, and the glad excitement
among the feathered tribe.
But there is one bird, called the Kirurumu, that refuses to acknowledge the sovereignty of the Muzingeh. The
other birds have tried often to induce him to associate with the Muzingeh; but Kirurumu always answers that a
beautiful creature like himself, with gold and blue feathers, and such a pretty crest, was never meant to be seen in
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the company of an ugly bird that possesses only one eye.
*
On the other side of Lake Mtukura is a forest where Dungu, the king of the animals, lives. It is to Dungu that
all the hunters pray when they set out to seek for game.
He builds first a small hut, and after propitiating him with a small piece of flesh, he asks Dungu that he may be
successful. Then Dungu enters into the hunter’s head, if he is pleased with the offering, and the cunning of the
man becomes great; his nerves stiffen, and his bowels are strengthened, and the game is secured. When Dungu
wishes a man to succeed in the hunt, it is useless for the buffalo to spurn the earth and moo, or for the leopard to
cover himself with sand in his rage—the spear of the hunter drinks his blood.
But the hunter must not forget to pay the tribute to the deity, lest he be killed on the way home.
The friendly chief insisted that I should become his blood-fellow, and stay with him a couple of days. The
witch-doctor, a man of great influence in the country, was asked to unite us. He took a sharp little knife, and made
a gash in the skin of my right leg, just above the knee, and did the same to the chief, and then rubbed his blood
over my wound, and my blood over his, and we became brothers.
Among his gifts was this beautiful shield, which I beg Mtesa, my Kabaka, to accept, because I have seen none
so beautiful, and it is too good for a colonel whose only hope and wish is to serve his king.
*
I am glad that I rested there, because I saw a most wonderful sight towards evening. As we were seated under
the bananas, we heard a big he-goat’s bleat, and by the sound of it we knew that it was neither for fun nor for love.
It was a tone of anger and fear. Almost at the same time, one of the boys rushed up to us, and his face had really
turned gray from fear, and he cried,
“There is a lion in the goat-pen, and the big he-goat is fighting with him.”
They had forgotten to tell me about this famous goat, which was called Kasuju, after some great man who had
been renowned in war, and he certainly was worth speaking about, and Kasuju was well known round about for
his wonderful strength and fighting qualities.
When we got near the pen with our spears and shields, the he-goat was butting the lion—who was young, for
he had no mane—as he might have butted a pert young nanny-goat, and baaing with as full a note as that of a
buffalo calf. It appears that Kasuju saw the destroyer creeping towards one of his wives, and dashing at his flank
knocked him down.
As we looked on from the outside, we saw that Kasuju was holding his own very well, and we thought that we
would not check the fight, but prepare ourselves to have a good cast at the lion as he attempted to leave.
The lion was getting roused up, and we saw the spring he made: but Kasuju nimbly stepped aside and gave
him such a stroke that it sounded like a drum. Then Kasuju trotted away in front of his trembling wives, and as the
lion came up, we watched him draw his ears back as he raised himself on his hind feet like a warrior. The lion
advanced to him, and he likewise rose as though he would wrestle with him, when Kasuju shot into his throat with
so true and fair a stroke, that drove one of his horns deep into the throat.
It was then the lion’s claws began to work, and with every scratch poor Kasuju’s hide was torn dreadfully, but
he kept his horn in the wound, and pushed home, and made the wound large. Then the lion sprang free, and the
blood spurted all over Kasuju.
Blinded with his torn and hanging scalp, and weakened with his wounds, he staggered about, pounding blindly
at its enemy, until the lion gave him one mighty stroke with its paw, and sent him headlong, and then seized him
by the neck and shook him, and we heard the cruel crunch as the fangs met. But it was the last effort of the lion,
for just as Kasuju was lifeless, the lion rolled over him dead also.
Had my friend told me this story, I should not have believed him, but as I saw it with my own eyes, I am bound
to believe it.
We buried Kasuju honorably in a grave, as we would bury a brave man; but the lion we skinned, and I have got
his fur with the ragged hole in the throat.
*
The singular fight we had witnessed, furnished us all with much matter for talk about lions, and it brought into
the mind of one of them a story of a crocodile and lion fight which had happened some time before in the night.
Lake Mtukura swarms with crocodiles, and situated as it is in a region of game they must be fat with prey. One
night a full-grown lion with a fine mane came to cool his dry throat in the lake, and was quaffing water, when he
felt his nose seized by something that rose up from below.
From the traces of the struggle by the water’s edge, it must have been a terrible one. The crocodile’s long
claws had left deep marks, showing how he must have been lifted out of the water, and flung forcibly down; but in
the morning both lion and crocodile were found dead, the crocodile’s throat wide open with a broad gash, but his
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teeth still fastened in the lion’s nose.
Saruti had not half finished his stories when he felt, by seeing Mtesa yawn, that though his adventures were
very interesting, and he was quite ready to continue, yet it would be to his advantage to dock his tongue for the
time being. So he said,
“Kabaka, the wise old man whom I met, told me one thing I had nearly forgotten to say. He said,
“‘I know you are a servant of the king, and if ever you want the king’s face to soften to you and his hand to
open with gifts, compare yourself to the lid of a cooking-pot, which, though the pot may be full of fragrant stew,
receives naught but the vapor, and the king who is wise will understand and will be pleased with his servant.’”
“Very well said indeed, Saruti,” cried Mtesa, laughing. “I understand. The lid must share with the pot this time.
Steward,” he said, turning to Kauta, “see that six head of cattle be driven to Saruti’s cattle pen;” and Saruti
twiyanzied\fn{Prostrated himself.} so often, that his head swam.
120.1 1. How Kimyera Became King Of Uganda 2. The Legend Of The Leopardess And Her Two Servants, Dog
And Jackal 3. The Cunning Terrapin And The Crane 4. The Legend Of Kibatti The Little, Who Conquered All The
Great Animals 5. The Boy Kinneneh And The Gorilla: Five Folktales\fn{by Kadu of Uganda (c.1860?- )} Uganda
(M) 24
1
Many ages ago Uni reigned as king over Unyoro, a great country, which lies to the north and west of Uganda.
One day he took to wife Wanyana, a woman of the neighboring kingdom,\fn{ Of Buganda; the republican constitution of
Uganda (2010) recognizes four kingdoms as part of its territorial domains; Toro and Bugosa are the other two.:H } who on the first
night she had been taken into the inner harem manifested a violent aversion for his person. At that time a man
named Kalimera, who was a dealer in cattle, was visiting the court, and had already resided some months there as
an honored guest of the king, on account of his agreeable manners, and his accomplishments on the flute.
During his stay he had not failed to note the beauty of the young women who were permitted to crowd around
him while he played; but it had long been observed that he had been specially attracted by the charms of Wanyana. It was whispered by a few of the more maliciously disposed among the women that a meeting had taken place,
and that an opportunity had been found by them to inform each other of their mutual passion.
However that may be, King Uni, surprised at the dislike which she manifested towards him, forbore pressing
her for the time, trustfully believing that her sentiments would change for the better after a more intimate acquaintance with him. Meantime he built for her a separate apartment, and palisaded its court closely around with thick
cane. His visits were paid to her on alternate days, and each time he brought some gift of bead or bark cloth, or
soft, furry hide, in the hope of winning her favor.
In time she discovered that she was pregnant, and, fearing King Uni’s wrath, she made a compact with him that
if he would abstain from visiting her for one month she would repay his kindness with all affection. Uni gladly
consented to this proposal, and confined his attentions to sending his pages with daily greetings and gifts.
Meantime she endeavored through her own servants to communicate with Kalimera, her lover, but, though no
effort on her part was wanting, she could gain no news of him, except a report that soon after she had entered the
harem of Uni, Kalimera had disappeared.
In a few days she was delivered of a fine male child, but as she would undoubtedly be slain by the king if the
child was discovered, she departed by night with it, and laid it, clad in fur adorned with fine beadwork, at the
bottom of a potter’s pit. She then hastened to a soothsayer in the neighborhood, and bribed him to contrive in
some way to receive and rear her child until he could be claimed. Satisfied with his assurance that the child would
be safe, Wanyana returned to her residence at the court in the same secret manner that she had left it.
Next morning Mugema, the potter, was seen passing the soothsayer’s door, and was hailed by the great witchfinder.
“Mugema,” said he, “your pots are now made of rotten clay. They are not at all what they used to be. They now
crumble in the hand. Tell me why is this?”
“Ah, doctor, it is just that. I thought to bribe you to tell me, only I did not wish to disturb you.”
“It is well, Mugema; I will tell you why. You have an enemy who wishes evil to you, but I will defeat his
projects. Haste you to your pit, and whatever living thing you find there, keep and rear it kindly. While it lives you
are safe from all harm.”
*
Wondering at this news, Mugema departed from the soothsayer’s house, and proceeded to the pit where he
obtained his clay. Peering softly over the edge of the pit, he saw a bundle of bark cloth and fur. From its external
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appearance he could not guess what this bundle might contain, but, fearing to disturb it by any precipitate movement, he silently retreated from the pit, and sped away to tell his wife, as he was in duty bound, and obtain her
advice and assistance, for the wife in all such matters is safer than the man. His wife on hearing this news cried
out at him, saying:
“Why, what a fool you are! Why did you not do as the soothsayer commanded you? Come, I will go with you
at once, for my mind is troubled with a dream which I had last night, and this thing you tell me may have a weighty meaning for us both.”
Mugema and his wife hurried together towards the clay-pit, and as her husband insisted on it, she crept silently
to its edge to look down. At that moment the child uttered a cry and moved the clothes which covered it.
“Why, it is a babe,” cried the woman, “just as I found it in my dream. Hurry, Mugema. Descend quickly, and
bring it up to me; and take care not to hurt it.”
Mucrema wondered so much at his wife’s words that he almost lost his wits, but being pushed into the pit he
mechanically obeyed, and brought up the bundle and its living occupant, which he handed to his wife without
uttering a word. On opening the bundle there was discovered the form of a beautiful and remarkably lusty child,
of such weight, size, and form, that the woman exclaimed:
“Oh! Mugema, was ever anybody’s luck like this of ours? My very heart sighed for a child that I could bring
up to be our joy, and here the good spirits have given us the pick of all the world. Mugema, your fortune is made.”
“But whose child is it?” asked Mugema, suspiciously.
“How can I tell you that? Had you not brought the news to me of it being in the pit, I should have been
childless all my life. The soothsayer who directed you hither is a wise man. He knows the secret, I
warrant\fn{Guarantee} him. But come, Mugema, drop these silly thoughts. What say you? Shall we rear the child,
or leave it here to perish?”
“All right, wife. If it prove of joy to you, I shall live content.”
*
Thus it was that the child of Wanyana found foster-parents, and no woman in Unyoro could be prouder of her
child than Mugema’s wife came to be of the foundling. The milk of woman, goat, and cow was given to him, and
he throve prodigiously; and when Mugema asked the soothsayer what name would be fittest for him, the wise
man said:
“Call him Kimyera—the mighty one.”
Some months after this, when Kimyera was about a year old, Wanyana came to the potter’s house to purchase
pots for her household, and while she was seated in the porch selecting the soundest among them, she heard a
child crying within.
“Ah, has your wife had a child lately? I did not observe or hear when I last visited you that she was likely to
become a mother.”
“No, princess,” replied Mugema; “that is the cry of a child I discovered in the clay-pit about a year ago.”
Wanyana’s heart gave a great jump, and for a moment she lost all recollection of where she was. Recovering
herself with a great effort, she bade Mugema tell her all about the incident: but while he related the story, she was
busy thinking how she might assure herself of his secrecy if she declared herself to be the mother of the child.
Mugema, before concluding his story, did not fail to tell Wanyana how for a time he had suspected his wife of
having played him falsely, and that though he had no grounds for the suspicion further than that the clay-pit was
his own and the child had been found in it, he was not quite clear in his mind yet, and he would be willing to slave
a long time for any person who could thoroughly disabuse his mind of the doubt, as, with that exception, his wife
was the cleverest and best woman in Unyoro.
Wanyana, perceiving her opportunity, said:
“Well, much as I affected not to know about the child, I know whose child it is, and who placed it in the pit.”
“You, princess!” he cried.
“Yes, and, if you will take an oath upon the great Muzimu to keep it secret, I will disclose the name of the
mother.”
“You have my assurance of secrecy upon the condition that the child is not proved to be my wife’s. Whosoever
else’s it may be, matters not to me; the child was found, and is mine by right of the finder. Now name the mother,
princess.”
“Wanyana!”
“Yours?”
“Even so. It is the offspring of fond love, and Kalimera of Uganda is his father. The young man belongs to one
of the four royal clans of Uganda, called the Elephant Clan. He is the youngest son of the late king of Uganda
[Buganda]. To him, on his father’s death, fell his mother’s portion, a pastoral district rich in cattle not far from the
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to Uni that he saw and loved me, and I knew him as my lord. Dreading the king’s anger, he fled, and I was left
loveless in the power of Uni. One night the child was born, and in the darkness I crept out of the king’s court, and
bore the babe to your pit. To the wise man I confided the secret of that birth. You know the rest.”
“Princess, my wife never appeared fairer to me than she does now, and I owe the clear eye to you. Rest in
peace. My wife loves the babe, let her nurse it until happier times, and I will guard it safe as though it were my
own. Yes, the babe, I feel assured, will pay me well when he is grown. The words of the wise man come home to
me now, and I see whereby good luck shall come to all. If bone and muscle can make a king, Kimyera’s future is
sure. But come in to see my wife, and to her discretion and wisdom confide your tale frankly.”
Wanyana soon was hanging over her child, and, amid tears of joy, she made Mugema’s wife acquainted with
his birth, and obtained from her earnest assurance that he would be tenderly cared for, and her best help in any
service she could perform for Kimyera and his mother.
*
Great friendship sprang up between Princess Wanyana and the potter Mugema and his wife, and she found
frequent excuses for visiting the fast-growing child. Through the influence of the princess, the potter increased in
riches, and his herds multiplied; and when Kimyera was grown tall and strong, he was entrusted by his fosterfather with the care of the cattle, and he gave him a number of strong youths as assistants.
With these Kimyera indulged in manly games, until he became wonderfully dexterous in casting the spear, and
drawing the bow, and in wrestling. His swiftness exceeded that of the fleetest antelope; no animal of the plain
could escape him when he gave chase. His courage, proved in the defence of his charge, became a proverb among
all who knew him. If the cry of the herdsman warned him that a beast sought to prey upon the cattle, Kimyera
never lost time to put himself in front, and, with spear and arrow, he often became victor.
With the pride becoming the possessor of so many admirable qualities, he would drive his herds right through
the cornfields of the villagers, and to all remonstrances he simply replied that the herds belonged to Wanyana,
favorite wife of Uni. The people belonged to her also, as well as their corn, and who could object to Wanyana’s
cattle eating Wanyana’s corn? As his reputation for strength and courage was well known, the villagers then
submissively permitted him to do as he liked.\fn{This is the meaning of the sentence; but the text has here the word listed, which
contains an agricultural reference to drawing boundaries around fields .}
As he grew up in might and valor, Uni’s regards cooled towards Wanyana, and, as she was not permitted that
freedom formerly enjoyed by her, her visits to Kimyera ceased. Mugema sympathized with the mother, and
contrived to send Kimyera with pots to sell to the people of the court, with strict charge to discover every piece of
news relating to the Princess Wanyana. The mother’s heart dilated with pride every time she saw her son, and she
contrived in various ways to lengthen the interview. And each time he returned to his home he carried away some
gift from Wanyana, such as leopard-skins, strings of beast claws, beads and crocodile-teeth, girdles of white
monkey skin, parcels of ground ochre, or camwood,\fn{ A hard, red African wood, used in dye.} or rare shells, to show
Mugema and his wife. And often he used to say, “Wanyana bade me ask you to accept this gift from her as a token
of her esteem,” showing them similar articles.
His mother’s presents to him in a short time enabled him to purchase two fine large dogs. One was black as
charcoal, which was named by him Msigissa, or “Darkness,” the other was white as a cotton tuft, and called
Sema-gimbi, or “Wood-burr.” You must know that it is because of the dog Darkness, that the Baboon clan of
Uganda became so attached to black dogs, and perpetuate the memory of Kimyera.
When he had become the owner of Darkness and Wood-burr, he began to absent himself from home for longer
periods, leaving the herds in charge of the herdsmen. With these he explored the plains, and hills, and woods to a
great distance from his home. Sometimes he would be absent for weeks, causing great anxiety to his kind fosterparents.
The further he went the more grew his passion to know what lay beyond the furthest ridge he saw, which,
when discovered, he would be again tempted to explore another that loomed in the far distance before him. With
every man he met he entered into conversation, and obtained a various knowledge of things of interest relating to
the country, the people and the chiefs. In this manner before many months he had a wide knowledge of every road
and river, village and tribe, in the neighboring lands.
On his return from these daring excursions, he would be strictly questioned by Mugema and his wife as to
what he had been doing, but he evaded giving the entire truth by rehearsing the hunting incidents that attended his
wanderings, so that they did not know the lands he had seen, nor the distances that he traveled. However, being
uneasy in their minds they communicated to Wanyana all that was related to them and all they suspected. Wan11

yana then sought permission to pay a visit to the potter and his wife, and during the visit she asked Kimyera,
“Pray tell me, my son, where do you travel on these long journeys of yours to seek for game?”
“Oh! I travel far through woods, and over grassy hills and plains.”
“But is it in the direction of sunrise, or sunset, is it north or is it south of here?” To which he replied:
“I seek game generally in the direction whence the sun rises.”
“Ah!” said Wanyana. “In that way lies Ganda, where your father lies, and whence he came in former days to
exchange cattle for salt and hoes.”
“My father! What may be my father’s name, mother?”
“Kalimera.”
“And where did he live?”
“His village is called Willimera, and is near the town of Bakka.”
“Bakka! I know the town, for in some of my journeys I entered a long way into Uganda, and have chased the
leopard in the woods that border the stream called Myanja, and over the plains beyond the river many an antelope
has fallen a victim to my spear.”
“It is scarcely credible, my son.”
“Nay, but it is true, mother.”
“Then you must have been near Willimera in that case, and it is a pity that you should not have seen your
father, and been received by him.”
*
A few days later Kimyera slung his knitted haversack over his shoulder, and with shield, two spears, and his
faithful dogs Darkness and Wood-burr, he strode out of the potter’s house, and set his face once more towards the
Myanja river.
At the first village across the stream he questioned the natives if they knew Willimera, and was told that it was
but eight hours east. The next day he arrived, and traveled round the village, and rested that night at the house of
one of the herdsmen of Kalimera. He made himself very agreeable to his host, and from him he received the fullest information of all matters relating to his father.
The next day he began his return to Unyoro, which he reached in two weeks. He told Mugema and his fostermother of his success, and they sent a messenger to apprise Wanyana that Kimyera had returned home. Wanyana,
impatient to learn the news, arrived that night at Mugema’s house and implored Kimyera to tell her all that he had
heard and seen.
“In brief, it is this,” replied Kimyera. “I now know to a certainty where Kalimera lives. I have gone round the
village, I know how many natives are in it, how many herds of cattle, and how many herdsmen and slaves he has.
“Kalimera is well. All these I learned from one of his chief herdsmen with whom I rested a night. I came here
straight to let you and my foster-parents know it.”
“It is very well, my son. Now Mugema, it is time to move,” she said to the potter. “Uni daily becomes more
intolerable to me. I never have yet mated with him as his wife, and I have been true to the one man who seemed to
me to be the comeliest\fn{Most handsome} of his kind. Now that I know Kalimera lives, my heart has gone to him,
though my body is here. Mugema, speak, my friend.”
“Wanyana, my wit is slow and my tongue is heavy. You know my circumstances. I have one wife, but many
cattle. The two cows, Namala and Nakaombeh, which you gave me at first, I possess still. Their milk has always
been abundant and sweet. Namala has sufficed to nourish Kimyera into perfect lustiness and strength; Nakaombeh
gives more than will feed my wife and me. Let Kimyera take his flute, his dogs, Darkness and Wood-burr, his
spears and shield. Sebarija, my cowherd, who taught Kimyera the flute, will also take his flute and staff, and drive
Namala and Nakaombeh. My wife will carry a few furs, some of the spoils won by Kimyera’s prowess; and, lo! I
and my family will follow Wanyana.”
“A true friend you have been to me and mine, Mugema! We will hence before dawn. In Willimera you shall
receive tenfold what you leave here. The foundling of the clay-pit has grown tall and strong, and at last he has
found the way to his father and his father’s kindred.”
And as Wanyana advised, the journey was undertaken that night, and before the sun arose Wanyana, Mugema
and his wife, the slave Sebarija driving the two cows, Namala and Nakaombeh, were far on their way eastward,
Kimyera and his two dogs, Darkness and Wood-burr, preceding the emigrants and guiding the way.
The food they took with them sustained them for two days; but on the third day they saw a lonely buffalo, and
Kimyera, followed by Mugema and Sebarija, chased him. The buffalo was uncommonly wild, and led them a long
chase, far out of sight of the two women.
Then Mugema reflected that they had done wrong in thus leaving the two women alone, and called out to Sebarija to hurry back, and to look after the women and two cows. Not long after, Darkness fastened his fangs in the
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buffalo, until Wood-burr came up and assisted him to bring it to the ground, and there they held him until
Kimyera gave him his death-stroke. The two men loaded themselves with the meat, and returned to the place
where they had left, but alas! They found no traces of the two women, nor of Sebarija and the two cows.
Day after day Kimyera and Mugema hunted all around the country for news of the missing party, until, finally,
to their great sorrow, they were obliged to abandon the search, and came to the conclusion that it was best for
them to continue their journey and trust to chance for the knowledge they desired.
*
Near Ganda another buffalo was sighted by Kimyera, and, bidding Mugema remain at the first house he came
to, he went after it with his dogs. The buffalo galloped far, and near noon he stood still under the shelter of a rock.
Kimyera bounded to the top, and, exerting all his strength, he shot his spear clean through the back of the animal.
That rock is still shown to strangers as the place where Kimyera killed the first game in Uganda, and even the
place where he stood may be seen by the marks of his feet which were impressed on it.
While resting on the rock he saw a woman pass near by with a gourd of water. He called out to her, and begged
for a drop to allay his thirst. She smilingly complied, as the stranger was comely and his manner pleasant. They
entered into conversation, during which he learned that she belonged to Ganda, and served as maid to Queen
Naku, wife of Sebwana, and that Naku was kind to strangers, and was famed for her hospitality to them.
“Do you think she will be kind to me?” asked Kimyera. “I am a native of Unyoro, and I am seeking a house
where I may rest.” To which the maid replied:
“It is the custom of Naku, and, indeed, of all the princes of Ganda, to entertain the stranger since, in the far olden times, the first prince settled in this land in which he was a stranger. But what may that be which is secured in
your girdle?”
“That is a reed flute on which I imitate when alone the songs of such birds as sound sweetest to me.”
“And are you clever at it?” asked the maid
“Be you judge,” he said; and forthwith blew on his flute until the maid marveled greatly. When he had ended,
she clapped her hands gaily and said:
“You will be more than welcome to Naku and her people. Haste and follow me that I may show you to her, for
your fortune is made.”
“Nay. I have a companion not far from here, and I must not lose him. But you may say that you have met a
stranger who, when he has found his friend, will present himself before Queen Naku and Sebwana before sunset.”
The maid withdrew and Kimyera rose, and cutting a large portion of the meat he retraced his steps, and sought
and found Mugema, to whom he told all his adventures.
*
After washing the stains of travel and refreshing themselves, they proceeded into the village to the residence of
the queen and her consort Sebvana. Naku was prepared by the favorable reports of the maid to receive Kimyera
kindly, but when she saw his noble proportions and handsome figure she became violently in love with him, and
turning to Sebwana she said:
“See now, we have guests of worth and breeding. They must have traveled from a far land, for I have heard of
no tribe which could boast of such a youth as this. Let us receive him and his old friend nobly. Let a house close
by our own be made ready for his lodging, and let it be furnished with abundance of food, with wine and milk, bananas and yams, water and fuel, and let nothing be lacking to show our esteem for them.”
Sebwana gave orders accordingly and proceeded to select a fit house as a lodging for the guests. Then Naku
said;
“I hear that you are skilled in music. If that is the instrument in your girdle with which you have delighted my
maid, I should .be pleased to hear you.”
“Yes, Queen Naku, it is my flute; and if my music will delight you, my best efforts are at your service.”
Then Kimyera, kneeling on the leopard skins placed for the convenience of himself and Mugema, took out his
flute, and after one or two flourishes, poured forth such melodious sounds that Naku, unable to keep her eyes
open, closed them and lay down with panting breasts, while her senses were filled as it were with dreams of happier lands, and faces of brighter people than ever she knew in real life. As he varied the notes, so varied the gladsome visions of her mind. When the music gently vibrated on her ears, her body palpitated under the influence of
the emotions which swayed her; when they became more enlivened she tossed her arms about, and laughed
convulsively; and when the notes took a solemn tone, she sighed and wept as though all her friends had left her
only their tender memory.
Grieved that Naku should suffer, Kimyera woke the queen from her sorrowful condition with tones that soon
started her to her feet, and lo, all at once, those who were present joined in the lively dance, and nothing but gay
laughter was heard from them. Oh, it was wonderful what quick changes came over people as they heard the flute
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of Kimyera.
When he ceased people began to look at one another in a foolish and confused way, as though something very
strange had happened to them. But Naku quickly recovered, and went to Kimyera, smiling and saying:
“It is for you to command, O Kimyera. To resist your flute would be impossible. Again welcome to Ganda, and
we shall see if we cannot keep you and your flute among us.”
*
She conducted Kimyera and his foster-father Mugema to their house. She examined carefully the arrangements
made by the slaves, and when she found anything amiss she corrected it with her own hands. Before she parted
from them she called Mugema aside, and questioned him further respecting the youth, by which means she obtained many interesting particulars concerning him.
On arriving at her own house she called all the pages of the court to her, and gave orders that if Sebwana told
them to convey such and such things to the strangers next day, that none of them should do so, but carry them to
the rear court where only women were admitted.
In consequence of this command Mugema and Kimyera found themselves deserted next day, and not one
person went near them. Mugema therefore sought an interview the day after with Queen Naku and said:
“The custom of this country seems strange to us, O Queen. On the first day we came your favors showered
abundance on us, but on the next not a single person showed his face to us. Had we been in a wilderness we could
not have been more alone. It is possible that we may have offended you unknown to ourselves. Pray acquaint us
with our offence, or permit us to depart at once from Ganda.”
“Nay, Mugema, I must ask you to be patient. Food you shall have in abundance, through my women, and much
more is in store for you. But come, I will visit the young stranger, and you shall lead me to him.”
Kimyera had been deep in thought ever since he had parted from Naku, and he had not observed what Mugema
had complained of; but on seeing Naku enter his house, he hastened and laid matting on the floor, and, covering it
with leopard skins, begged Naku to be seated on them. He brought fresh banana-leaves in his arms, and spread
them near her, on which he arranged meat and salt, and bananas and clotted milk, and kneeled before her like a
ready servitor.
Naku observed all his movements, her admiration for his person and graces of body becoming stronger every
minute. She peeled a mellow banana and handed it to him, saying:
“Let Kimyera taste and eat with me and I will then know that I am in the house of a friend.”
Kimyera accepted the gift with thanks, and ate the banana as though he had never eaten anything so delicious
in his life. Then he also peeled a beautiful and ripe banana, and, presenting it to her on a fragment of green leaf
with both hands, said to her:
“Queen Naku, it is the custom of my country for the master of the house to wait upon his guests. Wherefore
accept, O Queen, this banana as a token of friendship from the hands of Kimyera.”
*
The queen smiled, bent forward with her eyes fixed on his own, and took the yellow fruit, and ate it as though
such sweetness was not known in the banana land of Ganda. When she had eaten she said:
“List,\fn{Listen.} Kimyera, and you, Mugema, hearken well, for I am about to utter weighty words.
“In Ganda, since the death of my father, there has been no king. Sebwana is my consort by choice of the elders
of the land, but in name only. He is really only my kate-kiro (Premier). But I am now old enough to choose a king
for myself, and according to custom, I may do so.
“Wherefore I make known to you, Mugema, that I have already chosen my lord and husband, and he by due
right must occupy the chair of my father, the old king who is dead. I have said to myself since the day before
yesterday that my lord and husband shall be Kimyera.”
Both Kimyera and Mugema prostrated themselves three times before Naku, and, after the youth had recovered
from his confusion and surprise. he replied:
“But, Queen Naku, have you thought what the people will say to this? May it not be that they will ask, ‘Who is
this stranger that he should reign over us?’ and they will be wroth with me and try to slay me!”
“Nay. For you are my father’s brother’s son, as Mugema told me, and my father having left no male heirs of
his body, his daughter may, if she, choose, ally herself with a son of his brother. Kalimera is a younger brother of
my father. You see, therefore, that you, Kimyera, have a right to the king’s chair, if I, Naku, will it to be so.”
“And how, Naku, do you propose to act? In your cause my arm is ready to strike. You have but to speak.”
“In this way. I will now leave you, for I have some business for Sebwana. When he has gone I will then send
for you, and you, when you come to me, must say,
“‘Naku, I have come. What can Kimyera do for Queen Naku!’ And I will rise and say,
“‘Kimyera, come and seat yourself in your father’s brother’s chair.’
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“And you will step forward, bow three times before me, then six times before the king’s chair, and, with your
best spear in hand and shield on arm, you will proceed to the king’s chair, and turning to the people who will be
present, say in a loud voice thus:
“‘Lo, people of Ganda, I am Kimyera, son of Kalimera, by Wanyana of Unyoro. I hereby declare that with her
own free will I this day do take Naku, my father’s brother’s daughter, to wife, and seat myself in the king’s chair.
Let all obey, on pain of death, the king’s word.’”
“It is well, Naku; be it according to your wish,” replied Kimyera.
*
Naku departed and proceeded in search of Sebwana; and, when she found him, she affected great distress and
indignation.
“How is this, Sebwana! I gave orders that our guests should be tenderly cared for and supplied with every
needful thing. But I find, on inquiring this morning, that all through yesterday they were left alone to wonder at
our sudden disregard for their wants.
“Haste, my friend, and make amends for your neglect. Go to my fields and plantations, collect all that is
choicest for our guests, lest, when they leave us, they will proclaim our unkindness.”
Sebwana was amazed at this charge of neglect, and in anger hastened to find out the pages. But the pages,
through Naku’s good care, absented themselves, and could not be found; so that old Sebwana was obliged to
depend upon a few unarmed slaves to drive the cattle and carry the choicest treasures of the queen’s fields and
plantations for the use of the strangers.
Sebwana having at last left the town, Naku returnned to Kimyera, whom she found with a sad and disconsolate
aspect.
“Why, what ails you, Kimyera?” she asked. “The chair is now vacant. Arm thyself and follow me to the audience court.”
“Ah, Naku! I but now remembered that as yet I know not whether my mother and good nurse are alive or dead.
They may be waiting for me anxiously somewhere near the Myanja, or their bones may be bleaching on one of
the great plains we traversed in coming hither.”
“Nay, Kimyera, my lord, this is not a time for mourning. Think of the present needs first. The chair of the king
awaits you. Rise, and occupy it, and tomorrow all Ganda is at your service to find your lost mother and nurse.
Come, delay not, lest Sebwana return and take vengeance on us all.”
“Fear not, Naku, it was but a passing fit of grief which filled my mind. Sebwana must needs be strong and
brave to dispossess me when Naku is on my side,” saying which Kimyera dressed himself in war-costume, with a
crown of cock’s-tail feathers on his head, a great leopard skin depending from his neck down his back, a girdle of
white monkey skin round his waist, his body and face brilliantly painted with vermilion and saffron. He then
armed himself with two bright shining spears of great length, and bearing a shield of dried elephant hide, which
no ordinary spear could penetrate, he strode after Queen Naku towards the audience court in the royal palace.
Mugema, somewhat similarly armed, followed his foster-son.
As Kimyera strode proudly on, the great drum of Ganda sounded, and its deep tones were heard far and wide.
Immediately the populace, who knew well that the summons of the great drum announced an important event,
hastily armed themselves, and filled the great court.
Naku, the queen, they found seated in a chair alongside of the king’s chair, which was now unfilled, and in
front of her was a tall young stranger, who prostrated himself three times before the queen. He was then seen
bowing six times before the empty king’s chair. Rising to his feet, he stepped towards it, and afterwards faced the
multitude, who were looking on wonderingly.
The young stranger, lifting his long spears and raising his shield in an attitude of defence, cried out aloud, so
that all heard his voice:
“Lo, people of Ganda! I am Kimyera, son of Kalimera, by Wanyana of Unyoro. I hereby declare that with her
own free will I this day do take Naku, my father’s brother’s daughter, to wife, and seat myself in the king’s chair.
Let all obey, on pain of death, the king’s word.”
On concluding this address, he stepped back a pace, and gravely sat in the king’s chair.
A loud murmur rose from the multitude, and the shafts of spears were seen rising up, when Naku rose to her
feet, and said:
“People of Ganda, open your ears.
“I, Naku, the legitimate Queen of Ganda, hereby declare that I have found my father’s brother’s son, and I, this
day, of my own free will and great love for him, do take him for my lord and husband. By full right Kimyera fills
the king’s chair. I charge you all henceforth to be loyal to him, and him only.”
As she ended her speech the people gave a great shout of welcome to the new king, and they waved their
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spears, and clashed them against their shields, thus signifying their willing allegiance to King Kimyera.
*
The next day great bodies of strong men were dispatched in different directions for the king’s mother and his
nurse, and for Sebarija and the two cows, Namala and Nakaombeh. If alive they were instructed to convey them
with honor and care to Ganda, and if any fatal misadventure had happened to them, their remains were to be borne
with all due respect to the king.
Sebwana, meanwhile, had started for the plantations, and hearing the thunder of the great drum, divined that
Naku had deposed him in favor of the young stranger. To assure himself of the fact, he sent a confidential slave to
discover the truth of the matter, while he sought a place where he could await, unobserved, the return of his
messenger.
When his slave came back to him he learned what great event had occurred during his short absence, and that
his power had been given to another. Knowing the fate attending those thus deposed, he secretly retired to the
district that had given him birth, where he lived obscure and safe until he died at a good old age.
After some days Sebarija and Mugema’s wife, and the two cows Namala and Nakaombeh, were found by the
banks of Myanja, near a rocky hill which contained a cave, whither they had retired to seek a dwelling-place until
news could be found of Mugema and Kimyera. But Wanyana, the king’s mother, while gathering fuel near the
cave during the absence of Sebarija and the potter’s wife, had been fatally wounded by a leopard, before her cries
brought Sebarija to her rescue. A short time after she had been taken into the cave she had died of her wounds,
and her body had been folded in such furs and covering as her friends possessed, that Kimyera, on his return,
might be satisfied of the manner of her death.
Kimyera, accompanied by his wife Naku and old Mugema, set out from Ganda with a great escort to receive
the long-lost couple and the remains of Wanyana. Mugema rejoiced to see his old wife once more, though he
deeply regretted the loss of his friend the princess. As for the king, his grief was excessive, but Naku, with her
loving ways, assisted him to bear his great misfortune.
A period of mourning, for an entire moon, was enjoined on all the people, after which a great mound was built
at Kagoma over the remains of the unfortunate princess, and Sebarija was duly installed as keeper of the
monument. Ever since that day it has become the custom to bury the queen-mothers near the grave of Wanyana,
and to appoint keepers of the royal cemetery in memory of Sebarija, who first occupied that post.
*
While he lived Sebarija was honored with a visit, on the first day of every alternate moon, from Kimyera, who
always brought with him a young buffalo as a gift to the faithful cowherd. During these days the king and Sebarija
were accustomed to play their flutes together as they did in the old time, and their seats were on mats placed on
top of the mound, while the escort and servants of the king and queen sat all round the foot of it, and this was the
manner in which Wanyana’s memory was honored during her son’s life.
Kimyera finally settled with Queen Naku at Birra, where he built a large town.
Mugema and his wife, with their two cows Namala and Nakaombeh, lived near the palace for many years,
until they died.
Darkness and Wood-burr accompanied the king on many a hunt in the plain’s bordering the Myanja, in the
woods of Ruwambo, and along the lake lands which look towards Bussi; and they in their turn died and were
honorably interred with many folds of bark-cloth.
Queen Naku, after giving birth to three sons, died during the birth of her fourth child, and was buried with
great honor near Birra, and finally, after living to a great old age, the hunter king, Kimyera, died, mourned by his
people.
2
Long ago, in the early age of Uganda, a leopardess, in want of a servant to do chores in her den, was solicited
by a jackal to engage him to perform that duty. As Jackal, with his ears drawn back, and his furtive eyes, and a
smile which always seemed to be a leer, had a very suspicious appearance, the leopardess consulted with Dog,
whom she had lately hired as her steward, as to the propriety of trusting such a cunning-looking animal.
Dog trotted out to the entrance of the den to examine the stranger for himself, and, after close inspection of
him, asked Jackal what work he could do. Jackal replied humbly and fawningly, and said that he could fetch water
from the brook, collect fuel, sweep out the house, and was willing, if necessary, to cook now and then, as he was
not a novice in the art of cooking; and, looking at Leopardess, [said],
“I am very fond of cubs, and am very clever in nursing them.”
Mistress Leopardess, on hearing this, seemed to be impressed with the abilities of Jackal, and, without waiting
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for the advice of Dog, engaged him at once, and said:
“Jackal, you must understand that my custom is to feed my servants well. What is left from my table is so
abundant that I have heard no complaints from any who have been with me. Therefore you need fear no
starvation, but while you may depend upon being supplied with plenty of meat, the bones must not be touched.
Dog shall be your companion, but neither he nor anyone else is permitted to touch the bones.”
“I shall be quite content, Mistress Leopardess. Meat is good enough for me, and for good meat you may
depend upon it I shall give good work.”
The household of Mistress Leopardess being thus completed; she suffered no anxiety, and enjoyed herself in
her own way. The chase was her great delight. The forest and plains were alive with game, and each morning at
sunrise it was her custom to set out for the hunt, and scarcely a day passed but she returned with sufficient meat to
satisfy her household. Dog and Jackal expressed themselves delighted with the luscious repasts which they
enjoyed, and a sleek roundness witnessed that they fared nobly.
But, as it frequently happens with people who have everything they desire, Dog, in a short while, became more
nice and fastidious in his tastes. He hankered after the bones which were forbidden him, and was heard to sigh
deeply whenever Mistress Leopardess collected the bones and stored them in the interior, and his eyes became
filled with tears as he eyed the rich morsels stowed away. His feelings at last becoming intolerable, he resolved to
appeal to his mistress one day, when she appeared to be in a more amiable mood than usual, and said:
“Mistress, thanks to you, the house is always well supplied with meat, and none of your servants have any
reason to think that they will ever suffer the pangs of hunger; but, speaking for myself, mistress mine, I wish for
one thing more, if you will be so good as to grant it.”
“And what may that be, greedy one?” asked Leopardess.
“Well, you see, mistress, I fear you do not understand the nature of dogs very well. You must know dogs
delight in marrow, and often prefer it to meat. The latter by itself is good, but however plentiful and good it may
be, without an occasional morsel of marrow it is apt to pall. Dogs also love to sharpen their teeth on bones and
screw their tongues within the holes for the sake of the rich juice. By itself, marrow would not fatten my ribs; but
meat with marrow is most delectable. Now, good mistress, seeing that I have been so faithful in your service, so
docile and prompt to do your bidding, will you not be gracious enough to let me gnaw the bones and extract the
marrow?”
“No,” roared Leopardess decisively, “that is positively forbidden; and let me warn you that the day you venture
to do so, a strange event will happen suddenly, which shall have most serious consequences to you and to all in
this house.
“And you, Jackal, bear what I say well in mind,” she continued, turning to that servile subordinate.
“Yes, mistress; I will, most certainly. Indeed, I do not care very greatly for bones,” said Jackal, “and I hope my
friend and mate, Dog, will remember, good mistress, what you say.”
“I hear, mistress,” replied Dog, “and since it is your will, I must needs obey.”
The alarming words of Leopardess had the effect of compelling Dog and Jackal for a while to desist from even
thinking of marrow, and the entreaty of Dog appeared to be forgotten by Leopardess, though Jackal was well
aware, by the sparkles in the covetous eyes of Dog when any large bone was near him, how difficult it was for
him to resist the temptation. Day after day Leopardess sallied out from her den, and returned with kids, goats,
sheep, antelopes, zebra, and often a young giraffe; and one day she brought a great buffalo to her household, and
cubs and servants came running to greet her, and praise her successful hunting.
On. this day Dog undertook to prepare the dinner. The buffalo meat was cooked in exquisite fashion, and when
it was turned out of the great pot, steaming and trickling over everywhere with juice, Dog caught sight of a thighbone and yellow marrow glistening within. The temptation to steal it was too great to resist. He contrived to drop
the bone back again into the pot, furnished the tray quickly with the meat, and sent Jackal with it to Leopardess,
saying that he would follow with the kabobs and stew. As soon as Jackal had gone out of the kitchen, Dog
whipped the bone out of the pot and slyly hid it; then, loading stew and kabobs on a tray, he hurried after Jackal,
and began officiously bustling about, fawning upon Leopardess, stroking the cubs as he placed them near their
mamma around the smoking trays, scolding Jackal for his laziness, and bidding him hurry up with the steaks. All
of which, of course, was due to his delight that he had a rare treat in store for himself snugly hidden away.
Leopardess was pleased to bestow a good many praises upon Dog’s cooking, and the cubs even condescended
to smile their approval for the excellent way in which their wants were supplied.
Towards evening Mistress Leopardess went out again, but not before reminding Jackal of his duties towards
the cubs, and bidding him, if it were late before she returned, on no account to leave them alone in the dark. Dog
smilingly followed his mistress to the door, wishing her, in the most fawning manner, every success. When he
thought that his mistress was far enough, and Jackal quite occupied with the cubs, Dog hastened to the kitchen,
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and, taking up his bone, stole out of the house, and carried it to a considerable distance off. When he thought he
was safe from observation, he lay down, and, placing the bone between his paws, was about to indulge his craving
for marrow, when lo! the bone was seen to fly away back to the den. Wondering at such a curious event, furious at
his disappointment, and somewhat alarmed as he remembered Leopardess’s warning words, he rushed after it,
crying:
“Jackal, Jackal! Shut the door; the bone is coming. Jackal, please shut the door.”
Jackal fortunately was at the door, squatting on his haunches, having just arrived there from nursing the cubs,
and saw the bone coming straight towards him, and Dog galloping and crying out to shut the door. Quickly
perceiving that Dog had at last alloyed his appetite to get the better of his duty, and having, truth to say, a fellowfeeling for his fellow-servant, Jackal closed the door just in time, for in about a second afterwards the bone struck
the door with a tremendous force, denting it deeply. Then Jackal turned to Dog, on recovering from his astonishment, and angrily asked,
“Oh, Dog, do you know what you are doing? Have you no sense? You came near being the death of me this
time. I’ll tell you what, my friend, if Mistress Leopardess hears of this, your life is not worth a feather.”
“Now don’t, please, good Jackal—don’t say anything of it this time. The fright I have had is quite sufficient to
keep me from touching a bone again.”
“Well, I am sure I don’t wish you any harm, but for your life’s sake do not be so dull as to forget the lesson you
have learned.”
Soon after Leopardess returned with a small antelope for the morning’s breakfast, and cried out to Jackal, as
was usual with her on returning from the hunt:
“Now, my jackal, bring the cubs hither; my dugs are so heavy. How are the little ones?”
“Ah, very well, ma’am: poor little dears, they have been in a sweet sleep ever since you went out.”
A few days later, Leopardess brought a fat young zebra, and Jackal displayed his best skill in preparing it for
dinner. Dog also assisted with wise suggestions in the preparation of certain auxiliaries to the feast. When all was
ready, Dog laid the table, and as fast as Jackal brought the various dishes, Dog arranged them in the most tempting manner on fresh banana leaves, spread over the ample plateau. Just before sitting down to the meal, Leopardess heard a strange noise without, and bounded to the door, growling angrily at being disturbed.
Dog instantly seized the opportunity of her absence to extract a great bone from one of the trays, and stowed it
in a recess in a wall of the passage leading from the kitchen. Presently Leopardess came back, and when the cubs
were brought the meal was proceeded with in silence. When they had all eaten enough, the good effect of it was
followed by commendations upon the cooking, and the juicy flavor of the meat, and how well Jackal had prepared
everything. Neither was Dog forgotten by the mistress and her young ones, and he was dismissed with the plenteous remnants of the feast for himself and mate, with the courteous hope that they would find enough and to spare.
In the afternoon Leopardess, having refreshed herself with a nap, sallied out once more, enjoining Jackal, as
she was going out of the den, to be attentive to her little ones during her absence.
While his friend Jackal proceeded towards the cubs, Dog surreptitiously abstracted his bone from the cavity in
the passage wall, and trotted out unobserved. When he had arrived at a secluded place, he lay down, and, seizing
the bone between his paws, was about to give it a preliminary lick, when again, to his dismay and alarm, the bone
flew up and away straight for the door. Dog loped after it as fast as his limbs could carry him, crying out:
“Oh, Jackal, Jackal, good Jackal! Shut the door. Hurry up. Shut the door, good Jackal!”
Again Jackal heard his friend’s cry, and sprang up to close the door, and the instant he had done so the bone
struck it with dreadful force. Turning to the crestfallen and panting dog, Jackal said sternly:
“You are a nice fellow, you are! I well see the end of you. Now listen, this is the last time that I shall help you,
my friend. The next time you take a bone you will bear the consequences, so look out.”
“Come, Jackal, now don’t say any more; I will not look at a bone again, I make you a solemn promise.”
“Keep to that, and you will be safe,” replied Jackal.
Poor Dog, however, was by no means able to adhere to his promise, for a few days afterwards Leopardess
brought a fat young eland, and he found an opportunity to abstract a fine marrow-bone before serving his generous mistress. Late in the afternoon, after dinner and siesta, Leopardess, before going out, repeated her usual
charge to Jackal, and while the faithful servant retired to his nursing duties, greedy Dog sought his bone, and stole
out to the forest with it. This time he went further than usual.
Jackal meanwhile finding the cubs indisposed for sleep, led them out to the door of the den, where they frisked
and gamboled about with all the liveliness of cub-hood. Jackal was sitting at a distance from the door when he
heard the cries of Dog.
“Oh, Jackal, Jackal, good Jackal. Shut the door quickly. Look out for the bone. It is coming. Shut the door
quickly.”
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“Ha, ha! Friend Dog! At it again, eh?” said the Jackal. “It is too late, too late, Doggie dear, the cubs are in the
doorway.”
He looked up, however, saw the bone coming with terrific speed; he heard it whiz as it flew close over his
head, and almost immediately after it struck one of the cubs, killing it instantly.
Jackal appeared to quickly realize the consequences of Dog’s act, and his own carelessness, and feeling that
henceforth Leopardess’s den would be no home for him, he resolved to escape. Just then Dog came up, and when
he saw the dead cub he set up a piteous howl.
“Aye,” said Jackal. “You fool, you begin to see what your greed has brought upon us all. Howl on, my friend,
but you will howl differently when Mistress Leopardess discovers her dead cub. Bethink yourself how all this will
end. Our mighty mistress, if she catches you, will make mincemeat of you. Neither may I stay longer here. My
home must be a burrow in the wild wood, or in the rocky cave in future. What will you do?”
“I, Jackal? I know not yet. Go, if you will, and starve yourself. I trust to find a better home than a cramped burrow, or the cold shelter of a cave. I love warmth, and kitchen fires, and the smell of roast meats too well to trust
myself to the chilly covert you propose to seek, and my coat is too fine for rough outdoor life.”
“Hark!” cried Jackal, “do you hear that? That is the mistress’s warning note! Fare you well, Doggie. I shall
dream of you tonight lying stark under the paw of the Leopardess.”
*
Jackal waited to say no more, but fled from the scene, and from that day to this Jackal has been a vagabond.
He loves the darkness, and the twilight. It is at such times you. hear his yelp. He is very selfish and cowardly.
He has not courage enough to kill anything for himself, but prefers to wait—licking his chops—until the lion or
the leopard, who has struck the game, has gorged himself.
As for Dog he was sorely frightened, but after a little deliberation he resolved to face the matter out until he
was certain of the danger. He conveyed the cubs, living and dead, quickly within, and then awaited with well-dissembled anxiety the coming of his mistress.
Leopard shortly arrived, and was met at the door by the obsequious Dog with fawning welcome.
“Where is Jackal?” asked Leopardess as she entered.
“I regret to say he has not returned yet from a visit which he said he was bound to pay his friends and family,
whom he had not seen for so long,” replied Dog.
“Then you go and bring my little ones to me. Poor little dears, they must be hungry by this, and my milk troubles me,” commanded the mistress.
Dog departed readily, thinking to himself,
“I am in for it now.” He soon returned, bearing one of the cubs, and laid it down.
“Bring the other one, quickly,” cried Leopardess.
“Yes, ma’am, immediately,” he said.
Dog took the same cub up again, but in a brief time returned with it. The cub, already satisfied, would not
touch the teat.
“Go and bring the other one, stupid,” cried Leopardess, observing that it would not suck.
“This is the other one, mistress,” he replied.
“Then why does it not suck?” she asked.
“Perhaps it has not digested its dinner.”
“Where is Jackal? Has he not yet returned? Jackal!” she cried. “Where are you, Jackal?” From the jungle outdoors Jackal shrilly yelped,
“Here I am, mistress!”
“Come to me this instant,” commanded Leopardess,
“Coming, mistress, coming,” responded Jackal’s voice faintly, for at the sound of her call he had been alarmed
and was trotting off.
“Why, what can be the matter with the brute, trifling with me in this manner. Here, Dog, take this cub to the
crib.”
Dog hastened to obey, but Leopardess, whose suspicions had been aroused, quietly followed him as he entered
the doorway leading into the inner recess of the house where the crib was placed. Having placed the living near
the dead cub in the crib, Dog turned to leave, when he saw his dreaded mistress in the doorway, gazing with fierce
distended eyes, and it flashed on him that she had discovered the truth, and fear adding speed to his limbs he
darted like an arrow between her legs and rushed out of the den.
With a loud roar of fury Leopardess sprang after him, Dog running for dear life.
His mistress was gaining upon him, when Dog turned aside, and ran round the trees.
Again Leopardess was rapidly drawing near, when Dog shot straight away and increased the distance between
19

them a little.
Just as one would think Dog had no hope of escaping from his fierce mistress, he saw a wart-hog’s burrow,
into which he instantly dived.
Leopardess arrived at the hole in the ground as the tail of Dog disappeared from her sight. Being too large of
body to enter, she tore up the entrance to the burrow, now and then extending her paw far within to feel for her
victim. But the burrow was of great length, and ran deep downwards, and she was at last obliged to desist from
her frantic attempts to reach the runaway.
*
Reflecting awhile, Leopardess looked around and saw Monkey near by, sitting gravely on a branch watching
her.
“Come down, Monkey,” she imperatively commanded, “and sit by this burrow and watch the murdering slave
who is within, while I procure materials to smoke him out.”
Monkey obeyed, and descending the tree, took his position at the mouth of the burrow. But it struck him that
should Dog venture out, his strength would be unable to resist him. He therefore begged Leopardess to stay a
moment, while he went to bring a rock with which he could block the hole securely. When this was done,
Leopardess said,
“Now stay here, and do not stir until I return; I will not be long, and when I come I will fix him.”
Leopardess, leaving the burrow in charge of Monkey, commenced to collect a large quantity of dry grass, and
then proceeded to her house to procure fire wherewith to light it, and suffocate Dog with the smoke.
Dog, soon after entering the burrow, had turned himself round and faced the hole, to be ready for all
emergencies. He had heard Leopardess give her orders to Monkey, had heard Monkey’s plans for blockading him,
as well as the threat of Leopardess to smoke him out. There was not much hope for him if he stayed longer. After
a little while he crept close to the rock that blocked his exit, and whispered:
“Monkey, let me out, there’s a good fellow.”
“It may not be,” replied Monkey.
“Ah, Monkey, why are you so cruel! I have not done any harm to you. Why do you stand guard over me to
prevent my escape?”
“I am simply obeying orders, Dog. Leopardess said, ‘Stay here and watch, and see that Dog does not escape;’
and I must do so or harm will come to me, as you now.” Then said Dog,
“Monkey, I see that you have a cruel heart, too, though I thought none but the Leopard kind could boast of
that. May you feel some day the deep despair I feel in my heart. Let me say one word more to you before I die.
Put your head close to me that you may hear it.”
Monkey, curious to know what the last word could be about, put his face close between the rock and the earth
and looked in, upon which Dog threw so much dust and sand into his cunning eyes as almost to blind him.
Monkey staggered back from the entrance, and while knuckling his eyes to rub the sand out, Dog put his
forefeet against the rock and soon rolled it away. Then, after a hasty view around, Dog fled like the wind from the
dangerous spot.
Monkey, after clearing his eyes from the dust thrown in them, and reviewing his position, began to be
concerned as to his own fate. It was not long before his crafty mind conceived that it would be a good idea to
place some soft nuts within the burrow, and roll back the stone into its place.
When Leopardess returned with the fire she was told that Dog was securely imprisoned within, upon which she
piled the grass over the burrow and set fire to it. Presently a cracking sound was heard within.
“What can that be?” demanded Leopardess.
“That must surely be one of Dog’s ears that you heard exploding,” replied Monkey.
After a short time another crackling sound was heard.
“And what is that?” asked Leopardess.
“Ah, that must be the other ear of course,” Monkey answered.
But as the fire grew hotter and the heat increased within there were a great many of these sounds heard, at
which Monkey laughed gleefully and cried:
“Ah ha! do you hear? Dog is splitting to pieces now. Oh, he is burning up finely; every bone in his body is
cracking. All, but it is a cruel death, though, is it not?”
“Let him die,” fiercely cried Leopardess. “He killed one of my young cubs—one of the loveliest little fellows
you ever saw.”
Both Leopardess and Monkey remained at the burrow until the fire had completely died out, then the first said:
“Now, Monkey, bring me a long stick with a hook at the end of it, that I may rake Dog’s bones out and feast
my eyes upon them.” Monkey hastened to procure the stick, with which the embers were raked out, when
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Leopardess exclaimed:
“What a queer smell this is! It is not at all like what one would expect from a burnt dog.”
“Ah!” replied Monkey, “Dog must be completely burnt by this. Of that there can be no doubt. Did you ever
burn a dog before that you know the smell of its burnt body so well?”
“No,” said the Leopardess, “but this is not like the smell of roast meat. Rake out all the ashes that I may see the
bones and satisfy myself.”
Monkey, compelled to do as be was commanded, put in his stick, and drew out several half-baked nuts, the
shells of which were cracked and gaping open. The Leopardess no sooner saw than she seized Monkey, and
furiously cried:
“You wretch, you have deceived and trifled with me! You have permitted the murderer of my cub to escape,
and your life shall now be the forfeit for his.”
“Pardon, mighty Leopardess, but let me ask how do you propose to slay me!”
“Why, miserable slave, how else should I kill you but with one scratch of my claws!”
“Nay, then, great Queen, my blood will fall on your head and smother you. It is better for yourself that you
should toss me up above that thorny bough, so that when I fall upon it the thorns may penetrate my heart and kill
me.”
No sooner had Monkey ended, than fierce Leopardess tossed Monkey upward as he had directed; but the latter
seized the bough and sat up, and from this he sprang upward into another still higher, and thence from branch to
branch and from tree to tree until he was safe from all possible pursuit.
Leopardess perceived that another of her intended victims had escaped, and was furious with rage.
“Come down this instant!” she cried to Monkey, hoping he would obey her.
“Nay, Leopardess. It has been told me, and the forest is full of the report, that your cruelty has driven from you
Jackal and Dog, and that they will never serve you again. Cruel people never can reckon upon friends. I and my
tribe, so long servants to you, will henceforth be strangers to you. Fare you well.”
A great rustling was heard in the trees overhead as Monkey and his tribe migrated away from the district of the
cruel Leopardess who, devoured with rage, was obliged to depart with not one of her vengeful thoughts gratified,
*
As she was returning to her den, Leopardess bethought herself of the Oracle, who was her friend, who would
no doubt, at her solicitations, reveal the hiding-places of Jackal and Dog. She directed her steps to the cave of the
Oracle, who was a nondescript practicing witchcraft in the wildest part of the district.
To this curious being she related the story of the murder of her cub by Jackal and Dog, and requested him to
inform her by what means she could discover the criminals and wreak her vengeance on them. The Oracle replied,
“Jackal has gone into the wild wood, and he and his family henceforward will always remain there, to degenerate in time into a suspicious and cowardly race.
“Dog has fled to take his shelter in the home of man, to be his companion and friend, and to serve man against
you and your kind. But lest you accuse me of ill-will to you, I will tell you how you may catch Dog if you are
clever and do not allow your temper to exceed your caution.
“Not far off is a village belonging to one of the human tribes, near which there is a large ant-hill, where moths
every morning flit about in the sunshine of the early day. About the same time Dog leaves the village to sport and
gambol and chase the moths. If you can find a lurking-place not far from it, where you can lie silently in wait.
Dog may be caught by you in an unwary moment while at his daily play.
“I have spoken.”
Leopardess thanked the Oracle and retired brooding over its advice.
That night the moon was very clear and shining bright, and she stole out of her den, and proceeding due west
as she was directed, in a few hours she discovered the village and the ant-hill described by the Oracle. Near the
mound she also found a thick dense bush, which was made still more dense by the tall wild grass surrounding it.
In the depths of this she crouched, waiting for morning.
At day the village wherein men and women lived was astir, and at sunrise the gates were opened. A little later
Dog signaled himself by his well-known barks as he came out to take his morning’s exercise. Unsuspicious of the
presence of his late dread mistress he bounded up the hill and began to circle around, chasing the lively moths.
Leopardess, urged by her anger, did not wait until Dog, tired with his sport, would of his own accord stray among
the bushes, but uttering a loud roar sprang out from her hiding-place. Dog, warned by her voice, which he well
knew, put his tail between his legs and rushed through the open gates and alarmed his new masters, who came
pouring from their houses with dreadful weapons in their hands, who chased her, and would have slain her had
she not bounded over the fence.
*
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Thus Leopardess lost her last chance of revenging the death of her cub; but as she was creeping homeward her
mortification was so great that she vowed to teach her young eternal hostility towards Dog and all his tribe.
Dog also, convinced that his late mistress was one who nourished an implacable resentment when offended,
became more cautious, and a continued life with his new masters increased his attachment for them. When he
finally married, and was blessed with a progeny, he taught his pups various arts by which they might ingratiate
themselves more and more with the human race. He lived in comfort and affluence to a good old age, and had the
satisfaction to see his family grow more and more in the estimation of their generous masters, until dogs and men
became inseparable companions.
Leopardess and her cubs removed far away from the house associated with her misfortune, but though Time
healed the keen sore of her bereavement by blessing her annually with more cubs, her hate for Dog and his kind
was lasting and continues to this day.
And thus it was that the friendly fellowship which reigned between the forest animals during the golden age of
Uganda was broken forever.
For proof of the truth of what I have said consider the matter in your own minds. Regard the ape who, upon the
least alarm springs up the tree, and stays not until he has secured himself far from reach. Think of the jackal in his
cheerless solitude deep in the bowels of the earth, or in the farthest rocky recess that he can discover, ever on the
watch against some foe, too full of distrust to have a friend, the most selfish and coward]y of the forest
community.
The leopard is the enemy at all times, night and day, of every animal, unless it be the lion and the elephant.
As for the dog, where is the man who is not acquainted with his fidelity, his courage in time of danger, his
watchful care of his interests by night, and his honest love for the family which feeds him.
My story is here ended.
3
A terrapin and a crane were one time traveling together very sociably. They began their conversation by the
terrapin asking:
“How is your family today, Miss Crane?”
“Oh, very well. Mamma, who is getting old, complains now and then, that’s all.”
“But do you know that it strikes me that she is very fat?” said Terrapin. “Now a thought hag just entered my
head, which I beg to propose to you. My mother, too, is ailing, and I am rather tired of hearing her complaints day
after day; but she is exceedingly lean and tough, though there is plenty of her. I wonder what you will say to my
plan? We are both hungry. So let us go and kill your mother, and eat her; and tomorrow, you will come to me, and
we will kill my mother. We thus shall be supplied with meat for some days.” Replied the Crane,
“I like the idea greatly, and agree to it. Let us go about it at once, for hunger is an exacting mistress, and the
days of fasting arc more frequent than those of fullness.”
The matricides turned upon their tracks, and, arriving at the house of Mrs. Crane, the two cruel creatures seized
upon Mamma Crane, and put her to death. They then plucked her clean, and placed her body in the stew-pot, and
both Terrapin and Crane feasted. Terrapin then crawled home, leaving Crane to sleep, and the process of
digestion.
But, alas! Crane became soon very ill. Whether some qualms of conscience disturbed digestion or not, I cannot
say, but she passed a troublesome night, and for several days afterwards she did not stir from her house. Terrapin,
on reaching the house of its mamma, which was in the hollow of a tree, cried out, “Tu-no-no-no!” upon which
Mrs. Terrapin said, “Oh, that is my child,” and she let down a cord, to which young Terrapin made himself fast,
and was assisted to the nest where the parent had already prepared a nice supper for him.
Several days later, Terrapin was proceeding through the woods to the pool where he was accustomed to bathe,
when at the water-side he met Miss Crane apparently quite spruce and strong again. She hailed Terrapin and said,
“Oh, here you are at last. I have been waiting to see you for some time.”
“Yes,” replied Terrapin, “here I am, and you—how do you feel now? My neighbors told me you were very ill.”
“I am all right again,” said Miss Crane, “but I think my old ma disagreed with me, and I was quite poorly for
some days; but I am now anxious to know when you are going to keep your part of the bargain which we made.”
“What—you mean about the disposing of my old ma?”
“Yes, to be sure,” answered Crane, “I feel quite hungry.”
“Well, well. Bargains should always be kept, for if the blood-oath be broken misfortune follows. Your mother’s
death rests on my head, and I mean to return your hospitality with interest, otherwise, may my shell be soon
empty of its tenant. Stay here awhile and I will bring her.”
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So saying, Terrapin departed, and crept to where he had secretly stowed a quantity of india-rubber, in readiness
for the occasion. After taking out quite a mass of it, he returned to the pond, where Miss Crane stood on one leg,
expectant and winking pleasantly.
“I fear, sister Crane,” said Terrapin, as he laid his burden down, “that you will find my old ma tough. She
turned out to be much leaner than I anticipated. There is no more fat on her bones than there is on my back. But
now, fall to, and welcome. There is plenty there. I am not hungry myself, as I have just finished my dinner.”
Miss Crane, with her empty stomach, was not fastidious, and stepped out eagerly to the feast so faithfully
provided, and began to tear away at what Terrapin had brought. The rubber, however, stretched by the greedy
crane, suddenly flew from her foot, and rebounding, struck her in the face a smart blow.
“Oh! oh!” cried Crane, confused with the blow. “Your old ma is most tough.”
“Yes, she is. I suspected she would prove a little tough,” answered Terrapin, with a chuckle. “But don’t be
bashful. Eat away, and welcome.”
Again Miss Crane tugged at the rubber to tear it, but the more it was stretched, the more severe were the
shocks she received, and her left eye was almost blinded.
“Well, I never,” exclaimed Miss Crane. “She is too tough altogether.”
“Try again,” cried Terrapin. “Try again; little by little, it is said, a fly eats a cow’s tail. You will get a rare and
tender bit in time.”
Miss Crane thus pressed, did so, and seizing a piece lay back, and drew on it so hard that when the rubber at
last slipped, it bounded back with such force, that she was sent sprawling to the ground.
“Why, what is the matter?” asked Terrapin, pretending to be astonished. “She is tough, I admit; but lo! our
family are famous for toughness. However, the tougher it is, the longer it lasts on the stomach. Try again, sister
Crane; I warrant you will manage it next time.”
“Oh, bother your old ma. Eat her yourself. I have had enough of that kind of meat.”
“You give it up, do you?” cried Terrapin. “Well, well, it is a pity to throw good meat away. Maybe, if I keep it
longer it will get tenderer by and by.”
They thus parted, Terrapin bearing his share of rubber away in one direction, and Miss Crane sadly disgusted,
striding grandly off in another, but looking keenly about for something to satisfy her hunger.
*
When she had gone a great distance, a parrot flew across her path, and perching on a branch near her, cried out,
“Oh, royal bird, say since when has rubber become the food of the bird-king’s family?”
“What do you mean, Parrot?” she asked.
“Well, I saw you tearing at a piece of rubber just now, and when you marched off Terrapin carried it away, and
I heard him say—because he has a habit of speaking his thoughts aloud—‘Oh, how stupid my sister Crane is! She
thinks my ma is dead. Ho, ho, ho! What a stupid!’ And all the way he chuckled and laughed as though he was
filled with plantain wine.”
“Is his ma not dead then?” asked Miss Crane.
“Dead? Not a bit of it,” replied Parrot. “I saw old Ma Terrapin but a moment ago as I flew by her tree, waiting
for her son, and the cord is ready for his cry of ‘Tu-no-no-no. Ano-no-no. We-no-no-no.’”
“Ah, Parrot, your words are good. When we know what another is saying behind our backs, we discover the
workings of his heart.. The words of Terrapin are like the bush that covers the trap. Good-bye Parrot. When we
next meet, we shall have another story to tell.”
On the next day, Terrapin observed Miss Crane approaching his house, and he advanced a little way to meet
her.
“Well, sister Crane, I hope you are all right this morning?” he asked.
“Oh, yes, so-so, brother Terrapin. But you must excuse me just now; I’ve heard bad news from my family. A
brother and sister of mine are suddenly taken ill, and I am bound to go and visit them,” answered Crane.
“Ah, Miss Crane, that reminds me of my own brother and sister, who are much younger than I am, but very
soft and tender. What do you say now to making another bargain?” asked Terrapin with a wink.
“You are very good, Terrapin. I will think of it as I go along. I shall be back before noon tomorrow, and we will
talk of a trade then.”
They were very civil to one another as they parted. Terrapin went for his usual walk to the pond, Miss Crane
proceeded to visit her family, but muttered:
“Ha, ha, Terrapin, you are great at a trade; but you will not make another with me in a hurry till our first one is
squared.” After she had gone a little way she turned suddenly round and came back to the foot of Terrapin’s tree,
and cried,
“Tu-no-no-no. Ano-no-no-no. We-no-no-no!”
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“Ah, that is my child’s voice,” said Ma Terrapin to herself, and let down the cord. Miss Crane caught hold and
climbed up towards the nest. Ma Terrapin craned her neck out far to welcome her child, but before she could
discover by what means little Terrapin had changed its dress, Miss Crane struck Ma Terrapin with her long sharp
bill in the place where the neck joins the shoulder, and in a short time Ma Terrapin was as dead as Miss Crane’s
own mother. The body was rolled from the nest, and it went falling down, and Miss Crane slid quickly after it. In
a quiet place screened by thick bushes Miss Crane made a great fire, with which Ma Terrapin’s thick shell was
cracked. She then scooped out the flesh, and carried it to her own home, and stowed it in a big black pot.
On the next day as Miss Crane was standing on one leg by the pond, with her head half buried in her feathers,
who should come along but Terrapin, crying bitterly, and saying,
“Ah, my ma is dead. My old ma has been killed. Who will assist me now?”
Miss Crane affected to be asleep, but heard every word. When, however, Terrapin was near, she woke up
suddenly and said, cheerfully:
“Ah! It is Terrapin, my little brother Terrapin. How do you do today?”
Now as Terrapin had already slain his mother, according to his own confession, it struck him that it would not
do to accuse Miss Crane of the murder, because by doing so he would expose his breach of faith with her, but the
scent of the roasted flesh of Ma Terrapin came strong just then, and he knew that it was Crane who, discovering
his trick, had killed her. He managed, however, to reply briskly:
“Sissy, dear, I am but tolerable. But how is your family today?”
“My brother and sister are much improved, Terrapin. They are both as fat as tallow. By-the-bye, what about
that trade you proposed to me?”
“I am ready, Miss Crane for a trade any day. When shall it be?”
“No time so good as the present, and if you jog along to the other end of the pond, I will fix my house here,
and soon catch up with you.”
Terrapin professed great delight, and toddled along; but when he had gone a little way his bad habit of thinking
aloud came on him, and he was heard to say:
“My poor ma—my poor ma is dead. Oh you wicked Crane. I know by the scent of the meat that you have
killed my ma. What can I do now?”
Miss Crane knew then that she had been discovered, and she began to think that it was time to remove to
another district, for Terrapin had many friends in the woods, such as rabbits, jackals, lions, and serpents, and if
Terrapin moaned so loud, all the people of the woods would know what she had done, arid many would no doubt
assist him to punish her. Casting about in her mind for the best place, she remembered an extremely tall tree
which was not far from Terrapin’s house, a very lofty clean-shafted tree, on the top of which she would be safe
from surprise. Thither she hastily removed her belongings, and soon established herself comfortably. She had also
provided herself with a store of strong sticks to be used as weapons in case of necessity.
Terrapin meanwhile crawled along, moaning loudly his lamentations.
*
Suddenly Rabbit popped out of the woods, and stood in his path. He soon was made aware of Terrapin’s
bereavement, and strongly sympathized with him. Terrapin related the story in such a way that made Miss Crane
appear to be a murderess, against whom the people of the woods should take vengeance.
“Then,” said Rabbit, “that must be Miss Crane, who is building her house on the very top of that tall tree near
your place.”
“Is she?” asked Terrapin. “I did not know that. She was to have met me here; but I see she knows that she is
detected, and is already taking measures to protect herself. But, Rabbit, you who are always wise, tell me how I
may avenge myself!”
“There is only one way that I know of,” answered Rabbit, dubiously. “Go to the soko (gorilla), but he is a hard
dealer who will make you pay handsomely for his help. Soko is the king of the ape kind. If you pay him well, he
will fasten a cord to Crane’s nest, up which you can climb when she is absent. Once there, lie quietly, and when
she alights seize her.”
The plan pleased Terrapin immensely, and possessing a comfortable property upon the loss of his mother, he
thought he had sufficient to purchase Soko’s assistance.
Through the good offices of Rabbit negotiations were entered into with Soko, who agreed for a potful of good
nuts, ten bunches of ripe bananas, one hundred eggs, and sundry other trifles, to hang a stout rattan climber to
Crane’s nest, long enough to reach the ground. The royal bird was soon informed of the conspiracy against her by
the Parrot, who loves to carry tales, and Miss Crane resolved to be absent from home while Soko was fastening
the climber, but commissioned her friend the Parrot to observe the proceedings, and to report to her when Soko
had completed his task.
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Soko performed his part expeditiously. Terrapin tested the strength of the rattan, and had to confess that Soko
had earned his pay, and Rabbit accompanied Terrapin and Soko to Terrapin’s house to see the Soko receive his
commission. As they departed Parrot flew to inform Miss Crane, who immediately returned to her house to await
her enemy.
Not long after Terrapin came to the foot of Crane’s tree and commenced to climb up. He had nearly reached
the top when Miss Crane stood up and delivered such a thwacking blow on Terrapin’s back that caused him to
loose his hold and fall to the ground. When Terrapin recovered his senses, he heard Miss Crane cry out,
“Ha! Brother Terrapin, that was a nasty fall. You remember the rubber, don’t you? There is nothing like the
advice you gave me. Try again, Terrapin, my brother. Try again.”
“You killed my ma, did you not?” asked Terrapin.
“I thought you told me that you had killed her according to agreement. Then how can you say that I killed
her?” asked Miss Crane.
“That was not my ma I gave you. It was only a lump of rubber.”
“Ho, ho! You confess it then! Well, we are now quits. You induced me to kill my ma, and as you could not
keep your part of the bargain, I saved you the trouble. My ma was as much to me as your ma was to you. We have
both lost our ma’s now. So let us call it even, and be friends again.”
Terrapin hesitated, but the memory of his ma’s loss soon produced the old bitterness, and he became as
unforgiving as ever. Miss Crane must, however, be persuaded that the matter was I forgiven, otherwise he would
never have the opportunity to revenge his ma’s death.
“All right, Crane,” he answered; “but let me come up, and embrace you over it, or do you descend and let us
shake hands.”
“Come up, by all means, Terrapin. I am always at home to friends,” said Miss Crane.
Terrapin upon this began to climb, but as he was ascending he foolishly began to think aloud again, and he was
heard saying,
“Oh, yes, sister Crane. Just wait a little, and you will see. He, he, he!”
Miss Crane, who was quietly listening, heard Terrapin’s chuckle and muttering, and prepared to receive him
properly. When he was within reach, she cried, “Hold hard, Terrapin!” and at once proceeded to shower mighty
blows on his back, then laid the stick on his feet so sharply that, to protect them, he had to withdraw them into his
shell, in doing which he lost his hold and fell to the ground with such force that to anything but a terrapin the
great fall would have been instantly fatal.
“Try again, Terrapin; try again, my brother. Another time and you will succeed,” cried Miss Crane, mockingly.
Terrapin slowly recovered his faculties from the second fall, and exclaimed,
“Ah, Crane, Crane. If I heed you a second time, call me fool. Yesterday and today you triumphed, tomorrow
will be my turn.”
“Kwa-le, kwa-le,” Miss Crane shrilly cried. “My tree will stand tomorrow where it stood today. You know the
way to it; if not, your hate will find it.”
*
Terrapin toddled away upon this to seek the lion, to whom, when he had found him, he pleaded so powerfully
that the lion pitied him greatly, and answered,
“I may not help you in this matter, for I was not made to climb trees. Go you, and tell Jackal your story, and he
will be able to advise you.”
Acting on the friendly advice, Terrapin sought out the jackal, to whom he repeated his lamentable tale. The
jackal rewarded him with a sympathetic sigh, and said,
“Friend Terrapin, my teeth are sharp and my feet are swift, but, though I am so happily endowed, I have no
wings to fly. Go and seek Elephant. His strength is so great that perhaps he will be able to pull the tree down for
you.”
Terrapin proceeded on his way to search out the Elephant, and, after much patient travel, discovered him
brooding under a thick shade. To him at once Terrapin unburdened his breast of its load of grief, and appealed
piteously for his assistance.
“Little terrapin,” replied the kindly elephant, “your tale is dour. But though I am strong, there are. some things
that I cannot do. Miss Crane’s house is built on one of the biggest trees of the forest, and it would require two
score of elephants to drag it down. It is wisdom, and not strength, that you need. Go you and seek Serpent, and he
will assist you.”
Thence Terrapin went to seek Serpent, and, after long seeking, found him coiled, in many shining folds, in the
fork of a sturdy tree.
“Ah, Serpent,” he cried, “you are a kinsman of mine, and I have long sought you. I am in dire stress, my
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friend,” and he proceeded to inveigh against Miss Crane passionately, and concluded by invoking his assistance.
“Help me this day,” cried Teuapin, “and you shall be my father and my mother, and all my nearest relations in
one.”
“It is well,” replied the Serpent, in his slow, deliberate manner. “Miss Crane shall die, and here I make a pact
with you. There shall be no enmity for all future time between your family and mine. Go now, and rest in peace,
for the fate of Crane is fixed.”
In the darkness of the night serpent roused himself from his sleep and, uncoiling himself, descended the tree
and glided noiselessly along the ground towards Miss Crane’s tree. The tall clean shaft could not arrest those
aspiring movements, and the serpent steadily ascended until he gained the fork. Thence, by an almost
imperceptible motion, he advanced towards the nest.. Poor Miss Crane was fast asleep, dreaming of the fall of
Terrapin, while the Serpent folded his extremity around a stout branch and stood up prepared to strike.
Quick as one could wink the Serpent flung himself upon the bird-queen, and in a moment she lay crushed and
mangled. Then, seizing her body with his jaws, the Serpent slid down the shaft of the tree and sought Terrapin’s
house, and laid her remains before him. Terrapin was overjoyed, and invited Serpent to share with him the dainty
feast which the body of Miss Crane supplied.
From that day to this Serpent and Terrapin have remained close friends, and neither have ever been known to
break the solemn agreement that was made between them on the day that Terrapin solicited the help of Serpent
against the bird-queen.
4
On a day ages ago the great animals of the world, consisting of the elephant, the rhinoceros, the buffalo, the
lion, the leopard, and hyena, assembled in council in the midst of a forest not far from a village on the frontier of
Uganda.
The elephant being acknowledged by general consent as the strongest, presided on the occasion. Waving his
trunk, and trumpeting to enjoin silence, he said:
“Friends, we are gathered together today to consider how we may repay in some measure the injuries daily
done. to us and our kin by the sons of men.
“Not far from here is situated a village, whence the vicious two-footed animals issue out to make war upon a]l
of us, who possess double the number of feet they have. Without warning of hostility or publishing of cause, they
deliberately leave their conical nests, day by day, with fellest intent against any of us whom they may happen to
meet during the shining of the sun.
“Wherefore we are met upon common grounds to devise how we may retaliate upon them the wanton outrages
they daily perpetrate upon our unfortunate kind.
“Personally, I have many injuries to the elephants of my tribe to remember, and which I am not likely to forget.
It was only a week ago that a promising child of my sister fell into a deep pit, and was impaled on a sharp stake
set in the bottom of it; and but a few days before my youngest brother fell headforemost into a horribly deep
excavation that was dug, and which was artfully concealed by leaves and grass, whereby none but those, like
myself, experienced in their guileful arts, could have escaped.
“You have all, I dare say, been similarly persecuted, and have deep injuries to revenge. I wait to hear what you
propose. Brother Rhinoceros, you are the next to me in bigness and strength, speak.”
*
“Well, brother Elephant and friends, the words we have heard are true. The son of man is, of all creatures that I
know, the most wanton in offence against us of the four-footed tribes. Not a day passes but I hear moan and plaint
from some sufferer.
“Not long ago, a cousin, walking quietly through a wood not far from here, caught his foot in a vine that lay
across the path, and almost immediately after a hardened and pointed stake was precipitated from above deep into
the jointure of the neck with the spine, which killed him instantly, of course. I have, by wonderful good luck,
escaped thus far, but it may be my fate to fall tomorrow through some foul practice. Wherefore, I think it were
well that we set about doing what we decide to do instanter.\fn{ Instantly.}
“I propose that early in the morning, before a glint of sunshine be seen, we set upon the piratical nest and utterly destroy it. I am so loaded with hate of them, that I could dispose of the half of the rascals myself, before they
could recover their wits. But if any of you here has a better plan, I lend my ears to the hearing of it, my heart to
the approval of it, and my strength and fury to the doing of it, without further speech. I have spoken.”
“Now, friend Lion,” said the elephant, turning solemnly to him, “it is your turn, and say freely what your wit
conceives in this matter. Your courage we all know, and none of us doubt that you mind is equal to it.”
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*
“Truly, friend Elephant, and you others, the business we are met to consider is pressing. The sons of men are
crafty, and their guile is beyond measure. The four-footed tribes have much cause of grievance against me and
mine. However, none can accuse me or my family of having taken undue advantage of those whom we meditate
striking. We always give loud warning, as you all know, and afterwards strike; for if we did not do this, few of
even the strongest would escape our vengeance.
“But these pestilent two-footed beasts—by net, trap, falling stake, pit, or noose—are unceasing in their secret
malice, and there is no safety in the plain, bush, or rock-fastness against their wiles. For what I and my kin do
there is good motive—that of providing meat for ourselves and young; but it passes my wit to discover what the
son of man can want with all he destroys. Even our bones—as, for instance, your long teeth, O Elephant—they
carry away with them, and even mine. I have seen the younglings of mankind dangle the teeth of my sister round
their necks, and my hide appears to be so precious that the king of the village wears it over his dirty black loins.
“Your tribe, O Elephant, have not much cause of complaint against me, and you, Rhinoceros, it would tax your
memory to accuse me of aught against your family. Brother Leopard will hold me and mine guiltless of harm to
him; so also must my cousin Hyena. Friend Buffalo and our family have sometimes a sharp quarrel, but there is
no malice in it, I swear.
“Whereas the son of man, friends, is the common enemy of us all—it is either our flesh, or our fur, or our hide,
or our teeth that he is wanting, and his whole thought is bent upon destruction pure and simple. If you would
follow me, I would glory in leading you even now against the community, and I give you my word that few would
escape my paw and claw.
“However, as our object is to destroy all, that none may escape, I agree with my friend Rhinoceros that nighttime at its blackest is safest. Wherefore believe me that I am so sharp set for revenge, and I feel so hollow, that
nothing but the half of all of them will satisfy my thirst for their blood. I have ended my say.”
“Now, friend Leopard, you had better follow your cousin, and we will feel obliged to you for the benefit of
your advice,:” said the elephant.
*
Leopard gave his tail a quick twirl, and licked his chops and spoke:
“All that you, my friends and cousin, have said, I heartily agree and bear witness to.
“The spite of the son of man towards us is limitless. It is remarkable, too, for its cold-bloodedness and lack of
passion. We have our own quarrels in the woods—as you all know—and they are sharp and quick while they last,
but there is no premeditation or malignity in what we do to one another; but Man, to whom we would rather give
a wide berth, if possible, pursues each of us as if his existence depended upon the mere slaying, though I observe
that he has abundance of fruit, which ought to satisfy any reasonable being of the ape tribe.
“Wherefore, as I have many sharp reasons for retaliation on him for his countless offences against me and my
kin, I gladly attended this council, and I will go as far as any of you, and further if I can, to return some of this
spite on him and his tribe. I propose that night at its darkest is best for our plan. While the human folk are indulging in dreams of slaughter of us, I vote that we turn their dreams into action against themselves.
“The elephant, and rhinoceros, and buffalo are strong; let each lead his tribe to attack, overturn, and trample
down their nests. We, with our families, will range round and slaughter everyone that escapes them. Those are my
words.”
“Now, friend Buffalo, what say you?” demanded the elephant. “You art a staunch friend and stout foe. We
cannot but listen with respect to such an one as yourself.”
*
“Ah, friend Elephant, and you chiefs of tribes, every sentiment of hostility against the vile and spiteful sons of
man that we have expressed finds an echo in my inwards. If wrong has been done to any here, magnify that wrong
tenfold in order that you may understand the intensity of the hate I bear the remorseless destroyers of my kith and
kin.
“Ask me not how I would slay them, my fury is so great that I am unfit to devise. Do ye the devising, and give
the method to me. All I can think of now is the pleasure I shall feel when my horns are warmed in the bodies of
the base and treacherous creatures who have murdered wife, brother, sister, and child of mine, besides a countless
number of my kindred by lance and line, spear and snare, sword and stake, trick and trap.
“I will lead my herd into the midst of the vicious community with a joy that only my hate can match. That is
all I have to say.”
“Now, my good friend Hyena. You art the only one left whose sentiments are as yet unknown. Speak, and let
us hear wisdom from you in this matter.” The Hyena uttered a mocking laugh, and said:
*
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“My kind friends and cousins. The night suits me well, for I am in my element then. I may say that I have a
large family which is always hungry. It will be a laughing matter to them indeed to hear of your good purpose.
“It has been long delayed, this signal measure of just vengeance upon those who have outdone in cold cruelty
all that generations of the four-footed tribe of the fiercest kind have done. Bird and beast, from the smallest to the
greatest, have fallen victims to man’s lust for destruction.
“True, my kind are often indebted to man for bones and refuse, but what we have eaten has been sorely against
his good will; and we therefore owe him no gratitude. The young of the human community will be juicy morsels
for my tribe, when the signal is given for the attack.
“With all my heart I say let it be tonight. I have said my say.” The elephant then said;
*
“Friends, chiefs of the most powerful tribes of the forest, let it be tonight, as ye say. Let each go and muster his
forces, and let the attack be in the following manner.
“Halfway betwixt dawn and midnight I will lead my troop from the Uganda side.
“The Rhinoceros will lead his from the Katonga side.
“The Buffalo will range his tribe along that side facing Unyoro. Behind my troop the Hyena and his families
shall follow to finish those who may be but bruised by our heavy hoofs. Let Leopard place his fellows and kin in
rear of the Rhinoceros troop. Lion and his great tribe are needed in rear of Buffalo’s forces, for they are apt in
their fury to overlook the crafty bipeds. Our object is to make a complete job of it. The sooner we part now, the
fitter each will be for the perfect consummation of his long-deferred revenge.”
*
It was well past midnight when the four-footed forces were gathered around the doomed village, and, at the
shrill trumpet-note of the King Elephant, the several chiefs led their respective troops at the charge. The elephants
tore on resistlessly, trampling down the domed cages of the human folk flat and level with the ground. The
rhinoceros and his host pushed on with noses low down, and tossed the human nests as we would kick an empty
egg-basket; the buffaloes bellowed in unison, and, closing their eyes, threw themselves upon the huts, and gored
everything within reach of their horns. Then the fierce carnivorae, all excitement at the prospect of the bloody
feast, roared, snarled, and laughed as they tore the mangled victims piecemeal. Ah, poor village, and poor people!
In a short time the dreaming souls dreamed no more, but were gone past recall into the regions where dreams are
unknown—all excepting one clever boy named Kibatti, and his parents, who survived the calamity.
These happened to live in a tiny hut close hidden by a grove of bananas on the edge of the forest, and Kibatti
about midnight had been disturbed in his sleep by a pressure on his stomach which woke him, and denied him
further sleep. He therefore sat sorrowing over the red embers of his fire, when he heard the hollow tramp of large
animals, and pricking his ears, he heard trampling in another direction; whereupon his suspicions that something
unusual was about to happen grew on him, so that he woke his parents, and bade them listen to the rumbling
sounds that could be heard by such experienced hunters all around them.
“Father, come, delay not! make mother rise at once. This night my sleep has been broken as a warning to me
that mischief is brewing. Let us ascend the big tree near by and observe.”
“Child, you are right,” said his father, after listening a moment; “the demons of the wilderness are gathered
against the village, for human enemies make no such stir as this. We will ascend the great tree at once.”
Thereupon he drew his wife out. Kibatti wriggled himself through the burrow under the milk-weed hedge into
the banana-grove, and having gained its deep shadows, raced for the great tree, closely followed by his parents. A
large vine hung pendent, and up this vine Kibatti climbed, his mother after him, the old man last. Not a moment
too soon, for just then the trumpet-note of the King Elephant was heard, and afterwards such a concert of noises
that neither Kibatti nor his aged father had ever heard the like before. In the starlight they saw the huge forms of
all kinds of furious animals pass and repass below them; but clinging closely to the shelter of the giant limbs of
the tree, they, from their safe perch, witnessed the dreadful ending of their friends and relatives.
When he fully realized the catastrophe and its completeness, Kibatti suggested to his parents that they should
ascend to the very highest fork, lest they should be observed in the morning, and on climbing up they found a
snug hiding-place far above, hidden all round by the thick, fleshy leaves of the tree. There they remained quiet
until morning, when the boy’s restless curiosity became so strong that he resolved to gratify it. Grasping close a
great limb of the tree, he descended as far as the lower fork and looked down.
He saw all the huts smashed, and the bones of his tribe white and gleaming, scattered about. The fences were
all leveled, but the elephants, under their leader, were resetting the poles round about. The lions were pacing
watchfully around, the rhinoceroses and buffaloes were herded separately, gazing upon the elephants, the leopards
were lying down under the trees in scattered groups, the hyenas were crunching bones, for these last never know
when they have eaten enough.
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Kibatti kept his post all day. By night the poles fenced the village round about as before, and in the dusk he
saw the gathering together of all the creatures in a circle round the King Elephant, to hear his rumbling voice
delivering an harangue to the motley allies. When it was ended the lions roared, the rhinoceroses snorted, the
buffaloes bellowed, the hyenas laughed, and the shrill trumpetings of the elephants announced that the meeting
was over. What occurred after, Kibatti did not stay to learn, but climbed aloft to give the news to his anxious
parents. Said he,
“It appears to me, father, that they are going to build the village up again, for they have already fenced it
around even better, as I think, than it was before. Those animals have clever leaders, that is certain, but I am not a
man-son if Kibatti does not get the better of some of them.”
“Oh, you are clever, my child, that is true,” said the old man. “Whatever you undertake to do, done it is. I have
found out that long ago. If wit will get us out of this place of danger, I have a conviction it will be by yours, and
not by mine or my old woman’s.”
“I do not purpose to leave the tree just yet, father,” replied Kibatti. “If we keep quiet, we could not find a safer
place than here. The tree is so tall that they cannot hear us talk unless they set their ears to listen at the foot of it,
and against all that may happen we must provide ourselves.”
“Give your confidence to me, boy, and let me judge of your plan,” said the father. .
“Well, my idea is this. Tonight they will all start off, some to catch the lesser prey, others to graze and feed.
The leaders, of course, will remain behind. I propose, after getting three or four winks of sleep, to go down to the
gate and discover how things are. If possible, I will try and get my net-ropes. They will be useful for my purpose.
We may trap some game, you know.”
“I see, I see, my boy. That is a good idea. Shall I help you?”
“Not tonight, father, except you keep watch until yonder bright star stands overhead.”
The old man agreed to keep watch until the star approached the zenith.
*
About midnight Kibatti was waked, and having given his father injunctions to go to sleep, he descended. He
proceeded straight to his house, and among the wreckage he found his strong nets and their ropes, and his sharp
hunting-knife, besides his father’s five spears and his own quiver. These weapons he conveyed directly to the tree,
and bore them up to the lower fork.
This done, he re-descended the tree and crawled away to a bit of marsh-land not far off, where there was a
crane’s nest which contained some eggs. He took these in his hand, and went around through the bushes to the
Unyoro Road. All this had been done very quickly, because, being a hunter, he knew the neighborhood well, and
while watching the animals in the village, his mind had been busy forming his plans.
Now when he came to the Unyoro Road, he stood straight up and strode rapidly in the direction of the village
which had been that of his tribe’s. Arriving near it he crawled up to the gate and looked in, then traced the fence
all around until he came back to the same gate. Kibatti now stood up and hailed the animals, crying loud,
“Hullo, hullo there! Are you all asleep? Will you not let a poor benighted stranger in? The night is cold, and I
am hungry.”
King Buffalo, who was on guard, trotted up to the gate, and looking out saw a small boy who was naked,
except for a scant robe which depended from his shoulders.
“Who are you?” demanded the buffalo in his gruffest voice.
Kibatti answered in the thin voice of a fatherless and starving orphan.
“It is I, Kibatti the Little, from Unyoro.”
“What do you want?”
“Only a little fire to roast my eggs, and a place to sleep. I am a forest-boy, and live alone in Unyoro. My
parents are both dead, and I have no home. If you will give me work I will stay with you; for then I shall have
plenty to eat. If not, let me sleep here tonight, and in the morning I will go.”
“What work can you do?”
“Not much, but I can fetch water and fuel.”
“Wait a minute; I will see if our people will let you in.”
The buffalo moved away and woke up the rhinoceros, the elephant, the lion, the leopard, and hyena, and told
them that there was a little forest boy seeking a night’s lodging. At first the general belief was, that he belonged to
the tribe which had owned the village, but the buffalo denied that this boy could have known of the country, as he
had come boldly up to the gate from the Unyoro road; besides, was it likely that a small boy, knowing what had
happened, would ever have come back when those who had destroyed the village were in possession of it. This
last remark settled the matter. King Elephant said,
“As you will, Buffalo. Even if the matter were otherwise, a small boy can do no harm. Let him in. We will give
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him plenty of work.”
King Buffalo opened the gate and allowed Kibatti to enter, and introduced him to his friends, King Elephant
and the rest, all of whom smiled as they saw his slender and small form, the only human amongst them. Buffalo
took very kindly to his protégé, and showed him around, while Kibatti amused him with his innocent unsophisticated prattle, which convinced the kingly bovine that little Kibatti was indeed a wild-wood waif.
“And where do you all sleep?” asked Kibatti of Buffalo.
“I sleep here, near the gate. King Elephant rests near that big tree. King Lion prefers lying near that great log
there, Brother Rhinoceros throws himself down on the edge of the banana grove, Leopard curls himself near the
fence, and Hyena snores stupidly near his pile of bones.”
*
After a little while Buffalo lay down near the gate for a little rest. Kibatti stretched himself near him, but not to
sleep. His eyes were quite open, and he soon saw Buffalo’s nose rest upon the ground and his head sway from
side to side. Kibatti then untied a cord, and steathily passing it round the four legs of the buffalo, drew the other
end round the neck in a slip noose without waking him. He then crawled off towards the elephant, and tied his
four legs together, gently tightening the slip noose, and fastening the rope three or four times running round, and
brought them all together. To the rhinoceros he did the same. He then went out of the gate and brought his bundle
of nets. He took one up, fastened one end to the fence, and drawing it lightly like a curtain over the form of the
sleeping lion, just hung it on splinters and projections of the fence. In like manner he secured a net over the
leopard, and another over the hyena. All this did clever little Kibatti without waking any of them. He then stole
out of the gate a second time, and made his way to the tree where his parents were sleeping.
“Come, father,” he said, “the kings of the herds are trapped and netted. Bring down mother to the lower fork,
and come, do you hasten with me with a bundle of spears, two bows, and quivers full of arrows, for we must
finish the game before morning.”
Completely armed with spears and arrows, Kibatti led his father to the gate, and stealthily entered the fenced
enclosure, and they stood over the still-sleeping buffalo. Kibatti gave his father a sharp-pointed spear, and gently
laying his finger on the vital spot, between neck and head, showed him where to strike. The father lifted his right
arm high up, and with one stroke severed the spinal cord. A shiver passed through King Buffalo’s body, and he
rolled over stone dead.
Then Kibatti and his father approached King Lion, who lay lengthways near the log by the fence, with his side
exposed. Kibatti pointed to his own left side behind the shoulder-blade, and father and son drew their bows and
drove two arrows into Lion’s heart, who sprang up and threw himself like a ball into the net, which closed round
him taut, and he presently lay still and lifeless. In the same manner father and son dispatched Leopard and Hyena.
There then only remained Rhinoceros and Elephant.
They chose to attack the first-named beast, who was still lying down on his side, unconscious of the tragic fate
of his confederates. Kibatti pointed to the enemy’s fore-shoulder and touched his father with his finger two inches
below the shoulder-blade. His father understood, and launched his spear straight into the body with such force that
the blade was buried. King Rhinoceros, feeling the iron in his vitals, snorted and struggled to stand, but in doing
so tightened the cords, and fell back rolling half over. Kibatti drew his bow and buried an arrow close to his
father’s buried spear.
Meantime, King Elephant had taken the alarm, and, struggling with his bonds, had capsized himself on the
ground. Kibatti gave vent to a war whoop and cried:
“Never mind, father, let the rhinoceros die. Let us away to the elephant while he is helpless.”
They sprang to the prostrate beast, and they shot their arrows first to every vital point exposed, and then
launched their spears with such good effect that before long the last of the kings of the beasts had ended his life.
*
Kibatti and his father then flew to where the old woman crouched in the fork of the tree, and taking her with
them, they left the ruined village, and sought a home in another district, where, because of the terrible revenge
they had taken on the forest lords, they were held by their fellow-creatures all their lives in great esteem.
5
In the early days of Uganda, there was a small village situate on the other side of the Katonga, in Buddu, and
its people had planted bananas and plantains which in time grew to be quite a large grove, and produced abundant
and very fine fruit. From a grove of bananas when its fruit is ripe there comes a very pleasant odor, and when a
puff of wind blows over it, and bears the fragrance towards you, I know of nothing so well calculated to excite the
appetite, unless it be the smell of roasted meat.
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Anyhow, such must have been the feeling of a mighty big gorilla, who one day, while roaming about alone in
the woods searching for nuts to eat, suddenly stopped and stood up and sniffed for some time, with his nose well
out in the direction of the village. But shaking his head he fell on all fours again to resume his search for food.
Again there came with a whiff of wind a strong smell of ripe bananas, and he stood on his feet once more, and
with his nose shot out thus he drew in a greedy breath and then struck himself over the stomach, and said:
“I thought it was so. There are bananas that way, and I must get some.”
Down he fell on all fours, and put out his arms with long stretches, just as a fisherman draws in a heavy net,
and is eager to prevent the escape of the fish. In a little while he came to the edge of the grove, and stood and
looked gloatingly on the beautiful fruit hanging in great bunches.
Presently he saw something move. It was a woman bent double over a basket, and packing the fruit neatly in it,
so that she could carry a large quantity at one journey. The gorilla did not stay long thinking, but crawled up
secretly to her; and then with open arms rushed forward and seized her. Before the woman could utter her alarm
he had lifted her and her basket and trotted away with them into the deepest bush. On reaching his den he flung
the woman on the ground, as you would fling dead meat, and bringing the banana basket close to him, his two
legs hugging it close to his round paunch, he began to gorge himself, muttering while he peeled the fruit, strange
sounds.
By-and-by the woman came to her senses, but instead of keeping quiet, she screamed and tried to run away,. If
it were not for that movement and noise, she perhaps might have been able to creep away unseen, but animals of
all kinds never like to be disturbed while eating, so Gorilla gave one roar of rage, and gave her such a squeeze that
the breath was clean driven out of her.
When she was still he fell to again, and tore the peeling off the bananas; and tossed one after another down his
wide throat, until there was not one of the fruit left in the basket, and the big paunch was swollen to twice its first
size. Then, after laying his paw on the body to see if there was any life left in it, he climbed up to his nest above,
and curled himself into a ball for a sleep.
*
When he woke he shook himself and yawned, and looking below he saw the body of the woman, and her
empty basket, and he remembered what had happened. He descended the tree, lifted the body and let it fall, then
took up the basket, looked inside and outside of it, raked over the peelings of the bananas, but could not find
anything left to eat. He began to think, scratching the fur on his head, on his sides, and his paunch, picking up one
thing and then another in an absent-minded way. And then he appeared to have made up a plan.
Whatever it was, this is what he did. It was still early morning, and as there was no sign of a sun, it was cold,
and human beings must have been finishing their last sleep. He got up and went straight for the plantation. On the
edge of the banana grove he heard a cock crow; he stopped and listened to it; he became angry.
“Someone,” he said to himself, “is stealing my bananas,” and with that he marched in the direction where the
cock was crowing.
He came to the open place in front of the village, and saw several tall houses much larger than his own nest;
and while he was looking at them, the door of one of them was opened, and a man came out. He crept towards
him, and before he could cry out the gorilla had squeezed him until his ribs had cracked, and he was dead; he
flung him down, and entered into the hut. He there saw a woman, who was blowing a fire on the hearth, and he
took hold of her and squeezed her until there was no life left in her body. There were three children inside, and a
bed on the floor. He treated them also in the same way, and they were all dead.
Then he went into another house, and slew all the people in it, one with a squeeze, another with a squeeze and
a bite with his great teeth, and there was not one left alive. In this way he entered into five houses and killed all
the people in them, but in the sixth house lived the boy Kinneneh and his old mother.
*
Kinneneh had fancied that he heard an unusual sound, and he had stood inside with his eyes close to a chink in
the reed door for some time when he saw something that resembled what might be said to be half animal and half
man. He walked like a man, but had the fur of a beast. His arms were long, and his body was twice the breadth
and thickness of a full-grown man. He did not know what it was, and when he saw it go into his neighbors’
houses, and heard those strange sounds, he grew afraid, and turned and woke his mother, saying,
“Mother, wake up! There is a strange big beast in our village killing our people. So wake up quickly and
follow me.”
“But whither shall we fly, my son?” she whispered anxiously.
“Up to the loft, and lie low in the darkest place,” replied Kinneneh, and he set her the example and assisted his
mother.
Now those Uganda houses are not low-roofed like these of Congo-land, but are very high, as high as a tree,
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and they rise to a point, and near the top there is a loft where we stow our nets, and pots, and where our spear
shafts and bows are kept to season, and where our corn is kept to dry, and green bananas are stored to ripen. It was
in this dark lofty place that Kinneneh hid himself and his mother, and waited in silence.
In a short time the gorilla put his head into their house and listened, and stepping inside he stood awhile, and
looked searchingly around. He could see no one and heard nothing stir. He peered under the bed-grass, into the
black pots and baskets, but there was no living being to be found.
“Ha, ha,” he cried, thumping his chest like a man when he has got the big head. “I am the boss of this place
now, and the tallest of these human nests shall be my own, and I shall feast every day on ripe bananas and
plantains, and there is no one who can molest me—ha, ha!”
“Ha, ha!” echoed a shrill, piping voice after his great bass.
The gorilla looked around once more, among the pots, and the baskets, but finding nothing walked out.
*
Kinneneh, after awhile skipped down the ladder and watched between the open cane-work of the door, and saw
him enter the banana-grove, and waited there until he returned with a mighty load of the fruit. He then saw him go
out again into the grove, and bidding his mother lie still and patient, Kinneneh slipped out and ascended into the
loft of the house chosen by the gorilla for his nest, where he hid himself and waited.
Presently the gorilla returned with another load of the fruit, and, squatting on his haunches, commenced to peel
the fruit, and fill his throat and mouth with it, mumbling and chuckling, and saying,
“Ha, ha! This is grand! Plenty of bananas to eat, and all—all my own. None to say, ‘Give me some,’ but all my
very own. Ho, ho! I shall feast every day. Ha, ha!”
“Ha, ha,” echoed the piping voice again.
The gorilla stopped eating and made an ugly frown as he listened. Then he said:
“That is the second time I have heard a thin voice saying, ‘Ha, ha!’ If I only knew who he was that cried ‘Ha,
ha!’ I would squeeze him, and squeeze him until he cried, ‘Ugh, ugh!’”
“Ugh, ugh!” echoed the little voice again.
The gorilla leaped to his feet and rummaged around the pots and the baskets, took hold of the bodies one after
another and dashed them against the floor, then went to every house and searched, but could not discover who it
was that mocked him. In a short time he returned and ate a pile of bananas that would have satisfied twenty men,
and afterwards he went out, saying to himself that it would be a good thing to fill the nest with food, as it was a
bore to leave the warm nest each time he felt a desire to eat.
*
No sooner had he departed than Kinneneh slipped down, and carried every bunch that had been left away to his
own house, where they were stowed in the loft for his mother, and after enjoining his mother to remain still, he
waited, peering through the chinks of the door. He soon saw gorilla bearing a pile of bunches that would have
required ten men to carry, and, after flinging them into the chief’s house, return to the plantation for another
supply. While Gorilla was tearing down the plants and plucking at the bunches, Kinneneh was actively engaged in
transferring what he brought into the loft by his mother’s side.
Gorilla made many trips in this manner, and brought in great heaps, but somehow his stock appeared to be very
small. At last his strength was exhausted, and feeling that he could do no more that day, he commenced to feed on
what he had last brought, promising to himself that he would do better in the morning.
At dawn the gorilla hastened out to obtain a supply of fruit for his breakfast, and Kinneneh took advantage of
his absence to hide himself overhead. He was not long in his place before Gorilla came in with a huge lot of ripe
fruit, and after making himself comfortable on his haunches with a great bunch before him he rocked himself to
and fro, saying while he munched:
“Ha, ha! Now I have plenty again, and I shall eat it all myself. Ha, ha!”
“Ha, ha,” echoed a thin voice again, so close and clear it seemed to him, that leaping up he made sure to catch
it. As there appeared to be no one in the house, he rushed out raging, champing his teeth, and searched the other
houses, but meantime Kinneneh carried the bananas to the loft of the gorilla’s house, and covered them with bark
cloth.
In a short time Gorilla returned furious and disappointed, and sat down to finish the breakfast he had only
begun, but on putting out his hands he found only the withered peelings of yesterday’s bananas. He looked and
rummaged about, but there was positively nothing left to eat. He was now terribly hungry and angry, and he
bounded out to obtain another supply, which he brought in and flung on the floor, saying,
“Ha, ha! I will now eat the whole at once—all to myself, and that other thing which says ‘Ha, ha!’ after me, I
will hunt and mash him like this,” and he seized a ripe banana and squeezed it with his paw with so much force
that the pulp was squirted all over him.
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“Ha, ha!” he cried.
“Ha, ha!” mocked the shrill voice, so clear that it appeared to come from behind his ear.
This was too much to bear; Gorilla bounded up and vented a roar of rage. He tossed the pots, the baskets, the
bodies, and bed grass about—bellowing so loudly and funnily in his fury that Kinneneh, away up in the loft, could
scarcely forbear imitating him. But the mocker could not be found, and Gorilla roared loudly in the open place
before the village, and tore in and out of each house, looking for him.
Kinneneh descended swiftly from his hiding place, and bore every banana into the loft as before.
Gorilla hastened to the plantation again, and so angry was he that he uprooted the banana stalks by the root,
and snapped off the clusters with one stroke of his great dog-teeth, and having got together a large stock, he bore
it in his arms to the house.
“There,” said he, “ha, ha! Now I shall eat in comfort and have a long sleep afterwards, and if that fellow who
mocks me comes near—ah! I would—”and he crushed a big bunch in his arms and cried, “Ha, ha!”
“Ha, ha! Ha, ha!” cried the mocking voice; and again it seemed to be at the back of his head.
Whereupon Gorilla flung his arms behind in the hope of catching him, but there was nothing but his own back,
which sounded like a damp drum with the stroke.
“Ha, ha! Ha, ha!” repeated the voice, at which Gorilla shot out of the door, and raced round the house, thinking
that the owner was flying before him, but he never could overtake the flier. Then he went around outside of the
other houses, and flew round and round the village, but he could discover naught.
But meanwhile Kinneneh had borne all the stock of bananas up into the loft above, and when Gorilla returned
there was not one banana of all the great pile he I had brought left on the floor.
When, after he was certain that there was not a single bit of a banana left for him to eat, he scratched his sides
and his legs, and putting his hand on the top of his head, he uttered a great cry just like a great, stupid child, but
the crying did not fill his tummy. No, he must have bananas for that—and he rose up after awhile and went to
procure some more fruit. But when he had brought a great pile of it and had sat down with his nice-smelling
bunch before him, he would exclaim,
“Ha, ha! Now—now I shall eat and be satisfied. I shall fill myself with the sweet fruit, and then lie down and
sleep. Ha, ha!”
Then instantly the mocking voice would cry out after him, “Ha, ha!” and sometimes it sounded close to his
ears, and then behind his head, sometimes it appeared to come from under the bananas and sometimes from the
doorway, that Gorilla would roar in fury, and he would grind his teeth just like two grinding-stones, and chatter to
himself, and race about the village, trying to discover whence the voice came, but in his absence the fruit would
be swept away by his invisible enemy, and when he would come in to finish his meal, lo! There were only
blackened and stained banana peelings—the refuse of his first feast.
Gorilla would then cry like a whipped child, and would go again into the plantation, to bring some more fruit
into the house, but when he returned with it he would always boast of what he was going to do, and cry out “Ha,
ha!” and instantly his unseen enemy would mock him and cry “Ha, ha!” and he would start up raving and
screaming in rage, and search for him, and in his absence his bananas would be whisked away.
*
And Gorilla’s hunger grew on him, until his paunch became like an empty sack, and what with his hunger and
grief and rage, and furious raving and racing about, his strength was at last quite exhausted, and the end of him
was that on the fifth day he fell from weakness across the threshold of the chief’s house, which he had chosen to
make his nest, and there died.
When the people of the next village heard of how Kinneneh, a little boy, had conquered the man-killing gorilla,
they brought him and his mother away, and they gave him a fine new house and a plantation, and male and female
slaves to tend it, and when their old king died, and the period of mourning for him was over, they elected wise
Kinneneh to be king over them.
120.25 How The Dog Outwitted The Leopard: A Folktale\fn{by Sarboko of Bunyoro (c.1860?- )} Kingdom of
Bunyoro, Western Region, Uganda (M) 2
In the early time there was a dog and a leopard dwelling together in a cave like chums.
They shared and fared alike. Exact half of everything and equal effort were the terms upon which they lived.
Many and many a famous raid among the flocks and fowls in the human villages they made. The leopard was by
far the strongest and boldest, and was most successful in catching prey.
Dog lived so well on the spoils brought home by his friend that he became at last fat and lazy, and he began to
dislike going out at night in the rain and cold dew, and to hide this growing habit from Leopard he had to be very
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cunning. He always invented some excuse or another to explain why he brought nothing to the common larder,
and finally he hit upon a new plan of saving himself from the toil and danger.
Just before dusk one day, Leopard and Dog were sociably chatting together, when Leopard said that he
intended that night to catch a fine fat black goat which he had observed in the nearest village to their den. He had
watched him getting fatter every day, and he was bent upon bringing him home.
“Black is it!” cried Dog. “That is strange, for that is also the color of the one I purposed to catch tonight.”
The two friends slept until most of the night was gone, but when there were signs that morning was not far off
they silently loped away to their work. They parted at the village which Leopard had selected to rob, Dog whispering “Good luck!” to him. Dog trotted off a little way and sneaked back to watch his friend.
Leopard, stealthily surveying the tall fence, saw one place which he could leap over, and at one spring was
inside the village. Snuffing about, he discovered the goat-pen, forced an entrance, and seizing his prize by the
neck, drew it out. He then flung it over his shoulders, and with a mighty leap landed outside the fence. Dog, who
had watched his chance, now cried out in an affected voice,
“Hi, hi—wake up! Leopard has killed the goat. There he is. Ah, ah! Kill him, kill him!”
Alarmed at the noise made, and hearing a rustle in the grass near him, Leopard was obliged to abandon his
prize, and to save his own life, dropped the goat and fled. Dog, chuckling loudly at the success of his ruse, picked
the dead goat up, and trotted home to the den with it.
“Oh, see, Leopard!” cried he, as he reached the entrance, “what a fat goat I’ve got at my village. Is it not a
heavy one? But where is yours? Did you not succeed after all?”
“Oh! I was alarmed by the owners in the village, who pursued me and yelled out, ‘Kill him, kill him!’ and
there was something rustling in the grass close by, and I thought that I was done for; but I dropped the goat and
ran away. I dare say they have found the animal by this, and have eaten our meat. Never mind, though, better luck
next time. I saw a fine fat white goat in the pen, which I am sure to catch tomorrow night.”
“Well, I am very sorry, but cheer your heart. You shall have all equal share with me of this. Let us bestir
ourselves to cook it.”
They gathered sticks and made a fire, and began to roast it. When it was nearly ready Dog went outside, and
took a stick and beat the ground, and whined out:
“Oh! please, I did not do it. It was Leopard that killed the goat. Oh! Don’t kill me. It was Leopard who stole
it.” Leopard, hearing these cries and the blows of the stick, thought to himself:
“Ah! The men have followed us to our den, and are killing Dog; then they will come and kill me if I do not
run.” He therefore ran out and escaped.
Dog, on seeing him well away, coolly returned to the den and devoured the whole of the meat, leaving only the
bones. After a long time Leopard returned to the den, and found Dog groaning piteously.
“What is the matter, my friend?” he asked.
“Ah! Oh! Don’t touch me; don’t touch me, I beg of you. I am so bruised and sore all over! Ah! My bones!
They have half killed me,” moaned Dog.
“Poor fellow! Well, lie still and rest. There is nothing like rest for a bruised body. I will get that white goat the
next time I try.”
After waiting two or three days, Leopard departed to obtain the white goat. Dog sneaked after him, and served
his friend in the same way, bringing the white goat himself, and bragging how he had succeeded, while pretending
to pity Leopard for his bad luck.
Three times running Dog served him with the same trick, and Leopard was much mortified at his own failure.
Then Leopard thought of the Muzimu—the oracle who knows all things, and gives such good advice to those who
are unfortunate and ask for his help—and he resolved, in his distress, to seek him.
*
In the heart of the tall, dark woods, where the bush is most dense, where vines clamber over the clumps, and
fold themselves round and round the trees, and hang in long coils by the side of a cool stream, the Muzimu
resided. Leopard softly drew near the sacred place and cried,
“O Muzimu, have pity on me. I am almost dying with hunger. I used to be bold and strong, and successful, but
now, of late, though I catch my prey as of old, something always happens to scare me away, and I lose the meat I
have taken. Help me, O Muzimu, and tell me how my good luck may return.” After a while the Muzimu answered
in a deep voice,
“Leopard, your ill-luck comes from your own folly. You know how to catch prey, but it takes a dog to know
how to eat it. Go; watch your friend, and your ill-luck will fly away.”
*
Leopard was never very wise, though he had good eyes, and was swift and brave, and he thought over what the
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Muzimu said. He could not understand in what way his good luck would retirn by watching his friend, but he
resolved to follow the advice of the Muzimu.
The next night Leopard gave out that he was going to seize a dun-colored goat, and Dog said,
“Ah! that is what I mean to do too. I think a dun-colored goat [is] so sweet.”
The village was reached, a low place was found in the palings, and Leopard, as quick as you could wink, was
over and among the goats. With one stroke he struck his victim dead, threw it over his shoulders, and, with a
flying leap, carried it outside. Dog, who was hiding near the place, in a strange voice cried,
“Ah! here he is—the thief of a Leopard! Kill him! Kill him!”
Leopard turning his head around, saw him in the grass and heard him yelp, “Awu-ou-ou! Awu-ou-ou! Kill him!
kill him!” dropped the goat for an instant and said,
“Ah, it is you, my false friend, is it? Wait a bit, and I will teach you how you may steal once too often.”
*
With eyes like balls of fire, he rushed at him, and would have torn him in pieces, but Dog’s instinct told him
that the game he had been playing was up, and burying his tail between his hind legs, he turned and fled for dear
life. Round and round the village he ran, darting this way and that, until, finding his strength was oozing out of
him, he dashed finally through a gap in the fence, straight into a man’s house and under the bed, where he lay
gasping and panting.
Seeing that the man, who had been scared by his sudden entry, was about to take his spear to kill him, he
crawled from under the bed to the man’s feet, and licked them, and turned on his back imploring mercy.
The man took pity on him, tied him up, and made a pet of him.
Ever since Dog and Man have been firm friends, but a mortal hatred has existed between Dog and Leopard.
Dog’s back always bristles straight up when his enemy is about, and there is no truer warning of the Leopard’s
presence than that given by Dog—while Leopard would rather eat a dog than a goat any day.
That is the way—as I heard it in Unyoro—that the chumship between Leopard and Dog was broken up.
193.21 Excerpt from The Customs Of The Baganda\fn{by Sir Apolo Kagwa (1864-1927)} Bululi County,
Nakasongola District, Central Region, Uganda (M) 14\fn{ In what follows, the precise reign years of the first 22 of the 26
Kabakas of Buganda are not precisely known, though their number and chronological seqwuence are known “with a fair degree of
certainty”:W,H}

1
The followng account gives an idea of the pomp of the King of Buganda and of his power in governing.\fn{ Sir
Apolo Kagwa published this account originally in 1918; the text of this edition was edited in 1934, and some minor editorial additions are
noted in the footnotes:H}
When the king was about to appear, that is, to open the parliament, there was an overwhelming dispay. All
people who were in their houses remained indoors; those in the street kneeled down; and all the drums, trumpets,
and every sounding instrument was heard to proclaim his majesty’s approach. There was a band of executioners
who walked near his majesty, ready to imprison and if necessary to kill any person who was found guilty of any
sort of offense. When a verdict was passed in the parliament, the guilty person was quickly enveloped in a
multitude of ropes; even if he tried to plead for mercy, it was impossihble that his majesty should hear him
because he was almost choked to death.
There were many who, in order to gain recognition, told lies aboutother chiefs, so that they might lose their
offices.It was not until Mutesa\fn{ Mutesa I, reigned 1856-1884; all the references to “Mutesa” in this excerpt are to Mutesa I:W }
that that kind of system was done away with. When one person accused another, the king sent for the accused
person and told him that such and such a thing had been said about him. Mutesa was against people who told him
untruths. He demanded the truth of the acused If the man was guilty and told the truth, he was soon acquitted. If
he lied and witnesses were produced who certified as to his guilt, he was finally killed.
When the king walked for exercise, there were many people about him. If he came to a place where there was
no road, the people soon made one for him. During his journeys, all doorkeepers were required to carry their
doors with them. When the king rested, they enclosed him with the doors and guarded him. To understand the
kingly power it should be said that he was a law unto himself, an absolute monarch. The following were the king’s
palace officers.
*
Kauta
Chef
Seruti
Butler
35

Kaula
Nsandja
Banda
Omukweya
Omusoloza

Drummer
King’s priest, who guarded all his horns
Potter
King’s head carrier during the journeys
Man in charge of firewood
*
There was also the executioner’s division. All these and many other petty divisions made up the king’s household and conributed to his pomp.
Sabakaki was the title of a person who was the head of the king’s palace, including the division of the king’s
pages.He was romptly obeyed in everything he said. In the division of the king’s pages there were about one
thousand young men appointed by various chiefs to serve his majesty in the palace. They were under a chief
named Sabawali.
Next to the king came his prime minister. He too was honored. When his drums sounded, all chiefs hurried to
his palace to go with him to the king’s court. The prime minister walked very slowly to give the people a chance
to join him. When he reached the court he sat down to render judgment. When the king appeared to open the
court, the prime minister presented the cases. Those who appealed to his majesty were given a chance to present
their own cases.
The prime minister had two assistants to help him dispose of the cases. One assistant was in Masengere and
the other in Gombolola in the outer royal court. The communication between his majesty and the prime minister
was carried on by means of constant messengers, a man and a woman from the prime minister and a messenger
from the king. The prime minister’s messengers kept the king acquainted with what was going on in the country at
large and the king’s messenger kept the prime minister informed of the latest decisions or suggestions or new decrees issued by the king.
Oftentimes there was concerted action, for they respected each other. If the king wished to do anything or to
order something from his estates, the word went through the prime minister. The prime minister’s messenger working with the king’s messenger were certain to bring anything from any part of the country, but one witout the
other could do nothing.
All chiefs, high or low, when they visited the capital, brought news, or something to give to the king. First they
reported to the prime minister and got his assent. All secrets to be told the king went through the prime minister,
and vice versa.
When the king decided to appoint another prime minister, he stopped the prime minister’s reception of all important and secret messages. Instead he designated Kimbugwe, the king’s twin guard, to receive information concerning state affairs pending the appointment of the new prime minister. When the new prime minister was to be
charged with state affairs, the king stood outside the parliament house with his scepter; a group of chiefs selected
as candidates faced him. Then the king gave his scepter to the man he designated as prime minister, saying,
“Go and judge my Buganda country.” The newly appointed chief repeated the oath of allegiance, saying,
“I shall render justice.”
After which he left and entered his official residence and the king returned to his palace. The prime minister
never gave thanks or knelt down as did other chiefs.
All Saza chiefs were equally powerful in their respective counties. No messenger of whatever nature could
travel in a county without a Saza chief’s messenger to accompany him. If the king’s and the prime minister’s
messengers were sent to Muwemba to assist Mukwenda in buying cows for the king, they couldn’t bring anything
unless they had with them a Saza chief’s messenger. They were regarded as thieves. This is one point to show
how well Buganda was governed.
The Baganda, as far back as can be remembered, have been an obedient and well-governed people, respecting
their king, chiefs, and country. This may account for the respect and encouragement with which the British Government has consented to regard the native system of government.
2: The King’s Palace
This description gives the names of the more important houses but merely mentions those of lesser importance.
In the royal court was the court house, Gombolola.\fn{Gombola was situated outside the palace but within the boundaries
of the royal grounds. Here the prime minister presided. His word was in many cases final; sometimes there was appeal to the king } The
word means “to disentangle”, because those who were tangled up in all sorts of disputes here came to settle them
and those who failed to pay debts brought their grievances there. During the reign of Mutesa, the prime minister,
leaving an associate behind him there, was promoted to another court house within the palace which was known
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as Masengeregansanze.
At the right of the palace gateway, Wankaki, was a royal furnace called Gombolola. This too was a court house,
for the settlement of problems and disputes arising among the men who were in charge of gathering wood for the
royal fireplaces. Part was used for drying the wood.
Makumbi was the building in which the king fulfilled various ceremonial obligations. It was behind Muzibuazala-mpanga.
Bawanika was a gateway leading into the hall called Ndogo-bukaba. This was on the left as one entered the
grounds. Here the Royal Drums were kept.
When the king himself appeared in court the persons who lost the cases then on trial were very seriously illtreated. They were bound from head to toe by long ropes suspended from some distance away and were pulled
over the ground. The name given the court house—Masengere-gansanze—means “I have been met by ores”
which are sharper than merely the earth. The reference is to the severity of the bruises sustained by the victim.
Ndimunyoro-sirimuganda, in the courtyard of Bulange, the council house, was the place in which all sorts of
drinks for the king were kept.\fn{ The king’s bathtub was also kept here } The other house here was for those who carried
the king’s chair.
There were five different gateways in the courtyard leading to different important houses.
Wakoli, entrance to and from the houses of parliament.
Another to the house where the treasure was kept.
One to, the cooking department. One to the courthouse.
One to the dwelling house of the king, which was difficult of access. From the main entrance one passed into
Bamozera alley (named after the people loved by the king) whence gateways led into the small ivory hall owned
by Lady Luiga. From this three communicating doorways led to the dwelling house, Twekobe. In its front courtyard was a small hall occupied by the wives who tie the calves and attend to the beer. On the left, facing the king’s
house, was a small house for the beer maker and her assistants, the Abakebezi or Abanywa. Here the king
remained long and made frequent calls.
Behind the king’s dwelling was a house, Kalyakoka, for the private use of the king. It was tended by members
of the Musu clan.\fn{Opposite it was a cottage called Bisera, for the lady in attendance, the Omukokiro.}
Another house in the front courtyard was called Bumenya,\fn{“It breaks”}
“Even a strong man bows down to love affairs.”
Here the women, presided over by Omunywa, held meetings. Behind it were three houses: Balimwagula,\fn
{“They will scratch him”} “If you visit the king while he is angry you are likely to be killed” owned by Omudjuna;\fn
{It was here. that wives waited to be called to the royal couch } Bweserandabate-bumalamanda,\fn{“The boiling millet which is
seen does not waste charcoal” } “Do not hesitate to advise yourself”, owned by Omusuna; and Kitente, a house after the
Kisoga fashion, owned by Omuwalula.
Nkwana-bukopi\fn{Literally, “I make friends with the peasantry” } was just outside the courtyard of Bumenya. The
name means “One who finds favor with the king is no longer a peasant and does not like to be regarded as such.”
This belonged to the ladies-in-waiting, who were chosen for special service because of their appearance. (This
was another house where wives waited.)
The kitchen was in Kalyomu near Katikam road. Nakasala headed the department. There were three other
houses, in one of which Namunyoro inspected the food that was to be distributed.
There were four small houses near Namutide road, Namutide, Ndeba, Nakabunda and another. They were
owned by Lady Mukomweidzi. Nakabunda was the king’s reception hall. Here came the wives who were staying
at Nabikande’s. Kimbugwe occupied a house near the small public hall but the twins were kept in Nakabunda.
The following are the main entrances to the palace:
*
Wankaki, the main gateway. Kept by Mulamba, the head doorkeeper.
Nalongo, also important. Kept by Sabawali, an assistant doorkeeper.
Llubanga. Under the care of Omusale\fn{Assistant war leader} of Kigazi. Omusale of Kigalagala helped.
Sabavuma was important. Its doorkeeper was named after it.
Wansamso. Under the management of Sabagabo. Sabagabo of Kigalagala also resided here.
Kagorekam. This name means a single foot. It was a private entrance and no one was allowed to enter unless
accompanying the king.
Kagerekam. Under the care of the head butler. All beer and other drinks for the king were brought in here.
Wakoli. Under the care of the doorkeeper Sabadu and also Sabadu of Kigalagala. It was used mostly by ladies
coming as messengers to the king from his mother.
Nalongo. Under the care of less important officers.
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*
As a rule the palace was built so as to face the east, as that is the direction whence the ancestors of the kings
were supposed to have come. It is for the same reason that the kings were buried at Busko. It was meant merely as
a sign of respect.
The palace was an oval enclosure about 1105 by 1122 yards by European measure. The native measure was the
fathom. In assigning work, each county was assigned the space measured by fifty of these.
In alleys about the halls Nsigo and Kandogobukaba and in the front yard of Masengere (there were camps set
up with skin tents for the king’s bodyguard.) The less important servants had their camp on Namutide road, and
on the back porch of the house of parliament. Some young boys were lodged in the king’s house. The king’s treasurer also had rooms there for himself and his servants.
Sabakaki, the king’s head servant, had quarters in Sanga, which had at one time been for the use of the king’s
wives. Some of the important servants stayed there with him, but most of them merely camped in the streets.
Their chief job was to bring in firewood for the torch which accompanied the king on all his visits.
Outside the palace proper were the quarters of cabinet and parliament members, some of the wives of the king,
and various temples (sabo).
In the palace of Lady Kabedja there were eighteen houses, among them Kinauataka and Babindjayeko. There
were two halls, Nakibuka and Yesibika, in which Nantaba, a horn, was lodged. In this palace the king put the skins
on his drums Mudjaguzo, NakawaIjguzi, Mulyabyaki, and Nadjemba.
In Nakimera’s palace there were only four houses. There were six houses in Nambowoze’s palace.
Nanzigu’s had twenty-one houses. In one of these the horn known as Mpeta was kept.
Kimbugwe’s palace was divided into two parts, one side with twenty-five houses for the twin, and the other
with fifty for his own use. Among the houses for the twin were Nakatuza and Kizanyira. The twin occupied very
magnificent beds. It is said that the twin of Mutesa still occupies its bed. Some of the twins were here instead of in
Busiro county, and their queens took as much pride in their duties as though they were caring for a living king.
When a chief was appointed to build a house for the king, he had to purchase the crown at the price of two
women and two goats. The middle crown cost him a woman, a cow, and a goat, and the third a cow and a goat.
These expenses all had to be met by the chief appointed. The strain was sometimes so great that lesser chiefs
failed and lost their positions, becoming servants to the king or taking minor posts under other chiefs.\fn{ About the
palace of the king were groups of houses belonging to various chiefs }
From the road to Nabikande to the house of the chief of police (next to Nakulabye road) were the quarters of
the butlers.
*
The palace of the Katikiro had over a hundred houses in it. They were arranged on four main thoroughfares.
Kago, Mukwenda, Sekibobo, KaIjgawo, Mugema, Pokino, Kitunzi, Katambala, Kasudju, and Kaima; all had
many buildings in their quarters, the number varying with the number of wives to be accomodated.
3: The King’s Inauguration
The house called Buganda is so called because it is the house in which the newly elected king must sleep on
the night of his election. It was built by King Namugala,\fn{ Reigned 1741-1750:W} the first to pay the visit to Budo
…
In the march after the visit to Budo one of the stops was at a place called Luiki near the court of Makamba, Budo chief. Here the king selected an opponent for the checker-like game played by the Prime Minister in the court
house. This symbolized his ability to get the best of any people opposing him, by wise direction of his government, just as an expert player of this game can overcome his opponent with a handful of reverse checkers.
There is a board with thirty-two holes for this game. Each of the two players has thirty-two of the bead-like
counters, which he arranges, four to a hole in any set-up he likes. There is no real resemblance to the European
game of checkers. The counters in the last two holes at the extreme left on either side, are called reverse checkers,
and have the privilege of moving in either direction …
Before the time of Namugala the princes had to go to Nankere to be crowned. When he succeeded his father
Mwanga\fn{Mwanga I, 1740-1741:W} he went to Budo where he was advised to step upon the fetish, as all kings
since have done. He appointed Makamba and Semanobe, of the Mamba (Lungfish) clan as guardians at the
temple, and Nalunga of the Manis clan as overseer of other places in the vicinity.
It was thought that Budo told Namugala that it was upon that very hill that his ancestor Kintu\fn{ Reigned early
14th century} had beaten Bemba, the snake who was the first king of Buganda. When Kintu killed him he became
king. That was why he\fn{Budo:H} urged Namugala to arrange that all his descendants come to step upon the
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fetish in memory of the victory of Kintu, before ascending the throne. …
During the King’s funeral rites Mbadja and Mugema sat opposite each other at the royal fireplace and there
burned a huge log taken from the king’s house. From this scene the Baganda made the proverb,
“Beside the fireplace sit Mbadja and Mugema who failed to make a fire for us.” i. e. when a person is forced to
do something, and his heart is not in it, he will not do it well.
Mugema was the chief honored with the task of dressing the king for his enthronement. Mutebi changed this,
giving the position to Kasudju. Mugema retained the honor of burying the royal corpses. At the deaih of King
Mutesa the Prime Minister said to Kasudju,
“You have had the honor of dressing several of the kings. Now Mugema must once more take over this office.”
As a result of this it was the Mugema who hung the royal bark-cloth upon Mwanga II.\fn{ Reigned 1884-1888
and1889-1897:W}
When Kadjongolo, Sabadu of Singo, went to Bunyoro, he took with him a prisoner and a piece of the log from
the king’s tomb known as the “little log”. He killed the prisoner and burned him at a fire made from the log. This
man was known as the “Fat rooster killed during the king’s ceremonies”. Then Kadjongolo attacked Bunyoro and
returned with as much loot as he could get.
4: The King’s Chairs
Formerly the king used to sit on a cow skin known as Ebiwu. This word is of foreign origin, borrowed from the
Luima language, in which a skin is called Luwu. The mother of Kimera, the first king to use such a seat, was
Wanyana, a Muima.
Later a chair was made, known as Namulondo. It was made when King Mulondo succeeded his father. His
prime minister, Sekagya, conferred with Gundju the king’s uncle to make a chair wherein the king might sit for all
the people to see him. Namulondo is really the throne and is highly respected …
The following chiefs were in charge of the throne:
*
1. Mwotasubi of the Nkima clan
2. Kiwukyeru of the Fumbe clan
3. Mutagwanya of the Butiko clan
4. Lukwanzi of the Mpindi clan
*
The throne house was on the right hand side of the palace gateway. All persons but the relatives of the guards
were excluded from the throne house.
King Djuko\fn{Reigned c.1680-1690:W} was credited with having been the first to construct raised seats. These
were rectangular constructions, made of mud, five feet long by four broad, and three feet tall.\fn{ Dry grass was
spread on this, and a leopard skin and barkcloths. } The king could then be immediately recognised by anyone coming to
the court. This type of throne was called Kituti. Little ones were constructed at every public place where the king
appeared. The people of the Lugave clan were responsible for building and for guarding them. These seats were
used until the introduction of chairs under Mutesa.\fn{ Mutesa I} They did not really disappear un-til the reign of
Mwanga II. Captain Speke,\fn{John Hanning Speke (1827-1864):W} the first white man to visit the country,\fn{1862:W}
gave a chair as a gift to Mutesa …
When the king desired to move his seat temporarily, or when he was journeying and happened to be watching a
game, he sat on the laps of his chiefs or servants. When Mutesa became king he ordered his blacksmiths to make
several steel chairs, and the carpenter to make several wooden ones. These he placed in the council house for the
use of his chiefs. There were four hundred of these, and half of them were ranged on each side of the house. The
king sat in the center of the house, the prime minister next to him, then Kimbugwe, and after him the Saza chiefs.
It was King Semakokiro\fn{Reigned 1797-1814:W} who added lion and hyena skins to the throne.\fn{ They are still
used today} The throne was not used very often but was used for such special occasions as the customary feasts,
declarations of war, or the return of the army from war. The king sat in state to announce his royal decrees, either
in the center of the gateway or at the house of the queen.
The king’s sandals were sewn with thongs of leopard skin. The sandal for the prominent princesses and the
queen mother were also made that way. Some old-fashioned members of the royal family still wear these today. It
was an act of disloyalty for the princes or the chiefs to wear such sandals.
The place where the king resided even temporarily was called the palace, Busiro. It was said that when
Tembo\fn{Reigned c.1404-c.1434:W} became king he founded his palace on Busiro hill, meeting his chiefs and the
public there. It became a common expression for those who had seen the king to say,
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“We have seen the king at Busiro hill.”
Later the name came to be applied to all places where the king was, and to the burial places for the kings.
All the edible things belonging to the king were known as Amakula. When the king was at the royal meals, the
expression was used,
“There is Amakula at the royal court,” or else,
“The baskets are still at the royal court.”
The former was used only of royalty and only the latter could be used of ordinary chiefs. When Suna
II\fn{Reigned 1832-1856:W} became king, he was very fond of his prime minister, Kaira, and gave him the name,
“You-are-all-in-all-the-outside-king.” Because of this all the foodstuffs he used took the name applied to the royal
things.
5: The King’s Parliament
On the day that parliament was to assemble the prime minister went to the king. His drum was beaten as an
announcement to the public. He went directly to Masengeregansanze where the other chiefs joined him.
Sometimes the assembling took place in Ndogobukaba.
The king would send one of his messengers to the minister to inquire as to what members were present. He
would kneel down and say, “The king sent me to see you,” and the prime minister would reply, “Has he
conquered?,” to which the messenger would respond,
“He has conquered.” Then he would explain his mission and the prime minister would say,
“Yes, they are all present.”
Then the chiefs introduced themselyes, Kimbugwe first, and then the county chiefs in the order of their rank …
Then the assistant county chiefs would introduce themselves, and then the petty chiefs. Each gave his rank and his
private name. To each the king’s representative replied,
“I have seen you.”
The messengers were so trained as to remember all these people no matter how many there were. After all had
finished the messenger would announce,
“I whom the king sent am gone.” The whole house would reply,
“He has conquered.” Then he would return to the king and kneeling submissively would say,
“The prime minister has acknowledged the message and sent me to see you.”
“Yes,” said the king. Then the messenger would proceed to introduce all the chiefs with their names, but when
he had named two-thirds of them he would stop, and finish by saying,
“All Buganda is present.”
*
When the king was to appear before Parliament he wore his royal robes and went either to Masengeregansanze
or to Bulange. He invited some of the more important chiefs to a private council. Then the others came to the door
and announced themselves in formal terms:
“I, Omutabuza, (who does not inquire) have come to see the married man.”
“He has heard, the strength which breaks an axe to render it unrepairable,” would be the answer; or
“I have come to see the owner,”
“The.married man has heard you.”
When about ten have done this the king has them admitted, and they knelt in a group before the king.
“All is well,” they said.
“All is well at Busiro,” the others answered. Then they were all seated. In this way the king was able to become familiar with a number of his chiefs. However, those who were not in this number had no way of becoming
known to the chief. It was not possible for one of no rank to introduce himself to the king.
At some meetings the representatives of the king did the introducing. He led them all into the presence of the
king. The prime minister then knelt, saying
“You have conquered.” The king said “Yes,” and all the chiefs, keeping their seats, answered in unison.
When Mutesa became a Mohammedan and learned to read he refused to have homage done him in this
fashion. He ordered that he be greeted only with the Swahili word, Sibwakeri. When he was not well, he was
greeted with, “Is all well?”
When the king was confined to the house, introducing of the members of the council was omitted, and instead
the king had only private conferences with the important men. Sometimes he admitted all the council that they
might see that there was nothing seriously wrong with him. Mwanga retained this system.
The representatives were trained from childhood by their parents. They were made familiar with the procedure,
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and with the traditions, including the names of the kings, their wives, chiefs an so forth. The father would cut a
number of pegs, and name each after some important historical personage. Then before his sons he would call out
the name represented by each, expecting them then to be able to tell him what anyone stood for. Thus it was
possible to preseve the history of the country without writing.
Djuko instituted a new method of seating the parliament. Before his enthronement diviners prophesied that
there would be a rebellion and advised him as to how he might avert it.
“Have Mugema give you a child to seat the members of the council.. The sinews of the person who will initiate
you at Nankere will also help.”
The king informed the Mugema Semukoteka of all this. He asked that he give one of his sons for these duties.
Mugema appointed his son Nagwala. The muscles of the person killed at Nankere were given him. They were
dried and sewn into tight cowskin straps. These were to be used in whipping the people.
This position was very much respected, and parliament became much more dignified by the exercise of this
power in preserving order. Several kings continued to recognize this as an hereditary function, and the office
holders were all known as Nagwala. But during the reforms under Mutesa the office was abolished and the straps
themselves buried.
6: The Marriage of the King
There were two forms of marriage possible for the king. In the first the chiefs and landlords throughout the
country held marriage councils, selected virgin girls from twelve to seventeen, and presented the comeliest of
these to the king.
The other form was by the selection on the part of the king himself among girls sent to the palace …
Despite the large number of wives at the palace, the control over them was effective in preventing disturbances
and jealousy. Those wives of whom the king was fondest were given superior positions of supervision. Their
parents were also honored with presents and appointments to minor posts.
Girls who were sent to the palace and whom the king had not actually married nor appointed to any regular
position were the group from whom he selected wives … If the king wished to give maiden-servants to his wives
he ordered a chief to go out among the peasants and select the best-looking girls. Women captured in war also
served as maiden-servants in the palace. The king divided them among his favorite wives and their immediate
subordinates so that these might maintain their positions of dignity.
Servitude of this sort was practically slavery. It was practiced by all the people of rank. When a chief gave a
man servant of his a woman to marry, the children of the pair became his servants too.
Closely related to this is the custom whereby the sisters and brothers of a married woman, and other close
relatives, had the right to take her children to work in their households, and the father could avoid this only by
exchanging goods for them. They returned to their parents when they were grown up. If there were several
children not all of them might be saved from being brought up by their aunts and uncles.
The custom of marrying several wives is a relatively recent one. Formerly the king married only one wife,
Kadulubale, who was responsible for the care of the entire palace. Later on two more wives, Kabedja and Nasaza
were added. Kabedja took over charge of half the palace.\fn{ Nasaza was the custodian of the hair and fingernail clippings of
the king, which she kept until the death of the king and then took to be buried with the body }
When the system of plural marriage became established, the queen always outranked the other wives, and
Kabedja and Nasaza were immediately below her. The chiefs in their homes also had ranking wives, called by the
same titles. It was not till the reign of Katerega\fn{ Reigned c.1644-c.1674:W} that polygamy became popular, and the
common people began to marry two or three wives apiece. Katerega and his chiefs decided to demand of the
prominent and wealthy chiefs taxes in the form of goods, to be given to the wives of the king. This custom was
not abolished until the reign of Mwanga. …
7: The King’s Ceremonies at Bukerekere
When the king was going to Nankere for the remaining ceremonies he went out of his way to go first to
Bukoto in Kyadondo for hunting. Here he stayed one night and went through Kisasi, then Kumamboga, by way of
Kasangati, where he crossed the river, and came to Djita. He stayed here overnight and Djita gave him a girl,
called Nalunga. Then he travelled through Kabakungu and came to Lulagala where he crossed the Mayandja river
and came to the Busiro home of Nakuni of the Fumbe clan. When he left here he went through Kongodje and
crossed Kabumba stream to Muzigo. Here he went to Kalonda of the Butiko clan, who said when he saw the king,
“I have found. A finder is not killed.”
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Then he took him into a special house. Kinyoro then went to tell Nankere where the king was. The next
morning the king went to his house Namiryango, at Nankere which had two doors. The king entered from the
front and Nankere from the back and they met in the center.\fn{ Then they exchanged beer jars in the presence of the queen
mother}
The next night the king stopped at the house of Kalonda, and when he left he was met by Kikawa of the Nkima
clan in Kambe. He robed the king in a bark-cloth known as Enkangabulu, which was pounded with a copper
mallet on an ivory block. Then they both went to the house of Kasudju for the night …
After a few days, Kasudju and Nabitalo mounted the king on a stone known as Nanfuka and showed him his
kingdom. Kasudju said
“I am your ancestor. My sister is the mother of Tewa. That is why I am showing this to you.”
Then the king left and crossed the Nakindiba river to Lugeye and Kidu’s home, and then the Mulanda river to
Buledza. He went to Nagaya, son of Walusimbi, who took him to Kitoke, to the home of his sister Naku, where
the king planted a plantain tree …
At Kimogo the village of Walusimbi after exchange of beer, the blacksmith made three iron pot holders. They
took these into the woods and used them to cook a meal of millet in brand new iron pots. The meal was ground by
the daughters of Walusimbi. The chiefs then fed this to the king with triple branches. Walusimbi said,
“I am the Sabadu of your grandfather Tewa. You have brought me here to advise you as to the administration
of your kingdom. I entreat you to be just, and kind to all but the disloyal.”\fn{ Then the king and queen mother separated,
for they were now both kings, and as such never allowed to see each other }
The next day the king went to Kiwembo and here a prisoner who had been arrested on the occasion of the
game with Walusimbi was killed. The king then left and went to a well Nabaka and after drinking of it planted a
tree near the well which he named Nsuka, as a symbol of his hope for a long life …
Next morning he crossed the Kabumbariver into Kababi, where was the second court of the Mugema. He
crossed the Wabitam river at the place known as Galinsangawo, where the cooking utensils were smashed to rid
the king of all iniquities, and diseases. On the other side of the river he met Kauzumo, the head policeman, who
asked the followers,
“You black-cheeked folk, didn’t you paint the king black?”
Anyone who dared to answer him was arrested and held for execution …
The king then went to Esananzira, the home of princess Naluwembe. Here Kinyoro brought anklets he had
made and these were put on the king by the princess. They were made of tiny glittering beads. Only the king wore
such anklets. Walusimbi, Mugema, Gundju, Kasudju, and Nankere also wore anklets but theirs were of cowries
and spinning tops.
When men were sent for grass to build Naku’s house, anyone who misunderstood and came back with any was
beheaded and hung at the house. This man was known as “a young and careless grass-puller who will hit his
elder.” For bringing the grass back was equivalent to hitting the king with it. Then Naku prepared a feast for the
king, bringing the water in iron utensils.
The next day the ceremonies relating to the ascension were all completed. The reason the king stayed a night at
Naku’s house was to get her advice on ruling the wives at the palace.
King Tembo is said to have been the first king to go through this ceremony before being hailed as the great
king.
8: The Death of the King
Five months after the funeral and inaugural ceremonies, the king sends Kago, Sabaganzi, Mugema and the
police to Merera to fetch the jaw of the dead king. The officers stop off at Kitala or Sabaganzi, where some of the
widows are stationed, but the policemen fetch the jaw from Gundju of the Butiko clan. Sebata, Mpinga, and
Mbadja are in this group.
When Gundju hands the jaw over to these men, he fetches the funeral bark-cloth and they all enter the house.
The body is then wrapped in this, and so covered over with bark-cloth that the house is filled to its capacity. Then
the door is shut and tightly fastened, and the pillars uprooted so that the roof falls down flat.
The skull has the flesh eaten off it by insects and is then washed in Ndyabuwola.\fn{ A spring} The lower jaw is
removed and washed with beer and milk to make it white. Kalogakalenzi is required to drink a mouthful of the
second washing. Then he must say,
“Here I give you the king, take him.” The people answer,
“The king has been drunk out by Kalogakalenzi.”
This ends the funeral rites. Kalogakalenzi bids goodbye to the three policemen who have been playing a major
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role and they all leave for the city, stopping at Busawuli and Sanganzira, and finally bringing the skull and
separate jaw to the Kago and Sabaganzi.
The jaw is washed in the same way on the next day and these officers drink of it. This is called “Drinking the
King”. Kago and the policemen then polish the jaw and store it in a wooden pan, which is put in a house specially
built for it.
*
The first royal burial was at Gombe in Bulemezi. Later it was transferred to Merera. These are the chiefs who
playa prominent part in the royal funerals: Mugema, Sebata, Mbadja, Mpinga, Gundju, Lwabiriza, Kasudju,
Kabanda, Makinduj and Senkaba.
They all have to be paid in advance, in women, cows, goats, and so forth. This all has to be paid by the newlyenthroned king. Mugema does not personally attend the funeral or come near the body.
When Mukabya\fn{Mukabya Mutesa, 1856-1884:W} became king he inquired of his chiefs as to the reason why
these chiefs demanded to be paid in advance for these services. He was told that it was merely greed. Then he
asked why Mugema who was identified with Nakazade, or the father of the king, did not attend the ceremonies.
“Does he father only the living and not the dead?” he asked.
Then the king became very angry and ordered all the participants in the funeral ceremonies arrested and held
for execution. Mugema, Kabanda, Makindu, and Sebata were not executed but merely deprived of their positions.
This leniency was due to their age and their dignity among men. Mugema’s office was given to Miingo of the
Nsenene clan, the king considering this clan related to the royal one because Wanyana, mother of Kimera, was of
this clan. He then demanded the following oath of his chiefs.
“Upon my death you will bury me in the royal house, Muzib(u)-azala-Mpanga (The-brave-man-begets-arooster) with my skull unmolested”. Then he also ordered that the chiefs each be buried in the courtyard of his
residence, and that the son who would succeed him found his city upon Nabulagala hill, and give orders, as for
war, from the courtyard of what would then be the royal tomb.
“If anybody claims to prophecy in my name, you must give him the Qur’an as an exposition of my disbelief in
the whole matter.” The chiefs gave their word to do these things should they live longer than he, and thus many
obnoxious practices were done away with.
It is believed by many that the custom of removal of the jaw began with Kalemera, who died on his way from
Bunyoro. His attendants, Lwabiriza of the Kobe clan, Kigu and Kalogakalenzi of the Fumbe clan, cut off his head
as evidence of his death. They laid it in the path of insects to clean it that it might be kept. When they brought it
into the country a temple was built for it.
It is also thought that the body of Kalemera was not buried, but merely covered with plantain stems and left.
The succeeding kings were treated in somewhat the same fashion, their bodies being covered with bark-cloth and
left in the tomb.
The method of squeezing the royal bodies is said to have begun during the reign of Kaima.\fn{ Reigned c.1494c.1524:W} He was told about a very wealthy man in Budu and left upon a plundering expedition against him. On
the way home he died of the plague. The chiefs squeezed the body now and again for fear of decomposition. The
custom was then handed down. Some important chiefs and statesmen were treated in this fashion too.
The trouble with the theory that jaw extraction began with Kalemera lies in the discovery by the author of two
jaws, tied in a bale of bark-cloth. The men in charge claim not to have known what was in this “unknown
treasure” of Kintu’s … The jaws are presumably those of Kintu and his wife, Nambi Nantutululu, or else of Twea
Nabaka I.
Another theory accounts for the custom as associated with a belief that in returning to the other world these
needed to be carried along.
9: Characteristics of Various Groups
Kyadondo County
The people in this county were perhaps the most intelligent in the kingdom. This was one of the chief reasons
why the kings established their capitals here. Another was the presence of numerous lakes. The county was, however, not a wealthy one, and though the county chief was the highest ranking one in the country he was often
surpassed by others in wealth, because he could not raise as much in taxes.
The river Mayandja rises in Kyadondo. Plantains and bananas, the chief Buganda foods, were not very plentyful in Kyadondo, so that they depended rather upon sweet potatoes and other products.
The king’s army of execution was located here. They helped to carry out all his orders. Some of the regiments
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were:
Divisions

Leaders:

Clan:

Kiwenda
Kisigula
Kimbale

Senkole
Mpinga
Sebata

Lugave clan
Lugave clan
Ngeye clan

Singo County
This was the largest and most populated of all the counties. Until 1892 it included also Buwekula which then
became a separate county. The people were intelligent and home loving. When they had business away from
home, even at the capital, they would transact it and hurry home. Men from Singo rarely visited the capital.
The large population made for a plentitude of taxable items. This was particularly true of the trade in salt and
hoes, and cattle raising. Kitesa and Kyanamugera had the best pasture land.
There are three rivers which were much used for fishing - Nabakazi, Bimbye, and Kitumbi. Namatamba hill
and Kyato at Kiterega were very beautiful spots in the county. Famine was never known here.
Kyagwe County
This county was divided into three sections. Those of the first of these were like the Basoga; but the Bagola
and Bakundja of the coast resembled the Abavuma in language and manners. These people were noted for their
skill in the manufacture of musical instruments, and they originated the two royal drums known as Entamiv and
Entenga. They were brave warriors, skilled in the use of the spear. For a long time the people recognised neither
the county chief, nor the king himself.
The second or Bukoba part was inhabited by intelligent people who resembled the people of Bulemezi in
language and skill. Cattle, goats, sheep and ivory were the chief wealth of the people and the soil was fertile and
yielded a good banana crop. The chief was also enriched by an annual tax paid him by some of the Basoga over
whom he had control.
The third part was known as Mabira or forest. The forest was infested by millions of tiny bloodsucking insects.
These injured the veins so that the foresters were called dwarfs because of their small size. Strange stories were
told about them such as that they do not marry and cannot have children.
At Kasai and Mpoma in Kyagwe there was a plentiful coffee crop, which was said to be the sweetest for
chewing in the country.
There are three large rivers, Lwadjali, separating Kyadondo and Bulemezi counties, Sezibwa, and Musanya.
These three rivers meet and flow in one vast body into the Nile.
Bulemezi County
The people of this county were noted for their linguistic ability. In the old days, the peasants would visit the
chiefs and use all sorts of humorous phrases, thus pleasing them greatly. They made feasts for them and gave
them gifts. In some cases small children were versed in joke-telling and joined in the conversation.
The county was, however, not wealthy and most of the people were poor. Most of the bark-cloth was imported
from Busiro and Mawokota. This shortage was due to the fact that the bark-cloth tree dried and died soon here.
There were two sections, Busubika and Matembe, which were prosperous in cattle raising, but for the most
part the cattle perished by some introduced disease.
Lugogo is the only big river. It flows right through the county. The two capitals, at Buzinde and Kasaga,
founded by Kintu, were the only ones ever established here.
Busiro County
This county was popular as a place for the kings to establish their capitals.\fn{ It was also the place for the royal buriThe people were noted for their knowledge of languages, particularly Luganda. This was due to the presence
of a great number of princesses whose speech was recognised as refined and cultured, and it was possible for the
people to model their speech after this.
Most of the materials in this book were supplied by great men and women of Busiro county. Its history has
als}
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remained intact because here the most of the wives and servants of the deceased kings stayed. If a wife died the
clan had to supply another woman to take her place and she took the name of the deceased.
The people were rich. They had plenty of goats, bark-cloth, and cattle. All the districts were well populated.
There was not much raising of plantains and bananas, but there was much cultivation of sweet potatoes, yams,
sugar cane, and fruits. Famine was never felt here as severely as in other parts of the country. The Bulam district
was particularly noted for cattle raising.
Mugema was chief of the county since time immemorial, and only twice was he deposed, each time to be
reinstated.\fn{He belonged to the Nkima clan}
Mawokota county
This was a favorite county with the Baganda because each clan had property here. In the old days several kings
established their capitals here.
The people developed a nice manner of speaking because they were accustomed to speak with their gods, on
whom they depended in all their undertakings.
Bananas, plantains, potatoes, and so forth were plentiful. They made a beer from bananas which was noted for
its strength. They were also rich in bark-cloth, cattle and goats. Kakinda of the Kobe clan, Sebwato of the Mamba
clan, Semandwa and Kabogoza of the Nonge clan, were the bark-cloth producers.
Some of the best pastures were Kikera near the Katonga river, which is like a small island, because the river
curves along one side, and Lwera Plain, in which there are many rivers, on the other. Here the fishing trade was
highly developed too. The large rivers, Nakyetema, Kalungi, Nawandege, and Kibukuta, took several hours to
cross.
Busudju County
Busudju was the county in which Kintu first made his official residence. Here he founded Nono city at
Magonga, where he died.
At the ascension to the throne of Kimera\fn{Reigned c.1374-c.1404:W} the Saza chief Kadjubi was assigned to the
leadership of this county. Mutebi removed him and made it an office of the Lugave clan. This clan was honored
because of its position as guardian to the children of the king.\fn{ Kasudju was accordingly honored before all the Saza
chiefs}
There is a proverb expressive of this, “Busudju is better than Butambala.” This originated in connection with
the court held by Kasudju to settle the problems of the princes and princesses …
There were several good pasture lands in this county: Budjubi, Nkazebuka, Galwe and Manyi. There were also
places which yielded a rich harvest. There were no cow diseases, but a great many terrifying wild animals.
Kyawangabo was another good place. The pasturing was very agreeable due to the warmth of the climate. It
was subdivided into a great many small holdings. But the place was somehow not very popular and was
accordingly not very populous.
There are two large rivers, Kitenga and Kasa. At the time of completing this volume there had been a
reorganization and this part of the land had been divided and transferred to two other counties.
Budu County
[This county, which was founded by Djundju, was separate from the others.] The inhabitants were known as
Banabudu. These people were particularly adept at serving in chief’s courts. In the old days the people of Budu
used to give large presents to their chiefs so that they would be liked. The county was very rich and the people
very vain of their wealth. They did not like a poor person to use the same beer-jug which they used. This county is
very near Ankole and had therefore several kinds of cattle, goats and sheep. They also produced the fine red barkcloth.
The county was divided into several parts, each having a particular specialty. Mawogola, Bwera, and Kadjumba were for pasturing. The bark-cloths were made at Sango, and known as Sango bark-cloths. Some were also
made at Budjadju. Fishing was done particularly at Buyaga. The members of the Tailless Cow clan were blacksmiths and made all sorts of things, from knives to spears. They became the best blacksmiths because they knew
how to extract the iron from the ores. Lubyai, a Ngabi clan chief, was noted for his artistic dyeing. He produced
bark-cloths resembling cotton in patterning.
There was a beer known as Kibombo made in Budu. This name is that of an undrinkable bitter grass. There
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were many plantain and coffee plantations.
The largest rivers in Budu are Nabadjuzi, Naludugavu, Kyogya, and Tero, which is partly surrounded by a
wood. Budu is not a very healthy county. There is prevalent a children’s disease which is characterised by severe
abdominal pain, and there are ticks and mosquitoes.
Gomba County
This was founded by Katenga. It is near Singo and the people were much like those of this county. The parts
most pleasant to live in were Ekitabuza and Kakubansiri, which have the healthiest and most fattening pastures.
Empendja was a wild place and Matonga a hill noted chiefly for the death there by plague of Suna returning from
war. Kyawangabo was a part containing Kasozi hill where Mugalula, the father of the Nsenene clan, ruled
absolutely in the old days. Here there are good pastures and two rivers, Kabasuma and Kibimba, which originate
in Wamala Lake. The highest hill is Ngomanene.
Butambala County
This also was founded by Katerega. It is in the center with reference to the other counties. The people
resembled those of Mawokota. The Ndiga clan headed this county until the reign of Mwanga, when it was turned
over to Taibu Magato of the Musu clan. The people were active and intelligent as those of Busudju and
Mawokota.
There are no large rivers or hills. One part, Kiwala, near Katonga river, is good pasturage. There the king’s
shepherds Magango and Lukenku used to be. The land was mostly owned by clan landlords except for Kirema,
Kitimba, and Kitaulira, where the ordinary man could own land …
Buwekula County
This was originally part of Bunyoro. During the reign of Kamanya, Kiwalabye of the Kobe clan fought and
conquered the Banyoro, obtaining this land for Buganda. He then became chief of it and founded his court at
Kabyuma hill. Later he was appointed Sabawali of Singo county, and was known as Luwekula. This name was
given him by the natives of the place.
At first they used to run away from him and always carried their children with them on their backs. At a certain
hour they would say,
“Bring down the children to suck. It is very bad, this Muganda is after us.” This went on until they gave him
the nickname. Before that Mubende hill had been known as Mubende of Bugangazi. Kawanga side was known as
Mwenge.
In 1892 Sepiriya Mutagwanya was appointed to this post. In 1893 the county was unified.
Koki County
Kabaka Sansa Gabigogo of Banyoro was the father of three children—Luhaga I, Sansa II, and Bwawe. Later
on the elderly king died and his eldest child, Luhaga I, succeeded him.
Luhaga I became very bitter and hated all his brothers. Bwawe took the initiative; he left the country and made
his way to the Ankole tribe. Later on Bwawe led a siege against Koki county and when he reached there he found
that the natives were a peace loving people. He therefore sent word to his brother Luhaga I to allow him to make
his home in that country.
“Sir, why don’t you allow me to remain in this country—I shall bring you riches from here.”
Luhaga I granted his brother’s request. Then Bwawe had his mother Ndagano remain in Koki, while he himself accompanied his brother Luhaga I back to Banyoro, and then returned to the Koki country.
When Bwawe came back to Koki he became a law unto himself. His children were Kiteimbwa, Mudjwiga,
Mugeni, and Ndaula. Formerly Koki belonged to Kaziransomo, King of Kiziba, whom Bwawe ousted.
When Bwawe died his oldest son Kiteimbwa succeeded him. Kiteimbwa fought with the Baganda people. He
defeated them and took as loot most of their spears. He took the booty to his grandfather Luhaga to show him how
he had fought bravely and defeated the Baganda tribe. When Luhaga’s men saw this they were very much
concerned and advised him that unless he checked his grandson’s popularity he himself was doomed to death or
dethronement.
“It is better,” they told him “to arrest this grandson of yours and kill him. Because of the strength and
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popularity he gained by his victory over the Baganda, he will eventually turn against you and you will suffer.”
Luhaga listened to the advice of his people and killed his grandson. While Kiteimbwa was being led to his
death, he said,
“Never let my brothers who succeed.me come over to Bunyoro, but let them annex their kingdom to that of the
Baganda.”
When Mudjwiga succeeded his father, he sent word to Djundju that he had annulled his connection with the
Bunyoro kingdom.
“I am no longer under the government of Bunyoro kingdom,” Kabaka Kiteimbwa told Djundju, “I want to be
under your protection. It will also be fitting if you could send men so that we can fight against the Banyoro people
who have found a foothold in Budu country.”
Djundju designated Luzige of the Ndiga clan to go and make war against the Banyoro people in Budu. He
went, fought, and conquered over them. Luzige was appointed Pokino, under whom the Kabaka was ruled and
protected.
When Mudjwiga died, he was succeeded by his brother Ndaula I. Ndaula was succeeded by his son Kiteimbwa
II, who was succeeded by his son Sansa II, who was in turn succeeded by his son Lubambula.
Lubambula was succeeded by his brother Kamuswaga Ndaula II. This last king was a very nice man. During
the Christian-Mohammedan warfare in 1888\fn{See just below} he protected the Christians. In 1894 he consented to
be the first county chief according to the laws of Buganda.\fn{ This is another way of saying that Kamuswaga, even though he
was under the jurisdiction of the Buganda kingdom, was nevertheless a petty king in his territory } He filled all the important
positions in the county with men who had fought side by side with him in his campaigns. He died after he had
been baptized with the name Kozhia. He was succeeded by his son Sifasi Djodje Sansa Kabumbuli.
Kabula County
Kabula was formerly Ankole territory. In 1888 there broke out a war between the Christians and the Mohammedans. The Christians fled to Ankole. Kabaka Ntale asked the fleeing band where they wanted to make their
homes.
“We like Kabula, that hilly place,” they replied.
They chose this place because they were sure of cultivating plantain there. Ntale then consented to their
request. On October 5th, 1889, the Christians defeated the Mohammedan forces and returned to Buganda.
When the Christians left the county, Ntale gave it to other Baganda people who were opium users. These
people became very disturbing. They refused to heed either Ntale or the King of Buganda. Then the Baganda
kingdom demanded an assurance from Ntale that he was not planning to war against them.
“Are you going to war against us,” the Baganda people inquired, “since your subjects are insulting us so
badly?”
But he denied any knowledge of existing hostility against the Baganda, and asked the King of Buganda to war
against the rebels. Finally the Baganda foaght and won: with the consent of the British government it was annexed
to the Buganda kingdom in October, 1899, as the province of Lumanma. Saulo Mayandja of the Lugave clan was
made chief; he was succeeded by Amoni Bazira, who was later transferred to Bunyoro, and then by Musa Sebalu
of the Mamba clan.
Buyaga County
Buyaga was formerly Banyoro territory. In 1896 when the British government battled against Kaberega, King
of Bunyoro, the Baganda people helped in the war. In return for their service, the government offered them that
territory. Then it was known as Kyambalango County. Firidina Mabanga of the Mamba clan was appointed. He
continued in this office until Kabaka Daudi Tewa assumed the throne. Noli Ndadji, and later Nyasi Lule succeeded him.
Bululi County
Bululi was formerly a territory of the King of Bunyoro. It was then occupied by the following chiefs—Banda,
Kabagambe, Kadoma, Kadyebo, Mutengesa and princess Nangoma. In 1896 the British government, during the
reign of Mwanga II, annexed it to Buganda kingdom. Then it was divided among the following honorable chiefs
—Apolo Kagwa,\fn{Who wrote this account:H} Matayo Mudjasi, Zakaliya Kizito, Paulo Nsubuga, Djoswa Kate, and
Yona Waswa. They erected fortresses to protect it from enemies.
47

On May 9, 1898, the territory was made a county. Andereya Luwandaga of the Mamba clan was appointed as
Kimbugwe.
Bugerere County
This was also Bunyoro territory, occupied by Namuyondjo. It was added to Buganda by the British
government on October 25, 1895.\fn{They had extended a Protectorate over all of Uganda in 1894:H } When Semei
Kakungulu of the Mamba clan resigned as Kimbugwe when Mwanga II was king, he went and made his home in
Bugerere until 1899 when he left for the Bakedi county. In 1900 Daudi Tewa made it a county. Matayo Nsubuga
was then appointed chief; Temuseo Kivebulaya Mulondo of the Mpindi clan, formerly Sabawali of Sekibobo,
became assistant Mugerere. Serwano Mazinga of the Kasimba clan succeeded him in 1905.
Bugangazi County
Bugangazi was formerly a part of Bugaya. In 1900, the king made it a separate county. Anserimi Kiwanuka of
the Nsenene clan was appointed Kiimba. Aleni Kinanina followed him. He had been a soldier and was later killed
during the Great War.\fn{World War I:H}
Mawagola County
Mawagola was formerly owned by a man named Mpandju of Bwera origin. At one time he was at the head of
two governments, that of Buganda and that of Ankole. His people were engaged in the salt industry. In 1900 it
was made a separate county. Andereya Kiwanuka of the Mbogo clan was appointed Mutesa, and minor chiefs
were appointed. His successors were Nyasi Lule, Semeo Nsubuga, Mamba clan; Aleni Kinanina; Yozefu Sebowa,
Kasimbi clan.
Sese County
Sese county is composed of several islands in Lake Victoria. In 1900 Yosiya Kasozi was appointed chief. All
minor chieftainships were filled with inhabitants of the islands.
Sese has always belonged to Buganda. It supplied boats for the navy, and houses all the great oracles. The
chief value of the land was in its fishing. It was owned by the queen mother, prime minister, treasurer, Nanzigu,
Lubaga and Mukwenda.
Buvuma County
Buvuma was also composed of several islands. The inhabitants remained independent for several years. They
were known as Bagwe and Bazinga, but had no king. Djuko’s brother conquered and ruled them, but was later
removed. The Sekibobo subdued them. Then they were enraged and said,
“This lifeless slender fellow with sharpened teeth has conquered us.”
Thus they got their name, which means “Abusers”. They were conquered in 1893.
In 1900 Nova Naluswa, Nkima clan, was appointed chief. He was followed by Yozefu Kiwanuka Nsingisira,
Butiko clan.\fn{This was the extent of the Kingdom of Buganda, the largest of the Ugandan kingdoms, occupying a total of 25,096
square miles, out of a total for Uganda of 91,135 square miles:H }
293.21 Autobiographical Statements\fn{by Mwanga II (1868-1903)} Nakawa suburb of Kampala, Central Region,
Uganda (M) 1
1\fn{In what follows I have abstracted statements by Mwanga II from Samwiri Lwanga Lunyiigo, Mwanga II: Resistance to Imposition of
British Colonial Rule in Buganda 1884-1899, Kampala, Wavah Books Ltd., 2011. The numbers in brackets refer to page numbers in
Samwiri Lunyiigo’s book, where the quotations will be found:H}

I am Mutesa’s son and what Mutesa was in Buganda that I will also be and against those who will not have it
so I shall make war. (40)
2
If I become king I will grant all my subjects the freedom of worship (54)
3
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I have no intention of preventing you from worshipping if you wish but worship here;\fn{ In the Mwanga’s palace}
do not go to the Europeans. (56)
4
Who is your King or are the Europeans the masters of Buganda? (56-57)
5
If I do this,\fn{Sign a proposed treaty surrendering his office and his country to the Imperial British East African Company } the
country is no longer mine.(112)
6
We, the Baganda, want peace to prevail and our independence as in the past. We shall welcome all visitors to
our country but will not allow anybody to take over the government of my country. (123)
7
At the time of peril Jackson did not come to Buganda and what I had promised was now null and void. (124)
8
If you want to go, go. I will remain in my country with the Catholics and Traditionalists. (124)
9
The English have come; they have built a fort; they eat my land; they have made me sign a treaty; they curtail
my powers; and I get nothing from them in return. (136)
10
Princes are like pythons they swallow each other. (169)
11
You Kaggwa, why do you level accusations against me to the Europeans? Will you go with the Europeans
when they leave or will the Queen of England give you an estate and you become her subject? To bully me all the
time, do you think you will sit where I am sitting and not get frayed? You silly man I should have killed you the
other time I cut you in the face. (171)
12
When I die it will be the end of the Kingdom of Buganda. Europeans will eat this country of mine. (187)
13
If a self-respecting monarch wanted to belong to a foreign religion at all it should either be Islam or
Catholicism. I shall not belong to the religion whose followers tell tales about me. (190)
14
I wish to be a Catholic. I have written to Lubaga that I will go there to school.(193)
15
I have news that ten Europeans have been killed. Thank you. (200)
16
We do not know … whether you\fn{Kakungulu, one of the Mwanga’s military leaders} like us or not … an early reply
from you will be proof of your love for us. (201)
17
Buganda has no leadership left; there is no Kabaka (220)
291.87 Excerpt from Sir Apolo Kagwa Discovers Britain\fn{by Ham Mukasa (1868-1956)} Buddu County, Kingdom of
Buganda, Central Region, Uganda (M) 11
1\fn{The editor of this book has apparently—he nowhere says so, but it seems quite certain—inserted brief, definatory notes here and there into
the Mukasa’s text, isolating them in curved brackets; as they are not the author’s, they have been retained for their usefulness, but placed in the
standard footnote apparatus used in works designated as data for the Protocol, so that they can be seen by humans to clarify some matter or other,
but edited out by electronic means for the computerized analyses of the literature, which is designed to be the characteristic feature of Phase
Two. In proofreading this text (12/05/15) I inserted an occasional footnoted, marked (H):H}

On May 6th, 1902, at 10 a.m., we started from Mengo.\fn{Administrative centre of Buganda for a long time} A great many
people came to see us off; chiefs of counties and other chiefs, both great and small, boys and peasants, all came and
escorted us as far as the River Nalokolongo, and these turned back, and there remained only those who were going—
namely, Apolo Kagwa Katikiro,\fn{Katikiro is a title meaning Chief Minister; it is used often in this excerpt:H }, Yakobo Kago, Andereya Kimbugwe, Batolomayo Musoke,\fn{Important people in the Kingdom of Buganda at the time } and those of our people
who were going with us.
We reached Kitala, the Mugema’s county seat, and found Yosuwa, the Mugema,\fn{ The clan leader:H} waiting for us;
he had pitched tents for us to sleep in, and had got soda-water and a large quantity of biscuits ready for us.
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The next morning we reached Entebbe at 8 a.m., and found Mr. J. Martin and Saulo Sebugwawo\fn{ Saulo Sebugwawo Muddungonda, contemporary Chief of the Musu clan:H} awaiting our arrival at the house that had been prepared for
our reception. They made us very welcome, and brought us twenty water-pots full of water to wash our feet, and also
plenty of biscuits and sweet fruits, and we had a nice meal.
At one o’clock we went to the Commissioner’s house, and found there the Rev. E. Millar and Mr. J. Martin, and after stopping for about twenty minutes went to see what the steamer was like. The Katikiro showed us all over it, as on
another occasion he had had it all explained to him; and after seeing it we went to see Mr. de Boltz, the Govern-ment
printer, who showed us the wonderful new printing-press, a very ingenious one.
At night we received a hundred and fourteen baskets of food from various friends, and at half-past eight went to
the Commissioner’s home. He met us at the door, and welcomed us and made us sit down, while they got ready for us
a very clever table, which they made larger by putting other boards into it; on the top they put a net, and fastened it
with irons at each side, and brought a round ball about the size of a quail’s egg, and the Commissioner and Mr. Prendergast, our escort, first began striking it to show how it was done, and then they let the Katikiro and me play, and
then the others. The Commissioner told us that this game was very hard to learn, and was called “Pong-pon.”\fn{ Pingpong} After we had had some soda-water we went home at 9:30 p.m.
The next morning at nine o’clock we went to embark on the steamer, but before we had reached the lakeshore Mr.
Cunningham kept us in order to photograph us with our people, and we then went on to the pier, and found there a
very large number of Europeans, including the Commissioner, who had come to bid us farewell. After we had said
good-bye they released the cables that fastened the steamer, and we started off at 9:30 a.m.
*
When we started there were two canoes about half a mile ahead of us, but we passed them at once. We then went
to the front of the steamer to see where our servants were traveling, and then came back to the stern, where they had
put our chairs, and there sat, each one reading his book. The sea was quite calm and we had no trouble at first
From Entebbe to Mbiru we took fifty-seven minutes—our canoes would have taken about two hours and twenty
minutes—and there we began to feel the vibrations of the steamer, which resembled the vibration of an earthquake,
owing to the screw which drove it, and the strength of the engines and the water which it churned up; this caused the
great vibration, which stopped when the steamer left off going and the engines were quiet, and there only remained
the rolling motion.
After we had passed Mbiru a slight breeze got up, and they put up the sail to make the steamer travel faster, being
driven both by the wind and by the screw.
We reached Bugaya at one o’clock—a journey of two and a half or three days by canoe—and there waited half an
hour to take on firewood. Muzito and Bisogolo, the chiefs of the island, came out to see the Katikiro; the former
brought us an ox as a present, but we refused it as we had nowhere to put it on the steamer.
After they had finished taking on wood we left Bugaya at half-past four to go to Dolwe Island, which we reached
at 9 p.m. After we had had some meat and biscuits we went to bed, and were given the cabin of the steamer to sleep
in; all the Europeans slept on deck, where we had sat during the day.
*
We left at half-past five the next morning, at the time Captain Fowler had arranged. When the Katikiro heard them
getting ready to start, he asked how he was going to be ill, if he had nothing in his inside; and Mr. Millar said to him,
“When you think you are going to be seasick, you had better eat a piece of dry biscuit,” and I called our boys and they
brought us some biscuits, and we all ate a few.
Batolomayo Musoke and Yakobo Kago were the first to be unhappy over the motion of the screw, and at first we
thought we would do better in the cabin than sitting on deck, but afterwards Andereya and I went on deck; he sat on
the afterpart of the deck, and I went to watch the engines working with the power of the fires, and then Mr. Millar
fetched up the Katikiro and the others, because it is not customary on a steamer to sit in the cabin, but to go on deck,
where everyone sits.
At eleven o’clock Mr. Millar called us to have lunch, and I was amazed at his kindness, as he waited on us like a
servant, and gave us too much honor, as all our servants could not wait on us—they were constantly seasick, and others of them did not know how to wait at table; and therefore he took pity on us because he knew how to walk about on
a steamer. We and all our sevants were like invalids on the steamer, and he asked each of us,
“What would you like to eat or drink? And I will tell someone to bring it.”
Three of us, Andereya Kimbugwe, Yakobo Kago, and I, Ham Mukasa, had lunch first, and then the Katikiro and
Batolomayo Musoke. The Katikiro at first would not eat, as he felt ill. Batolomayo had lunch with him in order that
he might eat more cheerfully, not being alone at the table.
After lunch I showed them the hills of Kisumu, and the Katikiro and I went forward to look at the place through
our glasses, and we saw the corrugated iron houses by the railway line. At four o’clock they blew the whistle of the
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steamer to tell the people on shore that we had arrived, and at a quarter past four we reachd our stopping-place, and
were very much amazed at the cleverness of the Europeans making such a short journey of what used to be such a
long one. From Dolwe the canoes take four days, and we took eleven hours and seventeen minutes.
The Europeans went ashore in the small boat which they carry hung up on the steamer. They then took off all our
goods, and we went ashore ourselves; and when we had landed, we all congratulated one another on our safe arrival.
*
We met there a Swahili named Makangala, whom we knew, as he had been in Uganda in the time of
Mutesa;\fn{Mutesa I of Buganda (1837-1884) Kabaka (from 1856):H} and he asked us,
“Where is the Katikiro going, and why has he left Uganda?”
I told him, “He is going to see what other countries are like”; and he said, “It is very wrong of the Katikiro to leave
Uganda and go to visit other countries; it is not right—he will find the country upset when he returns; if I had known
he was going to leave Uganda, I would not have brought any goods up to sell”; and I asked him, “Why,” and he said,
“The Katikiro and you people are my friends, and if you are not in Uganda, I do not care for the place; when the
Katikiro is away the country is no longer nice, and we traders are now afraid of it”; and I said, “Don’t be afraid, all the
chiefs have not left the country—only a very few have come”; but he refused to listen to me, though I told him this.
We then sent up to the fort, though really there was not any fort, but only some houses; but it is called the fort because the Europeans and soldiers live there, but there is no fort as in other places.
When we arrived there Mr. Millar went into the house, and presently they called the Katikiro and gave him a seat
on the verandah and some “soda-water”, which is water with gas in it.
Paulo Kawawulo\fn{The Chief of the Baganda at Khumu} then came to see us, and we asked him what had prevented
him from coming before; he told us that he had only just heard of our arrival.
We then heard that Mr. Hobley\fn{Sub-Commissioner} had returned, and we told Kawawulo to go and give him our
compliments. Soon after this he himself arrived, and asked who was taking us to England, and we told him Mr. Prendergast, who used to be in charge of the station in Budu. He said to us, “There is no house you can use, so you must
sleep in a tent outside”; and then we were very unhappy indeed and very much annoyed, as Kisumu is a very un healthy place, and the cold at night is bad and makes many people ill. We waited a long time, as the Soudanese and
Swahilis could not get the tent pitched; we were there Andereya, Batolomayo, and I, Ham Mukasa, our friends the
Katikiro and Kago having gone with Mr. Millar.
After a short time they came back, Mr. Millar himself saying, “Come along, we have found a nice house to sleep
in; pick up your things”; and we all picked up our things and went along, and reached the house they had given us to
sleep in; it was one of the rooms of the hospital, and there were in it four beds belonging to the hospital, and we had a
fifth of our own, and so we five slept there.
The Katikiro had a very bad cold that day, and they got some medicine from the doctor for him. I myself got a bad
attack of fever there because I stayed up late writing, and when I went to sleep about 2 a.m. I was very cold indeed, as
I had been sitting outside.
Paulo Kawawulo gave us fifty rupees as a parting gift, to be divided thus: Katikro, 20; Yakobo Kago, 8; Andereya
Kimbugwe, 8; Batolomayo Musoke, 7; Ham Mukasa, 7; and we thanked him very much for such a large present.
Nkolo, one of the Katikro’s men, brought us a bundle of flour and one rupee, and the Katikiro refused the flour, saying, “It is hard to get food in this country; keep it for yourself and give me the rupee only”; and this he did, and we
thanked him for it, and he thanked us for taking pity on him in the scarcity of food. Our boys killed one of the goats
we had brought with us and sat up till about 1 a.m. eating it.
The next morning, May 10th, the Katikiro work us up, and after we had had payers together, he went off with the
chief of the servants of the Queen-mother, a boy named Enoka, who took him round the place to show him what it
was like, and to see the market, etc.. He was away a long time, looking at the Bakavirondo and observing their habits
—neither the men nor the women wear any clothes; they walk about naked, and do not wash themselves at all—and
the Katikoro was looking at them until the time came for us to leave.
On this day also we cleaned out the cages of the animals we were taking to England; I had an ape, and Mr. Millar
had two servaline cats, which were a great trouble to him, as he kept having to feed them and clean out their cages.
A great many Baganda were also came to see the Katikiro, who had left Uganda with Swahilis, and he asked them,
“Why have you left the country of your birth and come into this country which is not yours and which is so very unpleasant,” and they said, “We came with our husbands who brought us.” He asked them if they still had any religion,
and some said they had, and other said,
“We are Muhammadans.”
*
At half-past four we went to the place from which the train started off. They put me on to an ox-wagon, as all my
joints were paining me, and so they had pity on me because I could not walk. I was afraid that I was going to have
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smallpox, but it was only bad fever.
A very large number of Baganda women were with us and said, “They are going to have the case between themselves and Mwanga tried; if they are in the wrong, they will all be put in prison,” although this was not a fact.
When we got to the train they gave us our places, each one his proper place, and those things which we did not
wish to take with us we left in the charge of Paulo Kawawulo.
We slept in the train that night, and they told us it was to start at five o’clock in the morning. I could not sleep at
first, as there were some Swahilis\fn{ in the “room,” and they were drunk, but I got changed to another “room.” Mr.
Millar asked, “If I put you in a room by yourself, will you mind it?” and I told him I should like it very much, and he
took me by the hand and helped me along to another “room” that had no one in it, and I slept well, having escaped the
noise of the drunkards, and I was very pleased with his kindness; all the way he looked after me, coming in and ask ing how I was, and giving me such food as suited an invalid, until I got well.
I was ill three days, and got better on the fourth.
Well, at 5:30 a.m. on May 11th the train blew its whistle to tell people we were going to start, and those who were
standing about got into their places: for if you are not quick in getting back in your place after the whistle sounds, you
find the train has gone, and has left you behind: a great many people are constantly being left behind like this. The
train started off quickly, and we were amazed at the way they had made the line, and how they had filled up the hollows, and bridged the rivers with bridges that made one giddy to look down from.
The first thing to astonish us was seeing what the train was like, and how it went, and I remembered the proverb of
our forefathers, which they used to sing:
“You who stagger about under your burdens, those who come after you will be filled with amazement.” The meaning is,
“You are still bothered with your burdens and wonder at what you see, but we men have seen very little; our grandchildren will see more than the things we wonder at now.”
Well, see how we who have come after them have seen wonders; as our grandfathers used to sing this proverb,
now it is fulfilled in all the things we see made by the cleverness of the Europeans, and what our ancestors did not see,
we, their children, see—things that one would not think were made by mere men, such wonders!
*
When we reached the hill of Mnara, which is in the Nandi counry, we first saw the Nandi; in appearance they are
like the Lendu. Here they took off the “head” of our train, which had brought us from Kisumu, and gave us a new one
to take us on to Lumbwa, where we met Mr. F. J. Jackson,\fn{ At this time Acting Commissioner of Uganda} who had come
from Nairobi, the largest inland town, to look round the territory he rules over.
At Lumbwa or Fort Ternban they make the railway climb up in a very clever manner; they go round the hills, and
the road goes backwards and forwards, and the train goes up thus until it gets to the top of the hill, and if you are not
looking out, you do not know what it is doing; it goes backwards and forwards as if it were going back to the place it
came from, and when it has gone backwards and forwards three or four times it reaches the top of the hill; or if the hill
be very large, it may go five, six, or seven times, or even more.
We went through passages they had cut through the rocks, and over rivers and huge valleys which they had
bridged. When you see a new piece of work done by the Europeans, you become like a little child in thinking about
their work, it is so wonderful.
After leaving Lumbwa, where we waited some time and saw Mr. Jackson, we reachd Molo and stopped there the
night, as we arrived at 8 p.m., and it was raining very heavily. It is teerribly cold on Mau escarpment; the cold is like
that of Europe, because it stiffens all the hands and body, and makes the nose run.
*
We left Molo at 6:30 a.m., having got a new head to the train, and went across a large plain at the bottom of the
Mau escarpment. In the plain there is a long tube that sucks the water up and carries it a distance of sixteen miles or
more to the town of Nakuru; there is a fairly large lake about the size of the lake at Mityana, but the water of it is undrinkable, being salt, and therefore they make the pipe run to a river a long way off to where there is good water.
When we reached Nakuru, all the passengers showed their tickets, which allowed them to travel from place to
place, and after they had all done this, the overseer who orders the train to go on blew his whistle to tell us to go on,
and all those passengers who were scattered about came back to get into the train, and the engine-driver blew the
whistle of the engine itself, and we went off very fast, because the road from Nakuru onwards is very good, and so the
train goes quickly, and the embankments do not give way as they do in other places.
This is the place where we saw how fast a train goes; every minute it went a whole mile—that is to say, from
Mengo to Entebbe it would only take twenty minutes, but in other places the train goes slowly, and takes a minute and
a half or two minutes to go each mile.
We reached Nairobi at 6:30 p.m. on May 13 th, and saw how it was built; the houses are all of corrugated iron, and
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there are a hundred, or a hundred and twenty of them, on a fine wide plain.
We left there at 7:30 p.m., and the train went very fast; I can compare it to nothing but to a swallow, because it
went so very fast. When anything travels very fast, we Baganda say it goes like a swallow, because a swallow flies so
rapidly, and there is nothing else on earth to which I can compare the rate at which a train travels.
*
Daybreak found us at Mtoto Andei, and we then saw Mount Kilimanjaro, which is on the Anglo-German boundary,\fn{With Tanzania, or “German East Africa” as it was called then:H} a very large mountain indeed, which has much snow on
the top, and is very high; we also saw giraffe and many kinds of animals, zebra and antelope, ostriches, jackals, etc.,
like herds of goats in numbers.
On that day—May 14th—we also went tround the hill called Ras Kedong, where there are very high bridges, as
high as the Namirembe Cathedral; the bridges are made of iron, the supports are iron, and the parapets of iron and of
very strong timber. We afterwards entered the desert of Maungu, and after that reached a place called Mazeras, from
which we first saw the sea at Mombasa, and went on and saw for the first time coconuts which the Swahilis had
planted, and of which their gardens consist, as ours do of plantains in Uganda. When you look at their gardens from a
distance they look like a forest of palm-trees.
We then arrived at the sea and crossed the bridge from Changamwe to Kilindini—the height of it is about the height
of Silasi Mugwanya’s house\fn{The Second Regent} from the ridge-pole to the ground—and reached Mombasa station at
5:26 p.m. We waited some time in the train, while they were arranging about where we should stay, and were getting
out our luggage. We met there some people we had seen before in Uganda, as well as the official who had come to
meet us.
He was a very kind man indeed—it was of course right for him to welcome us, but he was far kinder in his wel come than many others had been; he made the Katikiro and myself travel up to our house on his trolley, the others
walking beside us. They had set apart two houses for us in case we were too many for one; however, we found one
house large enough for our needs. The house we slept in was that in which Kings Mwanga and Kabarega had slept,
when they were deported from Uganda.
2
The next morning we went at 9 a.m. to see the chief man of the town, and with him we found the Liwali or chief of
the Arabs of Mombasa, a very old man, perhaps seventy or eighty years old, and they both welcomed us to Mombasa.
The Liwali said he would call for us at 4 p.m.to show us the chief sights of the own. The others then went home as it
was raining heavily, but the Katikiro, Mr. Millar, and I went to the house where they store rupees, which is called the
“Bank,” to arrange about our journey.
At four o’clock the Liwali came, and we received him with great honor, on account of his age and position, and he
put the Katikiro and Yakobo Kago and Andereya on his trolley and gave them a guide to show them round, while he
himself went home. The guide showed them where the kerosene oil is stored, in a thing as big as the Katikiro’s dining-room; from this tank they draw oil for lighting purposes and for selling.
While the Katikiro was seeing this the rest of us went round the town with Mr. Millar, and saw the fine houses,
some of them very old, the English and Indian shops, the mosques of the Arabs, and the wells from which they draw
their water. They dig them very deep indeed, and draw water from them with a rope, as in the well you read about in
St. John’s Gospel, about which the Samaritan woman spoke to our Lord, “The well is deep and I have nothing with
which to draw water”; perhaps if we too had asked the people near the well the same question, they would have given
the same answer.
The next day we went to visit the mission station of Kisauni;\fn{ Frere Town} we went in small boats rowed by
Swahilis; they row in the same way in which large boats are rowed, turning their backs in the direction in which they
are going, and do not paddle like we do with our faces in the direction in which we are going.
We saw the chief man of the place, Mr. Binns, who came there twenty-seven years ago, and the lady missionaries,
and also went over the beautiful church which they have, and the schools where the elder children were learning English and the younger ones were learning to read books. The seats in the church are like the desks Mr. Hattersley has
made at Mengo, and in the schools they have a custom when any honored visitor comes in—all the children stand up
straight and say together Ja-a-a-ambo Bwa-a-a-na\fn{“Good mor-r-r-ning, Si-r-r-r”}, just like people say Amen in church,
and when one goes out they say Kwaheri Bwa-a-a-na\fn{“Good-bye, Si-r-r-r”}. We thought this a very good custom.
After we had been round the place we went to the ladies’ house, and they received us very nicely and had made tea
for us, which we enjoyed very much; they also offered us ripe bananas, thinking that we would like them as they
knew the Baganda were accustomed to eat mashed plantains—you all know how kind ladies are, and how they welcome everyone as if he were their own countryman. After this we saw the Rev. Ishmael Semler, the father-in-law of
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Mika Sematimba,\fn{A native Lay Evangelist of the Anglican Church:H} and then came home in the rain.
After a short rest we went to see the wife of the Bishop of Mombasa, and a great many ladies came there to welcome us for her sake; there were about eleven of them and six men; I should like to have known all their names, but I
did not like to ask them. After tea we went all over the home, which was a very fine one, quite like an English house,
and saw also the English church, which had one hundred and twenty-nine seats in it, sixty-five on one side and sixtyfour on the other. The bishop himself was away visiting some of the distant mission stations, and so we did not see
him.
*
The next day, May 17th, we heard that our steamer had arrived, and so fastened up our belongings and separated
those which we were going to take from those which were to be left behind, and those which were to go were put into
a trolley and taken down to the pier. The rest of the things we left with Mr. Bailey, the storekeeper of the mission at
Mombasa, and at 2 p.m. we started off.
We first arranged with Mr. Bailey about the Kago and those of our friends who were going to Zanzibar, and about
our attendants who were going back to Uganda, and he said he would look after them, and help them as Mr. Millar
had been doing. He agreed to all this because he is a very kind man, and talks nicely to everyone and jokes with them;
you never see him angry; there are few like him.
After saying good-bye to him, we went down to the sea, all our friends and attendants coming with us, and there
we saw our ship, and how wonderfully large it was; but the Europeans did not call it large, but small.
Let me tell you about it. Its height is twice as great as that of Silasi Mugwanya’s house—that is, from the sea-level
to the deck; the whole height is about two and a half times the height of Mugwanya’s house, because the ship has
seven stories.
Well, what can I compare it to? What do you think of it? With what can you compare a seven-stories ship? It is as
wide as Ham Mukasa’s brick house, including the verandahs; the masts are as big round as the Katikiro’s drum
“Basengeja”; the length is one and a half times as great as that of Namirembe Cathedral; the great tube out of which
the smoke comes is as large or larger than the largest drum in Namirembe Cathedral.
In the ship there are pens for all kinds of animals—cows, goats, fowls, every kind of animal you find on land is
there on the ship; I did not actually see cows myself, but I saw goats and fowls, and these we ate every day on the
journey.
There is also a place where they stow things, very large and very deep; when you stand above and look down, you
are afraid to go too near to the edge. This ship will take twenty thousand loads, is not that a wonder? But there are others larger.
The chains that draw goods out of the ship are as large as a man’s arm, or in some cases as large as the calf of a big
man’s leg. The poles to which these are fastened are as large as the head of a small drum.
This is what our ship was like, and there are others larger in every respect than it was.
Half an hour after we got on board, they told those who had come with us to go back to the shore after they had
seen over the ship; and we said good-bye to our friends, both European and Baganda. Yakobo Kago and Andereya
Kimbugwe were so sorry at Apolo Katikiro going away that they refiused to come on board, and remained on the pier
near the machines that unload the goods from vessels.
*
The anchor was then pulled up, and we started off; the darkness came on, and the vibration caused by the screw
was like the vibration of an earthquake, and we went on our way wondering at the cleverness of the Europeans. When
you are on a ship you would not think that the waves could break it, because you are like people on dry land, and can
visit one another like those in a town; there are roads in a ship like the roads in a town, and there are bathrooms. There
are lights all over it, and rooms for the rich and for the poor; those of the rich are very fine. Each room has two or
three bedsteads in it, and arrangements for washing the face, and drinking-water in bottles.
A ship is exactly like a man; it has a life like the life of a man; its life is the machinery that drives it; its food is fire
and oil and water—if they do not feed it with these things it dies from want of food.
It has arteries like a man; these are the pipes that carry water all over it, for drinking purposes and for doing all the
work that has to be done, just like a man’s blood goes through all the arteries of his body. Just as a man would die if
he had no blood, so would a ship without water.
I therefore compare it to the life of a man; although it is a lifeless thing, yet it is like a man in these ways.
The next morning we found ourselves at daybreak near a place called Lamu, a three days’ journey for our Uganda
canoes, but it only took our boat sixteen hours. We saw Lamu at 9 a.m., and at first thought it was an island, though it
was really the mainland to which we were going. We arrived at about 11 a.m., and found thirty-five native boats waiting for us in order to take off the cargo which we had brought, and which consisted of three thousand sacks of rice for
the troops.
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After the anchor had been thrown into the sea the ship came to rest, and I saw how clever the native were in managing their boats and in trying to get the best place for themselves, each man wanting to get some of the cargo to take
ashore in order that he might get payment for so doing, and so they all tied their boats to the ship.
The ship had ropes on it, and an iron fence all round to prevent people falling overboard; there were also large iron
standards to which the boats were fastened which were carried along by the ship, in order to take people ashore or to
save the passengers in case the ship itself came to grief. Some of the boatmen fastened their boats to these things
which I have mentioned, so that they should not be carried away by the waves, and others were looking after the boats
themselves, so that their places should not be taken by later-comers. They ran up the ship’s side and up the ropes like
monkeys, in order to make these boats fast, and we were very surprised to see how little afraid of the sea these men
were. They themselves were like Arabs, not black men, but red, and spoke a language which differed a good deal
from Swahili; they also rowed very well.
The sea there has a sandy beach and all the shore was merely sand hills, and there was no grass at the landingplace; it cannot grow because the sea is salt, and you know how grass will not grow well on sandy soil; well, when to
the sand is added the saltiness of the sea, the grass cannot grow at all.
After we had landed all our cargo, we stayed the night and paid visits to one another on the boat, and Kabo,\fn{ Mr.
Prendergast} with whom we were traveling, when we were talking toegher, and I said, “This is a large boat,” replied,
“No, it is very small; you will see others two or here times as large and much longer.”
I fully understood this, because I had already seen the William Mackinnon,\fn{“She was a ‘knock down’ vessel; that is,
she was bolted together in the shipyard at Paisley, all the parts marked with numbers, disassembled into many hundreds of parts and trans ported in kit form by sea to Kenya for reassembly”:W } which I had thought very large indeed, though others despise it for its

small size; and when I saw the steamer that took us from Mombasa, I myself no longer thought anything of the size of
the Mackinnon, and so I believed Mr. Prendergast when he said,
“In our country you will see much larger boats than this.”
We stayed for a long time talking about the wonders we had seen, and which we hoped to see—we did this a great
deal while we were on the sea, because we had plenty of time to spare, whereas on land we had little spare time.
*
Aftering leaving Lamu we went right out into the deep sea, which reaches as far as Aden, and is called the
“Ocean..” The meaning of the word “ocean” is a large sea with no islands at which to stop.
On this day I first noticed the officers of the ship; they do not remain in one place, but go from side to side, keep ing a lookout, and looking also ahead. They observe the stars at night, and the sun and moon; all these they look at
that they may see the course on which the ship is traveling. They look at these through a telescope of a different kind
from the ordinary one and which has many glasses on it; I myself looked through it at the sun, which looked round
like an orange, and very red.
We noticed that the color of the sea was like blue, and the foam was very white, just like the foam of the soap used
in the final washing of clothes.
My friends, I cannot tell you about all the beautiful and wonderful things the English have in their boats, because it
is impossible to explain them in a book. A foolish man who did not know of the existence of God, when he saw the
miraculous things made by the Europeans, would call them God, and would not think they were made by men: though
one would have pity on him on account of his ignorance, since even clever men are amazed at these things, unless
they themselves have had a share in the making of them.
One pities a foolish man, because he does not understand the difference between earthly and heavenly things.
Later on in the day Mr. Millar took me to look at the engines, and I saw a long way below us one of the engineers,
who looked like a little boy on account of the distance; if one looks at these engines being driven by the fire, one soon
geets giddy.
I went and told the Katikiro about all I had seen, as he was ill with a headache, and was constantly seasick, and
never left his chair except to eat and to be ill, and very often he had his meals in his chair.
I was very glad that I was not ill or even giddy, so that Mr. Millar had only one invalid to look after. He used constantly to come and ask us how we were getting on, though the Katikiro was always ill. Mr. Prendergast asked Mr.
Millar how it was I was not ill, and he told him that it was because I was accustomed to the lake in Uganda; though
this was not the real reason, which was that I was differently constituted to the Katikiro.
There are many different kinds of people in the world; some are constantly being sick when they see things they do
not like, or smell things they do not like, or eat things they do not like—many are like this, while others can eat everything without any trouble, and so it is in all nations of the world, but because a man is accustomed to our Victoria Nyanza it is no reason he should not be ill on the sea. A great many Europeans are always traveling about on the sea, and
yet they are ill; these ships are very different from our canoes, and the ocean is a very different thing from our lake,
for the waves of the sea are like mountains, and I do not think one can get used to these by traveling only on lakes like
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ours.
*
On the morning of May 21st I found the Katikiro had slept very badly, and was very unwell, as he had not been
able to eat anything, and what he did eat he could not retain.\fn{ He is about 39 years old at this time:H} He asked me if I had
prayed that he might be able to retain his food, and I told him I had not done so, but had merely prayed as usual for
protection against all dangers on the way; and in this prayer really the other matter was included, since this illness was
one of the dangers, as if a man could not eat he would not fail to die.
After I had left him I went back to my cabin and prayed earnestly about this matter, and did so morning and
evening all through the journey.
I asked Mr. Millar how far it was from Mombasa to Aden, and he told me it was about sixteen hundred miles; and I
perceived that there was more water than land on the earth, just as I had seen in maps. I asked him if there were crocodiles and hippopotami in the sea, and he told me here were none, but that there were whales and fishes. I asked him
what a whale was like, and if it had legs like an elephant; and he told me it had not, but that it was like a very large
fish, and had a tail; he told me also how they were killed.
After this I played deck-quoits with Mr. Prendergast, and then Mr. Millar took me on to the top of the vessel, and I
saw how it was steered, and how the officer on the top kept watch all round to look out for any danger, and how the
ship was steered by a compass, so that it did not lose its way when the sun and stars could not be seen. When they
pass another vessel they can talk to it by means of flags, each of which has a meaning. I cannot tell you all about these
things, as there is nothing in our country to which I can compare them.
The things of the Europeans are always amazing; and I thought to myself that if we were always wondering at
these things which we saw while we were still on the way, when we reached England itself we should be like the
Apostle of our Lord who was called St. John the Evangelist, when he saw the wonders of God which he had never
seen before; and when he wrote them down in his book he had just to compare them to the eathly things they knew,
though they were not really like them; because if he had not compared them to these earthly things, how could they
have understood all these wonders?
I, in the same way, in telling you these things, must just compare them to the things you know, though really they
are not like them at all, as there is nothing in Uganda to which one can compare the English things; however, we are
fortunate in one thing, and that is that some of these things will not fail to be brought to Uganda, and so will be seen
by those who never saw them in England.
Already we have seen the wonderful telegraph, which is the greatest thing that has yet come to us; the second is,
perhaps, the steamers: these are the two wonderful things that the Baganda have seen.
*
The next morning, May 22nd, the Katikiro saw the coast of Somaliland, and so felt better and walked about a little,
and later on in the day Mr. Millar got from one of the passengers some medicine to cure seasickness, and the Katikiro
took four doses and was cured; and so we could talk a long time together. He was very pleased at being cured, and we
talked a long time about our country, and how Christianity spread over the world, and about the things we were going
to see in England.
On May 23rd we passed several ships. One can understand that the sea is like a hill, as one first sees the smoke of a
distant ship as it rises up into the air, and then as it comes up to the top of the hill you see the masts, and then when
you get near to it you see all the ship.
The Katikiro went all over our vessel with Mr. Millar, and came back and told me all he had seen: Mr.Millar also
told us that in this part of the sea there are large fish that eat men who are swimming in the water or who are shipwrecked; they draw men down under the water and eat them. They live and breed in the water.
You see the wonderful things that there are near Europe! He told us also a good many things about the different
European races; and also told us to get ready the things we most required, as we should reach Aden in the morning.
*
The next morning, May 24th, at ten o’clock, we first caught sight of Aden, and saw a real hill like an island. We
reached the harbour at twelve o’clock, and found in it many steamers and small boats. The houses on shore are round
the foot of the hills, and are all of stone. The hills have no grass on them, and are all joined together just like the walls
of a fortress. The houses look from a distance like mushrooms, and are white.
The Katikiro attracted my attention by saying, “Look at those dogs drawing carriages”; really the animals were
horses, but owing to the distance they looked like dogs, and the camels looked like calves. A great many Somalis
brought out their boats to take men and goods ashore; and when they reached the landing-place they were paid their
fare. This custom will not fail to come into Uganda, as many large boats are sure to be built, and so little boats will be
needed to take the cargo on and off.
The Europeans are wonderful people. The whole of Aden is one mass of rock; there is no grass and no green thing.
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If you see anything green, it has been planted there—you know how the Europeans plant things in places where they
will not grow naturally—and every green thing if left to itself withers away.
They brought some boats alongside and we went ashore, and passing the custom-house went to the Hotel de L’Europe, which was kept by a Turk, and where we were to stop three days for the steamer that was to take us on to Eng land.
In the evening we went out for a drive, and passed along the seashore, near which the people have built a reat
many houses. There are all nationalities—English, French, Germans, Arabs, and Jews; these last chiefly sell ostrich
feathers to the Europeans who pass Aden; they cheat them very much, as the Europeans are very fond of buying
things that come from other lands.
The English have cut through the hills at Aden and made a tunnel through which carriages pass; and lamps on each
side take the place of the sun. They make their carriages go up on to a high hill in the way which I mentioned when I
was describing the hill of Lumbwa, so that when you go up the hill you cannot tell when you arrive at the top; and at
one end of the tunnel there is a fort with guns that will carry a distance as great as from Mengo to Sowe.\fn{Ten miles}
This statement would seem to be untrue to anyone who did not know the miracles which the English do; there are
some guns that will carry twenty miles, and though I may seem to you to be not telling the truth, yet there are things
more wonderful than those about which I have told you, so that I am not ashamed of what I have written.
The hill on which these guns are placed is as high as if one was to root up the hill of Rubaga and put it on the top
of Namirembe.
We saw also the tanks\fn{Cisterns for holding water:H} which had been made in the time of King Solomon, and had
been repaired by the English. It only rains abut every five years, and then the water comes down from all the hills and
fills these pits, which are twelve in number.
I did not see many cows at Aden, but the goats and horses and camels and fowls were everywhere in great numbers.
As May 24th was also the Queen’s birthday, all the lamps were lit and all the ships were lit up at night, and the
whole town glittered with them.
When we got back to the hotel we had dinner, and then went for a walk and admired the houses, which were beautifully built, one house\fn{Row of houses} was as long as from Mengo to Kampala.\fn{Half a mile}
I asked Mr. Millar why they still remembered the Queen as she had been dead so long, and he said it was because
they all loved her so much, and had not yet forgotten her, and also King Edward had not yet been crowned.
*
The next morning, May 25th, was Sunday, and we went to church. We found that most of the congregation were
soldiers, who had their rifles with them in church—each man had his rifle beside him; they guard this place very carefully, and therfore all the soldiers take their rifles to chuch. We two were the only two blackheads in the church; all the
others were white.
When the service was over Mr. Millar told us to come outside quickly, and we saw the way the soldiers all held
their rifles in the same way, and all turned round together without anyone making a mistake, and all their feet reached
the ground together.
Mr. Millar read us the laws of the place, how no one was allowed to take photographs of the forts. The laws were
written in English, French, German, and Arabic, as this place is in Arabia.
We then went back to church for the Holy Communion, after which the chaplain came out and greeted us, and
asked us if our church was like that one; and we told him that ours was larger, and made of brick, not stone.
At half-past four the Katikiro went with Mr. Prendergast and Mr. Millar to see the Consul; I did not go with them,
but when they came back, the Katikiro told me all he had seen and how they had had tea, and how they had not
stopped long, and how the Consul was a very old man with a white beard.
If anyone came to Aden who was not used to great heat, he would perhaps die in about ten days. Many of the inhabitants leave their houses, and all sleep outside on account of the heat; we ourselves spent the day in our loin-cloths
only, in the house,and when we were called to have a meal we dressed properly. In all the houses they have large fans
to make the place cool, and these fans are fastened toether with ropes, and then a man stands a long way off and pulls
the rope, and all the fans sway to and fro and you get a little cooler; there is no day or night to this heat—it is always
hot.
The next day, May 26th, we sat on the verandah of the hotel, and in the evening went for a drive past the forts and
down to the seashore. There are a great many children in Aden, though the English send their own children to England to be educated while they are still very young, as the heat is too great for them.
3
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The next day, May 27th, we packed up our things as we heard that our steamer was going to arrive, and at half-past
seven it reached the harbor. It was about twice as large as the one which had brought us from Mombasa, and was
about 125 yards long and 45 feet wide. We went on board after breakfast, and the ship stayed a long while taking in
cargo—skins, flax, ivory, etc.; they took on board about 5,400 bales of goods of different kinds.
We had lunch in the saloon, which was as wide as the space between the centre pillars of Namirembe Cathedral,
and held about a hundrd passengers. When dinner-time came we put on our best clothes, and as we entered the saloon
all the passengers turned round to look at us, and kept their eyes on us all the time we were there, and we wondered if
they were looking at us to see what we were eating, or whether they wondered what country we had come from.
After dinner we walked up and down the deck, as is the custom of the English to stretch their legs.
There were a great many Jews on board, going from Aden to Egypt with their wives and children, and they were
very much bullied by the sailors, so that I felt quite sorry for them; they abused them and struck them and tormented
them in every way; they never walked about on the boat like other deck passengers, and even the small children bullied them. They were all very timid, and ran away from anyone who threatened them; they were like defeated soldiers, afraid of everyting.
There was on board the boat a very fat man, as fat as Nakatanza and Kalma rolled into one. It is difficult to tell you
the size of some of the English; when they see a man as fat as Nakatanza, they say,
“In a few years that man will be fat.”
*
The next day, May 28th, we reached the Red Sea, though it is not really red; the water is quite black, and we were
surprised that a black sea should be called “The Red Sea.” We asked the captain why it was called the Red Sea, and he
said that perhaps it was because the inhabitants of the coast were red in color, and so it was called the sea of the red
people, and thus the name got changed to the Red Sea. It is a very large sea—1,308 miles long,and from 80 to 150
miles broad.
We passed the island of Perim, on which were some houses belonging to the English; there are no natives on the island; the people are only there in order to guard the passage, just as they are at Aden and Gibralter, to stop bad people
passing; this is what I think myself.
We also saw an island of rock, only with no earth on it, and on this a tower had been erected, with a lamp at the
top, to warn ships to keep away from the rock; this sea has many rocks in it that break up ships, but now-a-days there
are not many accidents, as the whole sea has been examined, and so they know what it is like, and can go through
safely by means of the compass and the stars, which show them the right road.
*
The next day, May 29th, after breakfast the captain came to us and asked us how we had slept. He only knew English, and asked the Katikiro if he was learning it, and the Katikiro said “Yes,” and he said he hoped he would know it
by the time he went back to Uganda.
Mr. Millar then came up and the captain took us up on the bridge and showed us a map of the Red Sea, and also a
very old map of our lake, the Victoria Nyanza, made in the time of King Mutesa. He showed us a great many other
things, and later on we saw some water under a microscope, and in it was a thing which was invisible to the naked
eye.
We were amazed at the cleverness of the Europeans in thus being able to see things invisible to the ordinary eye.
Things such as this one cannot tell to an ignorant man, because they would appear as idle tales to him. Mr. Millar said,
“Do you see that caterpillar? That is the reason we boil our water”; and we from that time saw why water ought to be
boiled.
Later on it became very rough, and the Katikiro and I returned to our cabins, and had our food brought to us; he
was very ill, but I was not actually sick myself, though I felt uncomfortable.
At one time the ship got a little out of its course without the steersman noticing it, and the captain at once rushed
up on to the deck and abused him for his carelessness. I saw this myself and understood how the captain was looking
well after the boat.
*
The next day, May 30th, Mr. Millar came and asked us if we were not going on deck, and we went up; but it was
very cold and so I did not stay there long.
Another reason that prevented me from stopping there was that the English ladies and their children were sitting all
over the deck, and there was hardly room to pass, and I did not like to keep forcing my way past them. The Katikiro
soon also came down below, and was very ill during the day with six different illnesses, cold, fever, sore throat, indigestion, gumboils, and headache, and I was very distressed about him, but he consented to eat a little food.
Mr. Millar asked the doctor to come in and see him, and he gave him some medicine.The former also came in
seven times during the night to see him, and this showed me how unwell the Katikiro was, and I kept awake all night
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to see after him, as he was continually tossing in his berth.
Mr. Millar helped us a great deal in everything we required, and would not sit with the other Europeans, but always
sat with us, and covered the Katikiro with his own rug when they sat together, so as to keep his knees warm, though
other Europeans would not do such a thing as that; and he was not afraid of their despising him.
I think there are two reasons why he did this: first, because he was a real Christian; and secondly, he followed the
customs of his nation in their kind government, and did not want to bring shame on his nation, because the English
rule righteously and they honor men who do not themselves expct to be honored.
This nation is a truly peaceable nation in all its laws, which are in many ways like the laws in the Bible.
*
The following day, May 31st, Mr. Millar came to ask us to go on deck; but he, Kitikiro, would not go as he had not
slept well. However, I said I would come up after him; but when I reached the deck, I could not see him: there were
only ladies and children, so I went down again, and kept quiet, and the Katikiro got a little sleep, and I too slept a lit tle, and then we both went on deck and found Mr. Prendergast and Mr. Millar, and talked to them for some time, and
asked them where all the passengers came from; and they told us that some of them were soldiers, some missionaries, some tea-planters, and so on, and that they were all going to England to rest.\fn{They, on their part, would all have said
that they were going “Home.” Home was England, after all:H}
At night we asked a great deal about the various customs of the English, and wrote them all down, so that we
should make no mistakes, as every nation has its own customs.
In the evening the wind dropped, and the sea got a little calmer.
*
The following day, June 1st, we passed an island with a lighthouse on it, the light of which was turned up and down
by clockwork, and in the evening reached the town of Suez, the lights of which were like stars. The governor of the
town and the doctor sent us a message that they would come and examine us in the morning; and that we were not to
go away until we had been examined. Our captain was very angry, as he wanted to be on his way; but docors are held
in great honor, and one cannot disobey them, so that, although the captain was angry, yet he had to obey.
The next day, June 2nd, at six o’clock, Mr. Millar called us,saying, “Come and be examined; the doctor has arrived,” and so we went on deck quickly. They first examined the Indians, because there was plague in their country,
and then they read out the names of the Europeans, and then we were told it was all over, and we were very pleased.
We thought that perhaps, owing to the Katikiro’s illness, we might have to leave the boat, since he had been ill for
seven days; and even a person who was not a octor could tell how ill he was, as he had got very thin from eating so
little.
They took off two sick people to keep them until they got well, and then they would let them go on by another
steamer, since steamers are continually passing.
They gave us an electric light, which was very strong, and hung it over the bows of the ship to prevent us from
running into another one; the light from this lamp was much greater than that of the sun, and one coud not bear to
look at it. It was brighter than the sun at its brightest.
We met another ship in the canal at night, and I tried to look at its light, but could not do so for more than a part of
a minute; it was so bright it made our ship look as if it were whitewashed. Mr. Millar took me down to show me the
engine that made the light, but when he began to explain it I was just like a little child in being quite unable to understand it; the machine made 9,000 revolutions a minute.
This canal is a marvelous thing, and shows how the Europeans can always do whatever they set about doing. It is
as long as from Mengo to Wakoli’s, eighty-seven miles, and is all cut through the sand, and is so deep that it will take
vessels seven stories high. It is not wide—one could throw a stone or an orange across from side to side; and when
two ships meet, they tie one up to posts on the bank to let the other pass. They always tie up a ship coming from Eu rope to make room for one going to Europe, as the latter has on board tired people going home to rest.
There are all manner of different colored lamps along the canal, each with a meaning for the sailors. We found
workmen widening it in some places, and saw how camels worked in carrying away the sand; each camel knelt down
till its panniers were filled, and then got up and went away when it was ordered to do so.
The town of Suez is built on the breakwater, and there are rows of trees planted and watered as in Aden, so that the
inhabitants may have shade. As you pass along the canal you come to a wider part, on which is the town of Ismailia,
and near this is the road along which they brought our Lord when He was young and His parents were fleeing from
Herod, who killed the little children in Bethlehem.
The houses of the Egypians are high and fine, like those of the Europeans, but not so much decorated. I cannot
compare the beauty of the English houses to anything else—you will hear about them later on.
At midnight on June 2nd we reached Port Said, which is on the Mediterranean Sea, which St. Paul crossed when he
went to preach the Gospel, and in which are the islands of Cyprus and Crete, and also Sicily, which is near Rome. Port
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Said is a large town not far from Alxandria, where the Nile flows into the sea; we did not expect to see towns like this
in Africa—we thought we should only find them in Europe.
*
The next morning, June 3rd, the Katikiro called me to look at the town and see what it was like, as at night we had
only seen the lights. Some of the houses were as much as six stories high, and the whole place was very well laid out
and there were a great many people about.
After we had finished taking in coals we left, passing many ships in the harbor and numbers of small boats.
We left Cyprus and also Jerusalem to the right, and did not see these places, though we should very much have
liked to have done so, because they are very famous in the Bible.
I was a little unwell during the day, and the Katikiro was rather worse in the evening, but did not wish to see the
doctor.
*
The next day, June 4th, we were on the sea near Crete, the island on which St. Paul left Titus to be the bishop of the
church; Captain Sanders showed us the island at about two o’clock, when it appeared like a cloud in the distance, but
at five o’clock we got near to it and passed by the side of it.
The Katikiro was very much worse and ate nothing during the day; he went up on deck to look at the sea, as he
was tired of stopping in his cabin, and thus he got a chill and was worse; however, Mr. Millar persuaded him to come
to the dining-table, and he ate a little lunch and then had a hot bath.
I was much amazed at the cleverness of the English, because the steward first turned a tap and let in cold water
from the sea, and then turned another tap and let in steam from the boiler, which made the water hot.
One wonders more each day and each hour that one sees the cleverness of the English, which is never-ending.
They are not white men for nothing; in all countries white things are considered very beautiful, and so also the English deserve to be held in honor not only on account of their white color, but because to their whiteness they add very
wonderful wisdom, and just as a blacksmith or a carpenter is given praise on account of the good work he does, so
they should be praised on account of what they do.
The Katikoro was worse in the evening, so I went for Mr. Millar, and he came down with the doctor and Mr. Prendergast, and found that his temperature had gone up to 102º. The doctor gave him some medicine, and he perspired
gently during the night. He was a very obedient patient, and did whatever I told him without arguing, and was not
troublesome as some other people are.
*
The following day, June 5th, the doctor gave him some more medicine, and he got a good deal better, and was able
to go on deck to see the sports.
They had a race in which the people collected potatoes and put them into buckets; and another in which they raced,
each one having a potato in a tea-spoon, and many other kinds of races. I noticed the honor they gave to the ladies, as
a lady was chosen to give away the prizes.
There were about eighty Europeans looking on at the sports, and one would not have believed that such things
could be done on a ship, as all the time the sports were going on the ship was not standing still, but going on its way.
*
The next morning, June 6th, we caught sight of the coast of the mainland of Rome, and first saw a large hill near the
town of Reggio; we soon passed through the sea which divides Italy from Sicily, which was as wide as from Munyonyo to Kisinsi. On the island of Sicily is a high hill covered with snow, which is behind the town of Messina. After
we passed the straits we went near an island called Stromboli, on which was a sharp-pointed hill, from which a great
deal of fire comes out and also smoke.
On this day I saw how the Europeans dance to the piano, a thing which they like doing very much.
When they dance they jump up and down and twist round, men and women holding on to each other in pairs; for
my own part I preferred the music to the dancing, which I thought was a shameful thing, for men and women to dance
thus together.
They danced in many different kinds of ways, a different way for each tune.
After this the Katikiro called me to come and see the machine that makes the cold to prevent the meat from going
bad. I took hold of some of the lumps of cold stuff,\fn{Snow} which was like hail, and I wanted to take it awy, but Mr.
Millar told me it would melt, so I left it; it made my hands very cold indeed, so that they nearly cracked with the cold.
213.1 Excerpt from Kigezi And Its People\fn{by Paul Ngologoza (c.1897-1984)} Rwanyena Village, Rubaya District,
Western Region, Uganda (M) 10
… During the pre-colonial period there was constant clan-warfare among the Bakiga. Sometimes the Basigi
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fought against the Batimbo, and sometimes against the Baheesi. The Bahundu sometimes fought against the
Barihira, and at other times against the Banyangabe. The Bagyeri fought against the Barihira from Nyakasheregyenyi. The Bainika sometimes fought against the Bagyeyo and at other times against the Bakongwe around Lake
Bunyonyi. The same was true in other clans.
The causes of this constant warfare were large clans fighting smaller clans with the intention of taking land or
looting livestock or food, or revenge for the killing of one of their kinsmen. This warfare was very bloody and
destructive; the people became very restless and had no peace at all.
This is why blood-brotherhood started. Once this relationship had been adopted, people became friendly and
visited each other, and a blood-brother would not be molested even if there was a war going on. Blood-brotherhood must have been an important relationship, since a man who killed his blood-brother would thereby cause his
own family or even lineage to perish. In addition, signs like swelling of the stomach, bleeding through nose and
mouth, would mark a man who broke his compact.
Even stranger things might happen. Marriage also helped the troubled situation, as it was a breach of custom to
kill one’s wife’s kinsmen. These relationships sometimes put a stop to warfare and looting. Through bloodbrotherhood and marriage it was possible for abakuru\fn{Clan leaders} to come together and seek solutions for warfare, and thereby restore peace.
There was also warfare within clans and lineages. A drunken brawl might end in killing: but this trouble would
be short-lived, since the omukuru\fn{District leader} would settle it at once. If the dead man was found guilty of
causing the trouble, he would be considered as having lost the case, and his kinsmen would perform the ritual of
appeasement for murder, so that normal relations could be restored and the people could eat together again. If the
dead man was found not guilty, then the offender would be sentenced to death.
A man might cultivate in his friend’s field, without permission; or he might overstep the boundary line. This
sort of case could also be settled quickly. In Rujumbura, Kinkiizi and Bufumbira, where there were respected rulers with subordinate chiefs to help them keep order, such disputes were reduced to a minimum. The chiefs would
be assisted by a standing army, who punished offenders ruthlessly, and who imprisoned people as well as confiscating their property.
*
Long ago the people had good manners. A child gave his parents due respect and loved them very much. The
young agreed to do all the work allotted to them, such as cultivating the crops which supported life, fetching firewood and water, herding animals, and—if old enough—building houses.
It was frowned upon for unmarried men to sit with their elders at beer parties: the young took the opportunity
of drinking while they served the elders and visitors. Beer would be set apart for those who had fetched firewood
and water, but even this would be drunk only after the beer-party was over. Even after marriage, the young man
continued to respect his parents as he had done before: his wife would serve his parents, prepare meals, and dig in
the fields for them until such time as her father-in-law gave her husband a site for a home.
It was a great honor for a young man to have his own house, and by custom his father would survey the place
where the son wished to build: also, the young man’s mother built the hearth for her daughter-in-law. This occasion would be marked by merry-making by the parents and children, and even the girl’s parents would attend and
bring presents—they might also send their representatives while the house was being built, and on the day when
the new house would be used for the first time.
It would be wrong for a young man to build a house without following the custom, or for the wife to build her
hearth for herself. In such a case the parents refused to eat their meals until sacrifices had been offered, in the
form of beer and a goat.
There was also a system whereby the father introduced his son to beer-parties. Having built their own house,
the young couple would brew beer from the newly harvested sorghum crop, for their parents. The father would
then invite his drinking-companions and would give them the biggest pot. Then he would tell them:
“This pot belongs to my son and to your son, and to his wife; he is grown up now, and he has given this party,
and you would do the same for him. He has left the stage of youth and become an adult.” This would make the
guests happy, and the women in the back room would sing Aii! at the tops of their voices.
Nevertheless, the young man would still work alternately for his wife and his mother. When he fetched firewood he would give some to each: and if he brought meat he would do the same. His wife would see to it that she
gave meals to her parents-in-law, inekiihure—a small basket containing meal. It was also important that the
parents should eat the first fmits of the crops newly harvested by the young man, before he and his wife did so:
this was called muganoro. During the harvest—of sorghum and millet or peas—the young wife would cook
sorghum bread (buro) to take to her parents-in-law, and would say
“We have brought the first fruits”. Then the old couple would take a bit and eat, telling all those present
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“Let us eat of the first fruits and may this year be promising for us”.
Then everyone would eat and be merry.
Food
These kinds of food were considered nutritious: peas, beans, sorghum (made into buro) and millet. Such a meal
was highly rated, and proverbs were attached to eating, such as “Buro is normally eaten by people of the same
family”. Rich people would eat buro with meat, others with peas and shwiga or nyabugongo (which are like
spinach), muriri (which is like sorrel), pumpkin leaves or other kinds of vegetable.
They would drink with their meals: sorghum porridge (which had been soaked, mixed with ash and left to
ferment before it was dried). (If the process worked properly, the sorghum would become black instead of brown);
or ekumba (porridge made from unsoaked sorghum); or buseetura (porridge drunk warm, like millet) or busiire
(unsoaked). This porridge was drunk warm, like tea, but could also be drunk cool. It made people fat with healthy
bodies. Failing porridge, water would be drunk.
There was another custom: kushohora mbibo, sowing the first seeds of a crop. No married man was supposed
to sow in his own land before he had done so in his parents’ land. Since young men continued to respect their
parents, the parents might provide a second, third or even fourth wife. The parents loved their daughters-in-law,
and treated them tenderly as if they were their own children. Sometimes the parents would give part of their herd,
as well as land. These were what were called good homes.
A young girl respected her parents, and obeyed her brothers as well as other people. She would perform these
duties for her parents:
Cleaning the home: sweeping and spraying the huts with grass or a papyrus tuft. A home where a girl lived was
always clean.
Digging: this was of great importance, and it earned the girl great respect always to be seen digging, weeding,
harvesting crops and so on.
Domestic duties: cooking, grinding millet, cooking buro and preparing porridge.
Visiting: a girl required her parents’ permission before visiting or attending a feast. She avoided having affairs,
as these would degrade the girl and her parents. When a girl married she would enjoy great respect, and her
parents would be confident that they had married her off in a pure form: and they would be anxious to hear what
happened to her after marriage.
However, if the husband discovered that his wife was not a virgin, he would send a hunter’s horn, or a pipe, or
a pierced hoe-handle to her parents, to inform them that he had found their daughter’s body “borrow”. This
usually shamed both the girl and her parents who would be scorned for failing to bring up their daughter properly.
When such a girl came out of seclusion at her parents’ home, her mother would take her privately and beat her;
and this served as a warning to other girls to keep their bodies pure before marriage.
Marriage
The Announcement.
The groom’s parents used to choose a reliable and trustworthy person, to whom they entrusted the task of
selecting a beautiful girl of good character, industrious, highly skilled in digging, and generous: they also endeavoured to gain first-hand knowledge of the girl’s parents’ characters.
This trusted person was known as kirima, or kishabi or kigamba-bugyenyi—the go-between. His responsibility
was to negotiate with the girl’s parents, and tell them what the man’s parents were contemplanting. He would inform them of the size of bride-price which the Irian’s parents could afford: then after a compromise had been
agreed upon, the girl’s father would tell the go-between the date when the bride-price—cattle and goats—should
be brought.
On the agreed day, the wedding-party would drive the bride-price to the bride’s home. During the previous
negotiations regarding the size of the bride-price, the go-between might propose one cow and five goats, but the
agreed size might be flfteen cows and twenty goats, or even more, depending on how wealthy the bridegroom was
supposed to be. These cows and goats would be halted outside the enclosure’s gateway, and once the bride-price
had been settled the animals would be driven into the enclosure.
This would give rise to cheers from the groom’s party who would dance and boast at the top of their voices.
This would provoke the bride to artistic weeping and sobbing.
The marriage ceremony had started.
The bride’s “fathers”—senior men in the lineage—would then kill goats and prepare a meal for the wedding
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party. Before they could eat, however, they asked for emiizo—special food for women of the groom’s clan married to men of the bride’s fathers’ clan; and these women would break into shrill, triumphant screeching. Emiizo is
made up of the whole foreleg of a cow, a lung, a basket full of kneaded bread, and a pot of beer or porridge.
The wedding party would then begin eating. They would spend the night boasting about their clan, and would
soothe and comfort the bride, telling her to rest assured that she would be going to a country where there is no cultivation, no fetching of firewood and water, and that she would be going to what is really a far, far better country.
About midnight, the girls of the bride’s lineage, dancing rhythmically, would utter some special marriage
words, advising the bride about what she would face, and how she should be tough; where the gatebars make no
noise. If she finds that the home has a good reputation, she should let it remain so: and she should never do anything to spoil the home.
*
Receiving the hoe.
At cook-crow next morning, a ritual ceremony would take place: receiving the hoe, to which are tied
omurembe and omwihura. This hoe had been carried before the bride-price, by the groom’s younger brother or
half-brother. He would now give it to the bride’s brother, who would be found kneeling at the door of the bride’s
mothers’ compartment. When he had handed over the hoe, he would leap about, boasting.
The hoe would then be taken to the bride’s mothers’ compartment, and would ultimately be given to the bride
when she came out of seclusion.
On the same morning, the bride’s “fathers” would select the party to carry the bride: from twelve to twenty
men, and two women, one of whom was the bride’s aunt with a child (or another woman in the aunt’s name if the
aunt were absent) who was called kateramucuucu—dust-beater.
Two children a girl and a boy, also go, whose duty it was to fetch omutanga, eihozd and omurembe. The boy
would carry a mat to be used as a blanket; and the girl would carry a covered basket, carrying it in ekiteeko—a
bag made out of string-netting.
*
Washing the bride.
The bride would be taken to the back of the house, where her nails would be cut, and a parting shaved in her
hair, and even her body washed. Then the bride would be taken to the back-compartment in the house. The bride’s
father would now bring a small pot of beer for the wedding party only, as an indication that the time for the marriage has come. This is called amarwa ageihingiriro: beer for the bride’s going to her husband.
*
Holding the arms.
Two children who would dress in their leather clothes slung over their shoulders would be chosen, a boy and a
girl sent to fetch omurembe, omutanga and eihoza. When these had been collected they would be strung together
and given to the bride’s parents, sitting on separate stools outside their room. The bride’s brothers would then go
and bring out their sister, who would be tied around her waist, and then she would be seated, first on her father’s
lap and then on her mother’s. The bride’s mother would then remove the belt and take it to her own bedroom,
where she would place it on the foot of the bed.
Having removed the bride from her parent’s laps, her brothers would take her straight into the front compartment of the house, the door being covered by a big mat. Her father-in-law would enter, and touch the bride’s
head with a knife. After this ritual he would leap about, boasting, and followed by his companions. The bride
would be taken out, against her determined resistance, and a brother would carry her on his shoulders through the
compound entrance: where, as she passed through, she would break off a twig. Then another man would carry her,
and all the party would take turns in carrying her.
*
Gathering grass.
When the bearers grew tired; they would tell the person carrying the mat to lay it down for the bride to rest on.
When the party eventually moved on, the aunt would collect grass from the resting-place, to prevent the bride
from being bewitched and dying. This grass would be kept in a covered basket, and would finally be left in the
groom’s compartment.
*
Arriving at the husband’s home.
Just outside the gateway of the groom’s compound, the bride would be rested on a mat. The groom would
emerge with a forked twig (omusinga, a shrub sometimes used for tooth-brushes) whose fork was threaded with
papyrus pith. Holding the bride’s right arm with his left, he would tap her three times on the arm announcing:
“You may speak once, but I shall speak twice: if you speak twice I shall strike you.” Releasing her arm, he
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would move back to the house, leaping and boasting.
Meanwhile, the dancing would be reaching its climax: the groom would be surrounded by his sisters and
sisters-in-law thumping the ground with dog bells on their legs, to impart a spirit of encouragement and joy into
the dancing. The bride would be led into a room prepared in her mother-in-law’s house, where she might stay for
some time. If the groom’s mother had died, but he had a step-mother, she would accommodate the bride.
Then the escort party would be seated in the same house, and their spears and sticks removed for safekeeping.
A refreshing pot of beer would then be brought—enduhusyo or omushushuro. This would be followed by a beertankard and more emiizo, which would be presented by women of the bride’s clan married to men of the groom’s
clan.
Food would now be served to the visitors: the women in the escort would eat apart with the bride. All would
eat, drink and be merry. At nightfall the girls would stop dancing and join the bride: but dancing would continue.
The bride would continue weeping rhythmically, and in her own words would copy her brother’s words: I go to
distant countries, to other people’s homes where people never visit. You will see me no longer: good-bye, good
night: bid farewell to my mother.
*
The ritual of the first sexual intercourse.
At cock-crow next morning, the groom and his brothers would start preparing for the first sexual intercourse. A
stool would be placed in a certain compartment of the house, and the groom would urinate on it, followed by his
brothers: anyone without urine had to force it. Then a pot of beer—bwinamiriro—would be given to the escort,
who would tighten their belts in preparation for the coming fight. The bride’s aunt would then strip her naked, and
she would be lifted by her brothers despite her resistance, and despite that of her aunt and the kateramucuucu.
Meanwhile, the groom would be waiting quietly with his hands in the stool of urine, to touch the bride’s
genitals. If he were too young to understand what was happening, he would be assisted by an older, more
experienced man so that he should not be nervous. The bride would now be lowered onto the stool, and into the
groom’s hands. This accomplished, the groom or a helper would recite an epic while leaving the room. The
bride’s aunt would then dress her in a skirt and tie the belt many times tightly around her waist, to complicate
matters for the groom, who was customarily not supposed to have sexual intercourse until he had untied the belt,
and removed the skirt.
*
Splashing water.
After the ritual of first intercourse, two children a girl and a boy would be chosen, and each one would be
dressed in skins slung from the shoulder. They would be given a gourd (ehwera, a gourd with a bent top and a
hole in it) in which to fetch water. They would be instructed to go to and from the well, without looking behind
them. The water would be given to the groom, now seated at the entrance of the room, legs straight forward,
facing the bride who would be seated in the same manner. He would splash water from the gourd over the bride.
Then he would hand over the gourd to his aunt, who would give it to the bride, for her to splash her husband: but
the bride would throw the gourd itself; and the husband, if he were clever, would bounce the gourd back,
drenching the bride and his aunt.
The bride was then returned to the bedroom and the groom went outside.
The escorts would cut a small entrance through the bedroom, to be the bride’s door during her seclusion. Their
spears and sticks would then be taken out and stuck in the ground in a row, where the owner of the compound
would smear butter on the blades: the escort would then collect their spears and go home, smearing themselves
with butter. On the way, each man would gather a small bundle of firewood, and each woman some grass, for the
bride’s mother. After eating and drinking at the bride’s father’s home, each person would go home the way he
came.
*
The fight between groom and bride.
When the escort departed, some millet grains would be brought, to be ground by the groom, then by the bride,
and then by other girls who would finish the work. Porridge would be made from it and given to the groom who
would sip it and hand it to the bride, and the other girls would finish it. The groom would now be ready to meet
the bride, except that, had he done some wrong to his parents he would now redress it by offering them a bracelet
and beads.
His sisters would then take the bride to the bedroom, where the groom followed. The wrestling then commenced; the groom aiming at unbelting the bride’s skirt; and whoever was able to put the other down, did so.
Food would now be ready for the bride, but she would refuse to eat unless her husband tempted her with a bracelet.
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The following days would be marked by certain activities performed by the bride, such as making a small basket (nyabyaramiro) which must be completed within a day. After four days the bride would return to her father’s
home, “to finish the butter”.
This ceremony might alternatively be carried out at the home of other people with whom her husband enjoys a
joking relationship. This home must, however, belong to people of a different clan than her husband’s: the Basigi,
for instance, would “finish the butter” with the Batembura. If butter were finished with the bashe (roughly, proxies), the groom would take the bride’s girdle and, accompanied by the man who carried the hoe at the wedding,
would go to the head of the household, with whom he would, literally, beat bukumbi. The girdle would be placed
on the foot of the bed, and the bride would urinate there. Having been fed porridge, they would return to the
groom’s home.
From that time onwards the bride would enter proper seclusion, doing domestic work such as cooking, basketmaking, gathering grass for the floor, and cleaning the home. To make herself more brown, she would paint herself with red earth; and her mother-in-law would assist with butter for smearing herself. Sometimes she would be
helped in her domestic duties by a sister-in-law, with such tasks as sweeping and disposing of rubbish: but if there
were no sister-in-law she would do all these herself.
*
Seclusion.
The bride would stay in seclusion for two or three months, while her father made preparations for her coming
out. When he was ready, the bride’s father would send the go-between to fetch the groom’s family to the ceremony of coming out of seclusion.
On the chosen day, the bride’s “fathers” would send three pots of beer and a basket containing sorghum, two
pieces of dry roast beef, butter, three marrow seeds, flour from unsoaked sorghum, and a cow’s sinew, to the
groom’s home. When these things arrived, the bride would be taken into the compound, and after a little dancing
the journey to the bride's home would begin.
Coming out of seclusion involved great prestige. Before leaving her husband’s home, the bride would cover
her head with a skin, so that her face could not be seen, and she would be accompanied by a sister-in-law. Before
reaching her father’s home, she would again begin weeping, rhythmically and wordlessly.
Outside her father’s enclosure, she would be met by old girl friends, who would fall on her neck with great joy.
From there she would continue into the house, greet her parents, uncover her head, and go outside to greet other
people. She and her sister-in-law, accompanied by others of course, would dance.
The groom meanwhile would be with his brother (the hoe-carrier) and about ten other people from his home,
including his father to lead the group. The visitors would again be [given] emiizo: but in this case there would also
be “beer for the cows”, drunk by the previous owner of the cows, or by the groom’s father, or by his sister’s husband. They would spend the night dancing, and the recent members of the family would be treated tenderly.
*
Gifts.
Mid-morning the next day, the bride’s mother would begin smearing her daughter and the daughter’s companion with enough butter to cover six people: smearing not only the bodies but also the skirts and other clothes,
which would also be perfumed with arotnatic materials. Then the bride would be led out, and begin to dance with
the groom and his party. The groom and his brother would be the first to present gifts to the bride: then her fatherin-law, followed by her father who would ordinarily give a cow or a goat. The married couple would dance in
front of her father to touch the cow, which would then be entrusted to the leader of the groom’s party.
The bride’s mother, elder brother, and uncle, would each bring a goat, which would be received in the same
way: and the go-between would help to collect the gifts. Then the people who brought beads, bracelets and bangles would follow: these would be collected by the bride’s mothers’ sister, in a basket on her lap.
The feast would last two or three days: some of the groom’s party might leave early, but the groom, his brother,
his father, the go-between, his bride and her companion, would stay for a day longer.
*
Inserting the hoe in the handle.
After the feast, the bride’s father would fix a hoe in a handle and give it to her, saying
“Go and dig.”
Then the married couple, the groom’s father and the go-between would all go home. Some parents, however,
would not give the hoe on this occasion, but would arrange a different occasion, when beer would be brewed
known as “beer for fixing the hoe in the handle”: the groom, his father, his wife and the go-between would all attend on this occasion.
*
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Whatever difficulties faced the girl, such as marrying a man she had never seen, she had to acquiesce, for her
parents only cared about the bride.price, and few bothered to ensure that their daughter married a handsome man,
Sometimes a girl was married to a very old man because of his wealth: a girl of eighteen might be married to a
man of sixty or more, or worse still, she might be married to a cripple. Though it was assumed that the go-between was trustworthy, he himself was not interested in the happiness the girl might have enjoyed with a man of
her own age.
Similarly, the boy’s parents might choose for him a girl older than himself, on account of her parent’s wealth:
for the same reason they might select for him a hideous or lame girl. When such a husband advanced in years, he
would lose interest in his wife, either because she was as old as his mother, or because she did oot attract him.
Nevertheless, the customs of the old days were good, because of the good behaviour and obedience of the
young. A married woman continued to respect her parents-in-law and her husband’s elder brothers. She would
not, for example, refer to these people by name: kusinda, the custom of refraining from using names, was a sign
of respect. She addressed her father-in-law as mukamawaitu (our lord, or master); or as tata zaara (father-in-law):
her mother-in-law as maazaara (my mother-in-law): and her husband’s elder brother as muramu wange (my
brother-in-law) or by his son’s name, such as ishe Bigyemano (father of Bigyernano). The woman would not
address her husband by name, but would address him as owamwaitu (someone belonging to our house) or simply
yeiwe (you there!). Similarly, the man would not address his wife’s parents by name.
These forms of address carried great respect in the language of the country: and if proper names were used,
impurity would result—for instance, if a woman mentioned her parents-in-law by name, she would either produce
children with big heads or no children at all so that the family died out.
*
Bahororo marriage customs.
Some Bahororo marriage customs are related to those of the Bakiga, but there are some differences. A Muhororo paying court would carry beer to the girl’s home, and would throw onto the roof the pad which he used for
carrying the beer-pot. He would continue bringing beer, at least ten and sometimes as many as nireteen pots,
which was only a prelude to bringing the bride-price.
Abeteguzi were the people who confirmed that the marriage-time had come. They were sent to call the men
who wanted to marry, to come and collect the girls. On arriving at a suitor’s home, they would be given a goat,
which they would kill, skin and cook themselves, possibly giving the host a cut, but if the goat were small the host
would get none of it: this goat was described as endundure, since no remains were left.
When the male guests arrived at the girl’s home for the wedding, they would be given a goat which they in turn
would kill, skin and cook themselves. If the abateguzi had left them a cut previously, the cut would now be
returned, otherwise not.
When the bride-price had been paid, the bride would enter seclusion in her own parent’s home, and would
make a small basket called kanyantwarire, which had to be finished before she went to her husband’s parents.
After some days, this basket would be carried, empty, on a long pole supported by two people, while others would
carry baskets of millet. Kanyantwarire would finally be placed in the passage leading to the back room of the
groom’s familys’ home, and the bride’s parents-in-law would sit on either side of it, to see “what their cows had
brought”, or in other words, to see what was brought from where the bride-price went. Millet from other baskets
would now be poured into this basket, while a song was sung, to the effect that the cows had brought good things.
Then the girl would officially be allowed to light a fire in the groom’s parent’s home, which she would give to
her parents-in-law. From that moment she would have permission to continue preparing meals.
All the members of the family would now be content; whereas a bride who was not accompanied by
kanyantwarire would not be happy in her new home.
*
Banyanvanda marriage customs.
Kiriima, the go-between, would choose a girl whom the boy would admire: then the boy’s father and about five
other elders would take two pots of beer to the girl’s home. The boy’s father would state the mission, and if it
were approved the beer would be drunk and the party would go home.
After a short while the boy’s parents would decide on the day for taking the bride-price; and on this day the
boy’s “fathers” would take the bride-price to the girl’s parents. The boy’s father would state his mission, and if it
were approved, the girl’s father would receive it: the ordinary bride-price was two cows. Of the two cows, one
passed into the complete ownership of the parents of the bride, the other would redeem itself by its offspring.
Afterwards, the two sets of parents decide on the date for bringing emiizo—in this case, pots of beer. There
would be two pots for the bride’s brothers: two for the bride’s mother’s brother; one or two for her mother; two
for her uncles; and two to quicken the marriage. When these had been delivered, the two sets of parents would set
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a date for the marriage.
On this day, the bride’s brothers and some other people would take her to the groom—the groom would not go
to the bride’s home. After a week, the bride and her sister-in-law would visit her own parents, but would stay only
for the day and the evening, returning at night with one or two goats given to her by her father.
Throughout the marriage ceremony only beer would be drunk, and no food eaten.
After marriage, the bride would take care not to commit adultery: it was believed that if she had an affair she
would not conceive, since she could conceive only by the man who urinated on the stool. When she conceived
and gave birth, she would still take care to avoid adultery, believing that if she were unfaithful the child would
die, since it would not be able to develop teeth. After the infant teethed, she still remained faithful, lest the child
be unable to learn to walk. And by the time all these taboos were over she would be pregnant again in any case.
The Banyarwanda have so many customs that I have not been able to record them all.
*
Producing twins.
When a woman gave birth to twins (em pasha), this was highly regarded. All those present at the birth would
remain there until a medicine man came and administered drugs to them: and they would say, not that the woman
had given birth to twins, but that she had given birth to two heads; and they would say so very quietly while they
were on the spot.
When the husband arrived, he would be the first to announce “the woman has produced twins”; and he would
then leave by a narrow side gate on his way to the medicine man. The others present would remain, neither eating
nor drinking until the medicine man arrived with the drugs. Even the gate would be kept closed, and the animals
would not be allowed to leave the enclosure until the arrival of the medicine man.
On his arrival, he would spray drugs on the gate before he opened it; and would then enter the courtyard and
spray the animals. He would then go to the people, and spray them, also giving them something to drink.
He would have brought with him, flowers from every kind of shrub, tied together in a papyrus strip: and he
would take the flowers, with the sacks in which the twins were born, and bury them all together in a private place.
On top of this place he would pile some stones, to prevent people from either stepping over, or gathering food
from, the place. The place would be much feared, and whoever did either step over it or gather food there, would
contract.a disease—obuhasha, which ate up the body and produced sores.
When all these rites had been performed, the medicine man would allow the people to eat and drink, the animals to go out to graze, and the visitors to return to their homes.
A message would be sent to the woman’s father, who would send his sons—the woman’s brothers.
Porridge made from millet flour would be made and eaten by the brothers and other people, which would be
described as “eating obuhusha”.
*
Taboos relating to death.
When anyone died, the bereaved household would shave their heads after the burial, to signify bereavement:
and they, and other people living on the same ridge, would refrain from digging for four days—these four days of
mourning were known as byosi.
After the burial of the head of a household, someone else’s widow would lead his widow out of the house: they
would pass through the enclosure and go behind it. There they would look for a shrub called katooma, on which
the dead man’s widow, wearing her skirt upside down, would urinate. Then they would re-enter the house by the
usual gate.
A fire, known as omuriro gwekicaano would be lit in the middle of the compound. Either a bull, or a he-goat,
or an old [indecipherable word], would have its testicles tied to prevent it from rutting, and would be slaughtered
and eaten by the fire in the courtyard, before the four days were over. Sometimes a young male animal\fn{ I.e., other
than those aforementioned:H} would be used instead, and slaughtered and eaten in the same way, and this, too, would
suffice to prevent evil from resulting.
At the end of byosi the other people on the ridge would go out to work again, but the bereaved household
would cut down a tree (omuhojo: phittoloca dodecandra, which has dark brown bark and poisonous red catkins)
and place it at the intersection of paths, and would stay at home for a further four days, not doing any cultivating.
However, the fire in the courtyard would be extinguished, and people would once more sleep in the house.
Sorghum would be made into beer, to be drunk on the occasion of eating the slaughtered animal.
These rites were described as things to finish off the courtyard fire. If a man’s wife died he would also wear his
clothes upside down and urinate on the katooma shrub: this was called pulling up the spear.
*
Dress and hygiene
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Women
In the past, women dressed in skirts made from the skins each: two skins sewn together vertically, and one
sewn round the bottom of the other two, using either the fibres from climbing plants called mirondorondoro, or
sinews of cow. The skirt was called enyemerere (literally, something standing). She also had a gannent for her
torso.
Girls wore skirts made of two skins, sewn together horizontally and called enkikye (literally, something put
together crosswise). They also wore a skin gannent to cover the torso.
Young girls wore a skirt :made of only one skin, and also wore a skin garment to cover the torso.
The skins were from cattle, if the family possessed any. Wealthy women would have a change of clothes, and
would keep a set for visiting, wearing the other set every day. The side of the clothes worn next to the body was
roughened in the form of furrows, and the process was called kusisi ima. Looking after the garments involved
smearing them with butter, and fumigating them with aromatic herbs.
Women looked after their husbands’ clothes in the same way. Some women smeared their skirts with red earth.
*
Regarding cleanliness, a woman was expected to wash herself, so that she would smell sweet to her husband.
Clean girls smeared themselves, as well as their skirts, with butter, and would ensure that they kept clean, since a
dirty girl would attract no husband.
It was also a woman’s duty to look after the bed: small shrubs were placed on the floor, covered with a layer of
grass, and then the mats were put on top of the grass.
*
Some women braided their hair into ropes which dangled over the head: the rich wore burebe (hair-straighteners). Girls might do the same, and might also wear obutambasindo (bead-work) in their hair: alternatively, they
might shave patterns in their hair.
For ornaments women wore bead necklaces and bracelets on their arms: wealthy women would have many
bracelets and even iron anklets. For dancing, they would strap dogs’ hunting bells on their legs.
*
Banyarwanda women differed somewhat from Bakiga and Bahororo. They wore orugore (a wreath made of
dry sorghum-stems) in their hair, and this was made like a good belt. Beneath the orugore, on the forehead, they
would wear white beads.
Tutsi girls dressed in a single skin, enshabure, which was made by removing the edges and legs, so as to look
very pointed.
The Hutu girls dressed in skins called binyita.
*
Men.
Men dressed in one skin, or in two if they were rich: the skin hung from the shoulder so as to cover the private
parts. If a man wanted to dig, to dance, to wrestle or to fight, he belted himself. But if he were seriously engaged
in clearing the land he would strip naked first, to make himself light. In the old days, when a Mukiga wanted to
work with a hoe or a big knife, he did not care about dress, but gave his full attention to the hoe or the knife. The
men worked in the fields alongside their wives, from dawn to dusk.
Some men, after washing themselves, would dress their hair and wear obuserebe (hair-straighteners) and keep
their faces clean-shaven. They wore beads around their necks, and bracelets or bangles on their arms, but in each
case fewer than women wore. Old men also wore bracelets on their legs, but young men usually did not, unless
they had two or three wives or a very wealthy father.
The Bahororo used to shave patterns in their hair, and the Banyarwanda used to shave their hair in such a way
as to cut a swathe from front to back.
*
Medicine men, sorcerers and spirits
Medicine men
These are clever people who devise ways of getting things from other people: usually by conjuring tricks,
though some use medicine from shrubs and so on, to cure people.
Some do these things for Satan, and Satan assists them, since those who believe in Satan belong to him. Long
ago, a medicine man would prepare shrubs for use in conjuring—for without conjuring tricks he could perform
nothing.
First, he builds a house in which to perform his work, and he calls this the house of the spirits. No-one is allowed to enter it, except his chosen assistant, who is warned to keep secret whatever he sees. He is told that if he
betrayed his knowledge the spirits will kill him.
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Then the medicine man goes alone into the bush, looking for the beneficent shrub called omureeta. Having
found it, he brings the blood of a goat, or hen, or any animal available. Then he dresses in old mats, wreathes his
head with ekisingo, and bends forward exposing his buttocks indecently. In this position, he smears blood on the
shrub, telling it
“I have scarified for you, do everything I ask of you.”
He then takes the leaves and digs out the roots. Other shrubs are also gathered, and the medicine man names
each according to the purpose for what he intends to use it. After this ceremony he puts the shrubs into a covered
basket, dresses once more in the orthodox way, and returns home.
These shrubs are then taken to a coral tree and left for the night, during which time the medicine man avoids
his wife.
Next morning he dries and grinds them to powder, and pours the powder into a cow’s horn, together with a
small white stone and a hen’s head. The hollow end of the horn is covered with the raw skin of an animal, and
made tight like a drum. Then a small incision is made in the skin, through which the emandwa spirits inside can
breathe and eat. The horn is then decorated with beads and small white shells. The medicine man calls this
medicine for conjuring the spirits, names—for example, he might choose to call the spirit Ruhamba (which carries
away people’s lives) or Betware (let him take himself) and so on.
Having flnished all this, he acquires frightening clothes to wear on duty, and a lion’s mane adorned with shells
and beads, to be worn on the head as a wreath for the spirits. He then puts some pea-like seeds into a perforated
calabash, and calls this runyegye. He also has oburengo, the dried, round fruit of the njebajebe tree, which can be
used as a rattle.
Now the medicine man makes a feast: beer and meat are put inside the spirits’ hut. This done, he dons his
wreath, takes the horn in his left hand, and the runyegye rattle in his right. Putting the horn to his lips, he blows
into it, while rattling the runyegye. The significance of blowing into the horn, is that the spirits receive air from
the medicine man’s mouth.
Placing the horn between his legs, he begins to talk, holding oburengo in his left hand, and shaking it and
runyegye together. While doing this, he addresses the spirits as follows:
“Kahuumure Ruhamba, kahuumure Itiganda”—rest comfortably Ruhamba, and so on. He begins to change the
tone of his voice: sometimes impersoning the spirit, “Hu Hu”; and then reverting to his normal voice,
“Rest comfortably, my spirit.” He prays that his family be in peace, and that his work may prosper. This brings
the feast to an end.
*
A medicine man who had proceeded thus far, would then inform his neighbours that he obtained his material
from such-and-such a medicine man, in a distant countty, and that they cost a great deal, part of which has been
paid, and part is still outstanding. As has been said, the medicine man would for example, tell a client who wished
to bewitch a thief,
“I have sent my emandwa (spirits) Ruhumba and Karonda—those who stole your property will either die or
return it to you.”
Because of these conjuring tricks mentioned above, the medicine man was successful; the man who had been
robbed would tell people that the medicine man was helping him, and in fact the stolen property was actually
returned. A thief has no peace of mind, is constantly afraid and unsteady of heart, and this fear could sometimes
lead to his death.
A medicine man’s covered basket could not be opened by anyone else. Sometimes a medicine man would perform tricks, such as lighting a fire on his roof and cooking buro there. To do this he obtains the lower parts of a
plantain that resembles a banana tree, cuts it properly and puts it into his big skin bag or into his covered basket.
With some small firewood, water and small stones for a hearth, he takes flour and a small dish, and a small stick
for stirring the flour and with all these he then climbs on top of the roof. He then spreads those lower parts of the
plantain on the grass on the roof, puts the hearth in proper order, makes fire, and begins cooking buro that is referred to as eikwatiro (or buro bweikwatiro: kneaded bread made by mixing flour from sorghum and some ground
shrub crushed bones—to prevent evil things happening). He does this while dressed in very old mats and a wreath
on his head.
When the people see fire burning on top of the house without the house itself catching fire, they begin to fear
him, while in fact the fire is burning on top of the raw plantain leaf! The medicine man does these things at night
when people cannot understand what he is doing.
Sometimes, when he does these things during the day, people are astounded and attracted by his dress and do
not pay attention to what the man is doing to the grass of the roof.
*
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Apart from these witch-doctors, who follow Satan there are others who practice medicine because they want to
cure their friend’s diseases such as these: ekookoro (cancer), ganglions, pneumonia, constipation and others; also
nettle rash, obuhasha, worms and infertility. Medicine of this type is very useful and harmless.
*
Nyabingi Cult
Nyabingi is a spirit. Long ago, there was an independent usurper woman whose name was Nyabingi who lived
in [indecipherable word] of the Bakongwe near the Uganda-Rwanda [border].\fn{ I have had to edit this document without reference to the orIginal manuscript, but the copy made was an excellent one, and in only a few cases has it proven impossible to emend
imperfections in the scan to their original purity:H } She moved here and there in that area, and she was much re-spected.

She called herself the rainmaker, and the people therefore brought offerings to her.
Nyabingi was killed by Baibayi, whose son was Buuki.
After her death, her servants (attendants) tried to devise means by which they would also obtain things, and
earn respect as Nyabingi had done. They therefore turned themselves into witch-doctoring, saying to him: the
cause of the illness is Nyabingi; if you want to be cured, you should first bring a cow or a goat and offer it to Nyabingi.
Therefore, through fear of death, the patient or his attendant would agree to bring the things the servant of
Nyabingi asked for. When such a person recovered, other people would say that Nyabingi approved of the goods
offered and therefore cured him: and if the patient died, it would be said that Nyabingi did not approve of what
was offered.
Because of such deeds, the name of Nyabingi became famous, respected as well as feared. As you know, belief
is an important thing: those who believed Nyabingi fell into the flock of Satan who showed his power and signs,
and was able to get many followers.
*
As I pointed out above, Nyabingi is a spirit. This Nyabingi would speak through a person as a spirit, and what
he said would be believed.
For instance, Mr. Bikonko might get sick and his people would go to a witch-doctor to tell them the cause of
the illness. The witch-doctor would tell them: The cause of the patient’s illness is Nyabingi of so and so. When
they returned home, they would select a young girl, put her near the hut of the spirits, and offer her to the spirits
saying,
“You Nyabingi of so and so, leave this person (bikoko) so that he may recover; when he recovers we shall offer
this girl to you, or when she marries we shall give you one of the cows from the bride price.”
In this way, they would have made an agreement with satan, and it had to be honoured. If the agreement was
not honoured, that girl would [become] mad, and when she would be taken there, madness would leave her.
*
Being possessed by spirits
Whenever a person was possessed by spirits, he would suddenly fall down, and would seem as if dumb and he
would remain on the same spot. His body would grow cold and only the heart would still be pumping and warm.
In restoring him to normality, cold water would be poured over his body and although he would show no signs of
life the people would know that he was not completely dead.
Immediately, hen’s droppings or cow dung would be collected and burnt so as to produce smoke to be led into
the patient’s nose. They would then reply, “I am so and so”. If it was an old person who died, it would say so, and
the people would ask it,
“What do you want?” In reply it would say,
“I want food, for you refused to feed me!” It would tell them of the goats they have at home, but which they
refused to kill for the spirit, as well as failing to give it porridge. They would then tell it:
“Now, leave the patient, we shall give you what you want, and if you remain in him we shall give you the
droppings of a hen.”
The spirit would then go and the patient would recover.
The spirit of a young man who died unmarried would be driven away from the patient, in the following
manner:
“Go back, we shall get you married.”
And this promise would be fulfilled. A house would be built just outside the enclosure near the gate, and the
young brother of the dead man would be given a wife. The bride would be placed beside that small house (for
spirits) and the people would say:
“You so and so what you wanted is here, your wife is here, we have given you a wife”.
After this the bride would be taken home into a proper house. From now on the spirit would not attack any per70

son because it has been given its own wife.
Consulting the medicine men
Consulting the medicine men increased the people’s fears. There was prophesying with a wooden dish which
was normally practised by women. There was the use of some kind of gourd, empinga (this involved using
marrow seeds mixed with seeds of other plants, and a white-blossomed shrub with bitter leaves— mubiriizi—and
a hen).
Kuteera entenyo meant canying out an ordeal using a hen; orugimbi was another ordeal, using boiling water
and butter. These were practised by men who used to tell the people that if they did such a thing they would either
recover or die; and that if they did not to this, they would either die or live. Such things used to frighten some people and leave them in a state of uneasiness. These words would sometimes come true because of Satan’s power.
*
Nyakairima—the Prophet Nyakairima, son of Muzoora, son of Katuuru, son of Bwengye, son of Kumanya,
son of Byororwa, son of Rubaka, son of Kaagaambirwa, son of Kazigaaban, son of Rutanagi, son of Nkirirehe,
son of Butamanya, son of Kashema, son of Murungu, son of Ihaam, son of Rumba, son of Katura, son of
Kahutwiru, son of Karuma, son of Kazigaba I, son of Rwahaiguru, son of Kyaizooba, son of Muhanga, the father
of people.
The Prophet Nyakairima foretold many things which became true and which are seen nowadays. He foretold
that throughout the whole of Kikimgere and Kijunguta there would be nests as white as teeth made by mason
wasps and egrets: you can all see for yourselves that the whole area is white as teeth because of white corrugated
roofs, and houses made of bricks and tiles, that the guinea grass would grow from where the sun, literally, put its
legs and covers the whole world—this is the telephone wire; that the paths made by cattle and people would be
used by granaries and hives propelling themselves along them, storing people like millet—these are the motor
cars you see nowadays.
201.123 Daoura\fn{by an unnamed Luganda informant (19th century)} Uganda (M?) 1
Daoura had children; when he was old and advanced in years he said to them:
“I am old; I can no longer govern Buganda, take possession of it; become the masters of your realm.” They
answered him:
“Father, we are young, how can we take possession of Buganda when you are not dead? How can we succeed
you while you are still alive?” They refused.
“If you will not take the kingdom,” said Daoura, “leave it to me.” He called Seroganga the moukopi and said to
him:
“Come, I will tell you something.” Seroganga came, and Daoura said to him:
“Will you take me to your home and hide me?”
“Lord, I will hide you.”
“Good,” said the king. “Return; when it is dark, come; we will go away and you shall hide me. I am tired of
the kingdom; I don’t want it anymore.” He said to one of his slaves and to three of his wives:
“Come, we are going to hide ourselves.”
He rose, set out, and went to the moukopi’s home. Seroganga led him into the forest, built a house there and
closed it.
“My friend,” said the king, “never tell anyone that I am in the forest.”
“My lord, I will not betray you.”
Daoura stayed in the forest. His mother asked the notables:
“Where has the king gone?” They replied:
“He has disappeared.”
“Go and consult a witch-doctor,” said the queen-mother.
They went to a witch-doctor. He said:
“Come early tomorrow, all the people of Buganda. The best-dressed one is the one who has the king. When
you see one better dressed than all the rest, seize him; he will tell you where the king is.” Seroganga said to Daoura:
“My lord, I am going to a feast.”
“Do not betray me.”
“No, lord.”
He went to Rousaka. The queen-mother called him. Seroganga swore, saying:
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“I saw Daoura last night.” Namasou said to him:
“Seroganga!” He swore again.
“I saw Daoura last night.”
“How finely you are dressed.” Seroganga said again:
“I saw Daoura last night.”
“Daoura disappeared a long time ago, yet you saw him last night.”
“Lord,” said Seroganga, “I did not see him, I only swore.” The queen-mother said to the notables:
“Seize him and kill him!”
They took hold of him. Then Seroganga said:
“Do not kill me, lords; let me go, and I will take you into the forest, to Hanyanya, where the king is.”
“Let Seroganga go,” said the queen-mother, “and he will take you into the forest to the king.”
He walked in front of all the notables and chiefs and led them along the road; they came to the forest. When
they saw the king they went down on their knees. Daoura said to Seroganga:
“I told you not to betray me to the people. You have not done so. Who brought them here?”
“Lord,” replied Seroganga, “they were about to kill me.”
“Since you have betrayed me, let them do so!”
Daoura killed him. Then he left the forest, came back to Buganda, resumed his royal state and was saluted by
all the notables.
105.55 The Creation: A Folktale\fn{told by an unnamed Ganada informant (before 1904- )} Central Region, Uganda
(M?) 4
Kintu was the first man.\fn{After the snake, the first Kabaka (reigned in the early 14th century AD):H}
When he came from the unknown, he found nothing in Uganda—no food, no water, no animals, nothing but a
void.
He had a cow with him, and when he was hungry he drank her milk.
One day, as he roamed about searching for things, he saw two girls just dropped down from heaven. He
stopped. The girls also stopped a long way off. They were Mugulu’s\fn{ In the Ganda vision, the creator of all things in
Heaven (though, according to W, spelt: “Ggulu”); but in Telegu, this word spelled “Muggulu” means “uncivilized”:W } daughters,
Nambi\fn{This may mean nothing, but the name of Shiva’s mount is the sacred bull, Nandi:H } and her sister. The girls were
surprised. Nambi said,
“Sister, look at the two things over there. What can they be?”
The sister looked, but said nothing. Nambi continued,
“We have never seen anything like them! Just go down and see what brings things like this to such a place as
the earth.”
“How can I?” asked the sister. “Look at those horns!”
“I don’t mean that one. Try the other.”
The sister then advanced a little way. When Kintu saw her coming, he advanced to meet her. Then the sister
ran back to Nambi, and they both prepared to flee.
Kintu, however, did not continue the pursuit, but returned to the cow. After some time, Nambi and her sister
decided to come close to Kintu. When only one hundred paces separated them, Nambi spoke to him:
“Who are you?”
“I am Kintu.”
“And what is that?” pointing to the cow.
“That is my cow.”
Nambi and her sister withdrew to consider whether this could possibly be true. Then they returned, and said,
“We have never seen anything like you. Where did you come from?”
“I do not know.” Then Kintu milked the cow, and put milk on the palm of his left hand, and he drank it.
“What did you do that for?” asked Nambi.
“That is my food,” said Kintu.
“We see no water here. What do you drink?”
“I drink milk.”
Then the girls retired for another conference, and Nambi confided to her sister that she believed that this was a
man. Nothing else could do such extraordinary things. They returned to Kintu and submitted their decision. Kintu
said,
“Yes, I am a man.”
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Nambi then told him all about themselves, and suggested that he should accompany them to heaven.
Kintu agreed, on condition that they also took his cow. They declined to do this, and they disappeared.
*
As soon as they arrived in heaven, they told Mugulu that they had found a man and a cow.
“Where?” asked Mugulu.
“On the earth.”
“Not a real man, surely?” Mugulu smiled as if he did not believe them, but they suspected that he knew all the
time.
“Yes, a real man! We know he is a real man because he wants food, and when he is hungry he drags the udder
of his cow, and squeezes out white juice, which he drinks.”
“I shall make inquiries.”
“He is very nice,” said Nambi, “and I wanted to bring him up here. May I go and fetch him?”
*
“Leave the matter to me,” said Mugulu, and the girls withdrew. When they had gone, Mugulu called his sons,
and said,
“Go to the earth and test this story about a real man being there. Nambi says that she saw a wild man and a
cow, and that the man drank the cow’s juice. Fetch the cow.”
The boys prepared to start at once.
“Wait a bit,” said Mugulu. “I don’t want the man. He will probably die when he sees you. Just bring the cow.”
The boys arrived near Kintu’s resting place, and he was asleep. They took the cow, and carried her off. When
Kintu awoke, he did not see the cow, but he did not start in search of her just then, because he supposed that she
had only wandered a short distance.
Presently, he got hungry, and he tried to find the cow, but in vain. He ultimately decided that the girls must
have returned and stolen her, and he was very angry and hungry. He used many words not of peace. He sat down
and pointed his nails and sharpened his teeth, but there was no one with whom to fight. Then he peeled the bark
off a tree and sucked it, and thus he fed himself.
Next day, Nambi saw Kintu’s cow as the boys arrived, and she exclaimed,
“You have stolen Kintu’s cow! That cow was his food and drink, and now what has he to eat? I like Kintu, if
you do not. I shall go down tomorrow, and if he is not dead I shall bring him up here.” And she went and found
Kintu.
“So they have taken away your cow?”
“Yes.”
“What have you been eating since?”
“I have been sucking the bark of a tree.”
“Have you really been doing that?”
“What else is there to do?”
“Come with me to Mugulu, and your cow shall be returned to you.”
*
They went, and Kintu, when he arrived, saw a vast multitude of people and plenty of bananas and fowls and
goats and sheep—in fact, everything was there in plenty. The boys, when they saw Nambi arrive with Kintu, said,
“Let us tell our father, Mugulu.”
And they went and told him. Mugulu said,
“Go, and tell my chiefs to build a big house without a door for the stranger, Kintu.”
The house was built, and Kintu went into it. Mugulu then gave an order:
“My people, go and cook ten thousand dishes of food, and roast ten thousand cows, and fill ten thousand
vessels with beer. Give it to the stranger. If he is a real man, he will eat it. If not—the penalty is death.”
The food was prepared and taken to Kintu’s house. As there was no door, the members of the crowd put their
shoulders to one side of the house and raised it off the ground, and put the food inside. They told Kintu that, if he
did not finish it all at a meal, the result would be death. Then they dropped the side of the house down again, and
waited outside.
Kintu surveyed the mass of food with dismay, and then started to walk around it, muttering his feelings to himself. As he went around the heap, his foot slipped into a hole. On examination, he found that it was the opening of
a cavern.
“Aha!” he said. “This cave has a good appetite. Let me feed it!”
And he took the ten thousand measures of beer, and spilled them in, putting the empty vessels to one side.
Then the ten thousand carcasses of roast cows were pitched into the cavern, and lastly the food from the ten
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thousand baskets. Then, after he had closed the hole, he called to the people outside:
“Haven’t you got a little more food out there?”
“No,” they replied. “Did we not give you enough?”
“Well, I suppose I must do with it, if you have nothing more cooked.”
“Have you finished it all?”
“Yes, yes! Come, and take away the empty dishes.”
The crowd raised the side wall of the house, came inside, and asked Kintu whether he had really disposed of
the food. He assured them that he had. Then, with one accord, the cried out,
“Then it is a man indeed!”
*
They went directly to Mugulu, and told him that the stranger had finished his meal, and had asked for more.
Mugulu at first branded this statement as a falsehood, but on consideration he believed it. He pondered for a
moment, then, taking up a copper axe, he said to his chiefs,
“Take this to Kintu. Tell him that I want material to make a fire. Tell him that Mugulu is old and cold, and that
Mugulu does not burn wood for a fire. Tell him that I want stones, and tell him that he must cut up rocks with this
copper axe and fetch the pieces and light me a fire. If he does so, then he may claim his cow. He may also have
Nambi, and he can return to the earth.”
The chiefs went to Kintu, and told him that Mugulu wanted a fire made of stones, and that he must chop a rock
with the copper axe.
Kintu suspected that there was something wrong, but he spoke no words to that effect. He put the axe on his
shoulder and went out before they allowed the wall to drop to the ground. He walked straight to a big rock, stood
in front of it, placed the head of the axe on the rock, and rested his chin on the tip of the handle.
“It does not seem easy to cut,” he said to the axe.
“It is easy enough to me,” replied the axe. “Just strike and see.”
Kintu struck the rock, and it splintered in all directions. He picked up the pieces of rock, and went straight to
Mugulu, and said,
“Here is your firewood, Mugulu. Do you want any more?” Mugulu said,
“This is marvelous! Go back to your home. It only remains now for you to find your cow.”
And Kintu went away.
*
Next morning, the chiefs were called before Mugulu. He said,
“Take this bucket to Kintu, and tell him to fetch water. Tell him that Mugulu does not drink anything but dew,
and if he is a man he is to fetch it quickly.”
Kintu received the bucket and the message, and again he suspected that there was something wrong. But he did
not utter his suspicions. He took the bucket and went out. He put it down on the grass, and he said to it,
“This does not seem very easy.”
The bucket replied, “It is easy enough to me,” and when Kintu looked down he saw that the bucket was full of
dew. He took it to Mugulu, and said,
“Here is your drinking water, Mugulu. Do you want any more?” Mugulu said,
“This is marvelous! Kintu, you are a prodigy. I am now satisfied that you are a man indeed, and it only remains
for you to get your cow. Whoever took Kintu’s cow, let him restore it.”
“Your own sons stole my cow,” said Kintu.
“If so,” replied Mugulu, “drive all the cows here, and let Kintu pick out his cow if she is among them.”
Ten thousand cows were brought in a herd. Kintu stood near the herd in great perplexity, lost in thought. A
hornet came and sat on Kintu’s shoulder, and, as Kintu gave no heed, the hornet prepared its sting and drove it
home. Kintu struck at the hornet and missed it, and the hornet said,
“Don’t strike! I’m your friend.”
“You have just bit me,” replied Kintu.
“It wasn’t a bite. Listen. You’ll never be able to identify your cow in all that herd. Just wait, I’ll fly out among
the herd. The cow whose shoulder I sit on is yours. Mark her.”
The herd of ten thousand cows was driven past, but the hornet did not move. Kintu said aloud,
“My cow is not among them.”
Mugulu then ordered another herd to be brought, numbering twice as many cows as the last herd. But the
hornet did not move. Kintu said aloud,
“My cow is not among them.”
The herdsmen drove the cows away, and another herd was brought. The hornet flew off and sat on the shoulder
74

of a cow. Kintu went forward and marked her.
“That’s mine,” he said to Mugulu. The hornet then flew to another, a young cow, and Kintu went forward and
marked her. He said,
“That cow is also mine.” The hornet flew to a third cow, and Kintu went forward and marked this one also. He
said,
“That cow is mine also.” Mugulu said,
“Quite correct. Your cow had two calves since she arrived in heaven. You are a prodigy, Kintu. Take your
cows, and take Nambi also, and go back to the earth.” Then Mugulu said, “Wait a bit,” and he called his servants
and said to them,
“Go to my store, and fetch one banana plant, one potato, one bean, one Indian corn, one ground-nut, and one
hen.” These things were brought, and Mugulu addressed Kintu and Nambi:
“Take these things with you, you may want them.” Then, addressing Kintu, he said,
“I must tell you that Nambi has a brother named Warumbe.\fn{ Meaning “disease” or “death.”} He is mad and
ruthless. At the moment, he is not here, so you had better start quickly, before he returns. If he sees you, he may
want to go with you, but you are certain to quarrel.” Mugulu said to Nambi,
“Here is some millet to feed the hen on the road down. If you forget anything, do not come back to fetch it.”
Then he said,
“That is all. You may go.”
*
Kintu and Nambi started, and when they were some distance on the journey, Nambi suddenly remembered that
it was time to feed the hen. She asked Kintu for the millet, but it was nowhere to be found. It was clear that they
had forgotten it in the hurry of departure.
“I shall return and fetch it,” said Kintu.
“No, no, you must not! Warumbe will have returned, and he will probably wish to accompany us. I don’t want
him, and you had better not return.”
“But the hen is hungry, and we must feed it.”
“Yes, it is,” said Nambi.
Nambi remained where she was, and Kintu returned to Mugulu, and explained that he had forgotten the millet.
Mugulu was angry that Kintu had returned, and Warumbe, who had just arrived, asked,
“Where is Nambi?”
“She has gone to the earth with Kintu.”
“Then I must come, too,” said Warumbe.
After some hesitation, Kintu agreed to this, and they returned together to Nambi. Nambi and Kintu greeted
each other, and Nambi objected to Warumbe accompanying them. But he insisted, and finally it was agreed that
he should come for a time and stay with Nambi and Kintu. The three proceeded, and reached the earth at a place
called Magongo in Uganda, and they rested. Then the woman planted the banana and the Indian corn, the bean
and the ground- nut, and there was a plentiful crop.
*
In the course of time, three children were born, and Warumbe claimed one of them.
“Let me have this one,” he said to Kintu. “You still have two children remaining.”
“I cannot spare one of these,” Kintu said, “but later on, perhaps, I may be able to spare one.”
Years passed, and many more children were born. Warumbe again begged Kintu to give him one. Kintu went
round to all the children with the object of selecting one for Warumbe, but he finally returned, and said,
“Warumbe, I cannot spare you one just yet. But later on, perhaps, I may be able to do so.”
“When you had three, you said the same thing. Now you have many, and still you refuse to give me one. Now I
shall kill them all. Not today, not tomorrow, not this year, not next year, but one by one I shall claim them all.”
Next day, one child died. Kintu charged Warumbe with the deed.
The following day, another died, and the next day, another.
As last, Kintu proposed to return to Mugulu and tell him how Warumbe was killing all his children.
*
He went to Mugulu, and explained matters.
Mugulu replied that he had expected it. His original plan was that Kintu and Warumbe should have not have
met. He told Kintu that Warumbe was a mad man, and that trouble would come of it. Yet, Kintu had returned for
the millet against the orders of Mugulu, and this was the consequence.
“However,” continued Mugulu, “I shall see what can be done.” And with that, he called Kaikuzi,\fn{ Literally,
“The Digger.”} and said to him,
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“Go down and try to bring Warumbe back to me.”
Kintu and Kaikuzi started off together, and when they arrived were greeted by Nambi. She explained that in his
absence Warumbe had killed several more of her sons. Kaikuzi called up Warumbe, and said,
“Why are you killing all these children?”
“I wanted one child badly to help me cook my food. I begged Kintu to give me one. He refused. Now I shall
kill them, every one.”
“Mugulu is angry. He sent me down to recall you.”
“I shall not leave here.”
“You are only a small man in comparison to me. I shall take you by force.”
They grappled then, and a severe contest ensued. After a while, Warumbe slipped from Kaikuzi’s grasp, and he
ran into a hole in the ground. Kaikuzi started to dig him out with his fingers, and he succeeded in reaching him.
But Warumbe dived still deeper into the earth. Kaikuzi tried to dig him out again, and had almost caught him
when Warumbe sank still further into the ground. .
“I’m tired now,” said Kaikuzi to Kintu. “I shall remain for a few days, and have another try to catch him.”
*
Kaikuzi then issued an order that there was to be two days’ silence on the earth, and that Warumbe would come
out of the ground to see what it meant. The people were ordered to lay in two days’ provisions, and fire-wood and
water, and not to go out of doors to feed goats or cattle.
This having been done, Kaikuzi went into the ground to catch Warumbe, and pursued him for two days. He
forced Warumbe out at a place called Tanda. At this place there were some children feeding goats, and when they
saw Warumbe they cried out, and the spell was broken.
Warumbe returned again into the earth. Directly afterwards, Kaikuzi appeared at the same place, and asked
why the children had broken the silence. He was angry and disappointed; he said to Kintu that the people had
broken his order, and that he would concern himself no further with the recalling of Warumbe.
“I am tired now,” said Kaikuzi.
“Never mind him,” said Kintu. “Let Warumbe remain, since you cannot expel him. You may go back to
Mugulu now, and thank you.”
Kaikuzi returned to Mugulu, and explained what had happened.
“Very well,” said Mugulu. “Let Warumbe stay there.”
And Warumbe remained.
294.20 The Story Of The Two Friends: A Folktale\fn{told by an otherwise unknown informant of Buganda provenance, and a
Luganda speaker (before 1922- )} Central Region, Uganda (M?) 2\fn{In none of the 30 stories in the 1922 collection (from
which this tale is abstracted)—edited by Rosetta Gage (Harvey) Baskerville (aka Mrs. George Baskerville)—are there any more specific
bibliographic citations about these tales than what she says about them in the (extremely brief) preface to her book [The King of the Snakes
and Other Folk-lore Stories from Uganda] (London, The Sheldon Press, 1922)], the entirety of which I now reproduce: “I am indebted to
Sir Apolo Kagwa, K.C.M.G., M.B.E., Katikiro of Buganda, for some of the stories in this book, for I first read them in his Engero za
Baganda, a little work in the Luganda language, now unfortunately out of print. The rest is a small selection from a large number I have
picked up during some years in the country—from old wives sitting over their cooking-pots in smoky kitchens, from porters round the
camp fire at night, and from that charming mixed multitude which made up “the good old days.” Whatever the source of The Story Of The
Two Friends, it was certainly told by a person born in the 19th century, and originally transcribed by either Apolo Kagwa or Rosetta
Baskerville from a face-to-face encounter with the storyteller, and then edited only for grammatical reasons to enable it to conform to
standard English usage. Both Sir Apolo Kagwa and his private secretary, Mr. Ham Mukasa (for excerpts of their writings, see above) were
confirmed idolators of everything British (the evidence for which is redolently clear in the abstract from Sir Apolo Kagwa Discovers
Britain; and we may safely assume this attitude extends to the concept of faithful transcription along customary British academic lines of
folklore in their own Ganda language—which they certainly knew would probably be read by British colonial administrators upon whose
pro-British approval their very careers depended. Rosetta Baskerville could translate the Luganda language (the lingua-franca of Buganda)
into English, for she published a version of the New Testament in that native tongue (“vernacular”” as the colonialists would say), and
Aaron Mushengyezi (Oral Literature for Children: Rethinking Orality, Literacy, Performance, and Documentation Practices (Rodopi,
B.V., Amsterdam, 2013, p. xxi) points out that the 30 stories from which this tale is taken are “all … in English translation” and represent
“some of the earliest tales from Uganda specifically targeting a child audience.” He also says that she was “a British Anglican missionary
born in Lahore, India who later lived and worked in Uganda,” and although he cautions that all 30 of the stories in her book “are, in some
sense, contextualized for her British readers convenience,” there is little if any evidence of this form of editorializing in this particular tale;
and in any event, we are here worlds away from a modern retold tale, wherein the story itself forms nothing more than a framework upon
which the modern author hangs whatever inventions and suppositions he or she desires to include. We may assume from her missionary
upbringing that she would be—certainly as far as this particular story is concerened—faithful in her reproduction of the orality of her
source. From Proceedings of the Church Missionary Society for Africa and The East (1908), there is indexed evidence of the year of her
marriage, thus: “Baskerville, Mrs. G. K. (Rosetta Gage Harvey, m. 1902)”, and from that I deduce that she was probably born at some time
between 1870-1880—further confirmation of the 19th century origin of the tale itself. More specific about her than this I cannot be.:H }

76

Once upon a time there was a potter and his wife who had one child, a little boy, and as he grew older they
were grieved to see that he was different from all other children.
He never played with them, or laughed, or sang; he just sat alone by himself, he hardly ever spoke to his parents, and he never learnt the nice polite manners of the other children in the village. He sat and thought all day,
and no one knew what he thought about, and his parents were very sad.
The other women tried to comfort the potter’s wife. They said:
“Perhaps you will have another baby, and it will be like other children.” But she said:
“I don’t want another baby; I want this one to be nice.” And the men of the village tried to cheer the potter.
“Queer boys often become great men,” they said. And one old man said:
“Leave the boy alone; we shall see whether he is a wise man or a fool.”
*
The potter went home and told his wife what the men had said, and the boy heard him, and it seemed to wake
him up, and he thought it over for a few days, and at last one morning at dawn he took his stick in his hand and
went into the forest to think there.
All day he wandered about, and at last he came to a little clearing on the side of a hill from which he could
look down over the country. The sun was setting over the distant blue hills, and everything was touched with a
pink and golden light, and deep shadows lay on the banana gardens and forests in the distance, but the boy saw
none of these things; he was footsore and weary and miserable, and he sat down on a fallen log, tired out with his
long day. Suddenly a lion came out on to the clearing.
“What are you doing here all alone?” he said severely.
“I am very miserable,” said the boy, “and I have come into the forest to think, for I do not know whether I am a
wise man or a fool.”
“Is that all you think about?” said the lion.
“Yes,” answered the boy, “I think about it night and day.”
“Then you are a fool,” said the lion decidedly. “Wise men think about things that benefit the country.” And he
walked away.
An antelope came bounding out on the clearing and stopped to stare at the boy.
“What are you doing here?” he asked.
“I am very miserable,” answered the boy; “I don’t know whether I am a wise man or a fool.”
“Do you ever eat anything?” said the antelope.
“Yes,” said the boy, “my mother cooks twice a day, and I eat.”
“Do you ever thank her?” said the antelope.
“No, I have never thought of that,” answered the boy.
“Then you are a fool,” said the antelope. “Wise men are always grateful.” And he bounded off into the forest
again.
Then a leopard came up and looked suspiciously at him.
“What are you doing here?” he asked crossly.
“I am very miserable,” answered the boy; “I don’t know if I am a wise man or a fool.”
“Do they love you in your village?” asked the leopard.
“No, I don’t think they do,” said the boy. “I am not like other boys. I don’t know them very well.”
“Then you are a fool,” said the leopard. “All boys are nice; I often wish I were a boy; wise men mix with their
fellows and earn their respect.” And he walked on sniffing.
Just then the big gray elephant came shuffling along the forest path, swinging his tail as he walked, and picking a twig here and a leaf there as he passed under the trees.
“What are you doing here all alone in the jungle when the sun is setting?” he asked. “You should be at home in
your village.”
“I am very miserable,” said the boy. “I don’t know if I am a wise man or a fool.”
“What work do you do?” asked the elephant.
“I don’t do any work,” said the boy.
“Then you are a fool,” said the elephant. “All wise men work.”
And he swung away down the path which leads to the pool in the forest where the animals go to drink, and the
boy put his head down in his hands and cried bitterly, as if his heart would break, for he did not know what to do.
*
After a little while he heard a gentle voice by his side:
“My little brother, do not cry so; tell me your trouble.” The boy raised his tear-stained face and saw a little hare
standing by his side.
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“I am very miserable,” he said. “I am not like other people, and nobody loves me. I came into the forest to find
out whether I am a wise man or a fool, and all the animals tell me I am a fool.”
And he put his head in his hands again and cried more bitterly than ever. The hare let him cry on for a little
while, and then he said:
“My little brother, do not cry any more. What the animals have told you is true; they have told you to think
great thoughts, to be grateful and kind to others, and, above all, to work.
“All these things are great and wise.
“The animals are never idle, and they marvel to see how men, with all their gifts, waste their lives. Think how
surprised they are to see a boy like you, well and strong, doing nothing all day, for they know that the world is
yours if you will make it so.” The sun had set behind the distant hills and the soft darkness was falling quickly
over the forest, and the hare said:
“Soon it will be chilly here; you are tired and hungry, and far from your village; come and spend the night in
my home and we will talk of all these things.”
So they went into the forest again, and the hare brought the boy water in a gourd and wonderful nuts to eat, and
made him a soft bed of dry leaves. And they talked of many things till the boy said:
“My father is a potter, and I think I should like to be a potter too.”
“If you are, you must never be content with poor work,” said the hare.
“Your pottery must be the best in the country; never rest until you can make really beautiful things; no man has
any right to send imperfect work out into the world.”
“Nobody will believe in me when I go home; they will think I am mad,” said the boy. And the little hare
answered:
“Man’s life is like a river, which flows always on and on; what is past is gone forever, but there is clear water
behind; no man can say it is too late, and you are only a boy with your life before you.”
“They will laugh at me,” said the boy.
“Wise men don’t mind that,” said the hare; “only fools are discouraged by laughter; you must prove to them
that you are not a fool. I will teach you a song to sing at your work; it will encourage you:
When the shadows have melted in silver dawn,
Farewell to my dreams of play.
The forest is full of a waking throng,
And the tree-tops ring with the birds’ new song,
And the flosers awake from their slumber long,
And the world is mine today.
*
My feet are sure and my hands are strong.
Let me labour and toil while I may.
When the sun shall set in a sea of light,
And the shadows lengthen far into the night,
I shall take the rest which is mine by right,
For I’ll win the world today.

In the early morning the hare went with the boy to the edge of the forest and they swore an oath of friendship,
which is as sacred in the jungle as among men, and the hare said:
“Come back sometimes and see me, and we will spend a long day together in the forest.
“Come to this place and sing my song, and the birds will tell me you are there if I am too far away to hear.”
*
So the boy went back to his village, and he found his mother digging in the garden, and he knelt down and
greeted her as all nice Baganda children do, and he saw how pleased she was. Then he went to his father, and said:
“I want to be a potter; teach me your work and I will try to learn it.”
And the potter was very much pleased to think that he would have a son to take on his trade after him, and all
the people in the village heard and they rejoiced with the potter and his wife.
*
And the boy worked hard, and in after years he became a famous potter, and people came from all parts of the
country to buy his pottery, for everyone knew that he never sold anything that was not beautiful and well made.
He made beautiful black pottery, and sometimes he put a design in white on it, and everything he made was
good.
But sometimes the old black moods would return and he would feel sick of his work and all the people round
him, and then he would go away at dawn to the edge of the forest and sing the hare’s song, and the little hare
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would come running down the forest path, and the two friends would spend a long day together, while the man
would shake out his heart and all its sorrows to the hare, and he never failed to get love and comfort and encouragement in return, and went back to his work full of hope.
*
This all happened many years ago; nowadays men think they are much wiser than the animals, but sometimes
you may see a strange look in the eyes of an animal, as if it would say:
“That man thinks he is wise, but he is only a fool.”
And the animals in the forests and jungles and in our houses watch everything we do, and they marvel when
they see how some men waste their lives.
73.187 & 73.188 1. The Enchanted Guinea-Fowl 2. The Cherry Pickers: Two Folktales\fn{by an unnamed Lango
informant (before 1923- )} Northern Region, Uganda (M?) 2½
1
A certain man once upon a time set his bird line and sent his daughter, saying,
“Go and look at my line while I go to dig.”
So his daughter went to see the line. She found a guinea-fowl caught in it, and the guinea- fowl sang:
“Little girl, little girl, kirijakija,
What have you come to do?”

Then said the girl,
“I have come to look at the snare.” And the guinea-fowl asked her,
“Whose snare is it?” And the girl said,
“I have come to look at my father’s snare.” Thereupon the guinea-fowl said to her,
“Go and tell your father that I will bring a white bead and a white sheep if he will let me go.”
So the girl went back and told her father, and her father abused his daughter, saying, “You are a bad child,” and
sent his son instead. So his son went to look at his father’s line and he too found the guinea-fowl in the line. And
the guinea-fowl asked him, asked him in song:
“Little boy, little boy, kirijakija,
What have you come to do?”

Thereupon said the little boy,
“I have come to look at my father’s line.” And the guinea-fowl said,
“Go and tell your father that 1 will bring a white chicken and a white sheep and a white bead if he will let me
go.”
So the boy went back and told his father in these words. Next the man sent his wife. His wife found the guineafowl, and the guinea-fowl addressed her in the same terms as he had used to the children.
Then anger overcame the man, and he went himself and found the guinea-fowl in the line. The guinea-fowl
addressed his same song as before. But the man seized the guinea-fowl firmly, and the guinea-fowl said to him,
“Though you seize me, seize me: here in the evening I shall seize mine.”
The man then brought him home and plucked him. As he did this, the guinea-fowl said to him,
“Though you pluck me, pluck me: here in the evening I shall pluck mine.”
The man cooked the bird, and the guinea-fowl said to him,
“Though you cook me, cook me: here in the evening I shall cook mine.”
But he was cooked and ready to be eaten. Then the man summoned people, and the people came for food, came
that they might eat the guinea-fowl which had been cooked. They all rejoiced with a careless joy and served up
the guinea-fowl.
Suddenly the guinea-fowl flew up with a quick flutter and these men were left with their joy.
Now if the man had been wise enough to take the white bead and the sheep and the white chicken, he could
have eaten this guinea-fowl.
This was the guinea-fowl of God.
2
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Once upon a time some girls went to pick cherries, and one of them said to one of her comrades,
“Let us pick cherries with our eyes shut.” Now the rest of her comrades picked without shutting their eyes, and
they picked red cherries, but she picked hers unripe.
And she said, “Girls, let us open our eyes,” and she saw that the cherries of her comrades were red. So she
said,
“My comrades, wait: let me go and pick some good cherries.” And her comrades said,
“Go.” However they deceived her and went their ways and defecated. Then she asked,
“Are you there?” And the dung replied,
“We. are.” But it was the dung which replied. So she tried to follow her comrades and sang:
“I went with those girls: they left me at the cherries.
They made me stay on the dung and on the rock,
The dung cried ah-loo-rookok,
Ah-loo-rookok was cried on the rock.”

After a while she came to a marsh, and the marsh caused her to trip and fall and upset her cherries. But the
marsh gave her a fish in exchange for her cherries. So the girl sang:
“Behold, this marsh upsets my cherries:
My cherries I got on the rock, where the girls left me:
I went with those girls: they left me at the cherries.
They made me stay on the dung and on the rock,
The dung cried ah-loo-rookok,
Ah-loo-rookok was cried on the rock.”

The marsh then gave her another fish, but a kite snatched the fish away. So the girl sang:
“Behold, this kite snatches my fish:
My fish 1 got from that marsh which upset my cherries:
My cherries I got on the rock, where the girls left me:
I went with those girls: they left me at the cherries.
They made me stay on the dung and on the rock.
The dung cried ah-loo-rookok,
Ah-loo-rookok was cried on the rock.”

Then the kite gave her a feather. And the girl went along and found a boy who was dancing with a spray of
grass. The boy saw that the feather was pretty and tried to grab the feather, and it was badly broken. So the girl
sang:
“Behold, this boy breaks my feather:
My feather I got from that kite that snatched my fish:
My fish I got from that marsh which upset my cherries:
My cherries I got on the rock, where the girls left me:
I went with those girls: they left me at the cherries.
They made me stay on the dung and on the rock.
The dung cried ah-loo-rookok,
Ah-loo-rookok was cried on the rock.”

So the boy thereupon gave her a withe.\fn{ A flexible willow rod.} The girl went on and came upon a place where a
man hit his cow with his penis. The girl laughed at him.
“Why do you hit your cow with your penis? Have you no stick?”
So the man seized her withe and hit his cow with it and the withe broke. Then the girl sang:
“Behold, this man breaks my withe:
My withe I got from the boy who broke my feather:
My feather I got from that kite that snatched my fish:
My fish I got from that marsh which upset my cherries:
My cherries I got on the rock, where the girls left me:
I went with those girls: they left me at the cherries.
They made me stay on the dung and on the rock,
The dung cried ah-loo-rookok,
Ah-loo-rookok was cried on the rock.”
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The man gave her milk and she went on. Next the girl found a place where the children drank cattle-dung.
There the children tried to take her milk, and upset it all. So the girl sang:
“Behold, these children upset my milk:
My milk I got from the man who broke my withe:
My withe I got from that boy who broke my feather:
My feather I got from that kite that snatched my fish:
My fish I got from that marsh which upset my cherries:
My cherries I got on the rock, where the girls left me:
I went with those girls: they left me at the cherries.
They made me stay on the dung and on the rock,
The dung cried ah-loo-rookok,
Ah-loo-rookok was cried on the rock.”

The children gave her a razor. And next the girl found a place where they shave their heads with a potsherd,
and she laughed.
“Why do you shave with a potsherd?” Thereupon the man seized her razor and the razor broke. So the girl
sang:
“Behold, this man breaks my razor:
My razor I got from those children who upset my milk:
My milk I got from that man who broke my withe:
My withe I got from that boy who broke my feather:
My feather I got from that kite that snatched my fish:
My fish I got from that marsh which upset my cherries:
My cherries I got on the rock where the girls left me:
I went with those girls: they left me at the cherries.
They made me stay on the dung and on the rock,
The dung cried ah-loo-rookok,
Ah-loo-rookok was cried on the rock.”

These people gave her a cow. Thereupon the girl went on and found a place where they eat bones with the
dogs, and she said;
“Take this cow and eat it.”
Then they killed her cow and ate it, they and their children. So the girl sang:
“Behold, these men kill my cow:
My cow I got from that man who broke my razor:
My razor I got from those children who upset my milk:
My milk I got from that man who broke my withe:
My withe I got from that boy who broke my feather:
My feather I got from that kite that snatched my fish:
My fish I got from that marsh that upset my cherries:
My cherries I got on the rock, where the girls left me:
I went with those girls: they left me at the cherries.
They made me stay on the dung and on the rock,
The dung cried ah-loo-rookok,
Ah-loo-rookok was cried on the rock."

They gave her a dog in exchange for her cow. But the dog killed a man, and they arrested her as the owner of
the dog. And the girl said,
“Take me to the pasturage that I may defecate.” And they told her,
“Go aside here.” But she said,
“My dung smells offensive: let me go aside at a distance.” So she escaped from there, fearing vengeance for
the man whom the dog had killed.
1920
190.18 Excerpt from Service In The Heart Of Africa: “We Want To Be Sisters”\fn{by Sister Mary John aka Rachel
Musoke (1914- )} Kibuye suburb of Kampala, Kampala District, Central Region, Uganda (F) 2
Late one evening, April 1923, as Mother Kevin was writing letters in her office, this elderly woman, Paulina
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Musenero, knocked sharply on the door.
“Kodi,” said Paulina.
“Karibu,” replied Mother Kevin. Mother, assuming it was a visitor, continued writing and said,
“Yingira”—“Come in.” She was however surprised to see a group of children lined up behind Paulina. They came
in, knelt close to each other, and greeted Mother Kevin. Paulina spoke for the group,
“Mama, we want to be Sisters.”
They all nodded, confirming what Paulina had said on their behalf. As it turned out later, this was the group out
of which Mother Kevin was to found the family of the Little Sisters of St. Francis of Assisi.
This group consisted of Paulina Musenero, forty years old, Sera Cornelia, thirty years old and Emereciane, a
Luo from Kenya. The latter, about eighteen years old, had been sent to Nsambya, here in Uganda, to study
midwifery. Others in the group were: Maria, Salome, Agnes, Theresa, Lucia and myself, Rachel. I later became
Sr. M. John, the writer of this book. The last five were between the ages of twelve and fourteen and were students
of St. Agnes’ Boarding School then situated at Nsambya.
At first Mother Kevin was dumbfounded. She looked at the children with real disbelief. She took some time to
answer. Finally, still greatly amazed, she asked the group questions.
“Do you really want to be Sisters?”
“Certainly we want to be Sisters,” they replied. Their determination was deep and strong. They wanted to be
Sisters like Mama Kevin and her Sisters.
Paulina, perhaps like St. Peter, kept on speaking for the group. She told Mother,
“Many times I have discussed this matter with these children and in fact the rest of the girls take them to be
your own group. Surely Mama, you do not doubt us,” she continued, “we do not understand or realize the obligetions of religious life, but we want to try it.”
At once, Mother Kevin told us what we had to know.
“Being a Sister means leaving your family and clan; no visits home, no going for feasts and no wearing fashionable clothes.”
“We shall try,” we answered emphatically.
She then informed us of the daily programme, which included waking up at five in the morning, long hours of
prayer while kneeling most of the time, silence, obedience, punctuality, no talking to outsiders, not even priests,
nor our parents.
We were not discouraged. We only insisted on being given a chance, a trial. Eventually, some would make it
while others would fall by the wayside.
Marriage customs were different in each ethnic group. In some ethnic groups a dowry meant quite a lot. In
those days, it was customary for parents, because they knew better, to choose suitors for their daughters. Girls had
no say in the matter.
All this Mother knew and respected. There was one more important thing for us to know about the life we
wanted to embrace. She told us,
“Sisters do not get married. This will be very hard for you.” She went on to stress the point,
“It will be hard for your parents too, who have to be consulted.”
Mother Kevin would not accept girls into the Convent without their parents’ knowledge. During her conversation with us she may have felt the spirit of God in our sincere request. She asked us to pray earnestly and to think
seriously about our decision. We went away happily, for at least Mother had listened to us. We did not regret the
interview.
*
What about dear Mother Kevin? She had a venture to ponder about. Very soon doubts came to her and she began questioning herself,
“What am I going to do with these young girls seeking to embrace a life they know very little about? What will
the future be like?”
Although the girls were eager, this had to be seriously considered. They did not have the qualities necessary for
religious life. They were not educated enough. Religious life and their traditional marriage customs were in
contradiction. In short, they were too “raw” for the life they were longing to live. It was an adventure!
It took her time. She had to look up many things. First the Bishop had to give his approval or refusal. Mother
Kevin searched the laws of the Church of that time, which allowed people free from impediments “to drink the
cup.”
His Lordship Bishop Biermans was consecrated Bishop in 1912, after Bishop Hanlon had resigned from his
office due to poor health. The new Bishop was very popular and was welcomed with great joy and love. He was
full of zeal and courage. He had a population of nearly two million people in his Diocese of the Upper Nile. To
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evangelize all these people, he had thirteen priests and seven Franciscan Sisters as co-workers.
Mother Kevin went to discuss the matter with him.
At first Bishop Biermans thought Mother Kevin wanted to train helpers or women catechists like those of
Bishop Streicher. But no, Mother Kevin wanted to train religious women.
The bishop had doubts about the idea of making Sisters out of “the new material.” He was aware of our traditional customs, some of them unChristian. However, he told Mother Kevin that he wanted to interview the girls.
This was good news.
We went to his house, again led by Paulina. The Bishop looked at us, amazed at our ages. With the exception
of the three older girls, five looked too young to understand what the talk was about. He talked about religious
life, emphasizing celibacy unknown to the people here, obedience, and mortification.
We assured him of our wish and determination to try. After the interview, the Bishop and Mother Kevin were
pleased and more than ever convinced of our sincerity. He blessed us.
*
After one week, Bishop Biermans said Mass in the Sisters’ chapel and gave us khaki dresses. Despite lack of
housing, Mother went ahead. So it was, that on May 1st, 1923, the Little Sisters’ Congregation was founded by
Mother Kevin O.S.F. after twenty years of her missionary work in Uganda.
The beginning was not easy. Mother Kevin was laughed at.
“She is turning first communicants into Sisters,” they said. Others criticized her for teaching us English. The
gossip was,
“She is making Europeans out of them.”
“How are they to know God in a foreign language?”
Mother Foundress was always modern and up-to-date. She was the first to see the use of higher education for
sisters and, as usual, always ahead of [her] time. She knew how education would help those who would come in
contact with her Sisters, and she was right.
In the Sisters’ compound there were four different groups, namely: the convent girls, workers for the sisters,
the boarders, the nurses (usually called Basawo) and our new group called Babeezi, or helpers.
We were very strange to the others. We were the girls whom Mother Kevin intended to carry on the same
apostolates as the Franciscan Sisters.
Mother Kevin converted three storerooms into the “helpers’” temporary accommodation. Our attire consisted
of khaki dresses sewn out of simple fashion, a rosary hanging on the left hand side on a leather belt, and a medal
of St. Francis on a big chain around the neck.
We felt strange but happy, keeping all to ourselves. We went nowhere, except to Church and the gardens. We
walked in silence usually in fours or threes and occasionally in twos, when going to the garden, but never alone.
This new way of behavior caused great curiosity among the three other groups in the Sisters’ compound and in
the villages. Some of those new formation rules were so painful and contrary to our culture that people got puzzled about us.
This was the beginning of the formation and we had to accept it from the start. Mother Kevin told us to have as
our aim the glory of God and our own sanctification by the observance of the three vows: chastity, poverty, and
obedience, not forgetting to pray for the Bishops and priests in the Diocese where we worked. She instilled in us
the desire to teach women and children.
*
st
After May 1 , 1923, there were two occasions when more girls joined the young Congregation. On July 2 nd,
1923, four girls entered. Magdalene Nabisoli, who had been teaching the children to read and write; Felistas from
Naggalama, who had for a long time been with the Sisters; Magdalene Kafuko, from Budini Parish, the first
Musoga girl in the Congregation; and Maria Babirye, from St. Agnes’ Boarding School. We now numbered
twelve, the number of the Apostles.
“I do not want any Judas,” Mother would say.
On September 17th, 1923, the feast of the Stigmata of our Father St. Francis, four more girls joined us. Maria
Therese was a Mugishu from Nyondo Parish. She had come to Nsambya for nursing. She joined the Babeezi but
did not stay long. Others were: Josephine Nankya, … Nakamya, a convent girl from Naggalama, and Philomena
Zikusooka from Masaka, Kitovu Parish. These composed the original number of sixteen members in the
Congregation. This was the first set of Sisters to be clothed and to be professed.
Unfortunately, some of the parents were furious with Mother Kevin because the group [was] comprised of
many ethnic groups. The convent girls and the nurses had noticed what they called a mixture. The Luos, the Samyas, the Basoga, and Bagishu were sharing the same meal, using the same cups, plates, and cutlery. Everything
was used in common.
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To the Baganda of that time, such a mixture of ethnic groups was a big insult. The parents felt offended.
Nevertheless, this was exactly what Mother Foundress wanted and intended to foster: Unity in diversity, which
has resulted in a rich Congregation of more than forty different ethnic groups among the African Congregations.
Mother Kevin faced the challenge bravely.
Slowly, it became easy to believe and live the fact that we are all Sisters, children of one Father.
*
During the early formation years, fresh aspirants found it very hard to wake up at five in the morning for
meditation. For more than a month, the new aspirants would feel lost and extremely strained but “love knows no
barrier.”
Morning and night prayers were in the form of repeating words after Mother.
“My God,” My God, we would repeat.
“Our Father,” Our Father,
“My God I love you” and so on.
We learnt prayers mostly by repetition. After a while we got some simple prayer books. Those were of great
help.
Sister Maria Camilla, O.S.F. taught us other prayers, including the mysteries of the rosary and the seven dolour
\fn{Dolourous Mysteries} rosary. It took us two months to memorize them.
Mother Kevin loved prayer time and taught us the value of prayer. She lived a life of prayer. Her absolute
belief in the Divine providence of her Heavenly Father was never shaky. Her devotion to Jesus, His birth, Passion
and Resurrection was remarkable.
She was dedicated to the sacred Passion, and said daily the way of the cross.
In her prayer life Mother Kevin lived the liturgy of the church and taught us to love it too.
279.161b Excerpt from Desecration Of My Kingdom\fn{by Mutesa II, Kabaka of Buganda (1924-1969)} born “at the
home of Sir Albert Cook in Makindye Borough, Kampala”, Kampala District, Central Region, Uganda (M) 30
2\fn{Chapter one of this memoir concerns itself entirley with Mutesa II’s overthrow in late May, 1966. I have chosen to begin this excerpt
with chapter two, which commences at once with an orderly, linear description of the major events involving European contact between
them and the kabaka’s predecessors, and continues from there through his own childhood and education to the beginning of his personal
reign—much the same as my editorial treatment of almost all extended auobiographical accounts that have anything to do with the
principal’s familial antecedents. Excepting the chapter apportionments themselves, the internal sub-divisions within the text (both the major
ones, indicated by an asterisk, and the minor ones, breaking down what are at first sight interrelated but complex paragraphs of denselypacked information) are my own, and are designed to clarify a narrative whose essential characteristic is a logical but swift movement of
thought units which illuminate individual concepts from several viewpoints and then rapidly proceed to other considerations with little or
no warning that new material—new “threads”, to use a 21st century expression—has been introduced into the story-line in an effort very
often to explicate an observation made at the beginning of a particular argument, the presentation of which—some pages of text previous—
may have been by this time lost to personal recognition in a maze of intervening factual data. His was the mind of a highly-trained and
extremely competent administrator, so this sort of approach to story-telling should not be a surprise in and of itself; on the other hand,
clarifying editorial intervention in perhaps necessary in order to transform what might be considered impenetrable account into lucid
comprehension}

My first twinge of foreboding had come at midnight on 9 October, 1962, as I watched Milton Obote\fn{ 1925-2005,
raise the flag of independence. My anxiety had no precise form or cause. It was more the
sensing of an unfamiliar shift of emphasis, a gap between what was fitting and what was not.
After all, it was the actions and character of my great-grandfather, Mutesa I,\fn{ 1837-1884, reigned from 1856-1884} that
shaped modern Uganda. He invited Europeans to come to his country as missionaries, and they responded eagerly to the
invitation. Certainly they would have come in any case, but the manner of their coming and their treatment on arrival had
an important effect on the relationship thus formed. They were not asked so politely to all the parts of Africa they have
visited or, in some cases, are still visiting.
The first European Mutesa ever set eyes upon was Captain Speke, who arrived at his Court in 1862. Speke was
searching, as men had searched for centuries, for the source of the Nile. In fact, he was sure that he had already found it.
In 1858, on his first East African journey with Sir Richard Burton, he had seen a large stretch of water, and had had a
great conviction that this was the true source. He happened to be right, for he was gazing over Lake Victoria from the
south, but, naturally, he needed more evidence and a closer look. So he returned and made his way up the west
coast of Lake Victoria, not with Burton, with whom he had quarrelled over his hasty claims, but with a re liable
and devoted Indian Army officer, Captain James Grant.
Speke was in no hurry. When he reached a small kingdom, Karagwe, which was dependent on the goodwill of
Mutesa, he tarried a month.
President of Uganda (1980-1985)}
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It was here and not in Buganda that the King kept wives, who were fed with milk until they were so fat they could not
stand. It is true that we admire a certain plumpness. The traditional dress, which our women still wear, is wound loosely
and gives an impression of size even on the most slender girl. A man would be ashamed if his wife appeared ill-fed. But
we do not go to such extremes.
Speke was told that he must not advance into Buganda until asked to do so. Messengers were sent off, and eventually
the required invitation arrived.
When he reached Mutesa’s Court, he was rather put out to be kept waiting. Then, when Mutesa had expressed great
delight at his arrival and arranged a reception, the whole thing was cancelled because it was raining.
The next day both Speke and Mutesa dressed themselves and their men as impressively as possible and the meeting
finally took place. Speke sat on a chair, which was unprecedented behaviour in the presence of the Kabaka, and therefore
a diplomatic triumph.
Nothing happened.
For an hour they gazed at one another, the Englishman unable to speak the language, the African content with looking. Speke’s companions feared to raise their heads lest they were accused of eyeing the women. Mutesa chatted to his
officers and asked to see the umbrella raised and lowered, and requested Speke to remove his hat. Finally, Speke was
asked if he had seen the Kabaka and replied,
“Yes. For one full hour.” Mutesa then retired.
Further interviews took place with more communication. Presents were exchanged. Mutesa sent food: cattle, goats,
fish, fowls, porcupines and rats. In return he received a gold watch, a telescope, an iron chair, beads, silk clothes,
knives, spoons and forks and guns.
It was the last that caused most excitement.
Speke was asked to demonstrate their powers by shooting four cows. He used a pistol and got three with three shots.
The fourth he wounded, but despatched when it charged him. Mutesa then gave a loaded gun to a page and told him to test
it by shooting a man in the outer court. The boy returned in a moment, grinning happily. Asked if he had done it well, he
said,
“Yes. Excellently.”
No one showed any surprise or curiosity as to the identity of the victim. Speke is sure the boy spoke the truth, as he
dared not trifle with the King.
The story has become well known, and I have heard a Muganda put forward the theory that the whole incident was
contrived as a display of good manners to please the Europeans by praising his gifts and that no one was in fact shot. Although this shows my great-grandfather in a more kindly light, I scarcely think that it is true.
For the occasion was not unique.
On occasions afterwards he would ask for a gun to be handed to him and fire it into the crowd for amusement.
*
It is fascinating to speculate on what these two men made of one another, what they thought during that first curious
hour. Speke kept a thorough journal, in which he reported incidents in considerable detail, but does not go in for descriptions of emotion. He is seldom surprised or shocked, though he does get annoyed.
He stamped off when kept waiting by Mutesa, pretending, he says, to be angry as a ruse to impress the Africans and
maintain his dignity. It worked, but it seems possible that his performance was so effective because it was based on real
feeling.
Brutality in Buganda he, as an experienced African traveller, could expect.
What surprised him, though he had heard reports tell of it, was the degree of sophistication.
*
In 1862 we were the most advanced people south of the Sahara. There was no special reason for the Baganda to be
in advance of their neighbours. To the west was the impenetrable Congo, to the north the unpenetrated Sudan. South
lay Lake Victoria and the tribes he had already met. The east was more accessible. An Arab trader had reached
Buganda in 1848, and he was followed by a handful in the ’50s; but their influence was not yet great.
The climate is pleasantly warm with occasional bursts of rain, so that the hills are covered with lush jungle and the
valleys tend to be filled with swamp. There are not as many rivers as you might expect in a country so filled with
lakes, but instead a generally moist feeling, with luxuriant foliage steaming in the sun. Everything grows in the red
earth, so that it is hardly necessary to work to avoid starvation. The flowers are as brilliantly coloured as the birds.
The staple diet was then, as now, matoke, a small green banana which is peeled and steamed until it becomes a
soggy yellow substance, more vegetable than fruit. After eating it, you feel full, but not energetic. The trees grow in
avenues, perhaps seven feet in height, and are cut down when they have produced one bunch.
They grow again in a few months.
Our history goes back about 500 years before it is lost in legend and uncertainty. In 1862 Mutesa I, the thirty-sec85

ond Kabaka, had been on the throne for five years. His father, Suna, had been a great warrior and the Kabakaship was
never more powerful. The word Kabaka means “emissary”, and some time in the past an overseer sent from Bunyoro
had set himself up as an independent ruler. For a long time we struggled for survival, surrounded by larger neighbours, existing like a garrison state; and herein lay our strength. By the beginning of the seventeenth century we were
established, and steadily grew to become the most powerful kingdom in East Africa.
Yet, in spite of virtually total isolation, an enervating climate, coupled with a fertility that possibly encouraged
sloth and the necessity to put any available energy into fighting, we now progressed.
*
All authority flowed from the Kabaka. Just as he was the personification of the Baganda, so he and his actions
were beyond judgement or question. A tradition that would be binding on all others ceased to be a tradition if he
said so. The old might mutter and shake their heads at a discreet distance, but it simply was so.
It is misleading even to say that if a Kabaka did something it became right, because that implies that people considered and decided that such an action was acceptable. It was more automatic than that.
Mutesa had no rivals. The structure of the government was in the shape of a pyramid, and his position at the apex was
secure. The common people were the base. A great number owned plots of land, and a certain area would be in the charge
of one man. Several such areas would again be lumped together under a saza chief of which there came to be about
twenty. The chiefs were civil servants.
The idea of political parties was unknown. Nor was there any question of a vote, with the majority imposing its will.
Rather a decision would emerge which satisfied all—in fact, government by consensus, a fashionable phrase at the moment, but a basic approach to us.
The art of compromise is not exclusively British.
Saza chiefs attended court frequently and were ex officio members of the Lukiiko, or Buganda Parliament, who offered
advice to the Kabaka. He appointed members to special responsibilities, and removed them in the same way that a Prime
Minister chooses and fires his Cabinet in England, but with even less compunction. Such offices varied from the Prime
Minister, known as the Katikiro, to Keeper of the Drums, without a clear boundary between ministers and servants.
Alongside this system was the older division into clans. Each clan had an animal as a symbol, which members
of that clan were not allowed to eat. This was no great hardship in the case of the monkey, leopard, lion, or even
king-fish. My symbol is the cow, but a very rare breed is specified, so that most beef is permissible. Commoners
take the clan of their father\fn{The Kabaka takes that of his mother, so that no one clan retains the Kabakaship for more than a generation at a time} and, as you may not marry within your clan\fn{ As women move to live with their husband} they are complete-ly mixed up geographically.
Clan leaders were not appointed by the Kabaka, but were, like him, hereditary. Perhaps for this reason they were
a waning force even in the mid-nineteenth century.
Anyone could appeal to the Kabaka, and there were many disputes about land. His decision was, of course, final. The government of the country may not always have been fair, but it was effective.
*
The Kabaka was the natural centre of everything. His musicians were the finest. They played principally a
wooden xylophone, large enough to be played by four men seated on the ground, and on drums of all sizes. The
tunes are complicated and harmonious, more like modern than traditional jazz.
The weaving of reeds was developed into a fine art, and waterproof baskets were made. Conical houses of
reeds with a skeleton of canes remained cool and pleasant in the sun and sometimes reached fifty feet in height.
Antelope skins were skilfully stitched to make capes, and an attractive brown cloth was made out of bark. If
Mutesa’s robes were the most splendid, no man could appear at court unclothed. Speke noticed how people drew
their clothes to them to avoid showing a bare leg.
You washed your hands before meals, and you could not speak at Court without permission. Everyone knelt to
speak to the Kabaka, and it was quite usual to lie full length before him in abasement.
This is still the case.
Against these skills and formalities must be placed the four blanks that the Baganda shared with their neighbours: no reading or writing, no form of calendar, no wheel.
There is no word for “boredom” in Buganda, but it is possible to experience something which you cannot
name.
Mutesa had a lively and inquiring mind, with little to fix it on. Europeans found his joy in new gifts childish,
but he was as eager to be amused as a bored child, and with good reason. The most intelligent man at his own
Court, he had not been brought up in a tradition of self-denial, and he literally indulged every whim.
Hence his drinking bouts and his deeds of cruelty, which so shocked Europeans.
Hence also his great pleasure in visitors from distant countries and his keen interest in their ideas. Everyone
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who tried to persuade Mutesa to adopt some new scheme was delighted with their reception, and hurried back
with the glad news that they were very welcome in Buganda and had found the King most intelligent.
*
After Speke had returned in triumph to England, his mission accomplished, the Arabs arrived. They thought
they had converted Mutesa to Mohammedanism, and he was indeed greatly interested in it, and taught the Qur’an
himself to some perhaps less enthusiastic pupils.\fn{ W says that this went on between the 1860s and 1870s:H}
The first white man to follow Speke was an American, Colonel Chaillé-Long. He was sent by General Gordon,
who had become Governor-General of Equatoria, and was later to die at Khartoum. Gordon had plans to annex
Buganda and Chaillé-Long returned full of encouraging news. Plans went ahead, mainly to get two steamers up
the Nile and on to Lake Victoria.
The next year Stanley arrived, still concerned about the source of the Nile, for though Speke had been right he
had not managed to prove his case and was at this point generally discredited. Stanley too was delighted with his
reception and after a few Bible-readings found he had converted Mutesa to Christianity.
What Mutesa had made of Speke at that first interview and in the twenty weeks that followed was clearly
favourable. Indeed, Speke had had difficulty in getting away. As a source of amusement, of interests and of gifts,
visitors were delightful. As a source of power to deal with his enemies—in particular the ever-hostile Banyoro in
the north—they were invaluable. In 1869 he exchanged gifts with the powerful Sultan of Zanzibar, and he was
ready to consider all foreign offers of friendship.
*
For the moment everyone was delighted with one another. Mutesa’s diplomacy was like a juggling act and all
the coloured balls were in the air at once. Though they did not fall to the ground with a crash, the effort of keeping
them up without collision began to show.
Gordon’s next emissary went away with a more accurate and less pleasing picture of Buganda’s aim, which
was to attack Bunyoro from both sides. This did not stop Mutesa arranging for him to be attacked by these same
people of Bunyoro on the way home. Also he carried two watches to be repaired and letters from Stanley, on
which Gordon, to his great annoyance, had to pay £1 postage.
Gordon found the journey difficult and sent 160 men to establish garrisons in the north of Buganda and on the
north shore of Lake Victoria. When he got news of them, he had to record in his journal:
Mutesa has annexed my soldiers, not been annexed himself.

He toyed for twenty-four hours with a plan to go for Lake Victoria by the east and west, but not through
Buganda, and discarded it. Instead, he offered Mutesa a treaty of independence and asked for the release of his
troops. Mutesa was delighted to agree. Gordon returned to the north, and found he had been warmly congratulated
and decorated for annexing Buganda.
“This is dreadful,” he wrote in his journal, but allowed the Egyptians to persist in ignorance of their error.
An approach from the north had ceased to be a help, become a threat, and been sent away. Mutesa could be
well satisfied. Also the letters which Stanley failed to stamp included one to the Daily Telegraph conveying the
Kabaka’s invitation to European missionaries to come to Buganda. Stanley had fought two battles against is landers on Lake Victoria with Mutesa’s support and complete if bloody success. He left delighted with himself
and Mutesa, convinced that Speke’s description of a brutal savage was absurd.
The influence of the Arabs was strong. They warned Mutesa that the white men would ask him to change his
customs, particularly concerning wives and slaves, and, if he did not do so, send an army to compel him. Mutesa
listened and was willing to believe, but welcomed missionaries all the same, as he wished for their help and
presents. Also they might be useful as hostages.
He recognised Queen Victoria as a great monarch, but he had never seen anyone as powerful as himself.
He did not expect to have to fight, but was not afraid to do so.
Alexander Mackay, a Scot, arrived in 1878 in response to the letter, and made an excellent start. There were daily
services, which were extremely popular, at the mission-home.
“The King and I are great friends,” he wrote in a letter home in November, “and the chiefs also have great confidence in me; and I hope to be able to guide them in the way of a more humane policy than has existed hitherto.”
\fn{These quotations are taken from Mackay of Uganda, by his sister (Hodder and Stoughton, 1891)}
Before Christmas Mutesa had decreed that no one was to sell a slave and that Sunday was a day of rest. Also
The question of evils of polygamy has been seriously discussed by him and his chiefs.
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The Arabs lost ground: one is reproved for trying to sell a gun on Sunday.
He attacked the witch-doctors and bundles of charms were burnt.
*
Early in 1879, Roman Catholic missionaries followed.
The Romish priests now arrive on the scene in great force and much trouble follows. The kings desires baptism!

The Christians treated one another as rivals from the start, only becoming friendly in adversity. Monsieur
Lourdel was the most vociferous and persistent of the Catholics. Soon there was a debate—almost a brawl—before Mutesa.
Lourdel spoke in a mixture of bad Arabic, Swahili, Luganda and French … The padre was really to say the least
not guilty of using too much of his native politeness.

Mutesa clearly enjoyed such scenes, and often arranged them.
Mackay had the impression that he was gaining power. In September Mutesa again asked to be baptised, and
when Mackay said he would have to cease from polygamy “he said he knew the Uganda custom in this produced
many evils and he had once made up his mind to live 2 years with no wife at all; but after 2 months he returned
to the old way”.
A small printing-press and literacy in general were also initially a great success.
A page at Court, Ham Mukasa, who became a sincere and distinguished Christian, wrote a short autobiography
in which he remembers\fn{In The Story of Ham Mukasa (Hutchinson, 1904)} that
one day they told us that Mr. Mackay was making a great feast because he was going to marry a wife who had been
brought from Europe in a box. They told us the box had been opened the day before, and that now Mr. Mackay wanted to
make a feast to please the people on account of his wife. Possibly it was a Christmas Feast he was making. But this we
did not know at the time.
We accordingly went to the feast and also to see the woman, for we heard she was white. We sat on the verandah and
waited. I was sitting thus when Mr. Ashe came and said to me:
“Mukasa, come along here.”
So I went with him to the back of the house and he gave me a seat on the verandah behind the house. Then they
brought me lots of cooked plantains and meat and put them down before me. Then they said to me:
“Let us first go to Church and pray.”
So we all went, about 800 I should think in all. It was no motive of religion that brought us all there but merely that we might eat
the feast and see the European woman.

Eventually Mutesa tired of his new interest. There was no European threat, so no need to treat the visitors with
care. He had had enough of being told to change his ways. The missionaries were not particularly useful.
As he returned to violence and witch-doctors, Mutesa led Mackay to think that it was in deference to the wish of
his mother and the chiefs, which may have been true.
In December 1879, it was said the learning of reading was forbidden. Mackay wrote
The Katikiro said they wanted white men to make guns, caps and powder. They wanted us to bring them guns innumerable
as grass …

By February, 1881:
Meantime every crime and form of uncleanness is rampant in the country … Now each executioner—we do not know how
many executioners there are, but on every road diverging from the Court there is at least one—has orders to capture and kill mercilessly all or any that pass on the highway. Unsuspecting peasants coming in from the country with plantain on their heads are
seized upon in a moment and dragged into the execution court, secured in forksticks till morning, and slaughtered at dawn. Some
days many are thus murdered and other days fewer …
It is dark about 10 p.m. All is quiet, the last drum heard being the executioner’s across the small valley, announcing
that he has secured his victims for the day and will spill their blood in the morning. Suddenly a sharp cry in the road
outside of our fence, then mingled voices; an agonising yell, again followed by the horrid laugh of several men, and all
is still as before.
“Do you hear?” says one of our lads. “They have cut that fellow’s throat—hee hee hee,” and he laughs too—the ter rible Baganda grin of pleasure in cruelty.

The Roman Catholics were as badly off as the Protestants. Neither was often allowed at the palace; both were
short of food. War with Bunyoro began once more.
In the midst of this desperate situation, Mackay records the tales brought back by three envoys Mutesa had
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sent to London. They had gone north for about five months until they reached the Red Sea, where they were put
into a ship “as big as a hill”. The length of the journey amazed them, and each of the stops—which may have been
Cairo, Malta, Algiers and Lisbon—they took for England. When they did arrive,
The Queen sent a chief for us with a carriage and two horses. The horses in London are so many that no one can
ever count them. And the houses, they are made of stone. Oh, my master, wonderful, wonderful!!! They make two long
fences of stone [sides of the street], very long, as far as you can see, and the house is inside the fence. It is all one
house, but divided, so lots of people live in it. No one can count how many people live in one house [one side of a
street, being continuous, was supposed to be one house]. Oh, London is a big place.
After two days the Queen sent for us. We saw a lot of ladies together and they were all dressed alike, so that we did
not know which one was the Queen. Oh, my master, wonderful! The Queen’s house is as large as from here to Nabulangula [a hill about two miles or more from the present palace].

They were impressed by guns and cannons and went on a visit to the country, presumably by railway.
We did not walk, but went into a wooden house which went itself, with us all in it!

When they returned the Queen sent them to the Zoo, though surely for a shorter time than that which Mackay
records without comment.
Every animal in all the world is at the Queen’s palace. First we spent three days looking at lions; then we looked at leopards for
two days; then we looked at buffaloes for three days; then we saw elephants for many days; then we saw birds for six days. Every
bird from every place is there. Then we saw the crocodiles. Wonderful! Wonderful!! Wonderful!!! The crocodiles are not wild.
They hold out a piece of meat and call the crocodile. which comes and takes it out of a man’s hand. … After that we saw elephants
and snakes and every animal.

They saw farm animals as well “and each pig has six children. These pigs are the food of the Queen.” On the
social customs of the natives they observed:
In England every man has one wife and every wife has thirty children! (Omnes: Oh many, many, many children.) They
have other women in their house, who are not their wives; they only do work. The Bazungu\fn{Europeans} who come here
have no wives, but when they get back to England, they are made great chiefs, and each one gets a wife as a reward for his
services.

One claim at least was false:
We saw Mr. Mackay’s father, who is a very rich and great man. He makes books and paper very much. Mr.
Mackay’s friends were all crying for him, and said they feared he was lost in Uganda.

Mackay adds a note:
They did not see any of my family.

They saw bells that you could hear from fifty miles. They sat on chairs made entirely of ivory. … At this point
Mutesa stopped the recitation, and ordered that it should not be repeated except to him. He had allowed such re marks as
Oh, my master, we have not got a country at all! The Estate of one chief in England is as large as all Uganda and
Bunyoro and Usoga put together.

He had hinted that perhaps his chiefs might present him with a few animals. Otherwise he did not betray what
impression the emissaries made on him.
The policy of slaughter continued. Mackay retreated to the country and made a boat. If anyone made progress
with Mutesa, it was the Muslims.
In October 1884, Mutesa, who had ruled for twenty-eight years, died.
*
Mackay may have looked for better things from his successor. He would not receive them.
How much of Mutesa’s interest in Christianity was feigned it is impossible to say; but he was frequently guided away from violence. Under his rule, Buganda was never seriously threatened, either with civil war or conquest. She became more powerful and more civilised. He allowed the missionaries to teach that it was possible to
owe a higher allegiance than to their King, and while he lived their lives were safe. He had the strength and sub 89

tlety to balance the Catholics, Protestants, Muslims and pagans, so that he controlled them all, just as he kept in
touch with the rest of the world, but managed not to be swamped by it.
If he turned inward at the end, it was but a mild taste of what was to come.
3
Mwanga,\fn{“Danieri Basammula-Ekkere Mwanga II Mukasa (1868–1903) was Kabaka of Buganda from 1884 until 1888 and from
1889 until 1897”:W} his successor and my grandfather, has had much abuse and little praise from Europeans. He is
invariably described as a weak and cowardly ruler, interested only in sensual pleasures, unable to govern himself
or his country. Even Ham Mukasa, who became a courtier, becomes repetitive in his disapproval when he looks
back in his autobiography:
So we set to work and raided and plundered all the country round and took the goats of the people there. This was
the regular custom in Uganda: when the king died, everyone plundered their neighbours’ goods. There was no fear of
punishment as there was no one to punish us.
When Mwanga was made king I was still down in Buda. My father returned from Buda, so I came with him. He
had a large number of boys that were very evil lads. They used to get drunk by smoking Indian hemp, and they per suaded me to smoke with them and then they tried to teach me other sins. Had I not left the household, I am sure I
should have learnt the habits of these lads and I should have been just like them. However, I left and went and lived
with my uncle, because I was afraid to go to the King’s household. Mwanga was King at that time and he kept a
crowd of lads of the worst sort about him, therefore I was afraid to go there, and also because I had been so long
away in the country.

I would not fly in the face of such unanimity, but suggest that no one has attempted to look at Mwanga’s difficultties sympathetically. He was eighteen when he became supreme ruler of the country that had been held together—just—by the strength and subtlety of a remarkable man. The different religious groups had created factions,
if not quite political parties. To continue to play them off against each other needed authority and courage. Neither
Lourdel nor Mackay were easy men to manipulate, and they saw a chance to dominate this powerful youth.
He knew that his selection from amongst his brothers as Kabaka had been powerfully opposed by his aunt, a
formidable woman whom I was taken to visit as a child. She used to hold a piece of bark cloth in front of her face
so that no one should see her mouth—a custom that even then was almost entirely forgotten.
He did not attend the Court while his father lived, but would stay with important chiefs out in the country. As a
result, he was not experienced in the ceremonies and formality of the Court, nor did he have many personal friends
to turn to for guidance.
It is not chance that the Kabaka sometimes appears as a curiously lonely figure, and I think Mwanga was shy
and without self-confidence as well. His relations with women were uncertain and unsatisfactory. He had no children until he was twenty-nine.
The great Mutesa had returned to the ways of his ancestors before his death and the chiefs desired a similar
course. He complied.
Is it surprising that he wished to expel all the complicating foreigners, to return to the certainties of the old life?
An instinctive dislike of the intruders combined with the increasing confidence in his power. Hearing of the approach of an Englishman, he informed his soldiers:
“The general sent by Queen, when I take him prisoner, shall chop firewood for my wife.”
At first, however, he was wary. When he had been Kabaka three months he attacked three boys whom Mackay
was teaching.
They were snatched from our very presence, accused of no crime but that they were learning from us, and first tortured, then roasted alive.

These were the first Christian martyrs of Buganda.
No retribution followed and he became more reckless. Later that year the first Anglican Bishop of Eastern Equatorial Africa was consecrated in London and arrived on the borders of Buganda. Unfortunately, he came from the
east to the north of Lake Victoria. This is now the natural route, but had not then been opened up, and there was a
traditional mistrust of an approach from that direction, based on a prophecy that it would bring disaster.
Mwanga sent word that he should be murdered with all his followers.
The deed was performed.
This success showed him that white men could be attacked with impunity, though he was a little worried about
the news leaking out. A general attack on the “readers” began, particularly on the pages at Court, whose new moral
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code did not fit in with that of Mwanga. In May 1886 he asked all Christians—Anglicans and Roman Catholics—to
come forward. Thirty youths did so. Given the choice of apostasy or death, without exception all chose death and
were duly burned alive. Such courageous constancy is an amazing tribute to the work of the missionaries and the
people on whom they worked, and England was much impressed.
Mackay constantly writes of Mwanga as Nero and cornpares the persecution with those of the early Christians.
Ham Mukasa only just survived another, or possibly the same, incident.
I made but little progress in reading, because I was idle and did not really try.
Now let me tell you of an awful thing that happened. The Christians were very active in teaching others, no one thinking
that the King could ever put men to death for reading, as he actually did afterwards and killed many people. One day as I was
going to see my friend, a Roman Catholic named Fishe, who lived in a place called Kitebe, as I left the house I heard him
grumbling that so many people had learnt to read. On the very next day I heard that the King had caught about 8o of the readers and that many of them had been put to death.
Then several of the men who had wished me to join them in their wicked practices, because I had refused, now went and
told the King that I was a reader. These men wished me to be killed just out of spite. I therefore ran away from Mengo and
hid. Afterwards, when I heard that the King was looking for me that I might he put to death, I ran away with 2 boys. … I remained in hiding a long time, although I could not read properly, for everybody thought I had great ability and could read
quite well, whereas I could not read at all.

Eventually he was pardoned. A few lines later he drops his rather sanctimonious tones and confesses the true
reason for his purity:
You must not suppose that I refused to sin on religious grounds. I was afraid of the dropsy, for I had heard that men who
commit certain sins fall ill of dropsy and I had seen many people ill with dropsy.\fn{ An archaic term for the swelling of soft tissue
due to the accumulation of excess water:W}

Partly because he did not like criticism, Mwanga had recalled the Catholics, and he seemed sometimes to lean towards the Muslims.
In 1887 Mackay prudently withdrew. He died in 1890 still in Africa, but without returning to Buganda.
Mwanga respected the integrity of Christians, in one case mistakenly. Ham Mukasa records:
When we were in Buda, on the way home, people came and told me, “They have accused you to the King, saying that you
sold a man the son of the Chief called Seditobo and that you got for him spades, goats and bark cloths.”
But the King refused to believe it. He said,
“No, no. A man who learns the European religion as Mukasa does is unable to sell a man. They accuse him falsely.”
And that was really the case. I had not sold a man at all; he had become lost himself. … As a matter of fact, it was
not my religion that kept me from stealing, but that I was afraid of the consequences if I was caught. I used to think:
“If I do this I shall be accused of the consequences of it to the King, and if it is proved against me even if they do
not kill me I shall be put in the stocks forever.”

Mwanga was still basically against the intruders, and he now made a plan to lure the leaders of all three religions onto an island on the lake and maroon them there to starve. When this scheme became known, it achieved,
at least for a moment, the feat that had seemed impossible: it united the three groups against Mwanga. He was
forced to flee to the south, where he was soon followed by the Christian missionaries, who had been de-ported in
turn by the triumphant Muslims.
Mwanga was very glad to see us. We found him sleeping on a bedstead made of papyrus, which gave way with him
every day; it gave way because it was not strongly tied. They\fn{ The Roman Catholic missionaries} made Mwanga sleep on
this bedstead that he might learn humility by remembering what he had to suffer.
As a matter of fact, all this happened to Mwanga to no purpose. He never learned to be thankful.

Two of Mwanga’s brothers were in turn proclaimed Kabaka by the Muslims, though it is of the essence of Kabakaship that it is conferred for life, so these two were usurpers. The first was burned to death; the second driven out.
Mwanga managed to return, was driven out, and returned again in 1890 supported by the Christians. He had a tendency
to fly when trouble loomed, and sometimes he was premature.
In similar circumstances I stayed perhaps too long. It is not easy to time a crisis.
*
The next year an Anglican missionary and writer named Roscoe arrived and became a lifelong friend. He disapproved of some aspects of Mwanga’s character, but found that
there was, however, much good feeling and even tenderness in his character when he could be kept from bad habits and
was free from evil influences.
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Later Roscoe recalled that
on one occasion Mwanga was disposed to give me a cow and calf; so he sent a splendid animal which was a favourite with his
herdsman. When the chief herdsman heard what had happened, he went to the King and begged him to ask for the return of the
cow and to send another in its place. The cow had already reached me and been sent to the kraal nearby when a messenger
came, saying there had been a mistake and asking that the animal might be returned. I replied that it was quite satisfactory and
that I had thanked the King for it, so that there need be no further trouble.
After a short time another messenger came, saying that two cows with their calves would be given me if this particular cow
were returned. A polite refusal was sent with assurances that I was satisfied and that the King need not trouble to ex change the
cow.
Later on came a third messenger saying that the King would give me a woman slave if the cow were returned. The answer to
this proposal was:
“The Englishman has no use for slave women and disapproves of slavery.”
Finally, two slave women were offered, but in vain; the cow remained and proved to be an excellent animal which
lived to see its great-grandchildren.

Later Roscoe had Mwanga to tea:
The flutes and drums announced to us the approach of the King, and he was carried on the shoulders of a strong man
to a mat near the door; then his bearer kneeled down, and the King stepped on the mat and, walking into the room, took
his seat at the table after shaking hands. Tea was at once brought in and one of the two precious tins of biscuits was
placed on the table; at that time we did not possess any more tea-ware than was needed for use, and that was all enamel
ware.
The King tried a biscuit and, approving, helped himself to several more. In the meantime as many of his more select
followers as could do so had crowded into the room and were sitting on the floor in every available place. The King
next asked,
“Who made these biscuits?” When told “Huntley and Palmer,” he replied, “They shall be my bakers in future,” and
with that he began to dole out the biscuits to his favourite followers, in order that they might verify his remarks as to
their good quality.
We two missionaries looked on with anxious eyes as our precious store was thus demolished, but respect for the
royal guest kept us from making any remark. When tea ended there remained less than half a tin of biscuits. Mwanga
talked freely and pleasantly for fully an hour and then rose to go, and as he did so he took the tin of biscuits, put the lid
on it and handed it to one of the pages, saying,
“Take this home for me.”
So ended the first royal visit I received from Mwanga, and with it ended one of the two tins of biscuits.

But violence had failed to clear the air. The Anglicans and Catholics now called themselves respectively the
Wainglesa and the Wa-Fransa, and were only kept from each other’s throats by fear of the Muslims in the north.
In five years of rule there had been much bloodshed and treachery, but no advance. Mwanga had started as an
unhappy, uncertain young man, liable to try desperate strokes of violence or flight when in a panic, and he had not
changed. His position was much weakened by his unsuccessful plots and his periods of exile. The vehemence of
religious rivalry was only equalled by the strength of belief. Many went to church and said prayers with as much
fervour as they attacked one another.
In Buganda in 1890 it looked as if the situation might continue to repeat itself with variations until blood and energy ran out. A new and decisive factor was, however, on the way.
*
In 1888 the Imperial British East African Trading Company had received a Royal Charter giving it full administrative powers, with the right to acquire territory and to levy taxation. Founded with insufficient capital (£240,000)
and uncertain as to what extent it was philanthropical and to what extent commercial, its main asset turned out to be
a Captain Lugard.
Agreements between the Sultan of Zanzibar, the Germans and the British had not included Buganda, which was
still uncommitted to any of the powers grabbing for Africa. Ivory, an advanced people with fertile land and perhaps a
wish for European goods and gods, an essential piece of land for the Cape-to-Cairo route—these were reasons
enough for wishing to annex the land to the north of Lake Victoria. But the real urgency came from the worry that if
the British did not get it, the Germans would.
It began as a race, though it was settled finally, not by speed, but by the Anglo-German Agreement in
July 1890. Lugard’s instructions managed to be vague as well as impossibly ambitious. His forces were
negligible. With his hundred soldiers surrounded by three separate forces, each of which probably commanded 2,000 or 3,000 guns, he was among other things to make a treaty, clarifying, and virtually creating, the position of the company, control white affairs and stop the import and sale of breech-loading arms.
He more or less succeeded. He recorded in his detailed diary that on his arrival at Mengo\fn{ These quotations are
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taken from the first three volumes of Lugard’s diaries, edited by Margery Derham and published by Collins, 1959-1963 }

he was

shown a miserably low and dirty spot to camp in, but after my demurring they said that there was a better beyond. This too
turned out to be a hollow between two hills, on the further of which was the King’s Palace.
It was all on a slope, full of rank grass, and damp, so I went on the top of the hill and found it possible to camp there,
though it was stony and rough and rather narrow. I got message after message from the King saying it was a bad place, too
much rain; he wanted to give me a better one. But I replied that I had already camped and would look at the other site tomorrow.
I afterwards got a letter from him to some effect through the Missionaries. I have since heard that it is not etiquette to
camp on the top of a hill; only the King does that. Whether this is true or not I don’t know, but I am glad if it is, for I want
to show them that I have not come here to trifle and fool, and I mean to go through with my work in spite of Mwanga.

It is true, and he had indeed begun as he meant to go on. The hill on which he camped was called Kampala and
has now given its name to the city that surrounds it. Though not high, it was a good central spot, with a view of
the palace at Mengo, the Catholics at Rubaga and the Anglicans at Namirembe.
The situation was as complicated and dangerous as usual,
Lugard started very well. On his first morning he overslept, but arrived in his own time at the palace wearing a
flannel pyjama coat with brass buttons. He had been warned not to tread on the carpet, greeted Mwanga warmly, and
read him letters from the company which were very popular because they made no mention of a flag. Mwanga was
afraid that Lugard might wish to avenge the murdered bishop, but in fact Lugard wrongly attributed that particular
murder to Mutesa. Flags had become a source of embarrassment, because the French and the Germans talked about
them so much and seemed to attach great importance to them.
For a few days he made calls on the various leaders, and within the week he introduced the treaty at Court.
There was at times much uproar. The registration of the guns, and the whole Army question, was one point of discussion, the collection of taxes another. However, I scowled and looked as fierce as I could and insisted on reading the
treaty through and that discussion should come afterwards.
So at length, in spite of many interruptions and much delayed by the translation and retranslation and explanation, I
finished reading. There were several questions asked, all most shrewd and intelligent. These people are very clever, nor
is it easy to bamboozle them.

Two days later, on Boxing Day, he returned, and there was discussion as to whether the states that paid tribute
to Buganda would continue to do so. Lugard did his best to divert them, but Mwanga ordered it to be added.
This was a poser, for it could considerably cripple my treaty to enter into an obligation. So I got them to add “and its
tributary states” after the words “I, Mwanga, Sultan of Buganda” which of course meant nothing.

For the time being at least he had bamboozled us.
Then the King told someone to sign for him. I would not have this and insisted on his making a mark. He did it with
bad grace, just dashing his pen at the paper and making a blot, but I made him go at it again and make a cross, and on the
2nd copy he made a proper cross. Then one of the chiefs who could write wrote Mwanga’s name opposite the mark, and
ilamu zake\fn{Meaning “his mark”} as well, and I was satisfied.
Several of the head chiefs also signed, but it took about 10 minutes or ¼ hour per signature as they slowly formed
each letter, and paused. At last the King left, and after one or two more signatures I left too, giving them their copy of the
treaty and taking mine.

Lugard was delighted with his treaty, and it has importance. Though it was suspended later and though Lugard
at times took control, it was the beginning of the basic British policy of indirect rule whereby the Kabaka continued to run the internal affairs of Buganda.
The company’s position had been established.
*
Petty bickering followed, but bickering that might at any moment bring destruction. Lugard cleaned up his fort
on Kampala Hill. There was welcome reinforcement at the end of January. Captain Williams arrived with seventyfive Sudanese and a hundred porters; he was higher than Lugard in Army seniority, but had agreed to serve under
him, retaining command, however, of all the Sudanese. Although this was a difficult arrangement, it worked because the two men liked and respected one another from the first.
Civil war continually threatened. The Fransa party naturally, and in the long run, correctly, felt that Lugard
supported the Inglesa. Mwanga naturally resented an outsider who interfered with his country without offering
anything in return—not even presents. Lugard genuinely tried to be impartial and to use the existing efficient system of government but he was constantly drawn into quarrels, where the inevitable compromises displeased ev93

eryone.
His solution to the problem was war against a common enemy, the Muslims.
As a diversion, and possibly a means of unifying the splinter groups, Lugard marched west from Kampala on 8
April with 180 Sudanese, 160 Zanzibari and 300 porters, and perhaps 25,000 Baganda. Also he had two Maxim
guns, whose performance was uncertain.
There was trouble about flags. The Inglesa group had asked for and obtained a flag of the company. The Fransa group then refused it. So Lugard was tied a little more closely to the Inglesa, and the company flag became the
emblem of party, not of unity.
On 5 May the Christian soldiers reached a deep river, with the enemy on the further slopes. It was customary to
halt a day before battle, so Lugard gave the signal for this, so as to deceive the enemy. He sent a party to cross up stream at night and followed at dawn.
We crossed the river at the ford,

he records,
and entered Unyoro. The water of this river is excessively hard, and it is most abominable for washing in—one feels as
if one had washed in glue.

The manoeuvre was a complete success, not a man being lost. He found the
country fairly open and very hilly, with granite hills and bare knolls—a very much better country to fight in than any
we have passed through for a long time past. We camped in a delightful spot. ...

The next day the enemy were before them on the right. The battle was simple. After a war dance, the Baganda
advanced, charged, suffered a setback and won. The next day Lugard wrote:
All are very pleased over yesterday’s victory, and naturally—I think the Waganda\fn{ He was mixing Swahili with Luganda to get this non-existent word } did very well. After all, the odds in the fight were fairly equal, a large number never
came into action, like ourselves, and then the choice of position and acting on defence was a very great advantage for
the enemy. They were concealed in the long grass and behind rocks and shot down the advanc ing party at very close
ranges, in fact, hand to hand. They rush into each other and let off their rifles at a few yards’ distance. If they did not
get within about 10 yards no one would be hit.

Lugard now continued to the west. There he restored a rightful King to his throne and constructed forts, and
rescued a curious pocket of Sudanese who had been cut off from their home by the fall of Khartoum and the tri umph of the Mahdi six years before.
Captain Williams returned to Kampala with a dozen men to reinforce the 220 worst ones that had been left
behind. There was later much criticism of this move as leaving inadequate forces in a dangerous and important
post.
*
In November Lugard was approaching Kampala when he received a bundle of letters. One from Williams was
reassuring if discontented:
Everything is going well here. The Waganda are building hard; the Protestants have begun their Church on the
Hill. … I am sorry that you have had trouble with the Sudanese. … I have had some trouble with Walker\fn{ A Protestant missionary} and have had to take him up pretty sharp, but am great friends with all the others, who see how the
country is going ahead.
I can tell you that this job is perfect hell. However I am looking forward to an outing in Unyoro, it will be ripping
to get out of this cursed prison.

In mid-December he was approaching Kampala, as he had been the year before. He had talks with the Anglican
missionaries and on the 24th wrote:
I hope that Williams has not opened my official letters. Feeling very feverish.

Williams had not, and the next day, Christmas Day, he received them.
A huge mail, some seventy odd newspapers and 500 odd separate letters. … I read them till 1 a.m. at night and today,
26th, have been reading them still till now, about 8:30 p.m.
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Amongst them was one from the directors of the company saying that Uganda was to be abandoned; all he had
achieved was to be abruptly deserted.
Lugard was appalled.
This was a thunderbolt indeed. … This collapse will be terrible in its results.

The Anglicans would leave, the Muslims dominate all, belief in British power and honesty be annihilated.
The difficulty was money. The company was losing £40,000 a year, and there seemed to be no question of
trade that might eventually offset such a sum. He marched gloomily on to Kampala.
Here he told Williams, but no one else. Williams had £4,000, and generously said he would give it all. If they
could hold on for a bit, perhaps one of them could “make a buzz” in England and gain support and funds. A week
later he heard that funds for one year had been obtained and he had a breathing-space.
To hold on might prove difficult. The Fransa, headed by Mwanga, were definitely more powerful than the Inglesa, who were therefore insisting on their precise rights.
Then a Catholic shot a Protestant and was acquitted by Mwanga. Lugard demanded to be given the man to try.
Mwanga refused. Lugard gave out guns to the Inglesa and Mwanga distributed gun-powder among the Fransa.
Another Protestant was shot. Mwanga was now flying a huge flag of his own. Clearly the conditions were ripe
for violence, and on 24 January 1892, the Fransa attacked.
Lugard had some success with his Maxim gun, though Williams’\fn{ His Maxim gun} broke at its first shot.
The Inglesa meanwhile swept over Rubaga Hill and burnt the mission and the half-finished church. Mwanga
and many of the Fransa escaped to the islands.
*
Lugard realised at this stage, as others later have not, that the only way to rule the country, which was gradually becoming his aim, was through the Kabaka.
In any case, his own forces were very weak. He invited Mwanga back, but negotiations broke down. Six days
later Williams attacked Bulingugwe, the island on which Mwanga was camping, which was within range of the
successful Maxim. When Lugard’s actions were criticised in England, this battle was referred to as a massacre.
Williams reported less than a hundred shot, with an uncertain number drowned trying to escape.
In any case, Mwanga and the Catholic bishop escaped to the south. At the end of March Mwanga accepted
further invitations to return, perhaps because Lugard sent him four of his wives with messages of goodwill.
Mwanga was exhausted, claimed that he had had to escape from the French missionaries, and was pleased to
find himself welcomed by all.
Lugard drew up a treaty which set aside Buddu, a large province, for the Fransa. It was at least fair enough to
be attacked with equal vigour by both sides. He drew another treaty between Mwanga and the company which
now guaranteed protection and claimed suzerainty.
It was made in perpetuity. Lugard had no reason to think it would last more than a year. It was the sort of act
that the British see as a proof of faith and determination in a just cause, and the rest of the world see as gross hypocrisy.
In the calm that followed these treaties, Lugard left to “make a buzz”, and Captain Macdonald arrived in Kampala, having just completed a survey for a railway line to the coast. The British Government vacillated. Lord
Rosebery, then Foreign Secretary, decided to wait before announcing a decision on Britain’s future policy in
Uganda until he received a report from the newly appointed Commissioner, Sir Gerald Portal.
*
Portal arrived in March 1893, and found the usual uneasy peace. By April he had gathered enough support to raise the Union Jack over Kampala Fort and declare Buganda a provisional British Protectorate. He
arranged that the Catholics should have more land—though his decisions were assailed by all, as Lugard’s had been
—and persuaded the missionaries to admit that they were not going to expand their activities for the moment.
A strange decision to have two katikiros—one Catholic and one Protestant—lasted until 1900, but was not very
effective. The Protestant, Sir Apolo Kagwa, was already both famous and in office, so that when he was granted precedence over the Catholic Stanislas Mugwanya at all state functions, there was no real doubt as to who was the true
leader. Furthermore two kitikiros implied two Kabakas to the Baganda. which they naturally found odd and unpleasing.
At the end of May Mwanga signed a treaty similar to his previous one with Lugard, which roughly agreed to allow Britain to control foreign policy and taxation in return for protection. Portal left after two and a half months to
present his report.
*
95

Trouble with the Muslims and the Banyoro had been threatening, and now erupted. Over the next year the danger
was great, but when the British and Baganda triumphed they had been drawn together by their successful opposition
to an outside force. Land, which was to become known as the “lost counties”, was transferred from the shattered Banyoro to the Baganda in recognition of the very real aid they had given to the British. It was intended as a buffer between the two ancient enemies.
On 18 June 1894, the formal announcement of a British Protectorate over Buganda was made, and on 27 August it
came into official existence.
*
E. J. L. Berkley was appointed the first Commissioner, and three years of peace began in which the Baganda could
recover from civil war and examine their new position.
The British still had no clear idea of what they were up to. They allotted too little money to administer the country
and tried to sort out their chaotic relations with Buganda’s neighbours.
There were tributaries of Buganda which were not within the new protectorate. The King of Toro had been restored by the British, and the King of Bunyoro conquered. In 1896 Bunyoro, Toro, Ankole and Busoga were
added to the protectorate.
Uganda was being created by the British. It is easy to see the difference between the wavy, wriggling, natural
boundaries of Buganda and the man-made straight lines of Uganda. British policy also proceeded by fits and starts
in the “lost counties”. The Banyoro were reinstated, and the Baganda Catholics who were living there naturally
objected, but the Foreign Office in effect said that they did not really know about it, and in any case it did not
sound very important to them. The Banyoro were allowed to remain as long as they acknowledged the supremacy
of the Baganda.
In 1898 the Acting Commissioner decided to install the Baganda, retaining the Banyoro only as labourers. Riots followed and the Baganda chiefs were driven out. The same year there was an inquiry, instigated by Sir Apolo
Kagwa, as to which counties had formely been subordinate to Buganda. Busoga was admitted, Toro and Ankole
denied and Bunyoro remained undecided. Some form of federation was suggested for the first time.
Slow progress was being made towards a clearer view of how the structure of government might evolve. But
in 1897 a revolt of the Sudanese proved a serious threat for over a year. Mwanga, who had been humiliated the
year before when he was fined for smuggling ivory, escaped again from Mengo. He went to Buddu to rally his
men against the administration: 500 Sudanese troops defeated him and he was forced to take refuge in German
territory.
*
He left behind an infant son, whom he never saw—my father, Daudi Chwa. In the absence of his father, Daudi
Chwa was illegally proclaimed Kabaka and three regents appointed, among them Sir Apolo Kagwa.
Mwanga escaped from the Germans and joined Kabarega of Bunyoro in the north. This was an alliance of tradi tional enemies, and it is difficult to see what could have happened if they had been successful. In the event they
were betrayed and captured about a year later by a European with some Baganda, who knew only of Kabarega and
would not knowingly have helped to snare their true Kabaka, as he still was.
The British involved the Baganda chiefs as closely as possible in their dealings with Mwanga. It is always possible to persuade people to support a policy if it keeps them in power. It is naïve to assume that they represent the
whole of their country. The bulk of the Baganda regarded Mwanga as their Kabaka until he died in exile in the
Seychelle Islands in 1903.\fn{The year my father was born:H}
*
Mwanga fought to free himself and his country of the intruders for all of his reign. He did not like or want them;
he was impressed by their power, but not interested in their ideas. He could not recover the old way of life nor adapt
himself to the new, and in his perplexed and unhappy groping in the gap between he seems to me to deserve some
sympathy.
His cruelty cannot be denied but it was accepted by his people in a way we find hard to understand. He is remembered affectionately. I have, even recently, heard his name used in mild surprise, as an Englishman might say “Good
Heavens”. Loving the lake and islands, he used to row alone in a large canoe, and perhaps found peace on the tranquil water. His failure to find a role that was acceptable to himself and his time was similar to the modem uncer-tainties in Africa, which are said to be caused by so much change in so short a time.
Such a ”crisis of identity” is unknown in Buganda, and in a way I think the strains of adaptation were piled onto
this one man. They were too great, and destroyed him.
Perhaps another reason for the calm of the Baganda is that, unlike many Africans, they have not lost their identity. The changes in the country have not been so fundamental as elsewhere in Africa.
Our way of life has been altered—improved—in external things by the advent of the British, while the basic be96

liefs and way of life have remained. Christianity was embraced by the people with a fervour and tenacity that
amazed the men who brought it, showing perhaps that it filled a lack, that the pagan gods had not provided an adequate religion.
Of course, other changes in over seventy years have been enormous. But the sense of identity is precisely what
has remained.
We are invariably accused by our detractors of being tribalists in a sense of the word which adds that that is a
wicked, retrogressive thing to be. I have never been able to pin down precisely the difference between a tribe and a
nation and see why one is thought so despicable and the other is so admired. Whichever we are, the Baganda have
a common language, tradition, history and cast of mind. We are proud of them, but not to such an extent that we
cannot be friends with—marry if we wish—other people. It is thought possible for a Scot to be a good British citizen and remain Scottish. In the same way, surely we can be good citizens of Uganda while remaining loyal Baganda.
While we stood alone, we were accepted as the most civilised and powerful of the kingdoms. Does this justify
our being totally dominated by our neighbours, unnaturally yoked to us as they were by Britain? It was through the
qualities of the Baganda that Europeans were attracted to the country, hurrying through Kenya and Tanzania to
reach the “pearl of Africa”, as Stanley called Buganda. The terms “Buganda” and “Uganda” were used equally in
the early days, as no firm distinction was drawn between us and the whole area.
Our pride is legitimate. Is it a due cause for my kingdom to be obliterated and the unity of my people destroyed,
as my enemies now wish?
4
As the nineteenth century closed, two influences of great and lasting importance were making their way
towards Kampala. One was Sir Harry Johnston, newly appointed Special Commissioner, Consul-General and
Commander-inChief; the other was the Uganda Railway.
Johnston, who had green eyes, like a lion, which impressed the Baganda, and a squeaky voice, which did not,
arrived first on 20 December 1899.
The British had allowed the situation to drift and now wished to clarify it. Johnston’s instructions from Lord
Salisbury allowed him a free hand over details. His main object was to make Uganda pay for herself by levying
taxes. Portal had said an annual grant of £20,000 would be enough; in 1899 £397,000 was needed. Johnston also
believed in acquiring as much land as possible for the Crown.
To achieve these aims, it would be necessary to settle difficulties that had already arisen, and to substitute for
the existing military administration a civil one capable of dealing with the problems that would arise.
Johnston knew a lot about Africa, but virtually nothing about Uganda. His experience had been in Nigeria and
Nyasaland.\fn{Now Malawi} On his third day in East Africa he had a meeting with the Regents and outlined his policy.
Hoping to be on his way home in three weeks, he did not delve very deeply into the nature of the people whose future
he was to decide. In the event, his total failure to understand the implications of what he said did him good rather than
harm.
He immediately filled the chiefs with apprehension and alarm. The Kabakaship had been weakened by the years
of civil war and pretenders, and in particular by the failure of Mwanga’s escapade in 1897. In any case, my father
was still a child. The clan chiefs, the Bataka, had long been a waning influence, though one of amazing tenacity. So
the men who made the treaty were the Bakungu, non-hereditary chiefs appointed by the Kabaka. These chiefs were
eager to have their comparatively new ascendancy confirmed and, if possible, buttressed.
Yet their bargaining position was not strong. For the first time the British were demonstrably in control of the
situation and seemed likely to remain so. They had conquered all opposition, though not, of course, the Baganda,
who had invited them into the country and shared their victories and reverses. It cannot be too strongly emphasised
that this was a treaty between victorious allies, not conqueror and conquered. The British supported one faction
against another.
They never fought the Baganda as a people.
*
Nevertheless, after a battle is won, the weaker of two winning partners has cause to be wary, as I have learnt
painfully in my own lifetime. Johnston’s aims were unknown. His opening remarks may not have been meant to
undermine our most basic ideas, but, in outlining his plans for a land settlement, this is what he did.
The concept of freehold was unknown in Buganda. The Kabaka controlled the whole country and appointed
chiefs to control the inhabitants of an area; they had power over the people, but not the place. Office and tenure of
land were inseparably united, so that Johnston’s proposals of ownership were seen as a means to overthrow the
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whole system of the Kabaka and his chiefs, probably masking a dark plot to acquire the country for Britain. The
chiefs were deeply alarmed.
This alarm, which Johnston had unwittingly stirred up through his ignorance of the large importance of land in
the structure of society in Buganda, took a little time to be soothed away. It would have been an excellent tactic if
it had been deliberate.
In their relief, the chiefs became unusually malleable. A missionary records that he said to Johnston that
he (Johnston) had made a new boot in England and had it brought out and was forcing it on these people. I begged
therefore to be allowed to point out where the boot pinched. The Commissioner allowed me to do so.

The boot may not have fitted perfectly, but Johnston got it on, and it had enough give to become comfortable
after a little walking.
Johnston had no special interest, as Lugard had, in preserving local techniques of government; but in Buganda it
would be efficient, cheaper than importing Britons, and it would make friends and not enemies of the most important
people in the country. Greatly eased by missionaries, who understood both sides, negotiations went on for some
months, and ended in a long, rambling document which was amateur and vague, and the basis of the relationship between Buganda and Britain for sixty years.
Its influence would be hard to exaggerate; it became a charter of rights, almost a constitution, reference to which
could justify or condemn an action. Its imprecision allowed flexibility; its generalisations were open to interpretation. The text gradually became dogma.
This great and lasting success was enjoyed because the Agreement was not unfair to either nation, and because
it gave the most powerful group in the country a vested interest in retaining the status quo. Internationally the Baganda felt they had won the special relationship with Britain they deserved; if the British did not entirely recognise
this, it was a long time before the discrepancy began to show.
Internally it was a triumph for the new men, the Bakungu. The Agreement dealt with three main subjects: taxes,
which they were to collect; administration, which they were to retain, as well as receiving handsome salaries for
their pains; land, which was divided into estates for the Kabaka, many chiefs, and the Crown.
In practice, the important chiefs got rather more than their share, the unimportant chiefs rather less, and the
Crown a very great deal of swamp.
The Bakungu were not disloyal to the infant Kabaka. Large estates were allotted to him, and Johnston was at a
loss to understand the genuine pleasure he caused when he agreed that the Kabaka should be termed “His Highness”—a title taken by the Baganda as recognition of their institutions, which they had thought threatened, and their
superior status in East Africa, where the only other Highness is\fn{Now “was”:H} the Sultan of Zanzibar.
Nevertheless, the settlement made the Bakungu into a land-owning and therefore hereditary oligarchy, no longer
totally dependent for their position on the Kabaka. He still had the most land, but previously he had had all of it.
Taxes were not to be paid through him; formerly the ultimate authority, he was now bound to ask advice and permission. There was a phrase I know well which said he
shall in this matter explicitly follow the advice of the representative of the British Government.

If the Protectorate Government encroached on one side, the Lukiiko hemmed him in on the other. Under Mutesa
the Lukiiko had been a levee at which some were asked for advice, and others sometimes dared to offer it of their
own accord. Gradually over the years, and now with a bound, it changed from an occasion to an institution.\fn{This
phrase is taken from The Making and Implementation of the Uganda Agreement of 1900, by D. A. Low}
The number of members was fixed at eighty-nine and, though the Kabaka still has to approve their decisions, he no
longer attends sessions. This shift in emphasis was inevitable during my father’s long minority and was aided by the
forceful character of Sir Apolo Kagwa as Regent and katikiro. However, it only emerges if there is a quarrel between
the Kabaka and the Lukiiko. These have been rare. Moreover, the Kabaka continued to appoint a majority of the members.
The other losers by the Agreement were the Bataka, or clan chiefs. Their position was totally ignored by Johnston,
and thus to an extent destroyed. As status had been granted to the Regents to facilitate negotiations, so the more important of the Bataka received enough land to make them conservatives. Many were not mollified, and their genuine grievances were to cause sporadic outbreaks of discontent for many years.
The Agreement became a model, which was copied with variations in the agreement with our neighbours made in
the following years. The integrity and superiority of Buganda was fully recognised, but, unfortunately, not fully laid
down. The words “Buganda” for my kingdom and “Uganda” for the whole Protectorate were used from then on, and
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there was no attempt to submerge us in our surroundings. Referred to as one of equal provinces, no one doubted that
we were primus inter pares. Our position was clear in the spirit of the Agreement, even if the lettering turned out to be
a little indistinct.
*
Our satisfaction can be judged from the inscription my father had placed over the grave of Sir Harry Johnston
twenty-seven years later, when his decisions had been tested by time. It read:
His faithfulness and integrity
when dealing with the Baganda
shows that Great Britain
wants all under her protection
to be free.

The British aims were achieved. A long period of harmony began, and in 1916 Uganda was a going concern financially.
*
This was largely due to the other influence, the railway, which advanced in stages, and finally reached Kisumu
on Lake Victoria in 1901. The journey to the coast now took two days instead of two months. Labouchére had
scoffed in 1896:
What it will cost no words can express;
What is its object no brain can suppose;
Where it will start from no one can guess;
Where it is going to nobody knows.
*
What is the use of it none can conjecture;
What it will carry there’s none can define;
And in spite of George Curzon’s superior lecture;
It clearly is naught but a lunatic line.

In fact, trade now began in earnest and wealth followed. Cowrie shells were found to be no longer a practical
currency. That same year the Commissioner was already recording that he had over 85 million cowrie shells and
did not know where he was going to put next year’s taxes.
In 1908 Winston Churchill published My African Journey, in which he had found that in Uganda
cotton grows everywhere. Rubber, fibre, hemp, cinnamon, cocoa, coffee, tea, vanilla, oranges, lemons, pineapples are
natural or thrive on introduction. As for our English garden products, brought in contact with the surface of Uganda
they simply give one wild bound of efflorescence and fruition and break their hearts for joy.

The Baganda, as freeholders, were now in a position to sell, but Kenya had a cooler climate and was more ac cessible. Also Sir Hesketh Bell, who became Commissioner in 1905 and Governor in 1907 opposed Europeans
buying land. Few did so. I personally had the great good fortune to shake his hand the year I went to Cambridge.
In 1909 he bought a car, and better roads began to be needed. With the greatest secrecy, my father’s private
secretary also arranged for a car. It arrived, and the Ministers were given rides.
The general opinion was that, while it was an experience they would not have missed, it was also one they
would not care to repeat. The next day the unfortunate secretary was exiled for having introduced such a dangerous monster into the kingdom.
In 1902 Sir Apolo Kagwa, the katikiro, went to London for the Coronation of Edward VII, accompanied by the
Rev. Ernest Milton and Ham Mukasa, who wrote a book about it.\fn{ Uganda’s Katikiro in England (Hutchinson, 1904)} I
think the book is interesting because, in explaining England, he reveals a good deal about himself and, indirectly,
Uganda. His enthusiasm is impressive and covered almost everything he came across for several months, start ing
with the boat:
We saw our ship and how wonderfully large it was; but the Europeans did not call it large, but small. Let me tell you
about it. Its height is twice as great as Silas Mugwanya’s house—that is from the sea-level to the deck; the whole height
is about two and a half times the height of Mugwanya’s house because the ship has seven stories.
Well what can I compare it to? What do you think of it? With what do you compare a seven-storied ship? It is as
wide as Ham Mukasa’s brick house, including the verandas; the masts are as big as the Katikiro’s drum, Basengeja; the
length is one and a half times as great as Namirembe Cathedral; the great tube out of which the smoke comes as large
or larger than the largest drum in Namirembe Cathedral….
There are lights all over it, and rooms for the rich and for the poor; those of the rich are very fine. [On board was a
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man] as fat as Nakatanza and Kaima\fn{The two fattest men in Uganda, says a note; remember in the beginning (some 17 pages
or so ago) how the author says that fat on women indicates prosperity in a household and is to be positively regarded, so this is not a
perjorative comment:H} rolled into one. It is difficult to tell you the size of some of the English; when they see a man as fat as

Nakatanza they say:
“In a few years that man will be fat.”
The katikiro was ill, but he was a very obedient patient and did whatever I told him without arguing, and was not troublesome as some other people are.

When they reached London they stayed at the Westminster Palace Hotel and his admiration of the English grew to
fanaticism:
When we entered that house it was as if we were going into the house of the King himself; it was magnificent and beautiful beyond praise and we looked about from side to side, admiring it. Though one is praised for restraining oneself and not looking
about, it is impossible not to do so in England.

In London
we were very much surprised at the number of English people.

They stayed some weeks, and visited the Houses of Parliament,
the house where they talk over matters, and we saw a great many chiefs debating,

the British Museum,
20 times the size of Namirembe Cathedral; you can understand the size of it if I tell you that when you walk about in it it is just as
if you were not in a house at all and you think you are outside,

and the Army and Navy Stores,
my eyes itched with wonder at the beautiful things.

A ride under the Thames on the Tube was a success, and so was a visit to the Zoo, though Mukasa warned:
Do not think they can just walk in—not so at all. They first have to pay something.

At the Tower he could not approve of the instruments of torture, but decided that
in all lands the ancient people were very evil indeed in their customs to torture people thus cruelly.

Faith in his accuracy is momentarily shaken when he describes a great crowd watching the Prince of Wales\fn{ Later
King-Emperor George V} review some of the Indian troops, and estimates:
perhaps in all there were one hundred million, including those in the roads and on the staging and on the roofs of the
houses—I am not sure of the actual number. They were like ants on a journey.

On the whole he is a painstaking reporter, and when they set off round England he records all the details of the
factories they are shown, eventually admitting:
All the machinery of the English in all the factories is alike and when it is all in motion you cannot distinguish the dif ferent kinds of work that are being done, though the workmen and owners know the difference.

He expressed my own views on universities:
Though there are many tutors in Europe, yet there are none to equal Cambridge; perhaps Oxford comes next to it

—a discerning mind obviously. Of Glasgow Prison he thought:
the building itself is very fine and the cells are nice, but very narrow; the bedsteads are narrow and not so nice …

They drank tea and discussed Uganda with Lord Salisbury and later with Lord Rosebery. Finally, an audience
with the King\fn{Edward VII} was arranged.
100

Windsor is the finest town in England because there is no noise there and it is on a hill. It is raised up like a pulpit and
there is a very good view from it in all directions.

Arriving in the Royal presence took some time:
We walked through many passages and rooms, each with a passage leading to it, and doorkeepers, who stopped us at
every door, asking us to wait. … Each room we entered we thought would be the one in which the King would see us,
though it was not so; we found they took us on somewhere else.

Finally, Lord Lansdowne showed them in and
when we passed through the door we saw the Father of the Nation sitting on his throne.

The Katikiro sat down and they discussed Uganda and then the King showed them presents he had received, saying, “This is very fine” and “This is very fine.” Lord Lansdowne intervened after a time, saying:
“Sire, bid farewell to your visitors. You will get tired and tomorrow is the Coronation.” And the King listened to him
because in the Court there are some people who can speak to the King. The King then stood up very straight—when he
stands up you would think he had not a joint in his body, because he straightens himself so nicely—and we said good bye to one another with our heads.

They saw the Coronation in
the church called Abbey,

and
one’s hair stood on end with the exceeding great glory.

This was the climax of the visit, and on the day he arrived back in Uganda he sat up from 6:30 in the evening
until 1 a.m. relating his adventures, and then continued next day.
*
A future Prime Minister made the journey in the opposite direction a few years later. The young Winston
Churchill arrived in Entebbe in 1907 and made the journey to Kampala, twenty-four miles of smooth sandstone,
by the usual method—a rickshaw.\fn{These quotations are from My African Journey, by Winston Churchill}
Mounted in this light bicycle-wheeled carriage, drawn by one man between the shafts and pushed by three more
from behind, we were able to make rather more than six miles an hour in very comfortable style.
The rickshaw boys, who were neatly dressed in white tunics and red caps, were relieved every eight miles. They have
their own way of doing business. From the moment when the travellers are seated in the rickshaw and their labour begins,
they embark upon an ever-variable but absolutely interminable antiphony, which, if it exhausts their breath, serves undoubtedly to keep their spirits up. “Burrulum!” cry the pushers. “Huma!” says the puller. “Burrulum!” say the pushers
again, and so on over and over again for a very long time.
All these chaunts have their meanings, and if the traveller is found to be heavy or known to be ignorant of the language, he would not always be complimented by a correct translation. The phrase I have quoted means “iron upon
wood”; and its significance is that the iron of European strength and skill, however superior, yet cannot get along without the wood of native labour and endurance.
With such unexceptional sentiments no one would quarrel. Yet even these lose their flavour by repetition, and after
half an hour of Burrulum and Huma I was constrained to ask the singers whether they could not possibly convey us in
silence. They tried their best, but I could see they were unhappy, and after a while, out of compassion and to improve
the pace, I withdrew the ban and the chorus was joyfully resumed in a new and more elaborate form.

On arrival he found that
Kampala, the home of some sixty thousand persons, is permanently invisible. The whole town is buried under the
leaves of innumerable banana plantations, which afford shade and food to its people and amid which their huts are
thickly scattered and absolutely concealed.

Here he met my father,\fn{The future “Captain Sir Daudi Chwa II, KCMG, KBE,” 1896-1939 Kabaka (from 1897)}
a graceful, distinguished-looking little boy, eleven years old. He was simply dressed in a flowing black robe, edged
with gold, and a little white gold-rimmed cap.
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They ate sweet jellies together, but
on this occasion he seemed too shy to say much more than “Yes” or “No” in a low, sweet drawl and this formal interview soon came to an end.

In the evening Churchill returned to the palace to watch the ceremony of a chief being sworn to allegiance:
One of the most portly and dignified of the councillors thereupon advanced into the centre of the room, threw himself
face downwards on the ground, and poured out a torrent of asseverations of loyalty. After a few minutes he rose and began
brandishing his spears, chaunting his oath all the while, until he had created an extraordinary appearance of passion. Finally, he rushed from the building to go and slay the King’s enemies outside. It was not until he returned a moment
later, calm, sedate and respectable, that I realised from the merry smile on his face and from the mirth of the company,
that he was “only pretending” and that the ceremony was merely a representation given to interest us.

A tea party the next day was a success:
It\fn{The palace} is a comfortable European building, quite small and modest, but nicely furnished and adorned with
familiar English prints and portraits of Queen Victoria and King Edward. Gradually he\fn{ The Kabaka} got the better of
his shyness, and told me that he liked football\fn{ Soccer:H} more than anything else; and that his mathematical studies
had advanced as far as “G.C.M.”, initials which never fail to stir disagreeable schoolday memories in my mind. He can
write a very good letter in English, rides well on a nice pony, and will probably become a well-educated and accomplished man.

Churchill suggested damming the source of the Nile, an idea which was finally realised about fifty years later,
and left Uganda entranced with its present and possible future. It is only fair to add that he enthused over the pleasures in order to contrast them with the horrors of disease.
*
An unprecedentedly violent epidemic of sleeping sickness had appeared at the commencement of the century. A
quarter of a million died before Bell realised that he must evacuate the islands and coast to clear them of the fly
which spread the disease.
In 1907 he set to work, and the whole incident furnished an excellent example of several aspects of any form of
colonialisation. An ancient evil was beaten back by new methods, after co-operation between the Governor and the
chiefs had broken down the conservative resistance of the people; a good man on the spot finished the job while a
committee in London considered the problem; and the British did very nicely out of it, as they swapped inferior
Crown land for the fly-infested areas, which, when cleared, were extremely fertile. Sleeping sickness was not en tirely stamped out until after the First World War.
Meanwhile, Indian traders flooded in, led by Allidina Visram,\fn{ 1851-1916, born in Kera, India } who gave my father an ivory stick with a silver knob, which I left in the palace.
The Uganda Herald was founded in 1912. Very much a white man’s paper, it worried about all those dangerous bicyclists, the Caledonian Dinner and the price of cotton. It also carried facetious verse, and I quote from a
lengthy celebration of the forming of a club:
When visitors wanted a bed for the night,
Or at lunch-time on Mail Days required a bite,
They found themselves placed in a terrible plight
Through there being no Club in Kampala.

They wished my father a happy birthday and mentioned his powerful drive when he entered, and indeed won, the
golf competition. Otherwise they had no news of Africans. The population increased and the constant companion
of civilisation, venereal disease, appeared.
The changes were illustrated when the First World War appeared as scarcely as important as the resulting
fluctuation in cotton prices. News of hostilities arrived when my father was celebrating his coming of age.
There was no feeling among Africans that they had become involved in a quarrel that was not their own.
On the contrary volunteers were plentiful, and the only threat—from German East Africa in the southwest—
was fought off mainly by the Baganda. My father went to the front to encourage his men and confirm them in
their decision to fight.
Opposite him, aiding the German attack, was Gabriel, a Muganda who had fought Mwanga and whose story
has become a ballad, usually sung to the harp. He had been a chief in Buganda, and when a Muslim stole a rifle
and refused to divulge its whereabouts, he beat him to death.
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Sir Apolo Kagwa, who was Kitikiro,\fn{Chief Minister} heard of the incident and sent a messenger summoning
Gabriel to Kampala to defend his action. The messenger carried a walking-stick belonging to the county chief,
which was the accepted way of showing a message was genuine.
Gabriel broke the stick in two and sent it back. There followed a chase, with Gabriel pursued all over the country by an armed force, “shooting doves even” for food, in the words of the song. Eventually he fled to German
East Africa.
After the war he showed up at the Court of Mengo, and told how he had twice glimpsed my father during the
war, when he, Gabriel, had been leading German raiding parties. Loyal to his king, if unable to live in his country, he had not pointed out my father to the Germans. His story was supported by a wealth of circumstantial evi dence: where my father had sat, who had been with him, what he had been eating (chicken).
He was rewarded with three square miles of land, and paid off old scores by insisting to the Lukiiko that Sir
Apolo had sent my father to the wars hoping that he would be killed and the Regents resume their rule. This was
treated as the nonsense it was.
*
After the war a Legislative Council was set up, controlled by the Governor. There was some fuss as to how Indians, of whom there were now 20,000, should be included. No African was a member or wanted to be. The Baganda have always been wary of Legco (as it was called) on two counts. It was deemed unwise to be represented
in a body in which you had little influence, as you might then be a party to decisions you disliked, and thus bound
by them. Also, there was a suspicion that efforts might be made to increase the influence of the Legco at the expense of the Lukiiko, which would then dwindle to a centre of politics, but not of power. Neither of these fears
was entirely idle.
The strength of the Lukiiko can be seen from the fact that several suggestions of my father’s were rejected, and
attempts by Sir William Gowers, Governor from 1925 to 1932, to displace the Baganda from their prominence
were similarly frustrated.
No single man could impose his will: not the Kabaka, nor the Governor, nor the Katikiro, though Sir Apolo
Kagwa, who had held this office since the beginning of the century, had enormous personal authority.
He lived about ten minutes away from the Bulangi,\fn{ The building in which the Lukiiko met to debate } and on his way
in the morning he would be followed by crowds chanting requests. If he was late he would run, considering, granting and refusing petitions as he went.
Once, during a serious discussion of matters of state between the Governor, the Kabaka and the Katikiro tempers became a little frayed and voices were raised. Eventually Sir Apolo, a large powerful man, though no longer
young, sprang to his feet and roared that he would fight Gowers there and then. Gowers was fifty himself, and did
not appear to relish the contest.
As Sir Apolo was stripping off his jacket, his son Mwebe, who was present as interpreter, provided a timely dis traction by fainting from emotion. While he was being carried from the room, my father calmed down his Prime
Minister.
Quarrels were not usually so dramatic, but there were plenty of them. Sir Apolo was too accustomed to power to
welcome my father’s coming of age, and would have liked to ignore him as much as possible. An old and sick man,
he was more or less forced to retire in 1926 by the Governor, who was aided by my father with the maximum discretion. It was a sad end to the career of the outstanding minister in the history of Uganda.
He was succeeded by Kisosonkole, a quiet man with a quiet voice. The Lukiiko, who were used to being
boomed at, complained that they could not hear what he said. For a year poor Kisosonkole shouted, but the strain
was great, and he finally resigned. His place was taken by a protégé of Sir Apolo, Martin Luther Nsibirwa, who
carried on in the old style for about ten years.
*
The Depression affected cotton prices and therefore our economy, but was weathered, largely owing to the excessive but fortunate caution of earlier financial policy. Through the 20s and 30s politics were less important than
economic development. Closer links with Kenya were suggested from time to time, and met with resolute opposition from black and white Ugandans alike.
The Bataka movement caused occasional riots, but the framework of the nation rested on the Lukiiko and remained unshaken. The assimilation of Western ideas without betraying older ones absorbed our energy. We had
been called the “pearl of Africa”; we did not wish to lose our worth as we became cultured.
5
When I was born in 1924, I already had over a dozen half-brothers, and I was never to have a full brother. It is
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not decided which of his sons shall succeed a Kabaka until he dies, and then the Lukiiko makes the choice. This
need not be the eldest; as I have said, I myself was not. Nor need he be legitimate, though in fact I was. Many of
my brothers had different mothers, and this was entirely acceptable to the Baganda.
During his life a Kabaka may hint as subtly or blatantly as he wishes as to whom he personally favours, and
such hints may well carry weight, but he cannot will the Kabakaship as you will a possession. I think my father did
drop such hints, and it is true that I had an English tutor, as he had done, but this was by no means conclusive—my
eldest brother, for example, was educated in England.
I do not remember the house in which I was born. It belonged to Sir Albert Cook, who was a missionary, doctor and great friend of my father, and to me a venerable, gray-moustached presence. The relationship between par ent and child in Uganda is cordial, but formal. The English seem to spend a great deal of their time amusing their
offspring; we are not like that.
My father was very fond of his children. He could probably have told how many of us there were at any
given moment and he might have been able to ascribe names accurately, though I think ages would have been
beyond him. But I do not remember ever playing a game with him. Like everyone else, we would kneel to
him and not sit on a chair in his presence unless expressly given permission.
*
I went to boarding-school when I was five and spent the holidays staying with various chiefs, with perhaps only a few days at the palace in between. My father was a very large man and a King, and we were in
great awe.
King’s College, Budo, is confident that it is the best school in Uganda and has been so since it was founded
in 1906. It was built on the hill where traditionally the coronation ceremonies take place. Originally for the sons
of chiefs and therefore the future leaders of the country, even if they were already married, it had, when I ar rived 350 boys and twelve girls, all single. Twelve miles west of Kampala, it is peaceful and attractive with a
large and beautiful view over wet, green jungle to Lake Victoria.
At first I stayed with an Irish family, Robinson by name, so that I heard English and was familiar with European ways at an early age, even if I made little of them at first. Though I did not sleep in it, I was attached to
one of the dormitories, which were the equivalent of houses at an English public school. Each was called after a
Commonwealth country: later, in the secondary school, mine was Canada and had a fine wooden maple leaf in side the door. The others for boys were Australia, England, South Africa, and two called Mutesa I and Mute-sa
II, after my great-grandfather. I am glad South Africa has been allowed to retain its name, which is, after all,
only a linguistic link with the past and not liable to exert a malign influence over its inhabitants.
My life was like that of other boys. I was taught English, Scripture, English rather than African history and,
least successfully, mathematics. In the last algebra paper before School Certificate I received a very low mark, as
my mind failed to grasp the significance of the unknown. The results of the ensuing examination I have, perhaps
fortunately, forgotten.
An essay I wrote in English at the age of nine survives. The title was “Christ and World Friendship” and I
wrote:
Our Lord’s commandment, “that ye love one another as I have loved you”, is rather a big order, but if we want world
friendship we must live up to this command.
If we love our Lord we must carry out His other commandments. One of them is: “Thou shalt love thy neighbour as
thyself.” Now, a neighbour does not only mean the next-door person, but the nearest nation. If we love the people near est to us and they love the people nearest to them, then love will spread.
In the Book of John, Jesus says, “Ye are my friends if ye do whatsoever I command you.” Jesus has friends among
white, black and other coloured people. All His friends should love each other, so world friendship really means loving
Jesus and His friends. We must try to make all our friends feel like that. Missionaries do a great deal to make world
friendship.

The staff included Africans and Europeans in about equal numbers, who, though they were not missionaries, as
you might think from my ingratiating last line, created a faintly mission-like atmosphere. Theirs was a Christianity that was gentle and even-tempered as well as muscular.\fn{ A reference to Muscular Christianity per se, “a Christian commitment to piety and physical health, basing itself on the New Testament, which sanctions the concepts of character (Philippians 3:14) and
well-being (1Corinthians 6:19–20)”:W}

Any energy that remained could be worked off on the playing fields. We were taught swimming, hockey, ten nis, cricket and football, and at the last three I represented first Budo and later my University, Makerere. Local
conditions influenced the games a little. Tennis courts are made of crushed ant-hills, which grow to five or six feet
in height and play like English hard courts.
I bought my first pair of football boots at Cambridge—we had not been in the habit of wearing them. As Cap 104

tain of Football, I had the not entirely unpleasant duty of penalising any of my brothers who was late or ab-sent.
We played in the evening to avoid the heat. Though Uganda is on the Equator and so has no comparable seasons,
we followed English tradition and concentrated on football in the winter and cricket in the summer.
Cross-country runs aroused less enthusiasm, and several of us devised an effective system of short-cuts.
A fine swimming pool led to even worse law-breaking, for we used to retire to the bushes with forbidden cigarettes. We would then rub ourselves with orange leaves or peel to disguise the smell. We thought this rather astute.
I wonder now if the masters were sufficiently innocent not to make the correct deductions when groups of boys
returned overwhelmingly oranged.
Drinking was also forbidden.
Damale Kisosonkole, who was to become my wife, and her sister Sarah were at Budo with me, but my youthful affections were engaged elsewhere. Once, knowing where the girls were going for their Sunday afternoon
walk, I thought I would dazzle them with my bicycling prowess: I had one of only about half a dozen bicycles in
the school.
Overtaking them at great speed, I skidded on a corner and fell off. The girls let out a chorus of screams, which
I hope were from terror and sympathy, but fear may have been derision. I leapt up immediately and swept round
the corner to examine first what damage had been done to the bicycle and then what I had suffered myself.
When I was thirteen a young Englishman, Freddie Crittenden, came to Budo as my tutor, and an attractive redbrick bungalow was built for us. He taught me, among other things, to enjoy P. G. Wodehouse and Thackeray. I
ate European dinners and African lunches equally happily.
There were complaints about the food, as at all schools: too many beans and not enough meat, we thought.
Without the knowledge of my tutor, I learnt to drive in his car. Cautious experiments were supplemented by
lessons from chauffeurs in the holidays, again without giving the owners of the cars any unnecessary worry by telling them. I managed to get my licence in 1941, just before I left school. I took my test in a brand new two-tone
Chevrolet, and the European policeman whom I had to satisfy was so interested in the car that he only made me
drive along the Royal Mile which leads from the palace to the Bulange, where the Lukiiko deliberate. It is notable
for being wide, with only a gentle incline, and completely straight, so the test was not exacting.
Before I went to Cambridge my ability to drive on the wrong side of the road was accepted, and I was given an
international licence in 1948. Later I had a Rolls Royce made for me. They would ring up from Conduit Street and
ask me to go and approve the shaping of the mudguards or the structure of the lights, and as I had by then shot
some elephants I had the ivory sent over and used for the knobs on the dashboard.
*
The holidays, though I greatly preferred them, were in fact very like the term. I stayed with various chiefs,
most often with Stanislas Mugwanya at Bukerere, and on their estates there might be twenty children, enough to
play football. There were no lessons, but we rose just as early, 6 a.m., and would pay our respects to the lady of
the house after morning prayers. These were held in chapel with a priest, and, though a Protestant from birth, I became completely familiar with Roman Catholic procedures. The chapel at Mengo fell down ten years ago, and
though I have long intended to rebuild it, each design the architects offered me looked more like a petrol station.
After breakfast we visited our host, and then we were free until lunch. Meals might be held in a long hall in the
presence of our elders, or with less restraint by ourselves. The boys were separated from the girls, so that at times
I scarcely knew my sisters, though they were sleeping under the same roof.
This was not so at Mengo, where we shared rooms near to those of our mother. When my father was away, the
palace would be very quiet, with singing or whistling forbidden, no parties and few visitors. On his return everything would spring to life once more, partly because there were more people and partly because those there would
become busy. The large wooden xylophones which are unique to Uganda burst into light, rhythmical tunes, the
anterooms filled up with petitioners, hoping to persuade my father of their rights, private secretaries hurried back
and forth.
Mweso, a game which resembles ludo and draughts, but is more complicated than either, was every where.
Physical dexterity is as necessary as mental, for you must scoop up as many as thirty mpiki—small black berries
like coffee beans—in one hand and distribute them at speed about the board. I was happiest here and, though my
memories of Budo are pleasant, I would sometimes weep a little on the first day.
*
On 22 November 1939 the Katikiro, or Prime Minister of Buganda, announced:
The fire of Buganda is extinguished.
Our beloved Kabaka, His Highness Sir Daudi Chwa, released his hold on the shield at seven o’clock this morning.
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The reference to fire is literal. A flame is kept just outside the gates of the palace, and is only put out when a
Kabaka dies, and is relit when a new Kabaka succeeds. Later, when I was in exile, it continued to burn, and for
years I used always to glance at it as I left the palace; whether it is alight today I do not know.
My father’s three chief officers made their choice among the princes, which was approved unanimously by the
Lukiiko and, under the 1900 Agreement, by the Governor, Sir Philip Mitchell. I had become fifteen three days before and was at Budo. The three officers, whom I already knew well, collected me, and led me to see the body of
my father and to cover his face with bark cloth. This is a hallowed tradition, and is meant to instil a sense of
solemnity and responsibility.
As I was still a minor, these three were sworn in as Regents and made the arrangements for the ceremony
which accompanied accession. For this I stood on the Coronation stool, which is centuries old, and was covered first by a bark cloth by the Mugema, so called because a man of that name saved and clothed the first
Kabaka. He is the head of the monkey clan, and also known as the “grandfather of the Kabakas”.
Then the Kasujn, who represented the land of Baganda, all of which is vested in the Kabaka, put on another
to bind me to the original people; then a calf-skin, the dress of the first Baganda to come into the country; then a
leopard-skin, the mark of a king.
Then the Katikiro handed me the shield with the words:
Here are your shield and spears.
You shall fight for your country and conquer nations.
The sword, Naiwangula. … Take this sword and with it distribute justice fairly and equally. And who rebel against
you, you shall kill with this sword.

I could not realise then that I was to be presented years later with another ceremonial sword by the King of England, George VI, when I became an officer in the Grenadiers.
An arrow was handed to me to commemorate past victories, and a bracelet of beads was slipped over my wrist
with the words,
You are Kimera.

Kimera, the third Kabaka,\fn{Reigned c.1374-c.1404} who came from Bunyoro, was the true founder of the dynasty.
The royal drums were brought, among them the chief drum.
This is the chief drum, which rules all your drums.

I struck it a few times.
My servants were presented, each carrying a symbol of his duties: the herdsman a milk-can, the butler a
gourd, the musician a flute. They were followed by the chiefs, who lay on the ground in order of precedence before me to swear allegiance. The Christian Church and the Protectorate Government offered their congratulations.
Finally, all those of Royal blood sang in honour of the occasion. The watchers, many of whom had come by sea,
dispersed, the clicking of cameras died away.
I was not familiar with the ceremony; nor was it rehearsed. I was told when to stand up and when to sit down
in whispers and I was not so much nervous as interested in what was going to happen next. It was a relief to be al lowed to return to Budo about a week after the death of my father, taking with me the first rifle I ever possessed. It
was an American Remington, ceremonially presented by the British Resident, Tom Cox, a fine gun, which I kept
in working order till last year.
*
Such events must leave their mark on a young boy. That which separates the Kabaka from other men, which I
had known and understood in the person of my father, became different as it became a part of me, and has become
my life. Every moment since has been affected by the events of those two days, yet the changes were not immedi ately great. There was a moment when my friends did not know whether to slap me on the back or kneel at my
feet, but we soon found a relationship which, in spirit, allowed for both actions.
When my tutor left for the war in 1940 I moved into the house of Lord Hemingford, the headmaster, and
formed a friendship with him and his wife that lasts to this day. At the end of one term my report said that my
English was marred by slang and Lord Hemingford saw that I was rather put out by this criticism. He told me to
go and have it out with the master but when I did so my complaint was swiftly quelled with a quotation from my
own work.
“St. Paul kicked the bucket.”
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Lord Hemingford was always encouraging and arranged for me to take an examination under an assumed name,
E. Luwanguta, so that there should be no suspicion of favouritism. I enjoyed the deception and passed the exam.
I left political matters almost entirely in the hands of the three Regents. Sir Philip Mitchell, who was Governor
from 1935-1940, used to come to see me occasionally and gave me chocolates, but I was not required to make de cisions, only to accept and understand those that others had made. We were not so passionately concerned with
politics at Budo as they are today.
Indeed, the whole country was less concerned. We had not learnt to divide ourselves into new parties and alliances at the bewildering speed which is now commonplace.
I shared the general feeling, and continued to address myself more to football than to the Lukiiko. At ceremonial occasions I would perform the required functions, mercifully simple in most cases, and I read the speeches
prepared for me conscientiously, I hope, but without enthusiasm. Oddly enough, I was more fluent in English than
in Luganda.
But my life was not transformed into solemnity overnight. I remember that I had my appendix out quite soon
after I had become Kabaka, and the Bishop of Kampala kindly lent me his house for a few weeks to convalesce. I
felt that I was really quite well and asked some friends over. Something of a party developed and continued until
6:30 in the morning.
Just after seven o’clock Sir Charles Dundas, the new Governor, was driving past on his way into Kampala and
thought he would pay me a visit. He found me in my dressing-gown, as I had just been got out of bed, and he
thought I was an excellent patient, following my doctor’s orders carefully. At least, that is what I hope he thought.
*
An important decision was required of me in 1941.
The mother of the Kabaka has a special position and title. Traditionally she lives at some distance from the
palace, with a stream in between, as two chiefs cannot live on the same hill. Nor does she remarry.
My mother was a woman of character and not a traditionalist. She decided to remarry, and gained the support of the
Katikiro.
There was great opposition. In such cases the Kabaka alone has the power to allow tradition to be broken—that is to
say, to alter tradition. She was determined, so I gave her my support, and the remarriage took place.
Even then the Katikiro, Martin Luther Nsibirwa, was forced to resign by some of the chiefs. My mother did not attend the Court and the old men shook their heads.
*
The next year I came of age. On my eighteenth birthday, when I had just left school, I returned to Budo, because it is
there that the Coronation of a new Kabaka takes place. After a service in the Protestant cathedral in Kampala, I approached the hill accompanied by the Katikiro and various chiefs and officers.
The guardian of the hill challenged us and a ritual struggle took place, in which he, though symbolically armed with
shoots of elephant grass as a spear and the leaf of a banana tree as a shield, was overpowered. I then proceeded to a
building specially erected on the traditional spot and was proclaimed Kabaka.
After a thanksgiving service in the school chapel, I swore to conform to the customs and laws of my country and
was presented with the Shield of Buganda and the Sword of Justice and a bundle of twigs from the three bark-cloth
trees. Finally, dressed in the royal robes, which had been designed for the occasion and were splendidly golden, if a little heavy, I returned to the church and received the crown and ring of Buganda from Bishop Stuart. Although it had
been specially made for me, the crown was a little too small. The Bishop told me later that he had not liked to jam it
down too firmly on my head and had suffered acutely as it wobbled precariously. I dread to think what effect it would
have had on the Baganda if it had fallen. Sir Charles Dundas made an impressive speech.
The combination of traditional and Christian ceremony made the day a long and tiring one. I did not stay the
night at Budo, as previous Kabakas had, but returned to Mengo.
*
One of my sisters, Alice, was chosen, in the same manner that I had been, for the position of Nalinya, which is
to say that she was a special consort to the Kabaka.
Alice, who had to be the child of a different mother and so of a different clan, was the eldest of us—ten years
older than me—and used to boss us around. We were extremely close, and in my isolated position I often turned
to her for guidance and support. We would discuss all matters of importance and invariably agreed on what must
be done.
Ham Mukasa, a pillar of the Church, used to mutter crossly that my brothers should not exist. If we had been
thoroughly heathen, he used to say, they would have been put to death at the time of my coronation, if we had
been thoroughly Christian they should never have been born.
I was less severe and could not regret their presence.
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*
In due course I went to Makerere, just outside Kampala. It is the biggest university and the mother college of
East Africa, with a fine library, and new buildings seem to sprout up each year. Half-student and half-Kabaka, I
spent three nights a week at Mengo Palace and three staying with the Principal, George Turner, who, to my great
relief, told me that I need no longer struggle with mathematics. My course was known as M.V.A., which meant that
it concerned matters medical, veterinary and agricultural, though I later concentrated on history, in which I was
greatly interested.
However, I did not really begin on the history of East Africa until I reached Magdalene.
A lot of energy was still directed towards games. I played cricket, football and tennis for Makerere. Cricket I
soon gave up as too dangerous, without accomplishing any extraordinary feat. I do not remember hitting a winning
six off any last ball.
I was selected to play football for Uganda, but my Ministers did not think it a good idea. Still, it was nice to
be chosen.
I joined and enjoyed the Cadet Corps, in which I first became an officer. Yet another activity was a concert at
which I sang “The Gay Highway”, accompanied only by a piano, and more nervous than ever before or since.
*
Lest it appear that I was never in a classroom, let me mention an incident when my studies were interrupted
through no fault of my own.
A European lady lecturing on some absorbing subject was interrupted by a note being brought in. She glanced
at it, continued to speak and in due course finished. Then she moved among the students, looking at notes and
making suggestions or corrections. When she reached my desk, she wrote in my notebook:
“One of your lions at Mengo has eaten a man. You had better go as soon as you can.”
I hurried out and found it was indeed true. We had a pair of lions and the culprit was the male, the more
docile of the two. He used to walk calmly through crowds as long as he was with his keeper, but apparently
someone had screamed and run away on seeing him. His attention and curiosity captured, he had chased the man
and broken his neck with a blow, meaning no harm. He had been recaptured and it was my job to shoot him.
When he saw me approach with a pistol, he padded trustingly over and looked up.
It is peculiarly unpleasant to have to betray such a trust. I fired and he dropped dead.
Now I had to dispatch his mate. The same thing took place, and I left her lying on the ground. I returned to
the palace, and five minutes later was recalled to finish her off; she had not been quite dead.
The whole incident upset me greatly, and I returned to Makerere in tears.
*
The war had not had an overwhelming impact on myself or Uganda. In 1939 my father issued a proclamation
allowing the Baganda to volunteer, and in 1940 there was compulsory military service. This was not unpopular.
A food shortage in 1943 led to rationing, which was.
Threats from an Italian army in Ethiopia and possibly from the Congo, after the Belgian surrender, never materialised.
More than a division of the King’s African Rifles were sent to Burma, my brother, Lincoln Ndaula, among
them. I was very keen to join up, but my Regents and the Governor united in opposition. I made the journey to
Nairobi to inspect the enlisted Baganda there, but as their King, not as an officer.
Political troubles grew out of the hardships of war. Sir Charles Dundas had given Buganda further control over
internal affairs, and at the same time suggested to me that the Lukiiko be made more representative. The Lukiiko
was divided into warring factions, each of which appealed to me against the others.
In December 1944 Sir John Hall became Governor. Because we got on well together, and as a conscious pol icy for the good of Uganda, he made sure that I understood and was more closely involved in the decisions that
affected my country. He became a lifelong friend, and has not only given me advice, as many have, but has given
me good advice.
Soon there was controversy about the route the railway was to follow. Kampala had been the terminal, with
the line stretching eastward to Nairobi and the sea. Now, it was essential that copper should be loaded at
Kilembe, which is in the west. The Lukiiko wanted a detour to the north.
Sir John summoned me from the football field at Makerere, so that, hot and tired and still in my soccer
clothes, I listened to the economic arguments against the detour, which I would pass on to the Lukiiko. I do not
say that I was yet making the decisions or even that I was always interested in them.
The same year there was much discontent with the Lukiiko. The people demanded direct elections and wanted
to be allowed to sell their crops wherever they wanted to, so that they could bargain directly and make more
money. The Governor thought the country not ready for the first and wished to retain control of prices.
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Though I was not personally unpopular, there was a general feeling against anyone in authority, and I perhaps
regret that I was not older and more able to help my people. The Baganda, with some reason, thought that I was
greatly influenced by the Governor and therefore unable to champion their cause. So they had no one to approach with their grievances, and there was first a strike and then riots.
At twenty I was not experienced enough to fill the demanding role of adjudi cation between the rival pressures
of the people, the Lukiiko and the Protectorate Government.
Nor had the intense feeling about the remarriage of my mother died away.
*
The riots were serious. S. W. Kulubya, the Minister in charge of finance, was thought to be dominated by the
British, and became the focus of unrest. Strikers heard that he had said they were like ground-nuts: while they
are boiling they bubble up, but very soon settle down again.
They came looking for him in the Bulange, but he hid in a store where paper was kept. It had a strong pad lock. More and more angry people gathered, saying they would stay all night.
The Resident had come to see me and wished to read the Riot Act, so that those that did not disperse could be
arrested. I thought this would cause open fighting, and refused to allow him to do so.
After fifty-two tense hours Kulubya wrote a letter of resignation in his hiding-place. It was brought to me. I
rang the Resident, who asked the Governor, who refused to accept it.
Meanwhile, the resignation had been announced and at last everyone dispersed. The Governor was forced to
accept the situation.
*
His successor was an elderly chief, Yosiya Kyaze, who had accompanied me to Cambridge, but he became ill
and retired in a few months. Nsibirwa, who had been Katikiro before, was thought by the Governor to be the man
with the experience to run the country. He was reluctant to return and came to see me personally and, as he had
promised my father to help me at all times, accepted when I asked him.
He was still unpopular from his part in the remarriage of my mother, and at twenty-four hours’ notice removed
some of the chiefs who had combined against him, thereby stirring up more dislike.
Every morning he went to church at seven, and within two or three weeks he was assassinated just outside
Namirembe Cathedral. He had arrived early and stood outside, watching the bell swing. His attacker was hidden
and as Nsibirwa advanced upon him was hit by four bullets but almost reached him before he fell, struck through
the heart by the fifth shot.
He was a dedicated and decisive man who had served me well. I attended the service of his funeral, but it is
traditional that the Kabaka does not attend a burial. Even a person who has attended a funeral will not come to see
me on that day.
*
Michael Kagwa, son of Sir Apolo, who had just come out of the Army to be the Minister of Finance, now be came Katikiro, having been in politics for only a few weeks. An able man, he found his way quickly. Order was
restored.
The next year the first elected Lukiiko sat.
This was my first taste of politics and violence, and I did not relish it. Once when the crowd wished to see me
and I was exhausted, I sent my sister Alice to deal with them, which she did very efficiently. I don’t know what
she said, but I heard no more about it.
It was a time to prepare for change and plan its direction. The characters of Buganda, of the Kabakaship and of
myself might be transformed over the next few years.
6
The news that I was to break off my studies at Makerere and go to Cambridge came as a surprise to me, but a
pleasant surprise.
I was eager to go to England, and had no views on the rival merits of British universities. Cambridge was as
acceptable as any. Just how this decision was taken by the Oxford men that surrounded me—the Governor, Sir
John Hall, and George Turner, the Principal of Makerere College—I do not know, but it is one I have certainly
never regretted. Ernest Haddon, a friend of my father’s and a lifelong friend of mine, was returning to live at
Cambridge, as he still does, and George Turner had a brother who was a don at Magdalene and subsequently my
tutor. These were, I think, the deciding factors.
Not knowing what to take with me, I finally decided that money was the best answer, and so, after innumerable
farewells to what seemed like most of the population, Ernest Haddon and I set off lightly burdened on 24 Sep109

tember, 1945. We took the journey easily, starting by flying-boat, and spending the first night in Khartoum.
I had not been in an aeroplane before, and found it enjoyable but fatiguing, so when we arrived to spend the
night I was looking forward to bed. Exhausted, and, I must confess, bored, I became one of the very few people to
see the Mahdi’s tomb at midnight.
It was not near the house in which I stayed, and on the whole I cannot recommend the experience. Nor can it
have been a treat for our host, who presumably showed the tomb to anyone who passed through.
*
The next day we continued to Cairo, where we stayed at the old Shepheard’s Hotel. It was my first experience
of a city life and I was duly impressed, though not necessarily by the right things. We examined camels, fed hippopotami with grass and admired, but did not scale, the Pyramids.
What I found particularly fascinating was that in the middle of an enormous restaurant there played a fountain.
That seemed to me to be going a little too far.
The last leg of our flight was delayed by storm, and became one of those journeys on which you have breakfast over and over again. However, we eventually arrived, and installed ourselves in a Kensington hotel for a
week to make various expeditions. I am told I went to and loved the ballet, though I cannot remember it. At St.
George’s Chapel at Windsor we found a memorial to an Ethiopian prince who had died of pneumonia. I could
understand that. Though everything impressed and delighted me, the overall memory is one of constant noise
and a headache on my first day, because I had not yet learnt not to read advertisements, so that my brain was
soon abuzz with rival slogans.
*
Arriving in Cambridge in the late afternoon, I had no idea which building the car might stop before and thus
proclaim my home for three years. I was a little disappointed when it selected so small a college after we had
passed many larger ones. Too excited still to be critical, I admired even my room, No. 4 Malory Court, which was
not spacious, but was reputed to be warm. The bedroom was functional—just big enough for a bed.
I stayed there for my three years, and felt the affection for it that you feel for any place where you have been
happy. During my last year it seemed likely that I would be turned out, so I went to the Master and volunteered to
go if necessary. He was rather embarrassed and said:
“No, no. Of course you must stay.” So I took him at his word.
I set about buying blankets and hot-water bottles immediately, and secured the last blazer with a Magdalene
crest. The chiefs had been a little worried about my move to Cambridge, and sent one of their number, Kyaze, to
accompany me. He came in very useful, as I am afraid I used all his clothing coupons. However, his wardrobe too
was transformed by the visit.
At first I had to help him each day, as he could not master the art of tying his tie: he had always worn a loose
kanzu before. When he finally got the hang of European clothes, he became enthusiastic, and never wore anything
else for the rest of his life.
I think I was the pioneer of Africans at Magdalene, though I remember a Rajah from Hyderabad, and everyone
bent over backwards to be kind, though not always with success. At dinner in hall one night the man opposite me
asked me to which school I had been. I replied,
“Makerere.”
“Ah,” he said with animation. “I come from Ireland myself. Now, whereabouts is that?”
Though grateful for their interest, I became a little tired of answering questions about Uganda, such as whether
we ate eggs or not. We did.
Games were my first source of friends. Unable to obtain anything more suitable, I started my soccer career in
hockey boots, the first time I had used boots of any sort. I played for Magdalene and had a fan in the Head Porter,
who wanted me to practise with the town to improve my game and perhaps get a blue. Such an honour eluded me.
My greatest success was with a rifle in my second year, when I won the Shooting Cup for Magdalene and had
the best individual score.
I boxed for my college as well and rode a good deal, though I gave up my plans to buy a horse when I found
that its keep at Cambridge would cost more than my own.
The antique shops were an immediate and lasting pleasure. My first acquisition was a pair of bronze busts, one
of Queen Elizabeth, one of Mary Stuart, which, supported by six-inch marble columns I stood on my mantelpiece.
They were in the Blue Room at the Palace when I left.
At first I decorated my room and then sent the overflow home. I once found my tutor examining a picture
which he had on approval. Very pretty, he thought, but the faulty perspective would be irritating in time. He next
saw it in my room, where it irritated me not at all. A visit to Longleat impressed me and encouraged my interest in
furniture.
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Above my door the initials E. F. had been selected from my large range of names to precede Mutesa, and most
people now called me Freddie. What to call other people was sometimes a problem. The woman who came in to
make my bed, selected doubtless for her advanced years and unbecoming countenance, as all female college ser vants seemed to be, awed me sufficiently for me to start calling her “Madam”. This embarrassed her, and her embarrassment embarrassed me.
I became an enthusiastic member of the Pitt Club, lunching there perhaps twice a week. Leaflets from other
clubs were showered on me, as on every freshman.
I joined the Tories, but was not active.
The Union was no temptation.
In Uganda an education is regarded as a benefit you are fortunate to receive, not an encumbrance which has to
be borne with as good a grace as possible. So it did not occur to me to neglect my work, until my natural habits
changed, through the example of others, in my last year. I did my essays with care and remember one in which I
became greatly involved, dealing out harsh criticism to the British for the way they had supported Bargash, Sul tan of Zanzibar,\fn{“Barghash bin Said Al-Busaid, GCMG, GCTE (1837 – March 26, 1888)” Sultan (from 1870):W,H } and then
failed him. It is a commonplace point of view now, but was unusual then.
In choosing lectures, I was discriminating, though not always on strictly scholastic grounds. A rash student
arrived late at one given by Kenneth Pickthorn and stood looking for a seat. Pickthorn interrupted himself:
Eventually no doubt you will find somewhere to seat yourself. … I have no intention of recapping. …

The harangue lasted five minutes. As I am naturally unpunctual by birth and temperament, I decided the rest
of his lectures were not for me.
Though it was the subject for which I have always received most praise, it was English that I found most
difficult, as I discovered, and tried to cross the gap between speaking, which I had done all my life, and writing,
a comparatively new hazard.
In my second year an interview appeared for Varsity under the headline, “Kabaka gets Degree and Throne”,
which was a trifle misleading, as I had had one for some time and was not attempting the other. I had been supposed
to stay on for two years, and took a Colonial Office course in administration in my last year largely because of my
wish to stay.
“African Potentate Convinced Polygamy Too Expensive” said a second and smaller headline.
“Witchcraft is On Way Out”.
I fear the interviewer had found my room disappointingly like those of other undergraduates, though she spotted
a navy blue blazer hanging on a peg, its gold buttons blazing with crossed spears behind an oval shield, the royal insignia of Buganda.

When mentioned in the papers at this time, I was invariably described as “velvet-voiced”, which is a bit odd,
but better than being told that I speak in a murmur, as I was the other day.
In the interview I found the United States of Africa and Communism in Uganda distant propositions, and when
asked if I preferred Bach to modern swing music apparently said, “Gosh! Yes”—all opinions I am happy to stand
by. Also I said somewhat prophetically:
“I am a very constitutional being and stand for nothing outside the Constitution. I am a liaison between the two
countries.”
I joined the Cambridge Officers’ Training Corps on arrival, and became an officer. In spite of the extreme cold
of the 1946-1947 winter, I went to practise a great deal at the range and won a revolver-shooting competition.
*
Vacations I find almost impossible to disentangle and rearrange in chronological order. Moments come back devoid of circumstances.
To start with, a man from the Colonial Office accompanied me, but after a bit he gave up.
I made several trips to Spain, immediately attracted by the atmosphere, the food, the warmth and the brown
hills. This was in no way because it was like my home. Spain may be the most African of European countries, but it
bears no resemblance to Uganda. Once when I had just returned, I was sitting listening to the wireless with Ernest
Haddon, always known as “Uncle Ernest”.
“Travel allowances are increased” we heard, and I said immediately, “That means we can go back to Spain
again,” which we did together.
We saw the Prado in two long visits and stayed with Count Albiz. The Count, though completely Spanish, was
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also a Scottish baronet, and we met through the British Council in Madrid. He introduced me to bullfighting and
was with me when I saw the death of Manolete.\fn{ 1947} I remember vividly the moment of disbelief and the gasp
from the crowd when he went in for the kill, and the horns flashed up.
While I was staying with the Duke and Duchess of Hamilton in Scotland once their small son, who had clearly
been told on no account to mention my colour, turned to his mother and, in the piercing tone in which all infantile
bricks seem to be dropped, said,
Freddie is rather black, Mummy, but his teeth are awfully white.

In the South of France, staying with me at the Canton, I conquered the heart of a girl from Buganda. When
swimming was suggested, such was her discretion that she did not reveal that such a feat was beyond her, and
dived nobly in. Happily, she was rescued.
In Ireland I used to stay with Dr. and Mrs. Schofield who had been missionaries in Uganda and known me literally from birth. I saw and admired Stormont,\fn{ Stormont Castle, Dublin} which stood me in good stead later. Designs for the Bulange, a home for the Lukiiko, were being discussed and rejected, so I summoned the architect,
showed him a picture of Stormont, and told him that that was the sort of thing I had in mind. The plans were put
before the Resident, who accepted mine. Except that there were no balconies because of the sun, that was what
was built, and it is the most-admired building in Buganda.
*
I returned to Uganda during the phenomenal winter of my second year and was glad to escape the cold.
Though I wrote and received lengthy letters, I was not in very close touch with my duties as Kabaka. These included getting married as soon as possible.
Bishop Stuart had put the idea to me before I went to Cambridge, but it was my own family who felt most
strongly. I mention this because various people have been blamed unfairly for pressing me into what turned out to
be an unfortunate marriage.
Ernest Haddon tells me that the Resident, who used to make notes of anything that needed attention on a blackboard in his office, had the word “wife” written up—and it was tactful of him to put it in Greek. Partly, I think,
there was anxiety that I might get involved with some unsuitable European.
Indeed, Sir John Hall later asked me if I had any romantic entanglements, and I confessed that I had proposed
in Spain to a fine lady of quality and been rejected.
“Good,” he said unsympathetically. “Don’t do it again.”
On yet another visit to Spain, General Franco allowed me a “visit” of several weeks to the Foreign Legion H.
Q.\fn{Headquarters} at Tatuan in North Morocco. This was an experience which raised a corner of the curtain for
me to see how things were in that brigade.
The other reason for a speedy engagement was to allow my fiancée to spend a year in Europe while I finished
with Cambridge.
As I flew back I was in no doubt as to where to search for my bride. Sarah Kisosonkole, whom I had long
known and respected, had conquered my heart while I was at Makerere. Unhappily, that winter we had a lovers’
tiff, and in a spirit of manly defiance I became publicly engaged to her sister Damali, a beautiful and accomplished young lady. I persisted in my folly and, after much to and fro as to which establishment would be suitable,
my fiancée was sent to Sherborne, while I returned to a course in administration at Cambridge.
We met only once or twice in England.
*
The following June I said a final farewell to Cambridge. The year before I had applied through the Colonial
Office to join the Army, with the Grenadier Guards as my first choice. After a formal but rather intimidating in terview with the Lieutenant-Colonel, I had been accepted, and during the generous vacation I had been with the
regiment.
In August King George VI, as a personal gesture of goodwill, suggested that I be made a Captain, and I went
alone to Buckingham Palace for the ceremony. Though I was a little nervous, it was one of the proudest moments of my life and passed unmarred by any incorrect behaviour. I held my cap properly under my arm, saluted
at the right moment and, a nice point of etiquette in which I had been instructed, when we were talking afterwards I accepted a cigarette the King offered me. To refuse, I had been told, might seem hypocritical, as I was a
known smoker. I almost finished it while he recalled his own visit to Uganda as Duke of York and memories of
my father.
Though I had been kindly given my rank, I had now to earn it. This I proceeded to do at the Victoria Barracks,
at Windsor, at Caterham and at Warminster. My liking for uniforms and pleasure in being smartly turned out
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were an asset. My unpunctuality was, temporarily, cured.
At Windsor we were on parade at 8 a.m., when we were drilled. Then it was our turn to shout orders, which is
harder work still. If your voice did not reach what the drill sergeant considered sufficient volume, he would tell
your squad to carry on, even if they were heading for a brick wall and therefore total chaos.
The rest of this course, which was specially designed for training young officers, consisted mainly of weapon
training and a knowledge of such things as first aid.
I loved it. People were very kind and soon I had many friends. I was the first and I think the only black officer
in the Grenadiers, but they treated me, not as an oddity, but as a fellow Grenadier—anyway, when they got over
their first surprise. When my brother Henry visited me and tried on a bearskin I remember saying
“Quick, smile so we know where your face begins.”
At Windsor I came in late wearing Blues and Forage Cap and the Sergeant of the Guard made a rather worried
report that
two Officers and a person wearing Grenadier’s uniform came in at 12:52.

Soon I became a familiar and I think I may say popular figure, perhaps because I had been given a small car on
the rather surprising grounds that I was continuing my education and must be able to get about. In those days of
petrol-rationing I became almost the only, certainly the most comfortable, way of getting to the Boat Club at
Maidenhead.
*
There were moments when life looked a little too bleak.
When I arrived at Warminster, I found that the window of my cubicle on the second floor had a broken pane. It
turned out this had been done by the bullet with which the previous occupant had shot himself and I must admit to
wondering for a moment if I might not be the next. However, we patched it up with brown paper and I was never
tempted.
Army food had been eloquently described, and I need only add that I agree with all that has already been said.
Once I had an altercation with a barber whose clippers were not tough enough to cut my hair.
There was a nightmare drive conveying light troop-carriers from Chelsea barracks past the airport to Windsor.
This is more difficult than it sounds, as half your team get stranded at the wrong side of traffic lights and your
only means of command is to stand at the front, sometimes raising your right arm to halt or waving to proceed. In
the end they all arrived.
Another unhappy incident was caused by the Army, though it had a civilian setting. My batman was able to
produce anything at any time and was always keen to look after my comforts. So, when packing for a week-end
he wrapped a bottle of Gordon’s gin in my pyjamas without telling me. My friends were gentle but severe teeto tallers. Just as I was helping myself to barley water downstairs, my hostess entered and informed me in an icy
tone that she had put my bottle on the mantelpiece of my room.
I could not apologise or explain and, though I knew I was branded as a secret drinker, I left it there, hoping its
untouched state would be noticed.
At Warminster I was supernumerary platoon commander of a demonstration platoon. We showed recruits how
it should be done and therefore any error was doubly humiliating. My position was an honour and I was pleased,
but sometimes as we carried out manoeuvres on Salisbury Plain I longed to be told that I was among the wounded
and must return to barracks. We used live ammunition and allowed for a steady rate of casualties, so there was the
risk of a less comfortable retreat.
When the 3rd Battalion was preparing to go to Malaya, I wished keenly to accompany it, but my commanding
officer summoned me and told me there could be no question of such a thing. It was time for me to return to my
country or elect there and then to stay in the army.
If it had been possible, I think I should have been a soldier. Certainly I had enjoyed these months as much as
any.
*
On 8 October 1948 I arrived in Entebbe. After a brief word with Sir John Hall at Government House, I was
driven the twenty-two miles to my palace at Mengo. The route was decorated traditionally with banana leaves
planted at the side of the road and ceremonial arches, some inscribed with messages. It was a warm welcome and
it was familiar.
Without stopping at the palace, I went to a short service in the cathedral, conducted by Bishop Stuart, and from
there I went on to the Lukiiko, where I officially accepted the retirement of my three Regents, and took up government once more.
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Thus within a few hours of my arrival I had re-established contact with the old friends who represented my
Church and the two governments between whom I acted.
*
A few days later I announced to the Lukiiko, “I have found the person of love” without revealing her name,
though it was well known.
I underwent a very formal interview with the aunts of the bride, supported on my side by my sister Alice, each
person placed in order of protocol. Also, the wife that had been given me, de jure, at my Coronation as recognition that I was a man had now finished her role, though she was still not permitted to marry. She is still a friend of
mine.
In one matter I went against tradition.
My wife was of the same clan, the monkey clan, as the Mugema, a palace official. This was not usual, as it was
feared that the Mugema might use his influence to palm off one of his relations on the Kabaka. As there had been
no suspicion of such behaviour in my case, I did not feel any strain on my conscience.
There was much argument.
On 19 November I was married by Bishop Stuart in Naniirembe. During the service a tyre outside the cathedral exploded loudly, and one of the police exclaimed,
Ah! There goes the Bishop.

Indeed, his life had been threatened.
An old and valued, if retiring, friend, Henry Maloki flatly refused to be my best man, as he said he could not
face such a leading role with all the ceremonies and celebration. George, the late Mukama of Toro, a neighbouring Kingdom, and my guardian, came to the rescue.
Perhaps the least retiring man I have met, George was a big, kind, jovial man and performed his duties with
great gusto. In the open Buick on the way to the cathedral, dressed in a morning coat and wearing his top-hat, he
continually consulted two handsome pocket watches, while my elder brother, George Mawanda, acting as my A.
D. C., did the same with two more. We were on time.
“Dignity, Splendour and Happiness” proclaimed the newspaper next day, and I think they were all there. The
other fact that interested them was that my wife’s wedding dress came from Debenham and Freebody and cost £110.
Crowds delayed us, my gold-and-black robes were heavy and hot, Damali had got hold of some lilies.
Those that had no morning coat were in dark suits; there is no Moss Bros. in Kampala.
We were both Protestants, so the service was straightforward. Sarah was chief bridesmaid and there is somewhere a photograph of her looking at the ground, hiding whatever emotion she felt. She did not witness the sign ing of the register.
There had been a garden party for 700 the day before, followed by a cocktail party which extended into the
night. After the service there was another garden party. Generally, I find these are more to be endured than enjoyed, with people forgetting even to drink their tea in their eagerness to see and be seen; and it can be so hot.
On this occasion, however, I enjoyed myself, and recollect the scene fondly: the vivid colours of the dresses,
my band blaring, the four-tiered wedding cake I managed to cut with my Grenadier sword.
My best man, George, was meant to read the most important and amusing telegrams, but interrupted himself
with anecdotes so often that he never finished.
Sir John Hall made an amusing speech, and when the crowds made it difficult for my car to reach me, offered
his official one for our honeymoon. We finally escaped in mine.
It was an expensive affair, though perhaps that is not a romantic aspect to dwell on. All the staff in any way
connected with any land of mine deemed it only fitting to wear completely new garb at my expense. I could not
grudge it to them.
Returning from a short honeymoon at Bamunanika, my country palace, I settled down to my duties as Kabaka,
thinking that these would be the uninterrupted centre of my actions for the rest of my life …
190.40 Autobiographical Statement (1926-1960)\fn{by Sarah Nyendwoha Ntiro (1926- )} Hoima, Hoima District,
Western Region, “in the Kingdom of Bunyoro-Kitara,” Uganda (F) 4
I was born in Hoima, in the Kingdom of Bunyoro-Kitara. Both my parents were teachers in a missionaryfounded school. I was born on a Sunday morning in Hoima Hospital.
My mother was taken to hospital in a hammock. In those days there were no ambulances and my parents did
not have a vehicle. She was taken to hospital at the time when people were going to church. The services then
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used to be very long, taking about three or more hours. My mother was taken to hospital, had me, and my birth
was announced in the church service—the arrival of the first child of these two teachers.
*
This was in 1926. My parents went on teaching in other missionary-founded schools in other parts of BunyoroKitara. I went to Duhaga Girls’ Boarding School in the kindergarten class in 1932. Duhaga Boarding School was
for the girls who could afford to pay the school fees. I do not know if my parents could, but the headmistress, who
was my godmother, a British missionary called Miss Edith Ainley, was instrumental in finding ways of promoting
my education. She knew about the King George Bursary, which was being given by the government of the day to
some children to go to prestigious schools, which were expensive and were out of reach for ordinary people, like
King’s College Budo.
That was how I went to primary five at King’s College Budo, a co-educational school in the sense that there
was a sprinkling of girls and hundreds of boys. But it suited me perfectly, since all my siblings and cousins were
males, although Budo was far away from home\fn{ In Kampala}. But the school nurse, who was also the matron for
the girls, was a princess of Toro Kingdom—Princess A. Nyamutoka—and she and my mother had been schoolmates at Toro Girls School. She took it upon herself to see to it that I would not feel homesick and uncomfortable.
I did not know Luganda, which was the language spoken in the neighborhood of the school. But Budo had the
tradition of speaking English. Children had to speak English during the day. I do not know whether this was
because the government had declared English as a medium of instruction and administration in Uganda in 1931 or
because it was perceived to be an effective leveling strategy in the school.
At that time Budo’s students came from all the tribes in the country and even beyond Uganda, from Kenya,
Tanganyika,\fn{Later on, Tanzania} Nyasaland\fn{Later on, Malawi}. Whatever the reason, the use of English was a
good idea for learning to communicate beyond tribal borders. My father had been at Budo as a student and the
children of old Budonians were given priority for entry into the school. In Budo I completed the primary part of
the school and continued to the Junior Secondary School, then went on to Makerere College\fn{ In Kampala} about
1946.
*
I was the first girl to go straight from school into the mainstream of the arts course at Makerere College, as it
was called then. There was some affirmative action for people who did not fulfill the required academic standard
of entry but who were deemed to have the potential for further studies. Such people were given a second opportunity by offering them entrance to Makerere in the preliminary year and a second chance to take the entry examination. If they were successful in the entry examination then they would join the formal First Year. When I went to
Makerere, we were about a dozen girls, and I stayed in what is now part of the Makerere University Guest House.
The male students rudely called it “The Box” because there were very strict rules for the women students, especially about when to go out and with whom to go out. Every time we went out we had to sign the warden’s
book, even when it was just going to Wandegeya. If one had to go out and miss a meal, one had to say whom one
was going out with and where and state the reason for going out. It was in order if it was a known boyfriend, as
long as his name was written down in the Warden’s Book. At that time there wasn’t this business of just disappearing from the Women’s Hostel without telling the warden.
Although there was strict discipline, this is something which I really do not regret because I have seen so many
girls who did not have that kind of discipline fall by the wayside. They are now unrecognizable: They have been
eaten up by the world because they did not take discipline seriously. While I was at Makerere the warden, together with an education officer, Miss Helen Neatby, thought that my time at Makerere had not stretched me academically and that I ought to try and go to a well-established university for further academic studies, because
Makerere was still a college loosely affiliated to London University and only giving certificates and diplomas at
the completion of courses. So Miss Margaret Graham, who was the women’s first warden, got in touch with
people in Oxford University and made enquiries about the possibility of entering that university. Oxford said that
I would be considered if I had Latin.
*
When I left Makerere, I went to teach at Kyebambe Girls’ School while making preparations to go to Oxford.
That was a lovely experience for me because my mother had been to that school when it was called Toro Girls’
School, and we used to tease her that she had gone abroad for higher education.\fn{ The Kingdom of Toro is one of the
four constitutionally recognized Kingdoms of the Republic of Uganda; it borders the Kingdom of Bunyoro-Kitara:H } Toro women
who had been at school with her were delighted to see Jane’s daughter come to teach at their former school. Also,
one of the former Makerere women students, Majorie Kamuhigi Kabuzi, was married and was living at Nyakasura School, where her husband was teaching.
That meant I could go to Nyakasura School for weekends. Boating on the volcanic lakes was one of the week115

end’s delights. In addition, two of my King’s College Budo friends also went to Nyakasura School for teaching
practice: the late Erisa Kironde, whom I had been with from primary five at Budo; and Nelson Mugerwa, who
until recently was with the Teaching Service Commission.
While I was at Kyebambe, there were some expatriate staff who knew Latin well and were willing to teach
Latin. After passing my Latin examinations I was admitted to Oxford University, where I went to read a history
honours degree. It was an exciting time, a learning experience as well as an opportunity for interacting with all
sorts of people from various parts of the world.
*
The students of East Africa formed the East African Association. This comprised students who came from East
Africa regardless of their ethnicity or background. There were two students who were the sons of the governor of
Tanganyika; others were children of British nationals who were working or had worked in East Africa; others
were children of Kenya, Uganda, and Tanganyika. Somehow we all felt that we had a common destiny.
I also had a “home” in Oxford because one of the rectors in the neighbouring villages had been in Hoima as a
priest and at Budo as a teacher doing missionary work. This meant that when other students broke off at the end of
a term and went to their homes, I also went to my “home.” Since it was a rectory, it had a huge house and I had a
room to myself where I could relax and keep my belongings that I did not need at the university, and I could be a
member of a family.
When I was at Oxford, I made friends with some young Englishwomen who are still my friends. One of them
travelled with me, when we finished our courses and were waiting for our examinations results, throughout Europe. In those days we could hitchhike, and one of our stopping places was in Rome. Susan, my friend—she is
now Lady Susan Briggs—had been to a convent school where we could stay. It was in one of the convents just
outside the Vatican.
The nuns fed us extremely well and were so generous to us. The nuns were very hospitable to us and very
protective. They helped us choose the places of touristic interest which we could visit for our enlightenment and
enjoyment. They also drew out attention to the dangerous spots for girls in such a huge international city.
After Oxford I went to Bristol University to do a course in teaching. I did not have to study for a whole year
because I had already done a year at Makerere. I was at Bristol for one term and got my diploma in teaching. I
was very lucky that a friend of mine who was an engineering student at the time in another part of England had a
car, which he lent me so I could use it to do my teaching practice.
Miss Margaret Graham had also retired from Makerere and lived in Bristol, where she was head of a teacher
training college. It was wonderful for me to have a friend from my Makerere days near at hand, and many things
worked out beautifully for me, like selecting schools for my teaching practice.
One of the schools where I went to do my teaching practice was Sherborne School for Girls. It is a famous
school for society girls and was twinning with Gayaza High School. The second Nabagereka of Buganda, Damali
Kisosonkole,\fn{Damali Catherine Nnakawombe Kisosonkole (1929-2010), widow of the Kabaka of Buganda, Sir Edward Muteesa II
(1924-1969)} had gone to school there. I made some friends there too.
*
When it was time for me to come back, I decided to bring with me the bicycle I had used in Oxford as a student. This offered me an opportunity to see parts of the world I had never dreamt of visiting. I asked the Colonial
Office if I could come by sea since that way I could safely transport my bicycle.
I sailed from Britain around Spain into the Mediterranean Sea, into the Suez Canal and the Red Sea, then into
the Indian Ocean and up to Mombasa. I travelled by train from Mombasa to Kampala. In Kampala, I found my
father and many Banyoro family friends, who excitedly waited for my arrival. The train was very late, but they
still waited for me.
There was great excitement. We stayed in Kampala for the night, and the next day I went to Gayaza High
School to see the Headmistress, Miss Joan C. Cox.
Miss Cox had found me in Oxford Street on the last Saturday of shopping before Christmas, after I had left
Bristol. In the Christmas season Oxford Street is very crowded, and in this crowd (a sea of white faces), someone
screamed at me, “Katonda yeebazibwe! Nkusanze”\fn{Thanks be to God! I met you}. It was Miss Cox. Apparently she
had been trying to get in touch with me and had failed to do so.
She wanted to recruit me to teach at Gayaza High School. Previously I had been asked to go to Budo to teach
some courses or undertake other responsibilities. I was asked to be the assistant warden of the girls, a post which
meant my working under a European, looking after African girls.
This was unacceptable to me. I envisaged a situation where I would be blamed for the girls’ [bad] behavior and
the European would be commended for the girls’ good behaviour and successful performance. I turned down that
offer and was going to return home without se-curing any employment opportunity.
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Well, Miss Cox had invited me to go and teach at Gayaza, so on my first morning in Uganda I went and
formalized the contract. Then I went home to see my parents, father, mother, relatives, and friends.
When we got home I had a wonderful reception. One of the missionaries working in Hoima and his wife, who
had encouraged me to go and study abroad, had a huge reception for me, which was attended by the whole
community—chiefs and their wives, religious leaders, schoolchildren, passersby—for my home area people were
very excited. There I was, at home with my luggage from England, including my bicycle.
When I had settled down, my mother called me aside and asked me to do her one big favor.
She requested me not to ride my bicycle, for only the girls in town who were perceived to be loose did that. So
that was the end of my dream of riding my bicycle, which had made me sail home through the Suez Canal, spending about a month on the way. I used to watch that bicycle being ridden by a male servant going to the market, or
even my brother, but not I, its owner.
Well, after about a fortnight I left Hoima and went to Gayaza, and apart from the domestic science teacher, I
was the only African member of the teaching staff. All the other teachers were British missionaries. We worked
very well together.
*
One of the problems that came up quite early on during the time I was at Gayaza was the salary I was going to
be paid (I do not remember the exact amount) but it was three-quarters less than what the male counterparts were
going to be paid. I discussed this matter with Miss Cox and told her that I would go on teaching but I would not
like to be paid. I did not want to accept that which I regarded as an insult.
It wasn’t the amount of money, but it was the principle: that a man—there was one who had been at Oxford
with me and had got a lower grade than myself—would earn more than I by virtue of his gender. So I decided that
I would teach for six months without being paid and then call it a day. I knew I had some obligation to do some
work within a government-sponsored school as a way of showing my appreciation for having been given a scholarship to study abroad.
Before long the story reached Government House at Entebbe as it was called then. In Government House the
lady of the house was an Oxford graduate like myself. She was outraged that I could even consider leaving the
noble profession of teaching, but I told her that I could not fight a battle by myself. At that time I found out that
there was not a single African woman graduate in the whole of East and Central Africa.
Well, the people in power thought it would be very embarrassing that an Oxford graduate could not be
contained in her home area and practice the profession for which she had been trained. They feared this could be
sending out wrong signals to people who were encouraging girls to go on with higher education. So it was decided that, since I was the only one, I should be given what I wanted:
“After all, she might even get married before long.”
From that incident the Ugandan government started paying graduate women like graduate men.
Later this spread to the whole civil service.
Thus the principle of equal pay for equal work was launched and established.
*
While teaching at Gayaza I was very happy there, and it is only my students who might make comments on
how they perceived me and how I appeared to them.
In my second year of teaching, two people who were teaching in my home area where I grew up—that is, in
Hoima—went to England for further studies and were not replaced. So I decided, out of loyalty to my home area,
to go and teach there and assist the students during the school’s third term, when the students were sitting for
national examinations. So I taught at Duhaga Junior Secondary School from September 1957 to December 1958
and saw them through the examinations.
But I stayed there for about two years until I got married. It was an interesting period also because wherever I
went I was a new phenomenon. People did not know how to treat me and they never knew how I was going to
react.
About the late 1950s, I became the acting head of Duhaga Junior Secondary School. In Y.W.C.A.,\fn{ Young
Women’s Christian Association} we were the pioneers of the family planning association. I lived at Makerere as a
housewife; my husband was teaching at the Makerere Art School. We lived there until my husband was offered a
job in London.
One of the things that happened while I was at Hoima in November 1958 was that I was appointed a member
of the Legislative Council. Around this time, some Americans wanted to put up a school for girls in Uganda. Most
of the schools then were missionary-based, but the American constitution did not allow American funds to be
invested in schools with a religious base.
So we found a way of going around this. The school hall was built with alcoves instead of a chapel and each
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religious group had its own alcove.
The other question was whether the school would have enough girls to fill a full-blown secondary school. Two
of my friends and I convinced the Americans that there were more than enough girls to fill such a school. I promised them that I would move all over the north of Uganda to sensitize people about the need of educating girls and
there would be enough girls to fill a secondary school.
Unconvinced, the Americans decided to put the school near the border so that if Ugandan girls could not fill it,
they would find Kenyans to fill it. At that time I was heavily pregnant. They were amused and quite rightly at my
promise to mobilize people too, because we had our last meeting on Saturday morning and I had my second son
on that Saturday night.
*
When my second son was born, my husband had been given a job in London and we moved on. Then I lived
the life of a housewife, which I enjoyed because I wanted to be near my sons during the formative years.
While at Makerere as a student, I had done educational psychology and we had learned how parents were crucial to a child’s growth and development. I had grown up with parents who cared for me and I did not see why I
could not give the same treatment to my children. There were also stories about child abuse, which I really did not
want to happen to my own children.
When I was in Uganda, I had a fair amount of exposure by being in the Legislative Council, where some members were elected but others were appointed like myself. I was reminded recently that I was the first legislator to
talk about environmental protection.
The other concerns I took an interest in were girls’ and women’s education, as well as their welfare and wellbeing. Some Indian women lawyers told me that there wasn’t a law bringing together all the marriage systems.
The Hindu and Moslem marriages were not in our statute books. So if there was child abuse or domestic violence
in those marriages there was no way of taking the culprits to court, because legally such marriages did not exist.
Young Indian girls would be brought in from India for arranged marriages and the girls who did not know
English, Luganda, or Swahilli were completely under the thumb of the mother-in-law, and if they had not brought
enough dowry, they were harassed and mistreated, and many of them committed suicide, but there was no provision to take the people responsible to court.
So I brought a Private Members’ Bill motion because African men did not want to be involved in other people’s marriage problems. Even though there were Indian ministers, they did not want to be labeled people who
exposed the goings on in the Indian community. So we were the only people who dared to point out what was
going wrong. Once we had tabled the bill, then all the information came in and there was debate and the bill was
eventually passed as an Act of the Legislative Council and it became law.
This is why I am interested in the case that is going to be the first case in which a Hindu marital problem is
going to be subjected to courts of law. Before I brought in the Private Members’ Bill, this would have not been
possible.
To tell you about the environment: One would know that an African had entered a house at Makerere when all
the trees and hedges were being cut down. Even the Uganda Electricity Board would come and cut down trees to
install their wires and poles. This was really damaging the environment, so I went and raised my concern and
asked that there should be a law to make sure that people simply should not cut down trees. That was nearly forty
years ago. Once we had tabled the bill, then all the information came in and there was debate and the bill was
eventually passed as an Act of the Legislative Council and it became law.
97.146 The Winner\fn{by Barbara Kimenye (1929-2012)} Halifax, West Yorkshire (F) 5\fn{W says about her that she was
“A prolific writer widely regarded as ‘the leading writer of Children’s literature in Uganda,’ [so Oldfield, Elizabeth Fiona. “Barbara
Kimenye”. The Literary Encyclopedia. First published 08 October 2007] Barbara Kimenye was among the first Anglophone Ugandan
women writers to be published in Central and East Africa. Her stories were extensively read in Uganda and beyond and were widely used
in African schools. Kimenye was born in England, but by her own admission considered herself Ugandan.” }

When Pius Ndawula won the football pools,\fn{ A British innovation: legalized betting on the outcome of soccer games .}
overnight he seemed to become the most popular man in Buganda.\fn{ In the 19th century, a powerful kingdom of East
Africa, located along the northern shore of Lake Victoria, within the borders of the present republic of Uganda. In 1894 it formally became
a British protectorate. It was abolished in 1967, but was reinstated in 1993 and is even more formally protected in the constitution of
2010:H} Hosts of relatives converged upon him from the four corners of the kingdom: cousins and nephews, nieces

and uncles, of whose existence he had never before been aware, turned up in Kalasanda by the busload, together
with crowds of individuals who, despite their downtrodden appearance, assured Pius that they and they alone
were capable of seeing that his money was properly invested—preferably in their own particular businesses! Also
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lurking around Pius’s unpretentious mud hut were newspaper reporters, slick young men weighed down with
cameras and sporting loud checked caps or trilbies set at conspicuously jaunty angles, and serious young men
from Radio Uganda\fn{In 1896, Bunyoro, Toro, Ankole, and Busoga were included in the Protectorate; and later in the decade treaties
were also made with chiefs to the north of the Victoria Nile River. These areas, together with Buganda as a separate entity, were made into
Uganda by the so-called Buganda Agreement .} who were anxious to record Pius’s delight at his astonishing luck for the

edification of the Uganda listening public.
The rest of Kalasanda were so taken by surprise that they could only call and briefly congratulate Pius before
being elbowed out of the way by his more garrulous relations. All, that is to say, except Pius’s greatest friend
Salongo, the custodian of the Ssabalangira’s tomb.
He came and planted himself firmly in the house, and nobody attempted to move him. Almost blind, and very
lame, he had tottered out with the aid of a stout stick. Just to see him arrive had caused a minor sensation in the
village, for he hadn’t left the tomb for years. But recognizing at last a chance to house Ssabalangira’s remains in a
state befitting his former glory, made the slow, tortuous journey worthwhile to Salongo.
Nantondo hung about long enough to have her picture taken with Pius. Or rather, she managed to slip beside
him just as the cameras clicked, and so it was that every Uganda newspaper, on the following day, carried a frontpage photograph of “Mr. Pius Ndawula and his happy wife,” a caption that caused Pius to shake with rage and
threaten legal proceedings, but over which Nantondo gloated as she proudly showed it to everybody she visited.
“Tell us, Mr. Ndawula, what do you intend to do with all the money you have won …?”
“Tell us, Mr. Ndawula, how often have you completed pools coupons …?”
“Tell us … Tell us … Tell us …”
Pius’s head was reeling under this bombardment of questions, and he was even more confused by Salongo’s
constant nudging and muttered advice to “Say nothing!” Nor did the relatives make things easier. Their persistent
clamoring for his attention, and the way they kept shoving their children under his nose, made it impossible for
him to think, let alone talk.
It isn’t at all easy, when you have lived for sixty-five years in complete obscurity, to adjust yourself in a matter
of hours to the role of a celebrity, and the strain was beginning to tell.
Behind the hut—Pius had no proper kitchen—gallons of tea were being boiled, whilst several of the female
cousins were employed in ruthlessly hacking down the bunches of matoke\fn{Bananas; also a preparation of their flesh,
used as food in Uganda.} from his meager plantains, to cook food for everybody. One woman—she had introduced
herself as Cousin Sarah—discovered Pius’s hidden store of banana beer, and dished it out to all and sundry as
though it were her own.
Pius had become very wary of Cousin Sarah. He didn’t like the way in which she kept loudly remarking that he
needed a woman about the place, and he was even more seriously alarmed when suddenly Salongo gave him a
painful dig in the ribs and muttered,
“You’ll have to watch that one—she’s a sticker!”
*
Everybody who came wanted to see the telegram that announced Pius’s win. When it had arrived at the
Ggombolola Headquarters—the postal address of everyone residing within a radius of fifteen miles—Musisi had
brought it out personally, delighted to be the bearer of such good tidings. At Pius’s request he had gone straight
away to tell Salongo, and then back to his office to send an acknowledgement on behalf of Pius to the pools firm,
leaving the old man to dream rosy dreams.
An extension of his small coffee shamba,\fn{Plantation; cultivated area.} a new roof on his house—or maybe an
entirely new house—concrete blocks this time, with a verandah perhaps.
Then there were hens. Salongo and he had always said there was money in hens these days, now that the
women ate eggs and chicken; not that either of them agreed with the practice.
Say what you liked, women who ate chicken and eggs were fairly asking to be infertile! That woman Welfare
Officer who came round snooping occasionally, tried to say it was all nonsense, that chicken meat and eggs made
bigger and better babies. Well, they might look bigger and better, but nobody could deny that they were fewer!
Which only goes to show.
But new spreads fast in Africa—perhaps the newspapers have contacts in the pools offices. Anyway, before the
telegram had even reached Pius, announcements were appearing in the local newspapers, and Pius was still
quietly lost in his private dreams when the first batch of visitors arrived. At first he was at a loss to understand
what was happening. People he hadn’t seen for years and only recognized with difficulty fell upon him with cries
of joy.
“Cousin Pius, the family are delighted!”
“Cousin Pius, why have you not visited us all this time?”
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Pius was pleased to see his nearest and dearest gathered around him. It warmed his old heart once more to find
himself in the bosom of his family, and he welcomed them effusively. The second crowd to arrive were no less
well received, but there was a marked coolness on the part of their forerunners.
However, as time had gone by and the flood of strange faces had gained momentum, Pius’s shamba had come
to resemble a political meeting. All to be seen from the door of the house was a turbulent sea of white kanzus and
brilliant busutis, and the house itself was full of people and tobacco smoke.
The precious telegram was passed from hand to hand until it was reduced to a limp fragment of paper with the
lettering partly obliterated: not that it mattered very much, for only a few members of the company could read
English.
“Now, Mr. Ndawula, we are ready to take the recording.” The speaker was a slight young man wearing a
checked shirt.
“I shall ask you a few questions, and you simply answer me in your normal voice.” Pius looked at the leather
box with its two revolving spools, and licked his lips.
“Say nothing!” came a hoarse whisper from Salongo. The young man steadfastly ignored him, and went ahead
in his best BBC\fn{British Broadcasting Company.} manner.
“Well, Mr. Ndawula, first of all let me congratulate you on you winning the pools. Would you like to tell our
listeners what it feels like suddenly to find yourself rich?” There was an uncomfortable pause, during which Pius
stared mesmerized at the racing spools and the young man tried frantically to span the gap by asking
“I mean, have you any plans for the future?” Pius swallowed audibly, and opened his mouth to say something,
but shut it again when Salongo growled,
“Tell him nothing!” The young man snapped off the machine, shaking his head in exasperation.
“Look here, sir, all I want you to do is to say something—I’m not asking you to make a speech! Now, I’ll tell
you what. I shall ask you again what it feels like suddenly to come into money, and you say something like ‘It was
a wonderful surprise, and naturally I feel very pleased’—and will you ask your friend not to interrupt! Got it?
Okay, off we go!”
The machine was again switched on, and the man brightly put his question,
“Now, Mr. Ndawula, what does it feel like to win the pools?” Pius swallowed, then quickly chanted in a voice
all off key,
“It was a wonderful surprise and naturally I feel very happy and will you ask your friend not to interrupt!”
The young man nearly wept. This happened to be his first assignment as a radio interviewer, and it looked like
being his last. He switched off the machine and mourned his lusterless future, groaning. At that moment Cousin
Sarah caught his eye.
“Perhaps I can help you,” she said. “I am Mr. Ndawula’s cousin.”
She made this pronouncement in a manner that suggested Pius had no others. The young man brightened
considerably.
“Well, madam, if you could tell me something about Mr. Ndawula’s plans, I would be most grateful.” Cousin
Sarah folded her arms across her imposing bosom, and when the machine again started up, she was off. Yes, Mr.
Ndawula was very happy about the money. No, she didn’t think he had any definite plans on how to spend it—
with all these people about he didn’t have time to think. Yes, Mr. Ndawula lived completely alone, but she was
prepared to stay and look after him for as long as he needed her. Here a significant glance passed between the
other women in the room, who clicked their teeth and let out long “Eeeeeehs!” of incredulity. Yes, she believed
she was Mr. Ndawula’s nearest living relative by marriage …
Pius listened to her confident aplomb with growing horror, whilst Salongo frantically nudged him and whispered,
“There! What did I tell you! That woman’s a sticker!”
Around three in the afternoon, matoke and tea were served, the matoke, on wide fresh plantain leaves, since
Pius owned only three plates, and the tea in anything handy—tin cans, old jars, etc.—because he was short of
cups too.
Pius ate very little, but he was glad of the tea. He had shaken hands with so many people that his arm ached,
and he was tired of the chatter and the comings and goings in his house of all these strangers. Most of all he was
tired of Cousin Sarah, who insisted on treating him like an idiot invalid. She kept everybody else at bay, as far as
she possibly could, and when one woman plonked a sticky fat baby on his lap, Cousin Sarah dragged the child
away as though it were infectious. Naturally, a few cross words were exchanged between Sarah and the fond
mother, but by this time Pius was past caring.
*
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Yosefu Mukasa and Kibuka called in the early evening, when some of the relatives were departing with
effusive promises to come again tomorrow. They were both alarmed at the weariness they saw on Pius’s face. The
old man looked utterly worn out, his skin gray and sickly. Also, they were a bit taken aback by the presence of
Cousin Sarah, who pressed them to take tea and behaved in every respect as though she were mistress of the
house.
“I believe my late husband knew you very well, sir,” she told Yosefu. “He used to be a Miruka chief in Buyaga
County. His name was Kivumbi.”
“Ah, yes,” Yosefu replied, “I remember Kivumbi very well indeed. We often hunted together. I was sorry to
hear of his death. He was a good man.” Cousin Sarah shrugged her shoulders.
“Yes, he was a good man. But what the Lord giveth, he also taketh away.” Thus was the late Kivumbi dismissed from the conversation.
Hearing all this enabled Pius to define the exact relationship between himself and Cousin Sarah, and even by
Kiganda standards it was virtually nonexistent, for the late Kivumbi had been the stepson of one of Pius’s cousins.
“Your stroke of luck seems to have exhausted you, Pius,” Kibuka remarked, when he and Yosefu were seated
on the rough wooden chairs brought forth by Cousin Sarah.
Salongo glared at the world in general and snarled, “Of course he is exhausted! Who wouldn’t be with all these
scavengers collected to pick his bones?” Pius hushed him as one would a child.
“No, no, Salongo. It is quite natural that my family should gather round me at a time like this. Only I fear I am
perhaps a little too old for all this excitement.” Salongo spat expertly through the open doorway, narrowly missing
a group of guests who were preparing to bed down, and said,
“That woman doesn’t think he’s too old. She’s out to catch him. I’ve seen her type elsewhere!”
Yosefu’s mouth quirked with amusement at the thought that “elsewhere” could only mean the Ssabalangira’s
tomb, which Salongo had guarded for the better part of his adult life.
“Well, she’s a fine woman,” he remarked. “But see here, Pius,” he went on, “don’t be offended by my proposal, but wouldn’t it be better if you came and stayed with us at Mutunda for tonight? Miriamu would love to have
you, and you look as though you need a good night’s rest, which you wouldn’t get here—those relatives of yours
outside are preparing a fire and are ready to dance the night away!”
“I think that’s a wonderful idea!” said Cousin Sarah, bouncing in to remove the tea cups. “You go with Mr.
Mukasa, Cousin Pius. The change will do you as much good as the rest. And don’t worry about your home—I
shall stay here and look after things.”
Pius hesitated.
“Well, I think I shall be all right here—I don’t like to give Miriamu any extra work. …” Salongo muttered.
“Go to Yosefu’s. You don’t want to be left alone in the house with that woman—there’s no knowing what she
might get up to …!”
“I’ll pack a few things for you, Pius,” announced cousin Sarah and bustled off before anything more could be
said, pausing only long enough to give Salongo a look that was meant to wither him on the spot.
*
So Pius found himself being driven away to Mutunda in Yosefu’s car, enjoying the pleasant sensation of not
having to bother about a thing.
Salongo too had been given a lift to as near the tomb as the car could travel, and his wizened old face was
contorted into an irregular smile, for Pius had promised to help him build a new house for the Ssabalangira. For
him the day had been well spent, despite Cousin Sarah.
Pius spent an enjoyable evening with the Mukasas. They had a well-cooked supper, followed by a glass of cool
beer as they sat back and listened to the local news on the radio. Pius had so far relaxed as to tell the Mukasas
modestly that he had been interviewed by Radio Uganda that morning, and when Radio Newsreel was announced
they waited breathlessly to hear his voice.
But instead of Pius, Cousin Sarah came booming over the air. Until that moment the old man had completely
forgotten the incident of the tape-recording. In fact, he had almost forgotten Cousin Sarah. Now it all came back
to him with a shiver of apprehension.
Salongo was right. That woman did mean business! It was a chilling thought. However, it didn’t cause him to
lose any sleep. He slept like a cherub, as if he hadn’t a care in the world.
Because he looked so refreshed in the morning, Miriamu insisted on keeping him at Mutunda for another day.
“I know you feel better, but after seeing you yesterday, I think a little holiday with us will do you good. Go home
tomorrow, when the excitement has died down a bit,” she advised.
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Soon after lunch, as Pius was taking a nap in a chair on the verandah, Musisi drove up in the land rover, with
Cousin Sarah by his side. Miriamu came out to greet them, barely disguising her curiosity about the formidable
woman about whom she had heard so much. The two women sized each other up and decided to be friends.
*
Meanwhile, Musisi approached the old man.
“Sit down, son,” Pius waved him to a chair at his side. “Miriamu feeds me so well it’s all I can do to keep
awake.”
“I am glad you are having a rest, sir.” Musisi fumbled in the pocket of his jacket.
“There is another telegram for you. Shall I read it?” The old man sat up expectantly and said,
“If you’ll be so kind.” Musisi first read the telegram in silence, then he looked at Pius and commented,
“Well, sir, I’m afraid it isn’t good news.”
“Not good news? Has somebody died?”
Musisi smiled.
“Well, no. It isn’t really as bad as that. The thing is, the pools firm say that owing to an unfortunate oversight
they omitted to add, in the first telegram, that the prize money is to be shared among three hundred other people.”
Pius was stunned. Eventually he murmured,
“Tell me, how much does that mean I shall get?”
“Three hundred into seventeen thousand pounds won’t give you much over a thousand shillings.”
To Musisi’s astonishment,\fn{The text has here a period.} Pius sat back and chuckled.
“More than a thousand shillings!” he said. “Why, that’s a lot of money!”
“But it’s not, when you expected so much more!”
“I agree. And yet, son, what would I have done with all those thousands of pounds? I’m getting past the age
when I need a lot.”
Miriamu brought a mat onto the verandah and she and Cousin Sarah made themselves comfortable near the
men. “What a disappointment!” cried Miriamu, but Cousin Sarah sniffed and said,
“I agree with Cousin Pius. He wouldn’t know what to do with seventeen thousand pounds, and the family
would be hanging round his neck forevermore!”
At mention of Pius’s family, Musisi frowned.
“I should warn you, sir, those relatives of yours have made a terrific mess of your shamba—your plantains
have been stripped—and Mrs. Kivumbi here,” nodding at Sarah, “was only just in time to prevent them digging
up your sweet potatoes!”
“Yes, Cousin Pius,” added Sarah. “It will take us some time to put the shamba back in order. They’ve trodden
down a whole bed of young beans.”
“Oh, dear,” said Pius weakly. “This is dreadful news.”
“Don’t worry. They will soon disappear when I tell them there is no money, and then I shall send for a couple
of my grandsons to come and help us do some replanting.”
Pius could not help but admire the way Sarah took things in her stride. Musisi rose from his chair.
“I’m afraid I can’t stay any longer, so I will go now and help Cousin Sarah clear the crowd, and see you
tomorrow to take you home.” He and Sarah climbed back into the land rover and Sarah waved energetically until
the vehicle was out of sight.
“Your cousin is a fine woman,” Miriamu told Pius, before going indoors. Pius merely grunted, but for some
odd reason he felt the remark to be a compliment to himself.
*
All was quiet at Pius’s home when Musisi brought him home next day. He saw at once that his shamba was
well-nigh wrecked, but his drooping spirits quickly revived when Sarah placed a mug of steaming tea before him,
and sat on a mat at his feet, explaining optimistically how matters could be remedied. Bit by bit he began telling
her what he planned to do with the prize money, ending with,
“Of course, I shan’t be able to do everything now, especially since I promised Salongo something for the
tomb.” Sarah poured some more tea and said,
“Well, I think the roof should have priority. I noticed last night that there are several leaks. And whilst we’re
about it, it would be a good idea to build another room on and a small outside kitchen. Mud and wattle is cheap
enough, and then the whole place can be plastered. You can still go ahead and extend your coffee. And as for hens,
well, I have six good layers at home, as well as a fine cockerel. I’ll bring them over!”
Pius looked at her in silence for a long time. She is a fine looking woman, he thought, and that blue busuti suits
her. Nobody would ever take her for a grandmother—but why is she so anxious to throw herself at me?
“You sound as if you are planning to come and live here,” he said at last, trying hard to sound casual.
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Sarah turned to face him and replied,
“Cousin Pius, I shall be very frank with you. Six months ago my youngest son got married and brought his
wife to live with me. She’s a very nice girl, but somehow I can’t get used to having another woman in the house.
My other son is in Kampala,\fn{The Ugandan capital.} and although I know I would be welcome there, he too has a
wife, and three children, so if I went there I wouldn’t be any better off.
“When I saw that bit about you in the paper, I suddenly remembered—although I don’t expect you to—how
you were at my wedding and so helpful to everybody. Well, I thought to myself, here is somebody who needs a
good housekeeper, who needs somebody to keep the leeches off, now that he has come into money. I came along
right away to take a look at you, and I can see I did the right thing. You do need me.” She hesitated for a moment,
and then said,
“Only you might prefer to stay alone … I’m so used to having my own way, I never thought about that before.”
Pius cleared his throat.
“You are a very impetuous woman,” was all he could find to say.
*
A week later, Pius wandered out to the tomb and found Salongo busily polishing the Ssasbalangira’s weapons.
“I thought you were dead,” growled the custodian, “it is so long since you came here—but then, this tomb
thrives on neglect. Nobody cares that one of Buganda’s greatest men lies here.”
“I have been rather busy,” murmured Pius. “But I didn’t forget my promise to you. Here! I’ve brought you a
hundred shillings, and I only wish it could have been more. At least it will buy a few cement blocks.”
Salongo took the money and looked at it as if it were crawling with lice. Grudgingly he thanked Pius and then
remarked,
“Of course, you will find life more expensive now that you are keeping a woman in the house.”
“I suppose Nantondo told you,” Pius smiled sheepishly.
“Does it matter who told me?” the custodian replied. “Anyway, never say I didn’t warn you. Next thing she’ll
want will be a ring marriage!”
Pius gave an uncertain laugh.
“As a matter of fact, one of the reasons I came up here was to invite you to the wedding—it’s next month.”
Salongon carefully laid down the spear he was rubbing upon a piece of clean barkcloth and stared at his friend
as if he had suddenly grown another head.
“What a fool you are! And all this stems from your scribbling noughts\fn{ Zeros.} and crosses on a bit of
squared paper! I knew it would bring no good! At your age you ought to have more sense. Well, all I can advise is
that you run while you still have the chance!”
For a moment Pius was full of misgivings. Was he, after all, behaving like a fool? Then he thought of Sarah,
and the wonders she had worked with his house and his shamba in the short time they had been together. He felt
reassured.
“Well, I’m getting married, and I expect to see you at both the church and the reception, and if you don’t
appear, I shall want to know the reason why!” He was secretly delighted at the note of authority in his voice, and
Salong’s face was the picture of astonishment.
“All right,” he mumbled, “I shall try and come. Before you go, cut a bunch of bananas to take back to your
good lady, and there might be some cabbage ready at the back. I suppose I’ve got to hand it to her. She’s the real
winner!”
57.95 The Old Man Of Usumbura And His Misery\fn{by Taban Lo Liyong (1939- )} Gulu, Gulu District, Northern
Region, Uganda (M) 2
There was an old man of Usumbura who was very rich.
This old man of Usumbura. He was so rich he had eight thousand cows. This rich old man of Usumbura. With
these cows he married for himself sixty-five wives. The old man of Usumbura. He was so healthy that he had
three hundred children from these wives. Our healthy man of Usumbura. He was so happy and successful that
with industry his wealth increased manifoldly. This happy successful and industrious man of Usumbura. He and
all the members of his family were so lucky none of them ever felt sick. These lucky people of Usumbura. All his
life he had never known the pangs of sorrow or grief. This lucky Usumburan.
There was another old man of Kigali who was very poor.
This old man of Kigali. He was thoroughly sunk in misery. This miserable man of Kigali. His eyes were always red with weeping. The eyes of the man of Kigali. He was rich once. This previously rich man of Kigali. But
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he had lost all his worldly goods to the last bit. This erstwhile rich man of Kigali. He had not even a wife left him
now. This old man of Kigali. Not even a child was left to console him in his old age and poverty. This bereft man
of Kigali. All day long he mourned for his lost cows. This old man of Kigali. He also wept for his dead wives.
This single man of Kigali. He wept all night for his dead children. This mourning old man of Kigali. He always
cried,
“Oh, my misery! Oh, my misery!”
This miserable old man.
*
The rich, happy old man of Usumbura and the poor, miserable old man of Kigali were friends. These old men
of Usumbura and Kigali.
One day the rich old man of Usumbura went on a journey. This rich old man of Usumbura. He went to Kigali.
This rich man of Usumbura. He went to visit his poor friend. This rich man of Usumbura.
When he arrived at Kigali he was struck by his friend’s cry of “Oh, my misery”and became sympathetic. This
happy man of Usumbura. He asked to be shown the nature of misery. This healthy man of Usumbura.
The miserable man of Kigali tried to discourage him. This adventurous old man of Usumbura. But he would
hear none of that. This happy healthy rich old man of Usumbura. He seemed to have been so bored with his
constantly happy life that he needed a change. This lucky man of Usumbura. Any kind of a change would be
better than that drab happy life. That life of this unmiserable man of Usumbura.
At last the miserable old man of Kigali consented to give a slice of misery to his happy friend from Usumbura.
These old friends of Kigali and Usumbura.
They appointed a date when misery would be conveyed from Kigali to Usumbura. These old men of Kigali and
Usumbura.
The rich man’s sons were to come and convey misery from Kigali to Usumbura. These lucky sons of Usumbura. They were to transport misery from the poor man’s home to their rich father’s home. These happy obedient
sons of Usumbura.
*
On the day appointed all the one hundred and fifty-one sons started off early for Kigali. These fat children of
Usumbura. They ran part of the way. These expectant sons of Usumbura. Instead of taking two days to reach
Kigali they did it in one day. These impatient and obedient sons of Usumbura. It was evening when they reached
Kigali. These heirs of Usumbura. They rested a while but ate nothing in Kigali. These worthy agents of fate.
In the evening they insisted they be given misery straightaway to take home to Usumbura. These playful sons
of Usumbura. The old man of Kigali suggested they wait till the following morning. This unknown old man of
Kigali. But as would be expected these hot-headed sons of Usumbura would not like a delay. These children full
of great expectations.
The old man of Kigali thought the time had come to give them misery. And he was right, this old man of
Kigali.
The old man of Kigali gave them a very large straw bundle. This large straw bundle.
This bundle was tightly tied with ropes. The tightly tied bundle.
It contained the very misery so greatly desired by the old rich Usumbura man. This loved misery.
It contained the misery so desired by the hundred and fifty-one children. This loved misery.
The old man of Kigali gave the sons of Usumbura a few orders. This knowing man of Kigali. The children
were never to tamper with the luggage. They were to carry it right before their father. These inquisitive children.
The children shouted for joy. These live children of Usumbura. They managed in their own way to convey this
heavy burden a few steps at a time. Nothing was heavier to each of them than this pregnant egg. The incurious
Usumburans.
When the bundle had left Kigali the old man started to smile. This prescient man of Kigali.
*
Midway between Kigali and Usumbura these boys stopped. These obedient children of Usumbura. Some of
them said they were tired. These lively children of Usumbura. Others thought they needed to enjoy a bit of the
sunset. These observant children of Usumbura. A few thought a little rest was in order. These restless children of
Usumbura. One admitted he really needed a relaxation. These playful children of Usumbura.
One said the rope looked green. These children who can see green at night. One thought the rope had surely
loosened since they had left Kigali. One wagered he would loosen one, just one of the knots. These indefatigable
children of Usumbura. One said he was tickled by misery on the side next to him. These sensible children of
Usumbura. One boy exhibited with triumph a rope unloosened. These active children of Usumbura.
The elder ordered there be no tampering with misery. This orderly elder son. But another thought only blind
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people carry what they cannot see. These seeing children of Usumbura. So an argument grew up between the
children who wanted to see misery before it reached their father and those who wanted their father to see misery
first. These factious children.
While the argument was in progress some children stayed unconcerned. These apathetic and reflective
children. But a few boys were busy with their nimble hands. These constant active few.
The bundle became smaller and smaller as the argument became louder and louder. This bundle and strife.
Nothing substantial could be seen yet from the bundle although brother was already abusing brother. This cause of
strife. Blows started to rain on brothers’ heads. These headbreaking blows.
At last a handful of the luggage remained. That fatal unknown. Curiosity brought brothers together to see this
famed thing. The curiosity that killed the cat. They squeezed together, they held their breaths, they were ready to
see, they were all attention. These humans.
*
When the bundle was opened, nothing was seen. The cheated sights. Only a little whirring sound was heard.
The noise that has no path. It sounded like a mosquito. This child of the egg.
Now that there was no more misery to carry home, what were these boys to carry home to their father? These
obedient boys of Usumbura.
One brother’s hands were already striking another for having opened the bundle. These useful hands we have.
Another hit another on the head, another smote another, another slew another, another clubbed another, another
speared another, another strangled another, another castrated another, another drank another’s blood. These killers
of their own brothers.
Now only fifty brothers remained in the internecine war. These brother-killing brothers. Three minutes later we
see only three blood-intoxicated brothers. These committed brothers. Two brothers have ganged up on a bro-ther.
The unhappy company. The last round ends with brother killing brother. Oh, the fatal end.
Death, you have reaped a rich harvest. Death that levels all. Alas, who will inform the rich man of Usumbura?
That rich, happy, wealthy, unmiserable old man of Usumbura.
*
But one boy remained alive. This unlucky boy of Usumbura. He had always been a coward. This life-preserving son of his mother. He had hidden away during the life-destroying brotherly exercises. That fatal exercise. He
became the messenger of misery to his father.
Oh, the fatal messenger that should never arrive. Out of breath with sorrow and running, he approached his
expectant father with the news. This sorrow-filled son of his beaming father.
The father anticipated an advance information on the approaching misery. This happy father of Usumbura. He
asked how near misery was. This impatient father of Usumbura. He repeated the question with anger. This father
who can’t even wait for his son to regain his breath. He struck the son once for the delay. This father who had
never known how to strike a blow.
But only good news comes out pat.\fn{ “Opportunely, conveniently, at just/exactly the right moment, expediently, favorably,
appropriately, fittingly, auspiciously, providentially, felicitously, propitiously”:W } This bad news which demands a cautious
framing. The son started to sob, more from internal blows. This vessel of deaths.
“At last,” he said, “misery had escaped.” The misery that travels in the air.
The old man of Usumbura was so mad he struck his son dead instantly. This happy, rich, healthy, misery-less
old father of Usumbura.
*
The rich, happy, healthy, worry-less old man of Usumbura has now killed his son. This father who does not
know misery.
The wife whose son was struck dead started to mourn. In this home that has never known mourning.
Other wives realized that she had deserved such a treatment for a long time past. Oh, human wisdom that
always condemns those who are afflicted.
This mother’s wrong deeds consist of insolence. Oh, the home that never knew insolence.
And her son was said to have been disrespectful to their worthy husband. Oh, the love that is intensified by the
degradation of others.
He was the only black sheep in this snow-white home. Give a dog a name and you hang him.
His mother left the home of the rich old man that very night. The darkest of nights. She did not carry her son’s
corpse with her. The lifeless luggage. It was her share of misery she took along with her. Oh, misery that curiosity
brings.
The old man of Usumbura set out that very night to find his other hundred and forty-nine sons. These allvirtuous sons. He took along with him his fifty-five wives. The wives that love their husband and never do wrong.
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Husband and wives went to find sons and misery. Oh, obsessions that are so dear to the hearts.
On the way the smell of new blood tickled their noses. Smell that travels in the wind. They became wild. These
good people. Soon they stepped on cadaver instead of earth. Oh, organic flesh and earth. They kissed their lifeless
sons because there was nothing else to do. These virtuous sons and wives. They had no more stomach for misery.
These misery-filled parents.
They abandoned their happy husband to his fate and went off to their several parents’ homes. These good
wives of Usumbura. They took with them all their daughters and shares of wealth. These unlike-the-other-wife
wives.
*
At last the old man was left to bear his misery alone. The old man who had wanted so much to see misery.
He sang a song called “Oh, my misery! Oh, my misery!”
This rich, healthy, happy, misery-less old man of Usumbura.
255.6 Excerpt from Upon This Mountain\fn{by Timothy Wangusa (1942- )} Bugisu, Mbale District, Eastern Region,
Uganda (M) 10
1
Many, many millet granaries ago, he was mother’s child, and she was the child’s mother. And they sat in the
shade on the verandah of the main house: mother with her legs stretched in front of her, to let the midday meal
sink into her bones; and he fast asleep beside mother, with his head in mother’s lap.
And there before them was the exalted, everlasting mountain, covered in a dull haze and buoying up the
horizon in the far distance. For as far as the eye could see in the opposite direction the strong after-harvest sun had
dried and browned the land, and in the near distance a wavy line of bush fire was creeping and advancing along
the brow of a hill.
Then suddenly the noise of galloping cattle with tinkling neck-bells and the herds-boy song-shouting and
galloping with the cattle towards the perennial Manafwa River. And the bells’ tinkling nklo nkling nklo nkling
nklo nkling rudely woke Mwambu.
And he opened his eyes upon his mother: Mother’s face, mother’s arms, mother’s lap. Tendermost mother as
before. And he felt the itch inside him to suck at the breast. To clamber into her cozy, ever-sure lap and suck.
“Mother mine,” he said, rising and clambering. But as he reached out for the breast, he tripped over her legs
and fell against her womb. And then came the rebuff.
“Pthwoh!” she spat into his face and pushed him away in visible anger.
“You a man!” His face went into a shocked, wide-mouthed, closed-eyed, noiseless contortion.
“You such a grown-up!”
Mother-bad-good-bad-good-why?

“To go harassing me for my breast as if it was yours! And after you’ve just eaten so much food!” And now the
noiseless contortion broke into a shrill, loud and long cry of anguished bafflement.
“And falling against my stomach like that! Do you know what’s inside it?” He did not know that his little sister
Khalayi was someday to come out of it.
Everything reeled before him. Reeling millet granary. Reeling world. Trembling sky-line through the teardrops. Mountain falling into the valleys and valleys falling onto mountain. The way they had appeared to do some
time back when he had bent over and looked at the world from between his legs and he had shuddered and quickly stood up and shaken his head.
“And stop crying at once! Or I’ll beat you and then you can cry properly. Do you hear?” And so saying, she
pulled him to herself, threw him upon her lap with his face downward and smacked his buttocks. Pah pah pah!
He cried the more, stamping the ground with his little naked feet, and mixing mucus with tears.
“I said stop crying!” She raised her hand in apparent preparation for a fresh onslaught. “Mwambu, stop crying
or I’ll—” But a very powerful voice saved him.
“Who is that beating Mwambu?”
His father’s voice! From the house. A strong and concerned voice.
“What has Mwambu eaten? Eh! Come this way, Mwambu. Come to me in the house.”
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And instantly his toddling feet were fleeing from mother's presence to father's voice, through the instinctively
remembered door. Before him was an outstretched arm. And now both arms. And then he found himself lifted by
strong arms and placed on a strong soft bed. His father held him close to his breast and said:
And now do not cry any more,
You are a man.
Do not cry, mother is bad.
I will beat her for you
(You out there, what did Mwambu eat?)
Now do not cry any more.
*
Let me wipe your tears,
Then you can sleep.
Here beside me on the bed:
That is right, do not cry,
You are a man.

Some days later Mayuba, the newly-married wife of his cousin Kuloba, came into the courtyard and threw him
a challenge:
“How are you, husband of mine?” she asked. “I hear that you’re no longer sucking mother’s breast. You’ve
done a very good thing. And it shows how very wise you are! You’ve seen that you’re now a big man. And that’s
the truth. And on my part, I am myself now completely ready to be your wife. Tell me, aren’t you happy? I’m
happy myself.
“Come, let’s go to our house. Tonight you must share my bed with me. Come at once and let’s go to our house.
Come let’s go, I say. I am your wife. Your brother has gone on a journey today and I have no husband. You must
come and keep his place in the bed warm. Hey, are you running away? What are you afraid of? Poor me, what a
husband.”
*
In the evening of the following day he went with his mother to the fountain, carrying a miniature saucepan.
They went downhill all the way. And the mountain was piercingly beautiful with the soft, golden light of the
setting sun upon its rock-face. Then they climbed steeply down into the trough of the fountain and he was so sorry
he could not see the sun-draped mountain from there.
There were so many women drawing water. Drawing water and filling their pots and pans and talking loudly
and laughing, laughing. Oh so many of them. Little girls. Big girls. Grown-up women with bulging breasts. Very
old women with loose, withered breasts pointing downwards. Drawing water at sunset. Filling their pots and pans
and laughing. His mother greeted them,
“Peace to you all, women of the fountain.” And they all replied,
“Peace to you, latecomer to the fountain.” And Wopuwa’s old wife carried on the greeting.
“What news from this wide world, Masaaba’s own?” she asked, and Mwambu wondered how his mother was
owned by his father.
“No news,” answered his mother. “What news from your end of it?”
“No news,” returned Wopuwa’s old wife. And then she removed her pipe from her toothless mouth and spat on
the grass beside her to clear her mouth.
“You say no news,” she remarked, raising her eyebrows. Then looking sideways like a chameleon at Mwambu,
she asked,
“But what is this I hear about someone on this earth who never wanted to stop sucking his mother’s breast?”
All the women burst out laughing:
Ahehehehehehe h - - - - - e!
Wuwu!
Aeee - - - - - e!
Mayi mukhasi weye!\fn{My mother woman O!}

Some of the women clutched their pots as support and others pressed upon their ribs, pretending that they had
been so amused that their sides were aching.
Holding on to his mother’s loincloth, Mwambu kept his eyes on the ground and twisted his right toe in the mud
by the water’s edge, his back turned to the painful women. But to his further discomfort, a woman with pointed
breasts who had stripped down to the waist and was bending forward and washing her upper half in the running
water, now added:
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“But what I would like to know is, did he mean to go on sucking the breast till he had grown a beard?”
Ahehehehehehe h - - - - - e!
Wuwu!
Aeee - - - - - e!
Mayi mukhasi weye!

Mwambu choked with shame and anger and worked away more furiously at the mud with his toe. Then mercifully his mother rallied:
“But who says that he had been suckled for too long? As soon as he knew that he should not feed on the breast
any more, he simply stopped.”
“Yes, yes,” pursued the half-naked woman. She was now squatting in the water and washing her lower half
with a deliberately loud noise of her open hand upon the water, her loincloth held above her knees.
“Yes, Masaaba’s own. But had he refused to grow up, all these girls you see here would have rejected him.
They would have shrugged their shoulders and said,
“‘Who can love a mother’s spoiled child?’”
Ahehehehehehe h - - - - - e!

Choking! Oh he was choking with wordless anger. And then once more his mother came to the rescue, and this
time conclusively.
“Let’s be going, Mwambu. These women never run short of ugly things to say. Here’s your saucepan of water.”
She put the miniature saucepan on his head.
“Good! That’s a useful man. Stay well and sleep well, all you gossiping women.”
They climbed out of the trough of the fountain. And gradually, to his unspeakable relief, the voices of the
women died behind him. But when he looked to see the sun, it had already sunk behind the hill beyond his
father’s house, and the golden light had faded from the face of the mountain.
*
Just below the fountain there was a dark and fearsome grove. Children did not play near it. It was Mukimba’s
grove. Mukimba was Kangala’s father, and Kangala became Mwambu’s friend. But Kangala was much taller and
older than Mwambu.
Mukimba was a strange man. He was very tall and as black as the soot on a cooking pot. His eyes were red like
those of a cock. When there was no rain and the crops started turning brown, Mukimba would go into his grove
and make the rain fall. And when there was too much rain and the weeds were growing faster than the crops,
Mukimba would go into his grove and the rain would stop.
All the grown-up people respected him very much and called him Umulikityekulu, he who tickles the heavens.
If you did not behave well in his presence he could tickle the sky and lightning would eat you up before you could
wink again! And they said he could make the foreskin grow again on a freshly-circumcised youth who said dirty
things within his hearing!
Kangala and Mwambu ran breathlessly toward their target. It was a huge tree. It was Kangala’s school. They
called it a sub-grade school. And on Sunday the tree also became the house of God. They were running to beat the
drum because the teacher had told Kangala that God was going to be born as a person-baby under that tree in a
few days’ time. And Kangala had told Mwambu.
They got to the tree at the same time as three other boys. Kangala took down the drum from the tree-church.
Then they took up sticks. Kangala positioned himself at the larger end, and Mwambu at the smaller end of the
drum, and they started to beat it. Mwambu was very thrilled by the sound they produced on the drum.
Two of the other boys asked to have their turn. And in what harmony they beat it! At first a few and distinct
strokes, then quick ones that ran into each other with rising tempo, worked into a rhythm of happy announcement.
They beat it loudly, they beat it softly, they beat it furiously, they beat it steadily, they beat it rapidly. And it
boomed and throbbed and rolled.
Then, on God’s birthday, a man in a white kanzu\fn{A long-sleeved garment of Arabian origin, now the national dress for
men in Uganda; this book was published in 1989:H } walked to the front, through the crowd seated under the tree. But to
Mwambu’s disappointment, the man was not carrying the baby-God. But he said that God had actually been born.
That happy morning. Only that he could not be seen. He was with them right under that tree. That happy morning.
Baby born to be God. And his name was Owner of Peace, Giver of Joy, Leader of Men. That happy morning. And
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whoever had that baby boy God as his friend would never die! Whoever did not become his friend was dead
already!
Mwambu marveled at the so many walking-but-dead people. All dead because they were not friends with the
baby-God. As for himself, he would be the best friend of the baby-God. In fact, he and the baby-God immediately
became such close friends that in his wonderment Mwambu also became a baby-God. And he told old men and
old women such wonderful things.
And all the men and women and little boys and little girls applauded him so much that wings sprouted on his
shoulders and he flew upwards and hovered above the admiring crowd. They applauded without end and he
danced to their song of him without tiring, without.
“And so,” concluded the man in the white kanzu, “as you feast in your homes today, remember …”
“Oh, baby-God!” silently added Mwambu. “Baby-God. Baby-God and the drums!”
2
Khalayi had been born beautiful and healthy. With the passing seasons she grew from a baby to a little girl and
started speaking human words and eating adult food. After the evening meal she and Mwambu would carefully
store away the leftover food behind the water pot. At night the ancestors came and ate the steam from the food
and in the morning Khalayi and Mwambu ate the remainder.
After eating the evening meal one night, the family lay awake talking. And Mwambu said,
“Tell us a story, our mother. A good story with giants in it.”
“Yes,” joined in Khalayi. “Tell us a story, our mother. Like that one of yesterday.”
And so their mother turned on her side and told them one of her favorite stories.
*
“Long, long ago there was a young man called Mwambu, and he had a sister called Sera. Now Sera was very
beautiful, and brown like induli fruit.\fn{An edible fruit, golden in color when ripe, proverbially called “”the sweetest and
loveliest” of fruits} Many young men from the mountain and from the plains heard of her beauty and came to woo
her.
“The first one to come was a tall and handsome herdsman from the plains. He arrived early in the morning and
sat on the crossbar of the millet granary as a sign of what he had come for. Mwambu saw him and greeted him. He
told his father about him and he came out of the house and also greeted him and asked him the reason for his early
morning visit.
“‘Old one,’ replied he, ‘I have a hoe without a handle and I have come looking for one in your courtyard.’
“‘Do you mean to say,’ returned Mwambu’s father, pretending to be surprised, ‘that you have spied a useless
handle in this homestead, young man?’ And the visitor replied humbly,
“‘Old one, if it’ll not annoy you, my answer is Yes.’
“In the end Sera was told about the suitor, but she shrugged her shoulders and said that she did not like him.
And her reason was that she was waiting for the most handsome suitor and that he was yet to come.
“One after another countless suitors came, and one after another they were all rejected. And Sera’s reason was
always the same. She was waiting for one who was yet to come.
“Then one day there came a suitor who was more handsome than any of the young men that had ever been
seen in the land. He had the body of a warrior, teeth so white as if he never ate on them, and a winsome voice like
a well-tuned litungu.\fn{A lyre with seven strings} He too stated the purpose of his visit and he too was duly rejected
by Sera. But when he rose to go away he said to Sera in a most luring voice,
“‘O you beautiful one, brown like induli fruit, won’t you see me off even the distance of a stone’s throw?’”
“To the surprise of everyone, Sera complied and walked with her suitor for a short distance. But at the end of
that distance, the handsome suitor said,
“‘O you beautiful one, brown like induli fruit, if only I could walk with you for another stone’s throw!’
“Again, Sera granted him his request. But at the end of that distance, too, the handsome suitor begged for the
same favor. He kept on renewing the request many times; and every time Sera enchanted by his voice granted him
his wish.
“At last they reached a far-away land, farther than from here to the farthest lake. Then suddenly the handsome
suitor stopped, turned round to Sera and said,
“‘You that are so beautiful and proud—now look at me!’ And so saying, he threw off his human mask and
when Sera looked to see her suitor—behold, it was Wanesirikhe the Monster. Sera threw up her arms in great
terror, screaming and shouting. And in her despair, she cried in song:
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Wo papa Mwanisa,
Wo yaya Mwambu,

Kusolo kwamakana kwandya.\fn{Oh father Mwantsa, Oh brother Mwambu, I am eaten by the terrible Monster}

“Now Sera’s voice was sharper than any bell that has ever dangled from the neck of a cow. And that day
Mwambu had taken his father’s cattle beyond seven hills and across the wilderness in search of green pasture.
When he heard Sera’s voice he said,
“‘That’s my sister I hear crying!’
“And picking up his spear and panga and shield and calling upon his dogs to follow him, he sped across the
wilderness as no other man has ever run, nor ever will. And in less time than it takes dust to absorb saliva, he
arrived in the far-away land and stood face to face with Wanesirikhe.
“But his sister was nowhere to be seen. Then Wanesirikhe looked with scorn upon Mwambu and asked him,
“‘Are you brother or lover of her that used to be alive?’
“‘I’m her fearless brother, you heap of an idiot!’ replied Mwambu. ‘Will you set her before my eyes at once?’
“Hearing these surprisingly bold words from a tiny human being, Wanesirikhe burst out laughing. And his
laughter was like the noise of thunder or the sound of a mighty river tumbling down a steep mountainside, and his
giant mouth was redder than a blacksmith’s forge.
“‘She’s,’ said Wanesirikhe, pointing to his bulging paunch, ‘she’s in here, in my—’
“‘And there is for your boasting large mouth!’ said Mwambu, sinking his spear into Wanesirikhe’s belly. ‘And
there! And there! And there!’
“Suddenly panic and terror seized Wanesirikhe. He grew wild, roaring with the acute pain of the spear-thrusts
as he tried to lay his hands on Mwambu. But Mwambu was too quick for him, jumping this way and that way and
covering himself with his shield and spearing Wanesirikhe in several places. Streams of blood were by now
running out of Wanesirikhe’s smitten body and soaking and reddening the desert sand.
“After a short while Wanesirikhe could not move at all. He swayed on the spot, heaving with difficulty. Then
staggering towards Mwambu, he slumped down in a gigantic heap, dead!”
“Wowe!” cried Mwambu and Khalayi.
“Quickly Mwambu split open Wanesirikhe’s belly with his panga. But Sera was not there. She had been
completely eaten up, and all that remained of her was her navel.
“Now while the dogs feasted on Wanesirikhe’s entrails, Mwambu took Sera’s navel and running and finding
lufufu, that mystical herb,\fn{Used to bring the dead to life, but mythical } he rubbed it round the navel, and behold, out of
the navel—up sprang Sera, whole and alive again!”
“Ayaya!” cried Mwambu and Khalayi in peak excitement.
“And thus,” continued their mother, “Mwambu defeated Wanesirikhe the Monster and brought back his sister
from the dead. And thus Sera learnt that it is bad to be beautiful and proud.”
“My story has ended there,” concluded their mother. “Pthwoh! Story, may you remain a dwarf while I grow,”
said she.
“Pthwoh! Story, may you remain a dwarf while I grow,” said Mwambu.
“Pthwoh! Story, may you remain a dwarf while I grow,” said Khalayi.
“Pthwoh! Story, may you remain a dwarf while I grow,” said their father.
During his mother’s retelling, Mwambu had got right inside the story and become the story. After the end he
still remained inside it, and from there he now ventured out to ask,
“But mother, when I had killed Wanesirikhe—”
“Now, now!” interrupted his father. “How many Mwambus are there in this world? Shall we not sleep tonight
because of questions? Next year I had better send you to school. To Namwombe Primary School where, they say,
they ask and answer all questions in broad daylight. And not here, where eyes are heavy with sleep.”
3
Masaaba and Mwambu set out just as the sun was beginning to peep above the mountain. Peeping and quivering like the young of a cow when it first looks on the world.
Wearing an old pair of short trousers of his father’s and a suka\fn{A wrapper, worn mainly by women} that left his
shoulders bare, Mwambu ran through the wet grass at the heels of his father. With a raised stick, Masaaba kept on
beating the dew off the grass in their way, so that father and son went along without being soaked, while the taller
grass, swaying back into the path, made an exit archway for the short Mwambu.
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His mother, holding Khalayi by the hand, stood outside the house mumbling words of good luck upon the two
sojourners. She followed them with anxious eyes till they turned the bend and entered the field of matooke.\fn
{Plantain} And just as they disappeared from view, the full sun showed above the mountain.
“Father,” called Mwambu as they emerged from the field of matooke, all agog with a sense of adventure.
“Father, shall we reach the top of the mountain?”
“Oh, no,” replied Masaaba. “We shall not go that far.”
“Is the school not on the mountain?”
“No. It is just two hills away.”
Oh, then they would not reach the end of the world that day! regretted Mwambu. If only the school had been
on top of the mountain. Where the earth touched heaven and where the world ended. And how was it that heaven
and earth met very far away from their home in all directions? He had often wondered. Was there an unseen pillar
in his village holding up heaven at the center? Like the middle pillar of a house.
“Father,” he resumed the subject, skipping behind Masaaba, “have you ever touched heaven?”
“No. That’s a strange question. No one has ever touched heaven.”
“No one?” He was so surprised that no one had. “But you have climbed the mountain?”
“Yes. To pull up young bamboo shoots.
“But that was a long time ago. When I was a youth, just a little older than you. It took us a whole day. No,
three days, getting there and back. We nearly froze to death up there at night.”
“Then you have been on top of the mountain.”
“No. Bamboos do not grow on top of the mountain.”
“Where do they grow?”
“On the slopes. The lower slopes. Above the bamboo forest, trees do not grow. Only grass and mountain
myrtle and mountain fern. All the way to the peak. And I have never been to the peak, as there is nothing to get
from there.”
Oh, what a pity! thought Mwambu. How could he not have wanted to get to the peak?
“But what is there above the peak?” pursued Mwambu.
“I told you there is nothing. Just clouds. Clouds and nothing.”
The words stuck and echoed in Mwambu’s mind. Just clouds. Clouds and nothing. Clouds and nothing. Clouds
and nothing. And his father had never wanted to climb to the peak of the world. And so he had never.
His thoughts were interrupted by a stream that suddenly sprang into their view. A stream of clean and fresh
water that gently gurgled among the stones on its way down, down, down, to where? wondered Mwambu. He
followed the stream in his mind till very, very far away at the world’s end, he started falling down a steep cliff and
his mind took fright and sped back to his body walking behind his father.
They stopped on a large stone in the middle of the stream and Masaaba said he was going to wash Mwambu’s
legs for him. Supporting himself on his father’s shoulder, Mwambu put his right foot forward, and then his left.
He looked down at the strong muscles of his father’s arms and his rich matted beard as he squatted below him on
the stone and an overwhelming, momentary feeling swept through him and he longed to grow up and look like
him.
“There!” said Masaaba. “You’re now clean enough to read in books and talk to fotifoti.\fn{English, as it comically
sounds to native ears} Those three buildings you see over there are Namwombe Primary School. I’ll take you to the
headmaster first. You’ll have to walk back home on your own in the afternoon. From today you’re a big man.”
*
At break time, the tough boys converged upon the grass by the sunrise end of the main classroom block, and
Kunikina the Tortoise led the assault on Mwambu.
“I say,” called Tortoise, so nicknamed because of the marks scabies had imprinted upon his skin once upon a
time. “I say, you people, have you seen the newest green leaf?”
“Yes, man,” replied Wayero the Terrible, who had repeated Primary One twice already. “He was put in my
stream, and do you know what? He can’t read even the first line of the alphabet! I will show him how not to be so
green.”
“Is he not that one shying away behind the eucalyptus tree?” put in Kongo the Double-Eater of insatiable
appetite.
“Hey, you mpioko,”\fn{A newcomer in a school} shouted the Terrible One. “Come running here! Did you hear?
O.K., double quick!”
Mwambu wonderingly, fearfully walked over. Within seconds the boys had formed a ring round him.
“I say, mpioko!” called the Terrible One. “Where did you steal those giant trousers?”
Mwambu was completely taken aback by the unexpected question.
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“Did you hear my question?”
“Yes.”
“Not Yes, but Yes, sir!”
“Yes, sir.”
“Right!” Tortoise butted in. “And who is your father?”
Mwambu’s mind flashed back to his father as he appeared to him on the stone in the middle of the stream
“They call him papa.” The entire gang burst out laughing.
“Stupid green leaf!” continued Tortoise. “I meant, what is his name?”
“His name is Animal,” said Mwambu cheekily. And they knew he was fooling them.
“Do you know who you are playing with?” flared the Terrible One, clenching his fist and bringing it within
two inches of Mwambu’s nose. “Hey,” he repeated, “do you know that you’re playing with hot fire?”
“Yes.”
“Yes, sir! I told you to reply, Yes, sir!”
“Yes, sir.”
“That’s correct.” And then relenting a little, he said,
“And now let me ask you this one. How many eyes do you have?”
Mwambu very well knew the riddle question. It was a challenging invitation to point out some new or strange
object, or somebody approaching. So he replied,
“Two eyes.”
“Correct! And what have you seen?” he went on, mischievously fixing his eyes on the marks the evaporated
dew had left on Mwambu’s shoulders.
“What have I seen? Where?”
Another burst of laughter from the bullying gang. The thing was where he could never see.
“People,” said Tortoise, “mpioko has made me laugh till my leg-bone is bent!”
“Mine, too,” added Double-Eater. “But I say, maybe he has only one eye?”
“Oh no, he has two,” protested the Terrible One with mock conviction. “You have two eyes, not so? What have
you seen with them?”
Mwambu was beginning to lose his temper. This was not a game but harassment for their own fun. He looked
away and answered,
“Nothing.”
“Nothing!” threatened Terrible One. “Nothing! Well, I’m not surprised. But have you ever seen water?”
“Yes,” Mwambu quickly answered, somewhat intrigued by the childishly simple question. And he thought:
Water in the stream. In the fountain, in the sky. In mud puddles in which he and Khalayi loved to play after rain.
In
“And where have you seen it?”
“In the water pot,” came the ready answer.
Again the interrogating trio burst into laughter, real enjoyable laughter. He had not seen water in some big river
but in a water pot! And Mwambu was thinking of the many times he had been to the clay water pot in his house,
either to draw water, or to call his mother, when she was away, by speaking into it:
Please mother come home;
I am hungry and lonely.

And sure as sunrise she would appear within no time, carrying firewood or a bunch of matooke or a basket of
vegetables or another pot of water.
“And yet,” aimed the Terrible One, after his comrades-in-fun had laughed their fill, “with so much water in
your father’s house you have never thought of scrubbing your spotted shoulders!”
At last the truth at his back broke upon him—the point behind the questioning. He felt like madly striking at
them or—
But a bell sharply and abruptly ended the break and saved things. A woman in a white dress peeped out of a
classroom window and shouted,
“Come on, you boys! Why are you crowding around the new boy? In you go, double quick!”
*
The following day Mwambu learnt that the lady in white was Mrs. Nabwera, the wife of the headmaster. And
later in the week she came to his class to teach about the Creator. That was her subject.
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And Numbers. The Creator and Numbers. And whenever she came to teach his class he paid the utmost
attention, out of his secret liking for her. And she taught such wonderful things, told such wonderful stories.
She taught them that the Creator can do things and then rub them out. And that if any of the pupils did bad
things and said sorry the Creator would rub those things out. Like she was going to rub out her own writing from
the blackboard. She scribbled some nonsensical thing on the board and rubbed it out
“When the Creator does that,” she said, “we call it forgiveness. He rubs the thing out so that it is no longer
there. He subtracts the bad action from yesterday! So that yesterday or last year is less by that bad action! Like
three mangoes, of which one is rotten. If you take away the rotten one and throw it into a fire, you have only two
good ones left and you cannot have the bad one back again. The bad mango becomes nothing after burning, like
the writing she had rubbed out—or could any of them ever bring it back on to the blackboard?”
Mwambu listened with half-open mouth.
“And the Creator,” she said, “can sometimes do certain things himself and then rub them out. He says sorry to
himself and subtracts that action from himself!”
“The rainbow. It had not always been there,” she said. “Then one day the Creator was angry with all the people
because of the very bad things which they had done. So he ordered a torrent of rainwater to cover all the valleys
and mountains. And all the people and all the land creatures died. All the men and women and their little ones. All
died except one household of good people, whom the Creator had himself warned to build a big, big boat and to
hide in it. But after the so many beautiful but bad people had died, the Creator said,
“‘I am sorry to myself, because of what I have done. Never again will I kill off my people like this, however
bad they become. I swear this day. I swear by myself. And just in case I forget what I have sworn, today I add the
rainbow to the sky. Every time I am angry with my people and I see the rainbow, I shall remember my new plan
and rub out my anger. And subtract my anger from myself.’
“The rainbow,” said Mrs. Nabwera, “is the latest thing that the Creator caused to come into the world.” And
she concluded:
“The rainbow is the Creator’s reminder.”
The rainbow is the Creator’s reminder—Mwambu committed that to memory. It struck him as so beautiful.
And the inside-most part of him was aflutter with the novelty of what he had heard. Pulsations of delight in the
ancient origin of the many-colored rainbow.
Ah, yes, it was as his mother had told him. That when the rain was threatening to pour down in a great torrent
and a rainbow appears in the sky, that rain does not fall! And time and again, he had seen this truth.
Suddenly whenever there appeared two resplendent, never-touching rainbow arcs spanning the mountain face,
he knew that the downpour had been cancelled, withdrawn. Most certainly withdrawn for that day. And the clouds
lifted and the afternoon sun emerged from the gloom and resumed its radiant mastery of the sky.
Ah, the rainbow and the sun! The rainbow and the rain!
*
But there was a day that he would never forget because of the way his mother had scared him. He and Kangala
had gone down to the fountain to draw water by themselves. As they were starting to come back his mother came
running down and shouting frantically:
“Away from the water! Quick! Quick! The rainbow has appeared! If you’re too near the stream it’ll suck you
up together with the stream! Come away with me quickly.”
She whisked the water-pot from Mwambu and bid the two boys run ahead of her. After a terrified backward
glance at the rainbow, Mwambu ran on without daring to look back again. And for the rest of the day he was
deeply troubled by the knowledge that the rainbow can suck up somebody’s body.
*
That very night he had a horrible nightmare in which he encountered a blood-sucking ogre. He had left home
at dusk while the rest of the clan was drinking millet brew outside his father’s house. Everybody asked him where
he was going and he replied that he was just taking a walk. And each of them in turn said he should not take a
walk so late, that he might meet horror on the way. But he said he was going and did so.
No sooner had he left than he found himself in a trackless jungle, and a spectral monster with countless eyes
and the beak of a vulture jumped into his way and started pecking at him and sucking his blood. He tried to run
away but for some reason he just kept on running on the same spot. However much he tried to break loose and
bolt away he simply felt tied down—transfixed and agonizing—far, far away from any human help. He remembered the words of all his clansmen, that he might meet horror on the way, and he cried to himself in words of a
song he had learnt from his mother, and which now seemed to spring from an ageless, bottom layer of his young
being:
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Mother told me Mwambu
There is horror on the road
Father told me Mwambu
There is horror on the road.
*
But I did not listen.
*
Today woe to me Mwambu
Today woe to me
*
For I did not listen.
*
Though I blow the flute the flute
There is no rescue
Though I blast the horn the horn
There is no rescue
Though I strike the gong the gong
There is no rescue
Though I smite the drum the drum
There is no rescue
*
Today woe to me Mwambu
Today woe to me
*
For I did not listen.

The ogre sucked so much blood from his body that he started to feel weak all over. He felt himself shriveling
up and beginning to die slowly, slowly.
*
But mercifully he suddenly woke up from sleep and the horrible nightmare, shaken and angry about his inability to run in the dream. His blanket had been unconsciously thrown off while he slept, his uncovered face
turned upwards and his legs doubled up in his bed. Did he have that bad dream because he was naked? he wondered.
In the morning he told his parents his dream. They said it was a very bad dream. And he asked,
“Was I singing or crying in my sleep?” They replied that they had not heard anything.
His mother went to the water-pot and drew water with a calabash. Pouring some into her cupped right hand,
she sprinkled the chilling water onto Mwambu without prior warning. He shuddered and looked at her with puzzled eyes.
“Mother, why throw water on me?”
“To drive away the ill luck of your bad dream,” she explained. And apparently content with the answer, he
went on,
“But suppose I had died in my dream, would I have woken up?”
“Yes,” answered his mother. “To die in a dream is not to die in waking life. It is not to die real death.”
“But,” pursued Mwambu, “why could I not run in my dream?”
“Because,” replied his father, “you slept with your legs doubled up. When you sleep like that you cannot run in
your dreams. You run on the spot when there is danger. So you must always sleep with your legs stretched out if
you do not want bad dreams.”
And now after the rainbow lesson he mixed his present joy with his remembered terror.
4
At the end of the year many parents came to the school. And his father and mother came. Mrs. Nabwera had
made him learn certain words by heart and said he would repeat them to the parents. And the words were in the
language of his people. She said she had translated them from the red man’s fotifoti in her simple way, and that if
someone translated them back into fotifoti they might sound so different.
Mrs. Nabwera made him stand in front of the parents, and he was blind with nervousness. Yes, he was blind:
he did not look to see where his parents were, nor could he tell afterwards what any of the parents in the front row
were wearing. All the eyes of the parents became one giant eye looking down on him from some where up there.
So he started without breath and recited at a runaway speed:
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Happy is the man among men who does not listen to the words of the crooked
who does not walk the same path with lazy-bodies
or sit in a circle with the scornful
*
For his rejoicing is in what the Creator approves
and on that does he ponder all day and night
*
He is like a fruit-bearing tree
planted by rivers of abundant water
that yields its fruit in the expected season
and its leaves never dry or fade—
such a man shall always prosper
*
But not so with those who delight in evil
they are like the millet chaff that the wind blows with ease
They shall not stand still when the Creator roars in judgment
nor appear in the assembly of the blameless
*
For the Creator is himself in charge
of the path traveled by virtuous men
but as for the promoters of evil
they are rushing to their doom.

As soon as he finished, the giant eye of the parents split into many twos of the normal size of human eyes and
each two went back to its face. There was a long applause while Mrs. Nabwera led him out of the hall. Outside he
wedged his way into the crowd of other pupils to hide his face and his excitement.
*
On first lifting his eyes from the ground, they precisely met with those of Wayero the Terrible One.
What bad luck! thought Mwambu. Since that bullying on his first day at the school, Mwambu had never got on
well with Wayero, while the other members of the bullying squad had become quite friendly. Pouting his mouth at
Mwambu as their eyes met, Wayero said,
“That was not bad.”
But Mwambu was still enjoying the after-feeling of his public performance and so he ignored Wayero
completely. Wayero was silently placed in the circle of the scornful in the recitation. But not so with those who
delight in evil, they are like millet chaff.
“I said that was not bad, mpioko! All right?”
But my delight is in what the Creator approves
such a man shall always prosper
but as for the promoters of evil
they are rushing to their doom
For the Creator is himself in charge of the path

Mwambu had wondered about those words when he was first made to repeat them: about the Creator being in
charge of a path. And now he wondered about them again. How can he look after a path? Supposing it was very
long? Would he be in one place or everywhere on the path? How? Or only at bad points on the path? What if he
forgot to guard one of the points?
Oh, then, oh then maybe the traveler would meet with an ogre! And he would cry for help in vain
He forced his ears to listen to what was being said in the hall, but there was too much noise outside.
*
The Headmaster was now delivering his Parents’ Day speech.
He thanked the parents for their most welcome co-operation in sending their children to the school and for
toiling in the fields to raise school fees. But, he said, that was not enough. Not enough children were willing to be
released by their parents to go to school.
And the reason for this, he pronounced, was lack of ambition. They were too contented with their mountain
spirit. And that spirit, he said, was their excessive pride in their manhood!
“How dare you say that to me, a man?”
That was the spirit, and it led nowhere. Not even to a Vernacular Teacher Training College.\fn{ The British colonial administrators normally referred to the native languages over which their governments ruled as “the vernacular” languages, usually in a
condescending manner, while simultaneously insisting that English was inherently “better” and “civilized” and “uplifting”:H } But the
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true manhood of the future, he concluded, was the manhood of the brain, of exchanging the spear for the pen. He
thanked the parents again and sat down.
While the Headmaster had been speaking, Masaaba was rather wistfully reminded of the trick—of which he
was to tell Mwambu years later—that was played by his mother to protect him from joining school in his own
day. N.A.C. Namwombe Primary School had just been started. Accompanied by the local chiefs, the two teachers
from Buganda went on a countryside campaign to recruit pupils. When they came to the home of Nabutiru,
Masaaba’s mother, they spied young Masaaba and laid their hands on him, meaning to drag him to school with or
without his mother’s consent. But Nabutiru pleaded with them to have pity on her old age and spare her last-born
child to look after her and her animals. One of the chiefs and the two teachers took her aside. The chief told her
that they were willing to listen to her plea but that she must understand that a man does not eat nothing. Then
changing the metaphor from food to drink, the chief asked,
“Where is our tea?”
After some haggling the bargain was struck. They took two hens and Masaaba was permanently written off.
Although he was only ten years old, an entry was made in the Pupils’ Recruitment Register to the effect that in the
home of Nabutiru, the widow of Watambebumbi son of Wakubona of Musibanga village, there was no child of
school-going age.
Afterwards Nabutiru repeated the story of her simple negotiation to the village women and they all laughed
with warm derision at the greed and pretence of these luggage-carriers of the red man.\fn{ Sometimes the British colonials were called this if they had red hair—their appearance to Africans would be more florid than pale—but the term does not often occur
in these stories:H}

*
Now, walking home with Mwambu and other parents with their children, Masaaba was complimented by fellow-parents on his son’s performance as if it was his own. Oh, he had such a good memory. Oh, he would grow
up to be a great speaker or a big chief. Oh, he would read all the books and finish them at Makerere.\fn{ Makerere
University Kampala, Uganda's largest and second-oldest higher institution of learning, was first established as a technical school in 1922 }
Yes, he would surely read all the books and finish them.
And overhearing these wayside remarks, Mwambu was transported into that predicted future of vague, lofty
achievements. A future of all books read, and so much else
*
The following day was the end of the school year. The pupils hung about in small groups on the grass, anxiously conjecturing whether they had passed or failed their respective examinations. Concealed in the satchels of
the toughs were stones and reed-canes for what was known as “beating you fainolo.” On the final day of a term it
was a common practice for some pupil to roguishly walk up to another pupil with whom he felt he had a score to
settle and to deal him an unsolicited blow in the face or give him a quick lash of the cane, then quickly run home.
Some of the pupils were taken unawares while the real toughs never forgot to avail themselves of the pleasure of
fainolo.
Around midday the bell rang for everybody to report to his class for the examination results and for the dismissal. In Primary One, stream A, there were only two casualties: a boy called Khawanga and, once again,
Wayero the Terrible One!
Khawanga burst out crying on hearing his name read “below the red line” but Wayero kept his countenance.
Reports were given out and as soon as the class was dismissed Wayero ran out ahead of everybody, firmly
holding his satchel under the armpit, and stopped by the corner of the classroom block. Excited pupils were
tumbling out of the classrooms and converging and mingling on the grass, congratu lating one another upon their
passes. Then they started filing away homewards in various directions.
The opportune moment came. Mwambu was just turning the corner in the company of his fellows when Wayero suddenly swished a reed-cane from his side and cracked him across the shoulders. He winced with acute pain.
Meanwhile Wayero started running away.
Quickly reaching for a large piece of brick from the edge of the flower-garden, Mwambu aimed at his assailant’s skull but caught him in the right leg. The leg jacked up and Wayero slumped down, howling like a wounded
dog. But in no time he pulled himself up and started limping back towards Mwambu, meaning to finish him off by
breaking his neck with his bare hands.
But a bigger boy in Primary Four saw that this was threatening to become more than fainolo and shouted to
Mwambu to run on along with him. And as they increasingly put distance between him and themselves, Wayero
shouted obscenities and challenges to a man-on-man combat:
“Don’t run away, you coward! I say, you mpioko, go and eat shit! Go and lie on your mother!”
Mwambu stopped.
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This was too much about his mother. He must go back and fight Wayero, even if he suddenly became ten times
bigger. He was going to kill him. But the wise and friendly bigger boy hauled him along. And Wayero shouted on:
“Why don’t you stop, you coward! Stop if you’re a man! I say, you foolish green leaf, I will get you next year!
Just you wait and see. I will show you next year.”
“Yes,” Mwambu too angrily wished, “let next year come!”
He would show Wayero. He would break his skull.
He carried that promise inside him. The promise of a war.
And in his right hand he carried his report bearing the important words:
“Third Term. Promoted to Primary Two.” …
45.26 Prostitute\fn{by Okello Oculi (1942- )} Dokdo, Lango Sub-region, Northern Region, Uganda (M) 5
Somewhere\fn{In the text, this section is entitled “Prologue.” } across this our land, the wise imaginations of a people
have heard mother rabbits sing of dreams of terrible happenings. The mother rabbits dreamed dreams of bloodsodden encounters with a hunt by terrible dogs. Mother rabbits sing these sad songs to their babies:
Oyonke nkusereke katerebembe
Oyonke nkusereke kanyamuswaga,
Nkute omu kasamba katerembembe
Kihungu kikutwale kanyamuswaga.
Nkute ha nuhanda katerembembe
Abagenzi bakutwale kanyamuswaga.
*
Suckle and let me hide you, little tender one
Suckle and let me hide you, little greedy one,
Shall I hide you by the wayside, little tender one
The bird of prey will take you, little greedy one.
Shall I hide you by the wayside, little tender one
The passerby will take you, little greedy one.

The children of those imaginations, their sorrowing concern with the desecration of life to come, in that bush
which is the earth, is a passionate cry for Life.
*
She\fn{In the text, this section is entitled “A cruel loot.” } sat crouched, cross-legged, bisecting the doorway, buffer between the dark shelter to her right, and the sunset darkness to her left; a darkness restrained now by the hazy neon
light rays on the black-wet road that ran by. To the front of her as she sat there, the road ran into the big center of
town. In the way that her back was facing, the road ran for many miles into the depth of villages. Approaching
torches, occasionally rushing past from the front and behind, revealed her now and then.
She sat very still. Around her was the stubborn stench of undrained urine. Some of the urine was hers, especially on the nights when business had been good. Some was of the other women and their children. She shared
the debe-roofed, mud-walled, slum-block flats with them. Slum flats are one of the few things people share a lot
in the towns.
*
Some of her neighbors had gone out on the routine hunt. Children remained behind always. There are a few of
them who cough very badly these days. Two of her neighbors seem to have visitors just now. She can tell from the
kind of voices and noises that are being let out of there.
Today she does not want to go out. The thought of it is heavy to her whole body. Going out now to smile from
between cracking sheets of makeup and through dirty-red linings! First of all putting on the plasters of makeup
takes washing up; then trying on that oil, then the other powder on top and then the other one. Getting water here
too is not easy. Often she washed only the legs and the arms and smeared her thighs with a lot of strongly sweet
ointments.
Now the cosmetics themselves are low in the containers. It has been end of the month since a fairly long time
back. Then, of course, she would have to put on the wig. A friend of hers had tied lots of knots on her own hair to
pull it out so that it would grow long and she could afford to risk taking it to the fires of the hair straighteners too.
But some of these native hairs are so stubborn, the type that looks like the scattered droppings of goats when the
head has been washed.
*
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She gazed into the half darkness outside and the melody of her voice singing away in exuberant abandon in her
youth on the grassy hills back home, far away, came back to her. In the grassy hills she sang and sang and sang
and the grasses listened, swaying at times, and the hills answered her pure voice back with a chorus all around her.
Sometimes the choruses came back at intervals like the way voices of singers in a choir keep coming one on
top of the other and on the tails of the end of the others. The winds rolled the music from her body and gasped like
those excited men in the village dances who yearn and yearn to hold the melody of the drums and the dances.
When she defiantly wailed to the hills, and the goats she herded lifted their heads and shook their ears, she felt
alive in the presence around her. She felt confident of herself after that. These were the feelings that gave her
more and more courage to wrestle with the boys who herded cattle in the hills too. Whenever she came home
shouting and bossing the goats, and singing fluently and independently, her mother always pretended to be angry
with her delays in the hills. But she seemed to see her hiding a pleasure somewhere.
She remembered that, with a glow along her spine and then, suddenly, a running pair of lights pierced her gaze
and showed the black road and moving bodies. She again heard the clicks of shoes on the hard road. It reminded
her of the pinch of her high-heeled shoes and then the awkwardness that caught her when she tried to wear an elegance and a show of acquaintance of usage.
When she walks with them in public she can feel the thinly concealed forest of ridicule below the lips of
people who are seeing her battle through it all. When she pecks and scratches past them she dare not look into
eyes and faces.
She hates them at those times. Despises them for the cowards they are. At those times she longs for somebody
in the crowd to shout and ignite the rest against her and kill her for the crime against them and herself. She knew,
she knew she is a traitor among them, biting at their dignity, a suicide case moving on and on toward …
A thud would drop with a raking chill inside her whenever she stole a hazy glance at the wrinkles on the faces
of the old women clad in busuti.\fn{“A long garment with short sleeves and a square neckline, worn by Ugandan women,
especially in Southern Uganda:W} She thought she heard the wrinkles roll between their ridges and valleys “pros-ti-tute!” as she neared their middle and walked past.
The crude beauty of her own mother back home rushed to blind her. The clan pride of the old woman used to
loom on the compound as she stood on the bare patch in front of their home. She found giggles bubbling out of
her trunk and breaking her young neck in the pride of being the daughter of such a woman, at those moments. She
can remember the feeling even now.
Somewhere\fn{This is entitled: “Let Madam Nobottom Have Her Degrees.”} beyond where those skies touch the ground,
Where the surface of those lakes in the air
Look white and blue,
Is my people’s home, where I was born
And they were born too;
Where flowers grow to bloom, uncaring
Under silent eyes
Safe under sun and darkness
From cruel corrosion of desert sands
And hurricane onslaughts:
And the bully and savage ravage of haildrops;
Where sweet in fragrance flowers
And flat and poison smelling ones of all colors and births
And parentage
Grow to destined ripeness
Before the day the bees come to sample their pollens.
Where season’s rhythm and nature’s pace
And musical tones embrace each the other
With patterned turns in melodies
And each newly bound winds of beats
Twang excitement into the skies,
Evoking halleluiahs of regeneration
And senile gusts in the old winds
Before the final glide of the old waves
Into the sing chorus of their voices departing,
And the beyond of hearing in eternal silence
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Swallows them away.
*
Somewhere out there
Silence is sacred.
No one touches with rude crudeness
The surface of silence:
And when silence’s surface is broken
Bodies jerk to listen interpretations.
Old men sit on verandahs
To talk to the silence
And children learn from the wrath of elders
Not to splash its thin ocean surfaces
At the hour of meeting and rumination
And still talking
After the goats have been tethered under huts
And the hens are on dreams
And the cattle in soft whispers over eating their day’s store,
In the kraal.
Out there
Where ears listen to raindrops thud
On thatches and dance on compounds
And the horns and whistles and songs of the winds
And the drums of the skies
Roll eyelids and loosen muscles and bones to sleep;
There live my people in my place of coming to be
Now forbidden me!
There in that place
Darkness still is a shy virgin
Showering its virtue of privacy on all,
And men and women,
Girls and boys rough faced with pimples,
Children,
Still wear skin patches over eyeballs
And eardrums
Against shame’s gales and vulgarity’s daring:
For people out there know shame
And worship self-sanctity.
*
There they do not scoop out
The pollen insides of flowers
And rook\fn{Look:W} through fruits and pods, pawpaws and mangoes,
Bananas and pineapples,
To kill their stem piths daily
Hollowing themselves too in the act
To die more and more towards the trudges of husks:
Killing me,
Us
And murdering themselves in my death, daily.
Out here it is things, things, things—
This thing, that thing, those things:
Things that talk through stares and blares,
Blaring and staring at me like wizards
And confuse me
And dig deep trenches of doubt through me
And my Uhuru\fn{Freedom} in loneliness,
Till I find my mouth chanting out
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As I fling arms and jump and hurry on hard tarmac surfaces:
*
“I want to love
I want to fall in love
To forget myself
To immerse myself in emotional madness
For who am I not to forget myself
Not to laugh at myself and doubt my existence and
My feet
With them all others who have been hinged
To new orders!”
*
Out here it is maps and rigid lines,
Streets and greedy demarcations.
Posters yell from all around me
Swamping me like the coming of the vultures.
Neon lights gape and sear through my body
And my footsteps roar out, too.
I want to but I can’t sit under their stares.
I branch towards a bush
And there I find: “V.D. Patel, Private”
And “Gono Groot … Do not Trespass!”
I walk to green grasses and rich big trees,
Big trees breathing out heavily from hilltops
And around the corner
Dogs, big black dogs with fat lips and very red eyes
Rush forward to bark and spit at me.
They bark hard
Their anus pointing towards the earth
And fear and shame overfill me.
I turn and walk back over my old steps
Towards where I came from,
Where I belong,
But the dogs continue to bark out after me,
Chasing out my impudent smells of a stranger
From the slums.
The dogs tell me,
Out here,
The green grass and the infinite calm
In the feathers of trees
And the happy smiles of flowers, cracking and cracked,
Are assigned and allocated already
By the new gods of this land of things and maps.
*
The fragrance of skies and hills
And stars and grasses
And rocks and valleys and swamp waters and winds:
Meeting my ivory teeth and cotton eyes
As I ran and ran to pluck at them
To swallow them and be swallowed and dissolved
Is no more for me here
Among the sign-posts tribesmen.
I am a stranger, an immigrant
And rotting urine and vomits, jeyes\fn{After an outdoor disinfectant, viz: Jeyes Fluid}
Are daily company for us
In that allocation the maps call “slums.”
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*
We sleep here
We eat here
We multiply here
We are to stay here.
I cannot sleep.
The urines and vomits and the knocks
Of sewage at my door
Will not allow me to.
The screams of darkness from the rape of neon lights
And the groans of silence
Choking limp under troddings of automobiles and roaming things
Call me out
Because my eardrums are scratched and screeched;
My eyelids are coarse-dry now
And being naked and plain as I came from the gods
Is false pretence now.
I cannot sit still any longer:
A fire burns in my body center
Making me restless, unrooted
Like a woman with boils on her buttocks.
*
I dash out like a hen on fire
Propelled from compulsions within my insides
Looking and looking and staring and yearning,
Searching,
For a place to bury my head
And immerse and lose myself
As women and men do
When they have murdered
And past reality of themselves have gone with the winds:
Gone weeping out tears and accusations of betrayal
Unwaiting repentance!
Well! How about that for a tirade of mad nothings! If a stump had not knocked my big toe to bleeding on the
path to those churches of learning, I might have been degreed and baptized too with some nonsense of initials for
that.
“Dr. Nakintu, order of the Squirrel, Member of the Anti-Sanity Brigade etc. etc. … now a prostitute by the
will of heaven and earth.” Then I would have had a tomb (academus) with the inscriptions:
TO THOSE WHO KNEW HER
SHE REMAINED
A GLORIOUS MYSTERY
Now it will be written on the grasses (if I escape those pits of the City Council):
TO THOSE WHO GOT CLOSE,
SHE WAS FALSEHOOD ITSELF
But what does it matter? I am already a thesis, researched by the bugs, and they have done a scholarly job,
judging from the looks in those eyes I pass by. I have a status too. I arouse nods easily. Let Madam Nobottom
have her degrees. It is probably all she has to brave this cruel world with. A woman in search of truth! What
doesn’t she know! She sees it in the mirror every day, except that she doesn’t want to believe what she sees. I saw
one of them rush to drive away when I vibrated my buttocks and adjusted my breasts with that inherited naughtiness of my mother. I hope she arrived home still one person. These things they call cars don’t care about the
smokes fuming inside you. They have their own. They can help you with cold water even before you ask them to.
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Somehow they seem to listen to all the commotion from behind those stupid subservient looks they carry over
their drooped heads.
And they don’t care, but who cares?
We are each born alone and we die alone.
That is our first lesson out here.
190.34 Independence, 1962\fn{by Winnie Munyarugerero aka Winfred Gashumba (c.1947- )} “the Kisoro region,”
Western Region, Uganda (F) 2
I was one in that mass of humanity at Kololo Airstrip on that historical day of 9 th October 1962. To be more
precise, it was from 8th October to 9th October, for it was at midnight of 8th October that the crowd held its breath
as the Union Jack came down. Then the unison shout of joy as the new Ugandan flag went up for the first time.
It may have been my young and impressionable mind, perhaps, but I don’t remember any other occasion when
there was excitement to equal the rock solid excitement of that occasion.
Everyone in that crowd breathed excitement. (I hesitate to call that gathering of people “a crowd.” For that
word “crowd” suggests some lack of order or organization.) In actual fact, the huge gathering of people at the
airstrip that night were very orderly and well organized. Each group or category of people had its section to sit.
The schoolchildren had their section, and if I remember correctly, schoolchildren were allocated the Nyonyi
Gardens or Wampewo Avenue side. We sat facing the Acacia Avenue direction, slightly to the right as the rostrum
and main VIP shed was erected, not where the present one is, but closer to the Upper Kololo Avenue embankment.
I remember we sat on the ground—I suppose there was more grass than dust then—so, the neatly cut grass was
adequate for the sitting arrangement.
What characterized the occasion, however, was the excitement that permeated the atmosphere. The excitement
was so heavy and real that you could almost touch it, you felt it in your bloodstream, right through your entire
body. The person sitting next to you, on your right and on your left, the one behind you and in front of you, felt
the same. The total sum of the excitement from the thousands of people, was something I have never felt since. It
was not an individual excitement; it was a collective excitement, a national excitement.
I was a young adolescent at Gayaza High School. The staff at the school those days, was more than 99% white
—British, to be more accurate. A few porters on the kitchen and the farm were the only African staff. Even the
cateress and the farm manager were British.
Our British teachers did not do much to prepare us for Independence. They may have discussed it with the
older students, but those in senior one and two were not told much. The teachers themselves may have been a
little bewildered and may not have understood the issues well. But young as we were, we were vaguely aware of
the significance of the Independence event. In spite of the lack of much political awareness, the excitement about
Independence swept across the school, and, I have no doubt, across the whole population. Everybody, young and
old, illiterate and literate, felt that Independence was significant for Uganda, the infant nation, but also for every
Ugandan individual.
*
The excitement for us at school was a combination of several excitements. The idea of getting out of school, of
an outing, was a big thing in itself. The idea of an outing at night was poetic and romantic. Then later at the
airstrip, the fireworks, the large mass of people—all these added to a huge excitement for us schoolchildren.
The evening of 8th October, we got ready to leave for Kampala.
I am sure there were no classes that day, and if there were, everyone would have been too excited to be
attentive. Those girls who could be picked to go home had left, but the majority of the student body, which by the
present standard was very small, probably not more than 250 in all, prepared for the night out.
We were dashing here and there, propelled by the hurricane of excitement in the air. That day, as there was to
be no supper, we were served high tea; that term alone, “high tea,” added to our feeling of, and it increased, our
anticipation.
The high tea comprised of bread, eggs, cheese, even possibly tinned beef, accompanied by tea. It was a rich
meal that was intended to carry us through the evening and night. I can’t remember well but I have this feeling
that we must have packed something to eat later, for our teachers were very mindful of our health and young
appetites.
We then got into the fleet of waiting UTC buses and, feeling as important and special as brides to their grooms,
we were driven to Kampala. The city—I don’t think it was called a city then for it was a much smaller outfit—
was ablaze with excitement. I think we were driven around to see the decorated city before we headed for Kololo
airstrip.
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The weather those days knew how to behave; it was respectful of the great event because it did not rain. As we
sat under the clear night sky, it was difficult not to feel or imagine the divine presence of God to bless the occasion.
I can’t remember much of what was said in the speeches by the dignitaries. What I remember is the trim
looking, youthful Prime Minister [Milton] Obote. He seemed to have and to inspire confidence. The older people
may have had their doubts but for the fourteen- and fifteen-year-olds present, Obote appeared capable of steering
the new-born state.
After the function at Kololo that night—rather morning—we boarded the buses and returned to school, tired
and sleepy but filled with a sense of being part of history in the making, of being actors, however small the role,
in the making of the history of our country.
*
The next morning, the 9th October, we were taken to Kampala for more celebrations. What I remembered most
vividly were the floats—moving vehicles displaying the products and services, in the most imaginative impresssions, of each industry and government department. To a young girl from a rural background this was most
captivating.
As we took in the full importance of the Independence event, we saw stretched before us development and
prosperity. We saw a future offering new opportunities, a nation rising to the heights. Perhaps in our young minds
we understood freedom naïvely, as young people do. We did not understand the responsibility that accompanies
freedom. It would appear that even the adults did not know better; otherwise why did things go wrong!
*
As it turned out later, my generation of Ugandans—those in secondary school at the time—became the most
disillusioned and the hardest hit. We expected so much as we witnessed and participated in the birth of a nation.
And what did we get?
The harsh realities of Amin’s rule in the economic war period. The older people may have been cushioned
from the full impact by the cynicism that comes with age and experience.
Those who came later—in secondary schools in the late sixties and early seventies—had not witnessed the
birth. They had not drunk in the mouthfuls of excitement and expectations that heralded Independence. I suppose
it is not by accident that people who led the fight to restore Uganda’s dignity are essentially those of my generation.
Kololo airstrip hosts many celebrations each year. Independence Day, 9 th October, attracts the smallest crowds.
It is an event that few Ugandans seem to understand the significance of.
Independence Day means very little to many Ugandans. This is very sad indeed for those of us who were at
Kololo on 9th October 1962.
What went wrong?
185.1 Excerpt from A Season Of Mirth\fn{by Regina Amollo (1955- )} Kaberamaido, Kabermaido District, Eastern
Region, Uganda (F) 11
1
The day was breaking when Okanya got out of his grass-thatched house, holding a calabash of water.
He was wearing a black pair of trousers without a shirt. He went to the end of the courtyard and started
washing his face. The morning air was very cold but he liked the way it caressed his upper naked body. The air
was fresh from the previous day’s rain and dew hung heavily on the grass and leaves. A small wind rustled
through the vegetation, making the dew on the leaves of trees come down like rain.
The whole place was again quiet until a bird flew overhead singing. Its noise was followed by a cock-crow
from Okanya’s brother’s home where smoke could already be seen wreathing skyward, lending the atmosphere a
gray tint.
Okanya was about to go back to the house when he saw a man on a bicycle passing.
“This is it then,” he said to himself as if he had just been waiting for the man to pass. He superstitiously
believed that meeting a man first thing in the morning was a sign of good luck. He hated meeting a woman first
and quite often cancelled his journey when he did so, except if the woman was a small girl because small girls
were not associated with bad luck. Okanya was going to the cattle market today and felt that the day was going to
be a good one.
“Assistant?” he called to his wife.
There was no immediate reply. But he could hear the creaking of their old bed which meant that she was
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preparing fo get up. Abeso Maria was the name of Okanya’s wife but to him she was “assistant” in every way. He
would call her “Maria” only when he was drunk. He didn’t know why he felt tender towards her only when he
was drunk but he did. Then he called her “Maria” and felt good but those occasions were rare. However,
whenever he was in that mood, he would promise her gifts and see to it that he fulfilled his promise.
“Good morning, Dan!”
Abeso, who always used the shortened form of his name whenever she wanted to put him in a good mood, or
ask him for something, greeted Okanya. She did not want to go to the cattle market today and wanted him in good
humour when she told him that. Her husband, who stood facing her as she sat on a low stool outside their house,
was immediately suspicious that something was up. Ignoring her greeting, he demanded,
“Are you not coming with me to the market?”
“Please forgive me.”
“Forgive you for what?” Okanya asked, his good mood immediately deserting him.
“I am not feeling well,” Abeso explained.
“What is the matter then?”
“I said that I am not feeling well, isn’t that enough?”
“How can it be enough when I don’t know if it is the head, the eye or the stomach which is paining you?”
“It is my head.”
“I know it is a lie,” Okanya said unsympathetically.
“You don’t care whether I am sick or well. All you care about is using me as a beast to carry things for you.
And what do I get from it all, a kilo of meat which is eaten by all of us!” Abeso was now sweating because she
had, in her short speech, told Okanya that he was selfish, something she knew he could not stomach.
Okanya put the calabash of water down and moved to where his wife was sitting threateningly. Sure that he
was going to hit her, Abeso averted her face from him. Let him beat her if he wanted but she would not look at
him while he was doing it. She sat still, steeled for the blows she knew must come.
Okanya indeed felt tempted to slap her but restrained himself. He remembered when he had beat her three
years back and she had ran away to her parents’ home and refused to come back for almost a year. He could not
afford to lose her again now. She was a good assistant in spite of her stubbomess. So he forced himself to cool
down before he resumed in his normal voice,
“You shouldn’t say things like that, my dear.”
Abeso sighed with relief and he was pleased that he had frightened her.
“Don’t look scared, I am not going to beat you. What wrong have you done to force me to discipline you?” He
went on soothingly. “You say that I am selfish but that is because you don’t understand me. You always decide to
ask me for something at the wrong time.”
“How am I supposed to know when it is the right time?” Abeso asked him.
“I will tell you one day. But in the meantime, come and help me.”He peeped at her still averted face.and.added,
“Don’t look as if I am going to eat you! Give me a smile: I want to go when there is no anger between us. It
will help me to deal with customers better.” He pulled the cloth she was covering herself with away and tickled
her until she laughed.
“You old rib!” he teased her, “I knew there was no headache. Why do women always say things indirectly?”
“I don’t know,” Abeso replied, rolling the bicycle out of the house. She stood it against a pole on the verandah
and went back in the house to help him get the sack of groundnuts out. Each one got hold of one end of the sack
but as they were going through the door, a nail caught Abeso’s dress and she asked him to lower the sack to the
ground.
“What is the matter?” Okanya asked her. “I am already late as it is without you trying to delay me further.”
“My dress is tearing,” Abeso protested.
“Let the old thing go, who cares!”
“I care, where will I get another dress from?”
“I will buy you another one.”
“As if you mean what you say! I have stopped hoping for new clothes. But at least you can get me some thread
to mend it, can’t you?”
“Okay, okay, now can we lift the sack?”
They put the sack astride the bicycle carrier and secured it on with a strip of rubber. Then Okanya went back in
the house to put on his shirt while Abeso held the bicycle steady. A few minutes later, Okanya came out of the
house donning a straw hat, rubber sandals and a second hand short-sleeved shirt he had bought from Kalaki
market the previous Saturday. He felt very smart and ready to go.
“Please don't forget the sewing thread,” his wife reminded him.
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He nodded as he disappeared behind the old house which was once his late father’s.
2
After sweeping and putting her house in order, Abeso went to the kitchen and roused her daughters by kicking
the door.
“When are you going to get up? The sun is already up and you two are still sleeping!”
Like the main house, the kitchen was also grass-thatched and mud-walled. When she opened the door, the
creaking woke the two girls who were sleeping in one corner of the single room in one bed. Abeso had not come
to say good morning to her daughters. She wanted to go and see somebody but wanted to apportion the housework between the girls before going. She went around the room to see what work needed doing. When she came
to the pot of millet flour, she took off the cover and peeped inside and then turned to Anaro saying,
“Whose turn is it to cook today?”
“It is my turn, mother,” Anaro answered, scrambling out of bed.
“Okay, you had better start early because I want us to have beans with potatoes for lunch. Your father has gone
to the cattle market at Otuboi, let us hope that he will bring something nice for supper.”
“Did you remind him about the pencil?” Ikiso asked.
She had told her mother to tell her father to buy her a pencil because the one she had been using was used up.
She was in P.7. at Lwala St. Mary’s Primary School.
“What happened to your dress, mother?” Anaro asked, noticing the big hole in her mother’s dress.
“Let mother answer me first,” Ikiso said belligerently.
“Shut up, you! You are just a school kid and when two grown ups are talking, you keep quiet,” Anaro hissed.
“You were once a school girl,” her sister reminded her.
“Yes, and I learnt good manners.”
“Where are they? I don’t see them.”
“And I don’t see yours either. Mother is here, and you can’t even get up to say good morning? What does that
teacher with a big mouth teach you at school?”
“Don’t abuse my teacher,” Ikiso said tearfully. “Mother, Anaro is abusing my teacher.”
“Don’t start fighting now, children,” Abeso told them.
“But is that teacher your brother? Why are you so concerned about him? No wonder they say you have a crush
on him!”
“I don’t, I don’t. You are a liar, Anaro.”
“Get up, you lazy girl,” Anaro said, pulling the blanket away from Ikiso.
“Stop rowing, you two and listen to me,” their mother intervened. “I am going to assign work to each of you to
do during my absence. I am going across the road to see my aunt who is sick.”
“Can I go with you, mother?” Ikiso asked.
“If you go, I will go too,” Anaro jumped in.
“No one is coming with me. If all of us go, who will prepare lunch?” their mother asked them. “You know
what your father is like, if he comes back and finds no lunch, what do you think he will do to me? Do you want
him to beat me?”
“No,” Anaro and Ikiso said together.
“Then be good girls and do what I tell you.”
“Yes, mother, tell us,” Anaro said. She loved her mother more than her father. She was older than Ikiso but had
dropped out of school after P.7 for lack of school fees.
“You will cook lunch of potatoes and beans, Anaro, as I told you, and you, Ikiso, will collect water from the
well and wash my gomasi for Mass tomorrow,” Abeso said. “I have left soap in a basin with the gomasi outside
our bedroom.”
“Please, mother, ask her to wash my dress also,” Anaro begged.
“I will not wash it; don’t you have hands?” Ikiso snarled.
“Can’t you wash your own dress, Anaro?” Abeso asked, siding with her younger daughter.
“My work is heavier than hers. I will not clean the kitchen if she refuses to wash for me.”
“That I will not allow, Anaro,” her mother told her impatiently. “Food cooked in a dirty kitchen can never be
nice. Before you start cooking, take outside all the dirty utensils, cover all the food pots, remove the ash from the
cooking place and sweep the kitchen. I dont want to hear you talk of cooking in a dirty kitchen. I am teaching you
all this so that when you get married I will not be blamed for not bringing you up properly.”
She knew that Anaro was justified in complaining about having heavier work than her sister but Ikiso had a
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quick temper like her father and needed to be handled carefully.
“Are you happy with what you are going to do, Ikiso?” she asked her.
“Yes, I think so,” Ikiso replied.
“Will you do me a favour then and wash Anaro’s dress?”
“If you ask me, mother, then I will do it.”
“You are a good girl, Ikiso. I want to come home and find a clean kitchen and food ready, Anaro. I will be back
about noon.”
*
Satisfied that everything was all right between the girls, Abeso went to the house, got five shillings which she
tied in one corner of her handkerchief, pushed it inside her brassier and set off on her journey.
Her destination was the home of an old woman called Lakeri who lived across the road. She had met Lakeri in
a market near her home when she had ran away after Okanya beat her mercilessly. The old woman had then
advised her to go back to her husband and look after her children.
“Men are like wild animals. If you run away from them, they will come after you again. What you do, my
daughter, is tame them and I can help you do that if you come to my house.”
Abeso had accordingly gone to Lakeri’s house who had given her some dry leaf as a talisman to keep on
herself. If Abeso noticed any improvement in her husband’s treatment of her, she was to go back and report.
Since coming back from her parents’ home, Abeso thought that there had surely been some change in Okanya!
For example this morning, the old Okanya could have beaten her senseless for refusing to go to the market with
him. So it must have been the leaf from the old woman which had saved her from that beating, and many others
before, she concluded.
As she walked quickly along the footpath, for she wanted to be back before her husband came from the
market, she was assailed by hot humid air. It might rain, she thought looking up at the large white clouds which
broke the blue sky in parts.
Abeso walked silently along the footpath which would soon meet with the main road. She was going eastwards
which meant facing the sun but it was not yet hot. She was in fact enjoying the warmth it gave. She was also
admiring the vegetation which was looking so green and lush after the rain of the previous night.
Black ants flew everywhere, attracting the attention of birds which went after them, enjoying a good breakfast.
She saw many people on the main road walking in the direction of Otuboi where the cattle market was being held
that day. Men were carrying simsim,\fn{Sesame} fresh and dry fish, groundnuts and other commodities on bicycles
while women on foot carried their loads on their heads. After Abeso crossed the road, she saw Molly, her brother’s wife.
“Good morning?” Molly greeted her. “Are you not going to the market today?”
“Good morning, my dear. No, I am not going to the market today because I am not feeling well,” Abeso lied.
“I am sorry to hear that,” Molly said sympathetically.
“It is only a headache.” Molly was easy to deceive, unlike Okanya who would ask you all sorts of questions as
if he was a doctor.
“Let me hurry, Otuboi is still far,” Molly said.
“You can come back in a lorry.”
“That is if I get money from this millet.”
“They will buy it, especially these Karimojong\fn{ “An ethnic group of agro-pastoral herders living mainly in the north-east
of Uganda”W}. traders,” Abeso told her and Molly hurried away.
Abeso went straight on and when she reached an acacia tree, she turned right. As she approached the
compound, a dog barked and Lakeri came out to see who the intruder was.
“Come on, my daughter,” she invited, “that dog does not bite. Hush, Ajegere,” she soothed the dog as it
continued to bark. It went and lay in front of the main house which faced Lakere’s medium sized one. Lakeri and
Abeso entered the house.
“I was afraid that I might not get you but I came all the same,” Abeso said.
“Did you meet anyone on your way?”
“No,” Abeso lied.
“That in itself is a good sign.”
“I thought that if one met a man, then the journey would be good?” Abeso asked.
“Not every man has a lucky face and not everyone is the same,” Lakeri told her. “For example, me, if I meet a
man, it means bad luck.”
“But Okanya says that man is good luck to everybody.”
“No, that is a lie. When a couple’s first born is a girl, it means good luck to them. So how can the same female
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turn out to be bad luck?” Lakeri reasoned.
“But how come our first born is a girl and all has not been well with us?” Abeso asked puzzled.
“How do you know he had no child outside already?” Lakeri asked her. “But don’t let that worry you, my
daughter. By the way,” she added lowering her voice, “how is he now? Has his temper improved?”
Abeso looked at the old woman with awe, wondering how she could have known that Okanya had a child
outside. Should she tell her the truth about Okanya’s changed temper? But she wanted another leaf to make him
buy her new clothes. After thinking about it, she decided not to tell the whole truth and said,
“He is a bit better. This morning I refused to carry groundnuts to the cattle market and although I feared that he
would beat me, he didn’t,” she confessed and felt the same kind of relief she used to feel after confessing to a
priest.
That was many years ago. She had married Okanya traditionally and the priest had stopped her from going for
confession and receiving Holy Communion.
“That is good but not enough. You have to please your husband and obey him. You have to welcome him back
with a smile and cook good food for him. Do you hear that, my daughter?”
“But how can I smile to him when he is too drunk to notice my smile when he comes back,” Abeso wondered.
“Does he drink a lot?”
“Yes, sometimes.”
“1 will give you another leaf. A man who drinks too much is no good and can sometimes beat you without
being aware of what he is doing.”
“What you say, grandmother, is true. The last time he beat me, he was too drunk to know what he was doing,”
Abeso concurred.
“Yes, I remember. Why didn’t that brother of his help you? I could hear your call for help, it was heart-rending.”
“He locked me in the bedroom. The children screamed and many people came but could do nothing. Ocen
threatened to set the house on fire all to no avail. Eventually they broke the door and rescued me but by then I was
blind and unconscious. If it had not been you who advised me to return with the help of this leaf, I would not have
gone back to him. He would have received his cows back instead.”
“I know how you feel but don’t be bitter about it. I will help you and you will be all right,” the old woman
promised.
“I hope it will continue that way,” Abeso said.
When she remembered that beating, tears pricked her eyes. He had beaten her with the intention of killing her,
how could she ever forgive him that! He was lucky those children saved his home from collapsing. Where would
he get another woman who worked like her?
She looked around her: near the door stood two big water pots covered with old enamel plates. There was a
smaller third pot next to the other two, turned upside down. Lakeri’s wooden bed covered with a mosquito net,
which had turned grayish due to smoke, stood in one corner of the house. Lakeri used her one room as kitchen,
bedroom and reception room for visitors.
The fireplace was some two yards away from her bed and was always smouldering because she could not
afford matches. So there was always a pile of wood on the ready to keep the fire from going out and as a result of
the constant smoke, the roof of the house had turned black with soot. Under the bed, a wooden box, dark with age,
could be seen.
Lakeri went to the foot of the bed where a big pot stood, opened it, poured two calabashes of water in it and
put it on the fire to boil as she muttered to herself something like
“Let my daughter drink the remainder. I knew someone was coming because my eyelid kept twitching. It was
telling me my daughter was coming. That is why I kept a little beer.” She went outside and came back with a
small pot and a straw tube used for drinking millet beer.
“You will make me drunk so early in the morning,” Abeso said as the old woman put a small pot in front of
her.
“It is not much,” Lakeri said. She then got a calabash which was hanging over the fireplace and got beer from
the pot at the foot of the bed and poured it in the small pot, leaving a little in the calabash for Abeso to test. Abeso
made the sign of the cross and drank. When she made a face at the bitter taste, the old woman looked pleased. She
always made strong stuff.
“It is very nice,” Abeso said by way of comptiment. “I hope I won’t get drunk and forget what brought me.”
“I will not allow you to forget.”
“I am just joking, in fact I want to leave here around eleven so that I can be home before Okanya comes back.”
“You will go, don’t worry. Now pull,” Lakeri added, handing Abeso a straw tube after sprinkling some beer
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down for the ancestral spirits.
“Add some hot water. It is so cold,” Abeso said.
“Then drink so that there is more room for water,” Lakeri advised her.
Abeso drank, and then handed the pot back to Lakeri. They drank in turns because they were using one straw.
After sometime, Lakeri asked,
“My daughter, tell me why you were beaten last time.”
“It was just a simple matter, grandmother. Okanya said that he met someone who told him that he had seen
Anaro, my eldest daughter, at the okembo dance sometime back at Okwapa’s home. He asked me what I was
doing when Anaro escaped to go to the dance and I told him that I was sleeping. He did not believe it. So that was
why he started beating me.”
“Does he not allow Anaro to attend dances?”
“He would not hear of it.”
“Why, doesn’t he want cows.”\fn{ I.e., doesn’t he want bride-price; the fee he would charge for allowing his daughter to marry
into some other family}
“He wants them very much, that is why he is strict with the girls.”
“What! Does he think men will meet them in your compound?”
“I don’t know. But he shouldn’t blame me when they escape to go to dances.”
“But beating you, suppose he disfigured you, what then?”
“I don’t know what to do, that is why I have come to you for help.”
“Do you have two shillings?”
“I have a five shilling note.”
“I will change it for you,” Lakeri said and went to the foot of the bed where she kept her money in a hole. She
got it out and rubbed it between her hands to remove the dust and then got a piece of cloth from a gourd and went
back to Abeso. She untied the knot of the cloth with her teeth and handed Abeso some strange substance saying,
“Here is the medicine.”
Abeso took it wondering what it could be. But if it could change Okanya from a bull to a Iamb, that is all that
matters, Abeso thought to herself.
“What you have to do is put a little in his food,” the old woman directed, “and put the rest in his bathing water.
You will be happy with him until the end of your days. Good luck!”
Abeso took the medicine wrapped in a brownish paper with her left hand. She feared to use her right hand in
case she forgot to wash before eating but Lakeri chided her saying,
“Don’t ever use your left hand to receive medicine. This medicine is harmless,” she added licking a bit of of it.
“Now, when you leave, don’t say goodbye and don’t look behind. Keep the medicine outside your bedroom and to
make it work even better, try to be good. God will help you.”
“I think 1 better go now, it is getting late,” Abeso said and left without saying goodbye.
3
“Oh Bikira Maria, look! Come and see, Anaro,” Ikiso said.
“What is it?”
“Do you see that heap?”
“Is that all? I thought you were calling me for something terrible.”
“It is terrible, does mother think I can finish this heap?”
“You are always complaining, Ikiso, it is not good.”
“Then will you help me?”
“If you think going to dig up potatoes is easy, then I will help you. Oh,” she said looking excited, “there is a
dance at Okwapa’s tonight. Lilly told me.” Lilly was a girl of Anaro’s age who was staying with her aunt across
the road.
“I want also to go,” Ikiso said.
“If we both go, father will find out.”
“But supposing he wants you?” Ikiso pointd out.
“I will not go until he is asleep.”
“He went to the cattle market, he is sure to pass somewhere to drink and come back late.”
“I will still go. The dance stops at 5 a.m. but I will come back before that of course.” Then she thought the best
way to buy Ikiso’s cooperation was to help her with the washing.
“Let’s do it this way, you put the beans on the fire and sweep the kitchen while I run to get the potatoes. I will
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be back in no time.”
Anaro got a hoe and an old basket and ran to the garden. The soil was soft, so the potatoes were easy to dig
out. Unfortunately, in her haste, she cut her toe with the hoe and cried out in pain. But there was nobody to hear
her except a herdsman who was grazing his cattle in an old sorgham garden. She gathered her potatoes in the
basket, put the load on her head and limped back home.
“You are already back, did you run?” Ikiso asked.
“My legs are long, can’t you see?”
“But you are sweating?”
“You are so childish, Ikiso, do you think digging, carrying this basket and walking in that hot sun a joke?”
Anaro retorted irritably because her toe was paining. “Get me some water to wash my foot.”
“Ai, you cut your toe! How did you do it?”
“I just cut it. Get some water and stop talking nonsense.” The toe had started throbbing and it seemed to her as
if the pain was coming right from the heart. She washed both feet.
“Do you know where mother keeps her aspirin?” Ikiso went to check in their parents’ room but she came back
to report that the room was locked.
“Then boil some hot water for me. I think it works in the same way as aspirin because whenever I have a
heavy cold or a headache, mother uses hot water.”
So Anaro applied some hot water to the wound and immediately felt some relief.
“Will you go to the dance?” Ikiso asked.
“Why not? It will be all right, in fact I don’t feel the pain now after using the hot water. Let’s go to the well for
some water. But add some water to the food and don’t forget to close the door.”
*
At the well, they met Lilly, her friend.
“Dear me, what happened to you?” Lilly asked looking at the toe.
“It is the trick our old hoe likes to play on us.”
“Will you be able to come to the dance?”
“Of course I will. I can’t miss it for the world.”
“I will come for you as arranged then,” Lilly said.
“Of course. But don’t forget to come stealthily.”
“I won’t. What are you going to do now?”
“I am going to wash clothes. Have you forgotten that tomorrow is Sunday? Anaro remarked. They saw some
village women coming and after arranging when to meet, hurriedly said goodbye and parted.
*
Anaro and her sister put some water in the kitchen and kept some under the tree in front of the house for
washing clothes. They repeated the trip to the well four times and then Anaro entered the granary to get some
unshelled groundnuts.
Okanya had four big granaries. They had umbrella-like tops and rested on four big stones. Anaro used a forked
piece of log which stood against the granary and acted as a ladder. Anaro used this to climb the one in which
groundnuts were kept which she gave to Ikiso to shell and roast while she washed clothes.
“But I will burn them,” Ikiso protested after she had finished shelling.
“Okay, you put up these clothes for me to dry and I will roast the groundnuts.”
After that she swept the compound because their mother had told them she wanted to come back to a clean
home. When the food was ready, Ikiso wanted to eat but Anaro refused saying they would wait for their mother to
come back. She always insisted on waiting for their mother to come back from wherever she had gone but this
day, Ikiso felt particularly hungry.
“I say, can’t we eat? Mother will eat with father,” she pleaded but Anaro was adamant. So she went outside and
came back with a raw potato which she intended to roast in the fireplace but as soon as she bent down to put it in,
her sister pulled her up by the ears so hard that she started to cry.
“I will tell father everything today,” she threatened through her tears. “I will tell him about the boy who came
here last Sunday and I will not answer for you tonight when he calls you during your absence.”
She went on crying, using her skirt to wipe her running nose. Her ear felt as if it were on fire and her stomach
was rumbling. Let her mother come and see how Anaro was mistreating her.
Anaro herself was infuriated with Ikiso's threat to reveal her secrets. If she dared carry out her threat, she
would regret it, she vowed and was about to tell Ikiso as much when she looked behind and saw their mother.
“Mother, welcome back.”
“Mother, Anaro has been beating me,” Ikiso put in quickly. She was not going to give Anaro a chance to es149

cape.
“What happened?” Abeso asked looking from Ikiso’s tearful face to Anaro.
“She refused to let us eat and when I tried to roast a potato, she pulled my ears so hard that they are still paining now.” She released fresh tears as she tenderly touched her ear.
“And Anaro? Tell me what happened.”
“Ikiso wanted us to eat at 10 a.m., so I refused.”
“She is lying, it was 12.30 p.m.”
“I am not. And I just touched her ear, Mother, and she started wailing. She was crying for food and not because I hurt her,” Anaro argued.
“If the food was ready, why didn’t you give it to her? Food is not for hoarding,” her mother wanted to know
but Anaro had no answer and Ikiso looked triumphant. But then her mother turned to her and said,
“And you, Ikiso, after this year, you will be joining a boarding school. There, they don’t eat anything between
breakfast and 1 p.m.; so you must learn to control your hunger.” Now it was Ikiso’s turn to look down and Anaro’s
to look pleased.
“Take the mat under the tree,” Anaro ordered Ikiso.
She served the food and they sat in a circle and ate from the same dish.
*
Okanya was heavy at heart when he left home that morning. Women, he said to himself, however good you are
to them, it is just a waste of time. I buy her meat every week; she has two dresses; two gomas, she sleeps on a
mattress, covers herself with sheets and a blanket, but what thanks do I get? When I first met her, she had only
one dress and used to sleep on a cow-hide, aren’t women funny! They live in the present only; forget the past, the
future either doesn’t exist for them or they leave it entirely to the men to take care of.
Okanya was cycling slowly as these thoughts ran through his mind. The path was narrow and the dew hung
heavily on the grass. The cold air made him chilly so that he had to wipe his running nose on his shirtsleeve from
time to time.
On the murram\fn{Laterite-surfaced} road he met a man going in the same direction and the two travelled together. He felt happier and assured of a good day.
The market was already full even at that early hour when Okanya got there. Everbody was busy talking as they
arranged their merchandise for sell. Okanya sat near his friend Grace who was also selling groundnuts. :
One side of the market was turned into a large pen for cows, goats and sheep. It had one entrance at which the
gambalala chief sat issuing receipts. Next to this animal shed was the secondhand clothes section where sellers
were busy displaying them. Not far from there other clothes sellers, mainly women, were also busy hanging them
up on poles. For sale in the market were also other goods like food stuffs both dry and fresh, medicines of all
types with the touts blaring their qualities on loud speakers as if they wanted the the whole world to hear.
“Have you heard?” Okanya asked his friend, grinning with amusement because it was rumoured that Grace
had suffered from G.C.\fn{Gonno occus: gonorrhea} once.
“All that nonsense is for young ones. It has nothing to do with an old man like me,” Grace said wishing to drop
the subject. His rescue came in the form of a girl wishing to buy groundnuts. He welcomed her quickly,
“Maria, or is it Rose?” he called out with relief. “Come and buy some groundnuts. They go well with that fish
you bought.”
“Who said I am Maria?” the girl retorted, annoyed.
“Leave that musei if he is disturbing you,” Okanya quickly jumped in.
“That man has a daughter as big as your elder sister, so don’t let him confuse you,” Grace hit back at Okanya.
“I don’t want to confuse her, I only want to serve her as quickly as possible so that she can go.”
The girl listened to the two men fighting over her and was uncertain whom to buy from. Finally, she decided to
buy one shilling’s worth of groundnuts from each one of them.
“You are a wise girl. I wish I had a son,” Okanya said.
“I have one, my daughter,” Grace said and the girl laughed at the idea and left them.
*
They were settling down to more business of selling when there was a commotion from the animal section.
Apparently there was an old man who was failing to control his cow.
“Has he no son?” Grace wondered.
“You never think of anything but sons,” Okanya commented, pretending to be bored with the subject. He had
no son and did not find the subject of sons amusing. His wife was thirty three years old but since the birth of Ikiso, who was thirteen years old, he had stopped to hope for another child. Let him gloat about his sons, he thought
angrily, I will show them one day that a girl can be better than a boy in more than one way.
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Boys are parasites; you educate them, look after them, marry them wives; if you are lucky, one might become a
policeman and make you feel happy, but it is only for a short time. He goes to Kampala,\fn{ The capital of Uganda}
leaving you alone, with no one to relieve your wife of cooking in the kitchen.
After three years, you get a letter telling you that your son has two children, a boy and a girl named after you
both. The wife is happy and starts pounding simsim and groundnuts, and tying bundles of white ants which she
keeps hanging over the fireplace. She does all this in April for a son who is not expected until December.
The son and his family come with presents for his family, they spend leave at home. When the parents are
beginning to enjoy the company of their grandchildren, the son declares his intention of going back to Kampala,
refusing to part with his family.
I prefer a daughter, Okanya consoled himself. Of course it is good to have a son, he went on musing to himself,
but he would not allow people like Grace to dip their fingers in his wound.
“I am going to buy something for my people, will you please look after my things?” he asked Grace.
“Come back quickly because I want to eat something before I go,” his friend said.
“I thought we were going together?”
Okanya bought fish, remembered the thread Abeso wanted and bought it too and then went to a small
restaurant behind the market where he ate meat and millet bread. He remembered his wife saying, “The reward I
get for carrying goods for you is just one kilo of meat which is eaten by everybody”; did she want to eat it alone?
He almost burst out laughing. Okay, I will get her something she will not have to share with everybody, he
decided and bought her a pair of slippers. And then he decided to buy his daughters slippers too.
“A smart daughter brings a smart son-in-law,” he told himself. Then he bought medicines like aspirin, chloroquine and cough mixture and was now ready to go home.
*
“I say, you are a real business man,” he said to Grace when he went back and saw two empty sacks in front of
him.
“As soon as you left, they dropped on me like locusts,” Grace said.
“I hope they didn’t cheat you?”
“I am too clever for them. Let me go and put something in my stomach also.”
“Then hurry. See those clouds over there? They look watery to me,” Okanya said and surveyed the sky. …
4
They rolled their bicycles carefully until they reached the road. Grace was about to cross the road when an
urgent alarm from a lorry full of people stopped him.
“You don’t seem to love your life,” Okanya said to him.
“I do very much,” Grace replied nervously. He had had a narrow escape.
“On a day like this on this road, you cannot be too careful,” Okanya remarked. “You have to check each
direction several times before you dare to cross.”
“I wonder where that lorry is taking all those people.”
“Those are Langi from Dokolo, Lira, Abako, etc. This cattle market collects so many people. Those selling old
and new clothes are from Kenya, Iganga, Jinja and Kaliro,” Okanya told him.
“How do you know all that?” Grace asked. They were riding uphill and Okanya found talking difficult, so he
just grunted, “I know,” and the two rode in silence.
As they neared their village, they started looking for signs of a home with local brew.
This was usually achieved by planting a stick or two in the middle of the path leading to the home selling the
beer. Half a mile from Grace’s home, they found one and branched off.
The home belonged to Esemu and his wife Agenesi, a cheerful elderly woman. They were, warmly welcomed
and given chairs under a tree facing the kitchen.
“How was the cattle market?” Esemu asked, getting himself a chair and joining them.
“Full as usual. Those Bantus from Iganga and Kaliro flock here in numbers,” Okanya said.
“I think things here are cheap, that is why they keep coming,” Esemu said. “Whereas a cow is between one and
five thousand, here, I hear it costs six thousand shillings there,” he added. Then he called to his wife to bring the
visitors something.
“You will have to wait, the water is not ready,” Agenesi’s voice said from the kitchen.
“Why didn’t you go to the market today?” Okanya asked Esemu.
“I was busy ploughing my cotton garden. This year poll-tax is going to be increased, I know,” Esemu said in a
worried tone.
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“I know you are right. I will stop going to the cattle market to prepare my garden too.”
Agenesi brought a medium sized pot of beer and put it down. Each mug, which was approximately half a litre,
cost one shilling.
“How much should I pour for you?” she asked the two men. Grace looked at his friend questioningly before he
said,
“We shall drink for two shillings.” Agenesi looked at Okanya who nodded and said,
“Yes, do as he says.” When Agenesi was about to leave, her husband asked,
“What about me? Give me some too. I have to talk with my brothers while we are still alive.”
Agenesi hesitated: if she gave him beer now, he would keep demanding for more as more drinkers came.
Sometimes she felt like pouring a whole pot of beer on his head but restrained herself.
She now added two more mugs in the calabash and Grace applauded her as a good wife. Hot water and straw
tubes were brought and the men began to drink, after each had spat the first mouthful out on the ground.\fn{ Not because it was bad beer, but to appease the ancestral spirits, should any be lurking about the homestead }
The men discussed the cattle market as they drank and laughed loudly at some of the funny episodes which
often took place. like the old man whose cattle had caused pandemonium that morning. They asked for more hot
water and Agenesi brought it and then it was time to pay up.
“I have come,” Agenesi said.
The meaning was clear to everybody. Okanya dipped his hand into his pocket and gave Agenesi two shillings.
“And you?” she said shifting her gaze to Grace. She could see that he was drunk; his eyes had a glazed look.
“I want to go,” she told him.
“Where are you going?” Grace asked drunkenly. “I have a fifty shillings note here,” he touched his pocket. “I
will change it and then I will bring your money tomorrow.”
“I want my money now, Grace, so stop joking with me. When you left the cattle market, you knew you were
going to drink, so why didn’t you change it?” Agenesi said annoyed. Esemu and Okanya looked on in silence at
first and then the latter said,
“Stop behaving like a fool, Grace.”
“Do you hear that, Esemu? That good for nothing man is calling me a fool,” Grace complained.
“Give the woman her money then,” Okanya said looking dangerously at Grace. “If you have no change, I will
change it for you.”
Grace did not reply; he did not like the way things were going since his aim was to postpone payment for the
drink until at a later date. Why is Okanya concerning himself with the matter, anyway, he wondered feeling furious. Let him try anything and I will show him that I am Grace, son of Elau.
“Bring out the money,” Okanya persisted, putting out his hand.
“Do I have your money?” Grace asked looking aggressive.
“I am only trying to help you with change so that you can pay the woman.”
“Has she no mouth to speak for herself?”
“Don’t embarrass me, Grace,” Okanya begged.
“In what way? Don’t talk to me as if I were your son,” Grace said looking boldly at him.
Okanya felt hurt by the reference to a son. He bunched his hand into a fist and got up and socked Crace on the
face. He raised his chair and was about to bring it down on Orace’s head when Esemu intervened.
“Please, brother, don’t fight.”
He removed the chair from Okanya and put it down. Crace had recovered from the shock and was rubbing his
chin tenderly and breathing hard. He staggered towards Okanya with murderous rage but again Esemu intervened
saying,
“What is it, brothers? Did you two quarrel on the way? Surely you cannot be fighting becuse of the money!”
“Esemu has saved you,” Grace said pointing a finger at Okanya. “I would have shown you today that 1 am
Grace, son of Elau.”
“My father is dead but he knows that I am a son worth calling a son, not like some people with thieves for
sons,” Okanya said.
“Are you insulting me?” Grace asked advancing towards Okanya but Esemu held him back.
“You know your sons are thieves. They must have inherited the trade from you.”
“What have I stolen from you?”
“Do you have to steal from me to be a thief? What about the woman’s two shillings? Only two shillings!”
Okanya remarked.
“A man who cannot produce a son has nothing to be proud of,” Grace said stingingly.
“Just you wait and see. You will one day wish you had more daughters than sons,” Okanya said refusing to be
152

angered.
“My son is a policeman,” Grace boasted. “What about you? Nothing.”
“Oh, that one who cannot even buy you a pair of trousers! You are always in shorts like a school boy.”
“But what have your daughters done for you?”
“I said wait and you will see. My daughters will one day bring me something, your sons will never dream of
doing for you.”
“What else can they bring you except cows.”
“Narrow-minded fool, he thinks of nothing else but cows!”
“Stop abusing me. Look at your head! Your mother must have suffered pushing it out.”
“Don’t bring in my mother or else I will make you see stars again.”
“Try and you will never stop regretting it!”
“Brothers, brothers, please, let us sit down and discuss this problem quietly,” Esemu stepped in. Paying no
heed to him, Grace continued addressing Okanya,
“You think you are important?”
“Yes. And to show that I am a gentleman too, here, Agenesi, take your money. I am the one who brought this
cheat here,” Okanya explained giving Agenesi a five shilling note.
“Bring back the beer,” Esemu said and sat down. The others followed his example. When Agenesi brought
back the beer, Grace gave her a ten shilling note saying,
“Wife, forgive the son of Elau. Please, don’t see me in poor light. This gentleman here,” he added pointing to
Okanya, “interfered so much making me lose my temper. And now, brother,” Orace continued turning to Esemu,
“shake hands to show that there was no ill-feeling meant.”
“And none taken,” Esemu assured him shaking his hand.
“That is the spirit. Shake mine too,” said Okanya.
“Yeah, brother, forget what I said and let us start afresh. To begin with—beer. Agenesi, our wife, where are
you?” When Agenesi came, he told her,
“I don’t need any of the balance from that ten shilling note. It is beer we need now to clear the confusion from
our minds. Not so, brothers?” he asked.
The other two agreed with him. He then took a packet of crown bird cigarettes and offered it around before he
called for fire. Agenesi came back with a piece of burning wood from which the cigarettes were lit. She also
offered Okanya his money back since Grace had settled his bill but he refused it saying they were still drinking.
“That is the spirit,” Grace said clapping his hands.
“I am happy to have two understanding friends,” Esemu said. “If it had been Edila, he would never have
acceded to a reconciliation.”
“Where is he these days?” Okanya asked.
“I hear he got a job as a gatekeeper at a spinning mill in Lira,” Grace said.
“Oh, that boy could drink!” Esemu remarked.
“If he has continued his drinking, I can’t see him lasting there,” Okanya observed. “A gatekeeper has to be
fully awake when on duty at night.”
Edila was the son of Grace’s neighbour who was well-known as a troublemaker. He used to worry his old
father so much that most of the time the old man would stay awake waiting to be called in to calm tempers
aroused by him. After discussing Edila, they discussed the weather and then farming, especially the group farming
scheme in Lwala.
“Where are we going to plant cotton this year?” Esemu wondered.
“I heard they are giving us gardens for group farming in Lwala. The chief has found large area somewhere
there,” Okanya answered.
“I was trying to prepare my garden here. If I get one there, then I will have to plant millet in this one,” Esemu
said.
“That is it, you can plant anything anywhere, but not cotton, because the government wants us to do group
farming, so that it is easier for them to see how much a county or a district has produced,” Grace remarked. :
“You are behind the news,” Okanya said. “The meaning of group farming is to find out easily who has not
planted cotton.”
“I don’t think so,” Esemu argued. “I think it helps the Agricultural Field Workers, when they come, to see
crops and to advise us.”
“May be,” Okanya conceded.
“But imagine going to Lwala, almost two miles away to dig!” Grace said.
“What can you do? If it is Lwala, it must be Lwala, nobody will change it,” Okanya said.
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“Water please,” Esemu called.
*
Hot water was brought. More people came and the beer pot grew bigger. They drank until late. At around six
Okanya left Esemu’s home for his own.
Grace remained behind. Grace was the type who saw everything to the end! Okanya left without saying “goodbye” to the host.
When he got up, he discovered that he was drunk, so he just rolled the bicycle. It was starting to be dark. Cows
were coming back home and birds were singing good night to their friends. Okanya joined the main road and felt
firm so he jumped on the bicycle.
He rode for a while then came down. He felt dizzy and like vomiting. His steps were unsteady.
He remembered the fish in the bag and hoped his wife had cooked something else for supper. Old tunes came
to his head and he started singing, slowly at first then louder as he neared his home. …
213.97 Excerpt from Abyssinian Chronicle\fn{by Moses Isegawa aka Sey Wava (1963- )} Kampala, Kampala District,
Central Region, Uganda (M) 10
Three final images Serenity’s mind as he disappeared into the jaws of the colossal crocodile: a rotting buffalo
with rivers of maggots and armies of flies emanating from its cavities; the aunt of his missing wife, who was also
his longtime lover; and the mysterious woman who had cured his childhood obsession with tall women.
The few survivors of my father’s childhood years remembered that up until the age of seven, he would run up
to every tall woman he saw passing by and, in a gentle voice trembling with unspeakable expectation, say,
“Welcome home, Ma. You were gone so long I was afraid you would never return.”
Taken by surprise, the woman would smile, pat him on the head, and watch him wring his hands before letting
him know that he had once again made a mistake. The women in his father’s homestead, assisted by some of the
villagers, tried to frighten him into quitting by saying that one day he would run into a ghost disguised as a tall
woman, which would take him away and hide him in a very deep hole in the ground.
They could have tried milking water from a stone with better results. Serenity, a wooden expression on his
face, just carried on running up to tall women and getting disappointed by them.
Until one hot afternoon in 1940 when he ran up to a woman who neither smiled nor patted him on the head;
without even looking at him, she took him by the shoulders and pushed him away. This mysterious curer of his
obsession won herself an eternal place in his heart. He never ran up to tall women again, and he would not talk
about it, not even when Grandma, his only paternal aunt, promised to buy him sweets. He coiled into his inner
cocoon, from whose depths he rejected all efforts at consolation.
A smooth, self-contained indifference descended on his face so totally that he won himself the name Serenity,
shortened to “Sere.”
Serenity’s mother, the woman who in his mind had metamorphosed into all those strange tall women, had
abandoned him when he was three, ostensibly to go to the distant shops beyond Mpande Hill where big purchases
were made.
She never returned.
She also left behind two girls, both older than Serenity, who adjusted to her absence with great equanimity and
could not bear his obsession with tall women.
In an ideal situation, Serenity should have come first—everyone wanted a son for the up-and-coming subcounty chief Grandpa was at the time—but girls kept arriving, two dying soon after birth in circumstances reeking
of maternal desperation. By the time Serenity was born, his mother had decided to leave. Everyone expected her
to have another son as a backup, for an only son was a candle in a storm. The pressure reached a new peak when it
became known that she was pregnant again. Speculation was rife: Would it be a boy or a girl, would it live or die,
was it Grandpa’s or did it belong to the man she was deeply in love with?
Before anybody could find out the truth, she left. But her luck did not hold—three months into her new life,
her uterus burst, and she bled to death on the way to the hospital, her life emptying into the backseat of a rotten
Morris Minor.
*
As time passed, Serenity crawled deeper into his cocoon, avoiding his aunts, his cousins, and his mother’s
replacements, who he felt hated him for being the heir apparent to his father’s estate and the miles of fertile clan
land it included. The birth of Uncle Kawayida, his half-brother by a Muslim woman his father was seeing on the
side, did not lessen Serenity’s estrangement. Kawayida, due to the circumstances of his birth, posed little threat to
Serenity’s position, and thus attitudes remained unchanged.
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To escape the phantoms which galloped in his head and the contaminated air in his father’s compound,
Serenity roamed the surrounding villages. He spent a lot of time at the home of the Fiddler, a man with large feet,
a large laugh and sharp onion breath who serenaded Grandpa on the weekends when he was home. Serenity could
not get over the way the Fiddler walked with legs wide apart. It would have been very impolite to ask the man
why he walked that way, and Serenity feared that if he asked his children, they would tell their father, who in turn
would report him to his father for punishment. Consequently, he turned to his aunt with the question
“Why does the Fiddler have breasts between his legs?”
“Who said the Fiddler had breasts between his legs?”
“Have you never noticed the way he walks?”
“How does he walk?”
“With legs spread wide apart as if he were carrying two jackfruits under his tunic.” He then gave a demonstration, very exaggerated, of the way the man walked.
“It is very funny, but I have never noticed it,” Grandma said, humoring him the way adults did to get out of a
sticky situation.
“How could you not have noticed? He has large breasts between his legs.”
“The Fiddler has no breasts between his legs. He is ill. He has got mpanama.”\fn{Hydrocele, a fluid-filled sack along
the spermatic cord within the scrotum, the main symptom of which is a painless, swollen testicle or testicles, which feel like water
balloons}

Serenity’s sisters somehow got wind of the duckwalk and could not resist telling their village peers and schoolmates about the Fiddler, his breasts, and the little clown who portrayed him in silly mimicries. As a result,
Serenity got the nickname Mpanama, a ghastly sounding word used out of adult hearing that dropped from gleeful
lips with the wet slap of dung hitting hard ground from the rear of a half-constipated cow. Once again he was
cured of an obsession, though he continued with his visits to the poor man’s home, faintly hoping to catch him
pissing or, better still, squatting on the latrine, for he really wanted to see if the Fiddler’s breasts were as large and
smooth as those of the women in his father’s homestead.
Apart from his secret fantasy, Serenity also wanted to learn how to play the fiddle. He could not get over the
one-stringed moans, groans, sighs, screams, grunts and other peculiar sounds the Fiddler conjured, squeezed and
rubbed out of the little instrument. The Fiddler’s visits formed the high point of his week, and the music was the
only thing he listened to with pleasure uncoerced or influenced by adults or peers.
He wanted to learn how to hold the instrument proudly against his shoulder and tune the string with a knot of
wax. His aim was to charm strange women into his magic circle and keep them rooted there for as long as he
wanted. In school he was known for his beautiful pencil drawings of fiddles.
His wish never came true.
Grandpa, a Catholic, was unseated and replaced by a Protestant rival in a contest marred by religious
sectarianism. As the fifties ended, his power gone and the heart taken out of his life, Grandpa’s homestead
shriveled as relatives, friends and hangers-on left one by one or in little groups. The women dropped out of his
life, and the Fiddler took his talent elsewhere.
*
By the time I was the age Serenity was when he ran up to strange tall women, Grandpa was living alone, sharing his house with the occasional visitor, relative or woman, a few rats, spiders and the odd snake that sloughed\fn
{Shed his outer skin} behind his heaps of coffee sacks.
Grandma, his only surviving sister, was also living alone, three football fields away. Serenity’s bachelor house,
a trim little thing standing on land donated by both Grandpa and Grandma, separated the two homesteads. It was a
sleepy little house, now and then kicked from the slumber of disintegration, swept and cleaned to accommodate a
visitor, or just to limit the damage wreaked by termites and other destroyers.
It only came alive when Serenity’s sisters or Uncle Kawayida visited and hurricane lamps washed it with
golden beams. The voices and laughter made the rafters quiver, and the smoke from the open fire wound long
spectacular threads round the roof and touched off distant memories.
The exodus of wives, relatives, friends and hangers-on had left a big howling lacuna which wrapped the
homestead in webs of glorious nostalgia. The fifties and sixties were spanned by that nostalgia and provided us
with stories pickled, polished and garnished by memory. Every migrant soul was now a compact little ghost
captured in words, invoked from the lacuna by the oracle of Grandpa and Grandma and made to inject doses of
old life into our present truncated existence.
The hegemony of lacunaed ghosts in their stories was broken only when the characters, like resurrected souls,
braved the dangerous slopes of Mpande Hill and the treacherous papyrus swamps to come and state their case in
person. The Fiddler never returned, but was most prevalent because he was immortalized by the poor rendition of
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his songs Grandpa showered on his homestead as he shaved, as he toured his coffee plantation—the shamba—to
supervise work, as he reminisced in the shade and as he wondered how to get a young girl with an old soul to see
him through his last days.
*
Late in the sixties, no one’s visit was awaited more eagerly than Uncle Kawayida’s: the man was a wizard, a
gold mine full of fascinating and sometimes horrifying tales, a fantastic storyteller endowed with a rare patience
who answered my often tedious questions with a cheerful, reassuring face.
When he stayed away too long, I became restless and worked out the days and months he was most likely to
come. On such days I would climb into the branches of my favorite tree, the tallest jackfruit in the three
homesteads, and fix my eyes on the distant Mpande (“Manhood”) Hill.
If I was lucky, I would see his motorbike, a blue-bellied eagle encased in silver flashes, glide down the
notoriously steep slope and disappear into the umbrella-shaped greenery of the papyrus swamp below. With
“Uncle Kawayida, Uncle Kawayida!” on my tongue, I would speed down the tree—dry, sharp sticks pricking my
skin, the sweet hypnotic smell of jackfruit in my nose—and rush into Grandma’s courtyard to break the good
news.
Uncle Kawayida was a meter reader for the Ugandan National Energy Board. His job was to visit people’s
homes and take readings used to calculate the monthly energy bills customers had to pay.
Courtesy of his travels and, I believe, of his large imagination, he told stories of women who used sugared
promises to try to bribe him into under-reading their meters, and of men who tried to impede his work by accusing
him of flirting with their wives.
He amazed us with stories of people living in congested urban squalor, ten to a little house, with parents
fucking in the vicinity of children who cleverly feigned sleep.
He spoke of women who committed garage abortions by slipping stiff leaf stalks or bike spokes up the
condemned birth canals of unfaithful wives or sneaky daughters, an occasional fatal or near-fatal hemorrhage, the
price for puncturing the wrong things.
He told tales of men who beat their wives with electric cables, sticks, boots or fists and afterward ordered them
to serve their dinner or to fuck them, and of women who drank and fought like men, cracked open men’s heads
with beer bottles and subsequently emptied their pockets.
In those places were wild children who did not go to school and got into a life of crime: stealing, robbing,
mugging, sometimes even killing people. In the same places lived rich people’s children who went to school in
big cars, laughed at teachers and wrote love letters in class. There were also people who could hardly make ends
meet, who ate one meager meal a day after doing backbreaking work.
In that world roamed fantastic football hooligans who fought their rivals in epic battles in which rocks, piss
bottles, shit parcels, clubs and even bullets were exchanged to the point where police had to intervene with tear
gas or bullets.
There were men and women, devout churchgoing Catholics and Protestants, who worshipped the Devil and
offered blood sacrifices during nocturnal orgies; and people of different religious denominations who deposited
featherless, headless hens, dead lizards, frog entrails and other ritual garbage in other people’s yards, outside shop
fronts or at road junctions.
He once told us of a skinless lamb left to roam the streets encumbered with unknown curses and armies of
greedy flies.
I remembered the story of a man who kept three sisters: he started with the one he had married, progressed to
her next younger sister and ended up with their youngest sister, who needed accommodation near a reputable
school. As with all his stories, the last one was open-ended, game to all kinds of endings and interpretations.
When Uncle Kawayida came, I made myself indispensable around the house, making sure that I was not sent
away on long errands. When I suspected that he had some particularly juicy information about a relative or
someone we knew and that Grandpa was going to send me away, I would voluntarily go off to play, double back,
hide behind the kitchen and listen. Many times, however, Grandpa and Grandma were so enthralled that they
forgot all about me, or just ignored my existence and intelligence, and I would listen to the story as if the future of
the entire village depended on it.
Uncle Kawayida pricked my imagination so much that I wanted to verify some of his stories by visiting the
places and the characters he talked about.
For example, what sort of parents did whatever they did in bed with children snoring, falsely, on the floor?
Were they Catholics? If not, did Protestantism, Islam or traditional religion allow such behavior? Were such
people educated and well-bred?
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Unable to tame my raging curiosities and doubts, I begged Uncle Kawayida to take me with him, at least just
once, but each time he refused, bolstered by Grandma and Grandpa. Most annoying were their weak excuses.
Later I found out the real reason why: Kawayida’s wife, a woman from a very large, polygamous household,
was not on good terms with my mother, who came from a very Catholic family, and none of the trio was ready to
risk Padlock’s anger by sending her son to the house of a person she disliked and disapproved of so much.
*
The tension between their wives had driven the brothers apart.
My mother despised Kawayida’s wife’s background because she believed there was no morality and no salvation in a household with thirty girls and ten boys born of so many “whore” mothers in a climate of perpetual sin.
Kawayida’s wife despised Padlock for the poverty of her parental home, and for her guava-switch-wielding
propensities. A cousin called her disciplinary activities “beating children like drums.” She also accused Padlock of
standing in the way of Kawayida’s progress by stopping Serenity from helping his brother to get loans from the
bank and able individuals. Kawayida’s ambition was to own a business and make and spend his own money, but
he lacked capital and needed his brother’s recommendation.
The truth was that Serenity, who had helped Kawayida get his current job, did not believe in retail business,
hated it for personal reasons, and would not help anyone get into it. Because he had remained very laconic about
his stand, Serenity’s position got interpreted ad libitum\fn{As they pleased; literally “at one’s pleasure”:H } by each of the
warring parties.
Nowadays, the brothers met at weddings, funerals and when Muhammad Ali\fn{ 1942- , American boxer} fights
took place. Uncle Kawayida conveyed to us the details, wreathed in the sheen of his saliva, redolent with tricks of
his imagination, on the wings of the blue-bellied eagle. Grandma listened to the endless accounts with the same
vague irony that had entertained Serenity’s revelations about the Fiddler’s burden, and the same sparing laugh that
had rewarded the famous duckwalk. Kawayida took us through Ali’s flashy arsenal of jabs, hooks and wiggles
with the same appetite that animated his usual stories. Behind his back Grandma called him “Ali,” a name which
never stuck because, apart from us, only one family, the Stefanos, knew of Muhammad Ali’ exploits, and they
could not see the appeal of this lanky substitute.
*
Auntiida, Serenity’s eldest sister, was the most unpopular, albeit imposing, visitor we received all year round.
Her visits put everyone on edge, especially when she first arrived. In order to blunt the arrogance of his eldest
child, Grandpa would greet her with generous, half-mocking cheer. Grandma, a great believer in countering vanity
with candor, would receive her with an indifference which diminished only in direct proportion to Tiida’s
arrogance. Both strategies had their limitations, for as soon as Tiida opened her bags, she made sure that things
were done her own way. I always had the impression that we were being visited by a government health inspector
in mufti.
Tiida was like a member of an endangered species threatened with extinction, her life made more precarious by
this inevitable contact with our backward village environment. She never came unannounced. Days before her
arrival, Serenity’s house had to be aired all day, swept, and the bed doused in insecticide. I had to combat the
prolific spiders, dismantling their nets, puncturing their webs, destroying their eggs. I broke the veins the termites
built on doors and windows. I scraped bat shit from the floor and windowsills with a knife. It was my duty to
smoke the latrine with heaps of dry banana leaves, a duty I detested most of all because it reminded me of my first
proper thrashing at the hands of Padlock.
During these visits, Aunt Tiida bathed four times a day, and I had to make sure that there was enough water for
all her ablutions. This was a record performance in a place where one bath a day was enough, and where some
went through the seven days of the week with only foot, armpit and groin washes. Little wonder that the villagers
called her Miss Sunlight Soap or Miss Etiquette. Tiida was not happy with the first name because of its
insinuation of odor, and also because the only other fanatic bather from the village, an air hostess, was only called
Miss Aeroplane.
Unlike Miss Aeroplane, Tiida was very elegant, very attractive and very articulate, and despite her fussiness, I
felt proud when I was with her. If the Virgin Mary had been black, it would not have been hard for Tiida to claim
that they were sisters. At night I saw her wrapped in frothy muslin clouds, her white nightie blowing softly in the
breeze, her long slim fingers intertwined below the belly, her regal grooved neck bent in the direction where
dreams merged with reality.
But my awe did not last long: it became dented courtesy of Grandma and Grandpa’s after-lunch conversations.
Tiida had not been a virgin when she married. She had lost her virginity to a married village friend. This man’s
daughter was famous for sitting with her legs open and letting passersby see her exposed genitalia. Grandpa was
angry with the man for jeopardizing his daughter’s marriage chances.
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I remember that Aunt Tiida once asked me whether this man was still married to the same ugly wife. I said yes
and she laughed victoriously.
I wanted to tell her that I knew her secret, but those were adult matters—I could not insinuate with impunity.
As I boiled her bathwater, the smoke getting into my eyes, I would try to imagine what she had looked like at the
time when men had rejected her. How did she fight back? I could see her telling a man that he’d refused her
because he was impotent and not because he preferred virgins.
It was logical that Tiida got married to a doctor who, we found out years later, was only a medical assistant.
Grandma had her on the run on a number of occasions.
“He is not a real doctor, is he?” she would prod for the umpteenth time. “He could not prescribe a cure for my
sugar.”
“You and your sugar,” Tiida, chafed, would fire back. “It is as if everyone was going to put it in tea and drink
it.”
“Don’t get angry, Tiida. You are the one who started it. Why did you lie to us that he was a doctor?”
“A medical assistant with his experience is as good as any doctor. My man can do everything a doctor does. He
also wears an immaculate white gown. Who can tell the difference?”
“You mean you cannot tell the difference!”
“My man is progressive, admit it. He is always looking for chances to improve his lot. That is more than you
can say for many men who married into this family.”
“I know, but still we would have accepted him as he was. He did not have to pull that snobbish stuff on us.”
“He is always looking for the edge.”
“Let him not try too hard.” Grandma relented and then laughed.
“Poor devil, how can you be married to Miss Sunlight Soap and not look for edges?”
“Don’t start, Aunt,” Tiida said uneasily.
The strange thing about Tiida’s visits was that by the time they ended and she departed in a cloud of bottled
perfume, I got the feeling that we had lost something.
*
This time a year passed without hearing any news from Tiida.
Grandpa missed her, not least because she resembled her mother very much. She was the only daughter who,
in his mind, reflected the nebulous shades of a love that had ended with so many unanswered questions. He talked
about her almost every day.
It was Uncle Kawayida who solved the riddle of the missing Tiida.
Dr. Ssali, Tiida’s husband, had converted from Protestantism to Islam!
In the sixties, this was considered downward mobility, because in the political scheme of things, the Christians
were on top, with the Protestants having the lion’s share of the cake, the Catholics the hyena’s, and the Muslims
the vulture’s scrawny pickings. With the phantoms of his defeat at the hands of a Protestant rival reawakened by
this bizarre conversion, Grandpa fumed,
“Impossible. How could he do that?”
He got the feeling that his daughter was going to tumble down into the abyss. After all, the doctor now had
license to marry four wives, and Tiida was most likely going to have to contend with younger co-wives, jealousy
and witchcraft. If it had been in his power, Grandpa would have precipitated her divorce. Tiida did not seem the
type of woman to share a husband. The whole conversion nonsense did not seem the kind of phenomenon that
would occur in her world. Loyalty was not a quality I associated with her, and I still expected to see her gliding
down Mpande Hill in a car loaded with her rich leather bags.
We were all wrong: Tiida remained at her husband’s side.
*
If the convert had any plans of taking on three more wives, in the near future or thereafter, it was the least of
his worries. His biggest concern was the ulcerated circumcision wound which made his penis very painful and
very hard to handle. Banal functions like urination had become a living hell, an ordeal to psych himself up for.
Long and pendulous, the penis rubbed against the cloth of his skirt or sometimes of his wrapper; thread bit into
the wound, and hairs somehow got embedded in the crust. Consequently, sitting, sleeping and standing became
endless torture sessions. Sometimes a scab formed round the edges of the ulcer, covering the terrible pink and
angry red, giving him surges of hope, and then, devil of devils, he would get a nocturnal erection and the scab
would burst. Painful urination would begin all over again, thread would bite into the wound and caustic medicine
would bring tears to his eyes. He shaved every other day, and the itching of incipient pubic hair added to the ulcer
made his hours trickle with murderous sloth. He had himself tested for blood poisoning and various blood
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cancers, but the doctors returned negative results each time. He was as healthy as a bull. The doctors ascribed his
ulcer to age, although he was only in his forties.
On top of all that came the flies.
Tiida went out one morning and let out the scream of her life. The two avocado trees behind the house were
full of flies, large green things the size of coffee beans. She dropped the basinful of soaked clothes in her hands on
the ground. Ssali came to the door and his skin crawled as if it were being peeled off. It was as if a goat or a pig
were rotting at the foot of the trees. The connotation of putrescence made Tiida vomit onto the clothes. Ssali, who
had been about to make her go find out what was happening, decided to do it himself. With legs spread wide
apart, he hobbled to the foot of the trees. There he found a large heap of chicken entrails.
Normally, the flies would have clustered on the entrails, and maybe on the lower reaches of the trees, but now
they were high up in the leaves. With a sick feeling in his stomach, Ssali returned to his bedroom and sent for a
laborer. The man dug a pit and buried the entrails. The flies lingered on for a day and disappeared with the dusk.
Four days later Tiida saw the flies again. This time a heap of dog entrails was buried, and the flies went away.
A week later another heap of dog entrails was buried.
This was very worrying to Ssali: somebody was sacrificing dogs to bring disaster on his house at such a
difficult moment in his life. Goat and sheep were understandable sacrifices, but dogs! With blood-caked dog
heads left on the heap of entrails to make sure that he knew which animals were being killed!
This was a warning, a naked act of terrorism. And it could only be coming from one person: the mother of the
man who had sold him the land on which he had built his house.
He had bought the land five years before with the intention of raising cattle. At the time he did not know of the
disputes inside the land-seller’s family. The purchase had been aboveboard, with no bribery or any form of
corruption involved. It was only after the purchase had been ratified that the troubles surfaced.
The mother of the seller appeared, with claims that her son had stolen the title deed and changed his father’s
will to suit his greedy ends. The claims did not stand in court, and the woman had threatened to fight to her death
to regain the land. That she had chosen this particular moment to strike back irked the convalescent very much.
Did she think that he was too enervated to fight back? That he would just surrender or lie down and die? He sent
her a delegation asking for peace, but she dismissed it out of hand, offended that he could even think her capable
of sacrificing dogs to the gods of terrorism.
Ssali employed a guard to look out for whoever brought the heads and the entrails, but in vain. The terrorist
struck with impunity. Some said it was a curse, a punishment meted out by a dead relative to avenge Ssali’s
defection to Allah. The convert was at his wits end. He tried running away for weeks. But the heads kept coming,
and the ulcer kept crusting and bursting. The mere presence of flies and their insinuation of filth made his medical
mind sick. Putrescence! When he had devoted his entire life to its eradication!
As if that was not enough, some tongues put religious significance on the curse of the dog heads and the flies.
They said that the heads and the entrails and the flies had started coming seven, others said six, days after his
rebirth as Saif Amir Ssali. Seven was a cursed number among many peoples. Three sixes was the number of the
Antichrist. Now he had become something between a walking curse and a demon, and he deserved the terrorism!
As a former Christian he could not entirely scoff at these nebulae, but to make sure he was safe, he invited some
sheikhs and two famous imams to offer prayers and sacrifice. Two days afterward, a new head and a heap of
entrails appeared. This was a concerted effort to drive him out of his house and off the land.
At the same time a new fear struck him: the possibility of Tiida’s leaving him. He agonized about asking her
what she thought about the situation. He could, however, not broach the subject directly for fear of annoying her
by appearing to doubt her. What if it was all in his mind and she had never contemplated quitting? How long
would she put up with this? A woman who bathed four times a day staying in a house besieged by entrails and
dogs’ heads seemed unthinkable.
It was well known that older converts were more susceptible to penile cancer, everyone told him, as if it
helped. He wondered how long would this go on. His children were now being severely teased by schoolmates
using words like “fly-man,” “sick penis” and “skirt-daddy.”
*
I was impressed by the siege of flies. It must have made Ssali feel like he had shit on him all day. What a
turnaround! He had visited us twice looking like a real doctor. On both occasions he consented to take tea, but I
had to wash the cups three times in very warm water and a mountain of soap suds which climbed up to my
elbows.
He sat there watching me and Grandma, saying nothing, bored by everything and everyone. He was wearing
gray trousers, a white shirt, a blue tie and very black, very shiny shoes. He had a gold watch which cut the air like
a yellow blade when he raised his hand to feel his neatly parted hair.
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Tiida was beside herself with pride. She was all over the place directing things, looking at him now and then as
if seeking tacit approval or covert gratitude. I must have dried the tray six times, the spoons four times. There was
always a little speck or a minute drop of wet left. In a bid to mend fences, she said,
“Dr. Ssali has got such a delicate stomach!” I figured she was now saying,
“He has got such a delicate penis! It should never have got cut in the first place.”
Fourteen months after his circumcision, the skies cleared and the ulcer healed. But that was not the end of his
troubles. The prize he had been anxiously awaiting, and indeed one of the things which had kept his sanity intact,
was denied him. The representative of the Conversion Committee informed him that he was no longer eligible for
a brand-new Peugeot because he had not fulfilled all the stipulations of the contract. His fellow converts, he was
told, had spent the past year campaigning all over the country, addressing people in mosques and schools, at
public grounds and community centers, fighting for the spread of Islam. He, on the other hand, had missed all
that, spending his time in hospital wards getting treatment. The Committee was going to pay his medical bills and
offer him a consolation prize: a 125cc scooter.
“You gave your word, sheikh,” he pleaded. “Look at this mountain of bills! You broke your word too, and
never participated in the jihad.”
“It wasn’t my fault.”
“It wasn’t ours either. Do you want to go on a solo tour now?”
“I have to go back to work.”
“Don’t forget your skullcap, you have to wear it everywhere you go. Be proud of your new religion, Saif.”
The story ended with Ssali collecting his prize: an overtly feminine Italian-made Vespa scooter. I awaited more
twists to the tale, but Uncle Kawayida never mentioned it again. I tried to tempt Grandpa into telling me more
about it, but he just sent me off to play. When Tiida came to visit, she created a wall around herself and would not
divulge any more details.
I gave up.
*
I was high up in the tree hoping to catch sight of the blue-bellied eagle when I saw a car headed for Grandma’s
compound. My heart sank. Visitors who came in cars tended to overstay their welcome, crowding us, knocking us
out of our rhythm, filling me with impatience. Visitors with children were the worst: they expected you to babysit
for them, as if you had nothing better to do, while they went visiting or having a good time. The children shat, wet
themselves, crawled all over the place, and you were supposed to be responsible for their safety. And when
departing, these parents would not even thank you or throw you a coin for pocket money.
As I slowly kneed my way down the tree, I wondered how many children this visitor had brought with her. Oh,
the thought of those dreadful nappies soaking in the basin or flying in the sun!
By the time I arrived at Grandma’s the car had left. In the courtyard were two large suitcases and things in
cardboard boxes. My heart sank deeper. This woman had indeed come to stay, to disorganize our program, to boss
us. Again!
It was Aunt Nakatu, Serenity’s second sister. She was a short, dark woman with deep curves on a compact
body which bespoke great energy. She had a soft, melodious voice more suited for singing than giving orders,
which was possibly the reason why she had to repeat things twice or more before her orders were obeyed. She
was the only daughter of the house who had married in church. She looked more impressive in the wedding
picture, the masses of bridal tulle and the three-meter bridal train giving her the air of compressed royalty. Her
husband was a very tall man, whom I imagined bending over to tell her something if he was not to shout.
As I stood in front of this short, fattish person, mouthing the obligatory words of welcome, I tried to work out
how things were going to be for the duration of her stay. Joy of joys, she had not brought any children with her for
me to mind and to keep from eating caterpillars, millipedes and earthworms.
Grandpa was away on a visit. The news he got on his return made him sad: Nakatu had run away and had no
intention of returning to her husband’s house. He was fond of Nakatu’s husband, a bond of loyalty linked to the
new Raleigh bicycle this son-in-law had given him before wedding his daughter. It was the same bicycle Grandpa
rode around on now. The news made Grandpa look away in the trees, as if worried that his son-in-law was going
to appear and demand the bicycle back.
Grandpa sent me away, but I doubled back as usual. Nakatu had left her husband after almost ten years of
marriage. Grandpa was annoyed by her refusal to go back. As a compromise, he offered to invite the man over in
order to hear both sides of the story, but Nakatu replied that even if he were to invite the pope, she would not
change her mind.
She insisted that her husband’s concubine had tried to kill her.
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“It began with nightmares. As soon as I closed my eyes, I would dream of lions closing in on me and tearing
me apart. I started sleeping with the light on because then the nightmares relented a bit. I consulted a seer, and I
was told that it was a concubine who wanted to drive me out of the house. When she realized that I was not
leaving, she got someone to try to run me over.”
“There are too many drunks and freaks with cars.”
“I got stomach infections and migraines which disappeared as soon as I left the house and slept elsewhere but
returned as soon as I was back. The woman wants me out of the house, and now she can have it.”
“Does she have a child with him?” Grandpa asked.
“Not that I know of, but I guess he would not bring children home with all those illnesses plaguing me.”
This vague answer did not sit too well with Grandpa. In his experience, it was usually concubines with children who mounted campaigns of terror in order to get recognition for their children and equal treatment for themselves. Kawayida’s mother had tried the same tricks. Her plan had been to become the official wife after the death
of Serenity’s mother. Grandpa had never had any intention of installing her as such, but her son was recognized
and welcomed into the family. My guess was that, despite having a son with her, Grandpa was ashamed of her two
buckteeth.
“Isn’t it strange that a childless woman is driving you out of your house and your marriage?”
“Such behavior is not exclusive to women with children. Maybe she wants to have the children when she
enters the house,” Grandma said.
Saddled with amenorrhea\fn{The absence of a menstrual period in a woman of reproductive age } and barrenness, Grandma’s marriage had been wrecked by a young girl who took over and produced six children with her husband. It
was this piece of real-life experience that shut Grandpa up. He grumbled unintelligibly and later said,
“All my daughters are marital failures.”
It was another way of saying that Padlock had been right. It was she who had said that Serenity’s family was
full of marital failures.
Normally, Grandpa would not have cared a hoot about such an observation, but his daughter-in-law was not a
woman to be ignored. He had tried to block her entry into his son’s house and failed. Her observation hurt now
because she was still his son’s wife and she showed no signs of leaving. Grandpa did not like her much: she was
too strong-willed. What he admired about her, on the other hand, was her sense of commitment, a quality he felt
Nakatu could do with.
*
Grandpa’s worries were far from over. Nakatu left only two days after her arrival. She went off to visit her
sister, Tiida.
I was ecstatic. Grandma and Grandpa were mystified.
A month later, she was back, a brand-new marriage proposal in her bag. She had met and fallen in love with
Hajj Ali, a former schoolmate ten years older than she. It was unclear whether she had always had him on her
mind or whether he was a new phenomenon, but seeing her glowing face left no doubt that Nakatu wanted to
marry this former football player who had transferred his competitive skills to the field of trade. Grandpa had so
far sent two letters to Nakatu’s husband without getting any reply. He was worried that there might be a clash
between the two men in his house, which would do nothing to enhance his reputation. He wanted to avoid any
unfairness. But then why was Nakatu’s husband not coming to state his case? Grandpa did not dwell too much on
that. He had a more pressing problem: he felt that he had to quell the fires of the latest Muslim invasion.
“This has gone too far. It has got to stop,” he bellowed. “Look what happened to Tiida’s husband: the ulcers
and those filthy things left in his garden! Why do you women never learn? You looked around and thought your
sister was getting something special, and so you decided to get a share too?”
“Sir, it was you who began the invasion, if I may use the word. Kawayida’s mother is our mother too, and she
is a Muslim. I can assure you that Tiida and her husband are happy. Shared suffering has brought them closer to
each other.
“The madwoman who deposited dog heads in their garden confessed and withdrew claims to their land. Ssali is
a better human being now. He is not the arrogant imp he was before.”
“Was that why you decided to try the wonders of Islam by finding a Muslim man for yourself? Think about it:
you left your husband allegedly because of the sinister activities of his concubine, and now you are entering a
relationship in which four wives are legal. Why are you doing this?”
“Hajj Ali is not going to marry any other wives. I am enough for him.”
“Foolish woman talk. I believe that Ssali won’t marry again because he is highly educated. But what will stop
Hajj Ali from doing what he wants? Are you a virgin, or do you still think you are?”
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“If he was after virgins, sir, he would not have come knocking on my door. He has had enough of virgins who
have to be taught everything. And save your worries for your other children, I know what I am getting into.”
“So it is a question of a Muslim man getting tired of Muslim women and trying Christian stock for a change!”
“Sir, I am in love. I am old enough to know that. I also know that something special is going to happen. I can
feel it.”
Something special eventually did happen: she became pregnant after a drought of about eight years. Grandpa
sanctioned the marriage, but without the knowledge that Nakatu was going to convert. By the time he got that
particular detail, he had given up.
“They are not going to circumcise you, are they?” he asked in an attempt at humor.
“Whoever heard of women getting circumcised?” Nakatu, victorious, asked.
“Right. You can do what you want. If your husband wanted you, he would have been here already.”
That was how Aunt Rose Mary Nakatu became Aunt Hadija Hamza Nakatu. The wedding took place six
months after her departure from her husband’s house, but most relatives boycotted it. For the first time in many
years, Serenity, who had ignored all the dramas in the family, appeared.
This was vintage Serenity, “Cocoon Serenity,” as Nakatu called him now and then. Withdrawal was his best
form of attack, and after all the storms which had preceded his marriage to Sister Peter “Padlock” Nakaza Nakaze
Nakazi Nakazo Nakazu, he had decided to lie low. He had visited Tiida once, when the ulcer and dog-head
upheavals were about to end. He was a hands-off type of brother-in-law who never intervened in marital dramas
except when especially requested by both parties. He was the first person in the family to address his sister
Nakatu as “Hadija Hamza.”
*
Serenity had had his share of a bachelor’s troubles, like getting rid of Kasiko, the woman he had cohabited
with at the end of the fifties, fathered a daughter with and then decided to send away in order to marry somebody
else. Kasiko, a real peasant girl despite her long limbs and good looks, was the husband-has-said kind of woman,
ever waiting for commands and ready-made directives to follow, all out to please and to obey. This, for a man
who had spent his life maneuvering and outwitting the treacherous rapids and precarious depths of his father’s
female entourage and his army of female relatives, was frightening. He found himself being studied, analyzed,
manipulated and negotiated like a river choked with papyrus reeds, or a steep hill with a soft crumbly surface. It
made him nervous and angry. He wanted to be the one doing all the negotiating.
Worse still, he could not care less for domestic affairs. Those were matters beneath him, but Kasiko wouldn’t
learn that. Instead of seeking advice elsewhere, she just kept on dragging him into it, asking whether to buy this or
that thing, and cook this or that dish on this or that day. Worst of all, she tried to find out what he thought and
what he liked or disliked, things he would rather have kept to himself.
Kasiko was nice, kind, shallow, limited in her ideas—very good in bed, very good in the kitchen and
wonderful in the garden—the type of woman many men would have kept as a second wife or a concubine.
But polygamy was not on Serenity’s mind, at least not at the time. He was looking for a total package: a selfmotivated, self-contained, self-regulating woman, good in bed, good in the kitchen, good around the house. A
woman who would give him time to prepare his lessons and plan for the future without being distracted by things
he considered beneath his dignity.
When Serenity finally informed Grandpa that the time had come for him to part company with Kasiko, he got
the green light, with the tacit knowledge that Grandpa would help him find a suitable girl. Arranged marriages
were slowly dying out but were not ended yet. To Grandpa, this was an opportunity to show paternal concern for
his son. It was time to bring him closer to his heart, and give him a few useful tips on how to be a man and a
husband. This was the time to fill a hole or two left gaping, because back when he was chief, he did not have
much time to talk to Serenity. So, by suggesting that his son marry the daughter of one of his former colleagues,
Grandpa was offering Serenity a hand in friendship and male comradeship.
The time had come to introduce him to the clan as a potential clan leader, or at least as one of the leaders.
Nowadays clans needed educated leaders. Serenity, with his schoolmaster background, stood a good chance
against the traders and the like who often headed clans. If the elders and prominent members of the clan liked
him, Serenity might gradually assume the administration of clan land; it would give Grandpa great satisfaction if
that privilege remained in his family.
“It is a fine idea that you have finally made up your mind to wed officially. It is a sign of maturity and
commitment. A former colleague of mine has a very well-bred, educated, attractive, nubile daughter who is very
well suited to your temperament. I know that she will cost us heaven and hell in bride-price, but we are in this
together, son. I will give whatever is demanded. What do you say?”
“Ah—”
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“You see, son, some people put great emphasis on religious denomination, but we are not like that, are we? Not
after what has happened in this family. The girl has a Protestant background, but her mother was formerly a
Catholic. Maybe she can convert, though Protestants do not often cross over to Catholicism, but that’s beside the
point. One needs to marry from a good house, and she comes from a fantastic family. We can always work out the
differences.”
Overcome by his father's avalanche of saliva and words, Serenity could hardly feel his feet. He seemed to be
sinking in mud. His father’s green-roofed brick house seemed to be moving, disintegrating, turning to liquid mud,
sweeping forward to swallow them.
*
Serenity wanted the house to disintegrate; he had never liked it. It had given shelter to too many people he had
not liked or understood, people who had neither liked nor understood him.
It echoed with the shouts, the sighs, the screams, the whispers of all those women, some with children, some
without, who swarmed the compound when favor and money were still plentiful. He had seen them do a lot of
peculiar things. He had seen mysterious dusts sprinkled in cooking pans, dry leaves set on live coals and sprinkled
with magic incantations; he had also heard plots and counterplots whispered in the dark.
The walls of that house crawled with the schemes and counter-schemes, the struggles and counter-struggles,
between male and female relatives and strangers. Those walls reverberated with the fights, some ugly, some
comical, between hangers-on and friends, greedy relatives and competitive in-laws. The green roof was laden with
the curses of strangers who never got justice or got it too late because the big county chief had people round his
house who, intentionally or unintentionally, stopped some people from gaining audience with him.
At the time of Grandpa’s fall, when the spirit of the fifties was surging to its climax, the place was no better
than a temple inhabited by thieves, each trading, each competing, each scheming for this or that gain.
At the time of his fall, the place had gone mad, careening out of control and disorienting everyone in it, despite
the fact that some people believed they were in charge.
At the time of his fall, Grandpa was just like any other lodger, fighting for his sleeping place, antagonizing as
few fellow lodgers as possible, working out shaky alliances in the hope that things would improve in the end.
At the time of the fall, Serenity had stopped eating meals there, and by so doing avoided the intrigue, the
jealousies, the diaphanous festivity and the brittle joy that hung in the air like the smell of cow dung. All he was
searching for at the Fiddler’s house, with its chipped plates, its mutilated mugs, its naked children, was freedom of
spirit. At the Fiddler’s, surrounded by runny-nosed and runny-assed children, he felt at ease, accepted, not looked
at as if he had stolen or was about to steal something.
In the beginning, Serenity had missed his mother terribly, believing that she was about to return. After the
blessing from that mysterious woman, after that push into serene hemispheres, he stopped thinking about her, and
filled the gap with indifference and dreams of education and music. At the onset of adolescence, he had waited for
somebody to say something about his mother, or things a mother said to a son at that juncture. when no one said a
thing, not even his aunts, who were the traditional sex educators, he put the ghost to rest.
He luxuriated in detachment. His parents became mere shadows, ghosts, and he felt them floating away to the
dark confines of a sealed abyss.
At that time a close friend lost both parents in a spectacular bus accident which left all on board dead or
injured, except for the driver, who escaped without a scratch.
At that time he felt that his parents had done him a favor by saving him such pain. He was like that driver,
surrounded by wreckage and carnage, but unscathed; surrounded by screams and lamentation, yet unaffected.
He stood looking at the orange tree, lean, gray-green, its thin branches loaded with blighted leaves, short
thorns and small green balls. It was said to be his late mother’s favorite tree. How little it evoked in him! It left
him emotionally untouched, like a desecrated temple or a looted grotto. He had swept its leaves, together with the
leaves of the acacia, the jackfruit and the mango trees, thousands of times without feeling anything special.
*
A storm was blowing in the thick forest of coffee trees around the house. He saw them being uprooted,
overturned, broken like straw, swept over the village and ultimately dumped in the papyrus swamp at the foot of
Mpande Hill.
How many sacks of coffee had he picked in his life?
How many wasps had bitten him in the process?
How many liters of tears and sweat had seeped into the soil of this coffee shamba?
Uncountable. Money from coffee sales had seen him through school up to Teacher Training College, but it had
also seen useless people, like his father’s women, through many superfluous storms.
Many had come, many had gorged and all had moved on to worship at trees sturdier than his father’s.
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Many had come under the clan’s umbrella to partake of the proceeds from clan land, and had stayed till his
father lost power.
Serenity now wanted the storm to rake up all clan land, grind it up and sweep the dust in one mighty, furious
river of erosion into the swamps.
He wanted the storm to leave behind, mean, uninhabitable craters and hostile, snarling gorges into which men
would fall and break their necks.
He wanted the remains to be so barren that no one would have anything to do with the place.
He wanted another family to take over all clan land and all clan land troubles.
Religion?
It seemed like poetic justice that his father had lost his power because of a religion he never practiced. At the
same time he would not mind if the storm stretched its cadaverous hand to Ndere Hill and flattened the mighty
church of his youth, sprinkling the bits in the surrounding forest. The aluminum church tower reminded him of all
the fruitless Sunday masses, all the squandered prayers for the return of his mother and all the energy expended on
church affairs.
It also brought to mind the Virgin Mary: he had begged her to visit him, to turn into his mother.
She refused.
She would not wipe his tears, the few bitter ones he had ever shed.
Now he wanted the tower and the church razed. …
278.96 1. In Search Of A Smoke 2. Homecoming 3. Stones Bounce On Water: Three Short Stories\fn{by Dilman Dila
(1977- )} Tororo, Tororo District, Eastern Region, Uganda (M) 15
1
The G-Wagon C&R didn’t look menacing at all in spite of the machine gun on the roof, because they’d painted
it white. It crawled along the dirt road like a starving dog. Paulo’s fingers drummed the steering wheel. His eyes
couldn’t stay on the road. Instead, he searched the litter, the debris that decorated the countryside with mementos
of thousands of refugees. His lips quivered. Sweat dripped from his chin. But the other two soldiers had dry faces.
Macho the commander sat calmly on the passenger side, watching the road as carefully as if though he were the
driver. Mugu stood behind the gun, alert.
Suddenly Paulo hit the breaks. Before his comrades had time to wonder what was happening, he jumped out
and ran at top speed. Macho grabbed his rifle and Mugu swung the machine gun about, expecting trouble. But
there was nothing. The road was empty. The grass and the trees stood still in the windless noon. The abandoned
huts in the distance, some burnt and others still bearing scars of war, reminded them that they were alone. A crow
yapped, its ugly voice startling the two soldiers in the car. They still saw nothing.
They turned back to Paulo, who had run off the road and was picking something from off the ground. When he
turned back to the car they saw it was a cigarette pack.
But Paulo’s face showed no triumph. He sniffed at the empty box. For a moment the aroma seemed to lift his
spirits, but then only intensified his frustration. He hurled the box onto the ground and stamped on it, burying it
without having to dig a hole.
In the G-wagon, Macho put away his rifle and fished a bottle of peppery liquid out of his pocket. He took a sip,
sighed and shook his head to clear the taste from his mouth. A dozen more sips and he’d be drunk.
Paulo stomped back to the car and kicked the African Union badge, the symbol that announced they were
peace-keepers. What it didn’t say was that they were also pioneers and that their president was desperate to make
the mission a success. He kicked the emblem a couple more times, then climbed back in the cab.
As the car started to crawl forward again, Macho took another sip of peppery liquid and offered the bottle to
Paulo. Paulo tossed it out the window.
“No!” Macho yelled as he yanked the door open and ran back up the road for the bottle. Its contents were
spilling into the dry dirt, already almost empty.
“This is the last drop I have!” he said in Swahili as he got back into the truck and screwed the cap back on the
bottle.
“The last!”
“Bastards!” Mugu the gunner said. “Why don’t they put drink and smoke in our supplies? Because they want
us to be ‘disciplined’? The bastards!”
The car began to crawl along and Paulo continued to search the debris by the side of the road. They soon
arrived at a deserted town. Most of the buildings had mud walls and rotting iron-sheet roofs. The shop doors stood
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open, revealing their emptiness. The only signs that humans once lived here were the bullet-riddled walls, the
burnt buildings and the occasional gory cloth lying on the grassy pavement. Paulo stopped in front of a shop that
had a Sportsman poster above the door.
“If there are cigarettes there,” Mugu said, “someone took them long ago.”
Still, Paulo trotted into the shop. The other two heard him rummaging about, throwing things as he did so, and
heard his occasional shout of frustration. When he came out there was a cigarette butt between his lips. He fished
a matchbox out of his pockets and lit it, but he couldn’t draw any smoke.
When he got back into the car, his hands were trembling worse than ever. Sweat made his uniform appear
darker. His eyes had turned red as though with an infection.
“Can I drive?” Macho said. But there was no reply. The car shot forward, this time very fast.
A little way out of town the gunner shouted at Paulo to stop. Paulo hit the brakes and Mugu swung the
machine gun towards a footpath fifty meters off the road where a soldier was talking to an armed man in civilian
clothes. Both carried AK47s. The civilian was leaning against a bicycle with a big cardboard box strapped to its
carrier. The two men stared back at the vehicle, then the soldier gave a hesitant wave.
“That’s Sergeant Musa,” Mugu said. “What’s he doing here?”
“I think the other one is a trader,” Macho said. “But he’s with one of the warlords.”
The sergeant waved again, then resumed talking to the other man, who didn’t seem so eager now to continue
negotiating and kept glancing at the soldiers in the truck. The sergeant smiled and waved more vigorously until
Mugu returned the greeting. But the trader was still shaking his head in the negative.
Musa dipped into his pocket and fished out a bag of coins. But the trader again shook his head and threw
something back into the big box. The men in the G-Wagon only caught a glimpse, but they recognized it
immediately as a packet of cigarettes. Paulo grabbed his gun and dived out of the car.
The trader jumped onto his bicycle. The sergeant was still talking rapidly to the trader while gesticulating at
Paulo to get back into the truck, but the trader wasn’t listening. The handlebars in one hand and the AK-47 in the
other, he started to peddle away.
Paulo raised his gun as the trader was gaining speed. A thin curtain of vegetation stood between him and the
truck, but not enough to prevent Paulo from getting him in his sights. Just then trader glanced over his shoulder,
saw what was about to happen and leapt off the bike.
Paulo shot him in the head. The blast seemed to echo forever. The ensuing silence was so profound that it
seemed as if they’d all suddenly gone deaf. The trader’s body lay partly hidden in some bushes, only his legs
visible from the road.
Sergeant Musa started toward the bushes, keeping his gun trained on the motionless form. Then Paulo ran
toward the same objective. When the sergeant saw Paulo running, he ran too.
“Ya ya ya ya yeah,” Mugu called, still behind the machine gun, watching the two men race each other toward
the fallen bicycle.
The sergeant got there first. Scarcely stopping, he snatched the cigarette pack that had fallen out of the
cardboard box and sped past the corpse. Paulo reached it a couple seconds later and began rummaging frantically
through the box. But he found no more cigarettes.
The sergeant was running hard now. Paulo raised his gun and fired twice. The sergeant disappeared into a
small grove, of trees. Paulo followed. The car radio crackled into life.
“Patrol,” a voice said in Swahili. “Patrol. Reply.”
Macho hesitated until Mugu nodded encouragement, then crawled back into the cab. As he picked up the radio
he realized his palms were wet.
“Afande,” he stammered.
“We hear shots coming from beyond the town. Isn’t that where you are?” Macho looked at Mugu, then towards
the trees where Paulo and the sergeant had disappeared, their branches as still in the windless air as though
nothing unusual had happened.
“We heard the shots too,” Macho said. Mugu hissed at him angrily, but Macho ignored the hiss and reached for
the small bottle in his pockets.
“Go and check,” the voice ordered.
Macho flipped off the radio and took a long swig from his bottle.
“What are you doing?” Mugu said, climbing down from his perch behind the gun. “Why are you dragging us
into this? We didn’t tell Paulo to shoot anyone! Now if we don’t say what happened Sergeant Musa will tell
Afande what happened and then we shall all be in trouble!”
Macho took another swig, shook his head, drained what was left in the bottle and tossed it out of the window
into the rest of the litter on the road. Mugu tried to pick up the radio, but Macho slapped his hand away.
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“We have to report him!” Mugu insisted.
“No. If you want to end up in the same fix, I don’t. I won’t be cooked for this madness!” Mugu tried to get out
of the truck, but Macho grabbed him by the shoulder and pinned him against the G-Wagon.
“I’m the commander here, and I make the decisions. He’s my friend. We’ve been through fire together. I won’t
let him go down over a packet of cigarettes!”
Mugu saw the look in Macho’s eyes and stopped resisting. Macho let him go.
“Musa won’t talk,” Macho added in a calmer voice. “He is out of camp illegally. He made illegal contact with
an armed local from one of the sides we came to keep apart. He has put us in a bad position because everyone
would say we secretly take sides. So he won’t talk. Anyway,” he said, “there is only one patrol car, this one. We
are the only ones who can investigate this matter. The colonel will accept whatever we say.”
Mugu climbed back behind his gun. Macho sat down on the bonnet, and they waited. The colonel in charge of
the mission called them twice again and each time Macho said they couldn’t see anything, that they were still
investigating.
Half an hour later Paulo reappeared, drenched in sweat and his eyes so red you couldn’t see the pupils. He
walked over to the trader’s corpse and kicked it. Then he searched the box, but still couldn’t find any cigarettes.
He started to beat the corpse with his rifle until he had turned the head to pulp and still went on hitting it until
Macho and Mugu restrained him.
*
Their shift ended an hour later. They returned to camp just as a fire-fight was starting, with AK47s, machine
guns and RPGs erupting at the other end of the camp. Soldiers were running in all directions and armored vehicles, painted a benign white, were roaring into life.
The colonel quickly assessed the strength of the attack and decided some of his men could go back to their
dinners while others fought off the attackers. Macho, Paulo and Mugu sauntered over to the lunch tree to get their
meals, then sat down on the grass with scores of other soldiers holding platters full of posho and beans on their
laps. The fighting only lasted a short time, but when the colonel returned to the camp he was upset. He walked
straight towards Macho and his comrades.
“I’ve spoken with Karim,” he said. “He says his men attacked us because our people shot one of his men near
the town.” The three soldiers looked at one another as if surprised to hear this bit of news.
“Did you see anything?”
“No, Afande,” Macho said. “We found nothing. Not even a corpse. Maybe they shot their own man and are
using it as an excuse to attack us.” The colonel stared hard at him, chewing on his lip.
“I’ll talk to you three later.” When the colonel was out of sight Paulo grabbed his gun.
“I’m going to look for Musa,” he said and ran towards the fighting. Macho and Mugu watched him run off,
then grabbed their own guns and followed.
Paulo stopped to talk to a soldier driving a cart containing four wounded. The soldier nodded and pointed in
the direction Paulo was already headed. At the edge of the camp where Karim’s men had struck, about a dozen
soldiers were re-erecting the barbed-wire fence. The fighting had meanwhile moved down the hill towards a
valley through which a small river ran. Macho and Mugu spotted Paulo diving through some tall bushes and
followed.
When Paulo reached the bridge over the narrow riverbed, some other soldiers crouched behind the trees and
rocks motioned to him to get down. He did, moving towards the big rock behind which they were gathered.
The front was silent save for the buzz of insects and the hiss of muddy gray river flowing calmly between the
two forces, observing an unannounced ceasefire. The afternoon sun was getting hot.
“Where is Sergeant Musa?” Paolo asked the soldiers.
“You are not supposed to be here,” a lieutenant replied. “What do you want Musa for?”
“He has something of mine.”
The lieutenant pointed towards the river where there lay three dead peacekeepers. The first lay half way across
the bridge, shot in the head. The other two lay near the bank, both shot in the back. One was only ten meters away,
the corpse lying partly on the bridge and partly on the dirt road. It was Musa’s. Macho and Mugu joined Paulo
behind the rock.
“You men are not supposed to be here,” the lieutenant said again.
“Yes, sir” Mugu replied, then turned to Paulo. “Have you seen him?” Paulo kept looking at the dead sergeant,
his blood making a puddle on the road.
“Let’s go back,” Macho said. Paulo didn’t respond, his eyes fixed on the dead man.
“I’m in charge here,” the lieutenant said. “You have to tell me what you three want or else you’d better get
lost.”
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“Let’s go,” Mugu urges. “He’s dead.”
But Paulo could not be distracted from the corpse. He rose to a crouching position as if preparing to make a
dash towards the bridge.
“No!” the lieutenant barked. “We are peacekeepers! We only shoot when shot at! If you go out there Karim’s
men will take it as a provocation!”
But before anyone could stop him, Paulo had darted away from the rock and was running straight for the
bridge.
“No!” the lieutenant shouted, but by then Karim’s men had already opened fire.
Somehow Paulo made it to the prostrate body unhit and began searching the dead man’s pockets. Bullets
struck the ground all around him, throwing up little clouds of dust. Some hit the corpse. The peacekeepers
returned fire. At last he found the cigarettes. He might even have made it back to safety of the big rock, but at the
last moment a bullet hit him in the center of the head. He crashed face downwards beside his crouching comrades,
making them all start as if someone had pinched them.
His fingers relaxed, releasing the cigarettes, the packet crumpled and soaked in blood. The lieutenant looked
on in bewilderment. Macho stared at his dead comrade in disbelief.
Karim’s men stopped shooting, so the peacekeepers had no reason to shoot back. Silence returned to the river.
2
Finally the green rock at whose foot our town lay came into view. The sun, thinly veiled by gray clouds, was
no more than a dull white spot in the sky just above the little mountain, near the V-shaped crater that gave the
illusion of a fish’s mouth. The rain had just stopped.
The trees stood still. The leaves wept.
“Which part of town are you going?” the professor said. We hadn’t exchanged a word since starting the
journey four and a half hours ago.
“Near Total,” I said.
Silence returned. The groan of the engine sickened my heart. We’d be in town in another twenty minutes. The
professor drove slowly. The ride should have lasted three hours, not five.
I watched the water roar in the gutters. Musa and I had enjoyed every downpour as kids. We’d run into the
rain, kick in the puddles and put little boats in the runnels. Now Musa lay in the bed of the truck in a cheap coffin.
The rain had beaten him.
The police had shot him dead. He stunk.
The professor wasn’t Musa’s relative, or mine. I hadn’t met him until Musa died. The university bosses, afraid
of association with an anti-government demonstrator, had said a coffin and truck would be ready in a week’s time,
when the body would be rotten beyond recognition. But opposition sympathizers bought a coffin, and the
professor offered his car as transport.
Musa wasn’t a relative either, or even a close friend. We just happened to have grown up in the same street in
the garbage-flooded alleys of Rock Street. We belonged to a gang the Indian headmaster called “the Rock Street
Boys.” We hunted lizards, stoned madmen and played at being American or Vietnamese. We attended the same
university.
Now his parents were relying on me to bring his body home.
It was he who had killed our childhood friendship. By the time he died we spoke merely to be polite to each
other. He had been prefect at school, a “wiseacre” who reported us to teachers and parents whenever we sneaked
out of the dorms for a smoke or a drink or a dance. He didn’t watch movies or listen to rap music, things he still
referred to as “capitalist luxuries” fifteen years after the collapse of the Berlin Wall. He read all the time. He liked
politics. He wanted to end up a mayor like his father.
We passed the Limbo, the dishonorable public burial grounds reserved for the homeless and very poor, where
they’d soon put Musa. His father, “the Mayor,” was a Rwandan refugee who had settled in our town, married a
local girl, didn’t teach his children Kinyarwanda, cut off all relationships with his home country and insisted he
was Ugandan. We natives couldn’t think of him and his family as part of us, therefore no one would sell to him
customary land where he could’ve buried his family with honor. A married woman like Musa’s mother doesn’t
belong to her father’s line. So she and her children can’t be buried in his cemetery. That left the Limbo as the only
graveyard available to Musa.
We reached Total’s one service station, with roads branching off to the right and left.
“Which way?” the professor asked.
“Right.”
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The car snaked onto a dirt road slick with the morning rain, then crawled into an avenue where rich people
lived, right at the bottom of the little mountain. I pointed at a crude wall.
“That house.”
The mansion was very different from the other houses in this street. The Mayor had used bank loans to build it
(as well as several others) because he wanted people to believe he was among the richest men in town. He thought
once elected MP he’d earn enough to pay off the loans. He believed he’d end up MP because he’d beaten his main
opponent, Mande, three times by a landslide in the mayoral campaigns.
My dad said townsfolk only voted for him because Mande was UPC, anti-government. But during parliamenttary elections, nobody wanted to send a foreigner to Parliament, so they forced Mande to turn Movement, progovernment. This time, the Mayor lost terribly.
This campaign also left him penniless. The banks took over his property and businesses, leaving him with nothing but this house. It had a crude fence for a wall, no gate, an overgrown lawn and unplastered walls. Only part
of the roof was tiled. Most of it had rotting iron-sheets with huge stones [which] kept it on the house. A big wind
once blew away these iron sheets. Moldy plywood stood in place of glass in the window frames. One halfexpected to find lizards and monkeys living inside.
The car stopped on the drive. Something was wrong. There were no mourners in sight. The house looked deserted.
“Is this the right house?”
“I called my dad and told him I was coming with the body just before we set off,” I said. “He said the mourners had gathered here.”
“Probably they’re in church,” the professor said, his fingers drumming on the steering wheel.
“Not without the body. Let me check inside.”
I ran to the door and pushed. But it was locked from the inside. I knocked. No reply. I knocked louder, then
stepped away from the door, not sure what to do next. I knocked a third time, and this time got a reply.
“Who are you?” came the Mayor’s characteristic roar when he was in the worst of moods.
“Jim,” I answered in a quavering voice.
I heard him thump to the door. He pulled it open and glared at me. Then he spotted saw the car in the driveway. Without a word, he spun around and marched back inside. I hesitantly followed.
He fell onto a worn-out sofa, picked up a newspaper and put his legs on a stool, trying to give the impression
of a rich man at rest after a long day’s work. But the tension was visible on his face. His wife sat next to him,
knitting, a hobby she’d picked up to keep food on the table. The room was bare, save for the worn sofa and four
stools. Basins and bowls lay on various parts of the floor to collect the rain that fell from holes in the roof, their
drippings making for a loud, inappropriate music.
“Jambo … Jim,” Musa’s mother said, smiling over the cloth she was working on. “How’s school?”
I bit my lips. Hadn’t these people heard that their son was dead? Musa’s fate had topped the headlines for two
days running. Why were they behaving like this?
“I brought his body.”
Musa’s mother responded by pricking herself with the needle. Then she threw down the needle and the cloth. A
ball of thread rolled across the floor and rested against a basin. Musa’s father seemed to be pretending he hadn’t
heard what I’d said. He scarcely seemed to be breathing. A vein thumped on his forehead.
Suddenly his wife jumped off the sofa and fled from the room.
“I brought his body,” I said again.
The Mayor jumped to his feet and flung down his newspaper as if he was going to attack me. He pointed a
trembling finger my way.
“Don’t tell me about that dead fool,” he hissed in barely a whisper. “You go and burry him yourself, if you
want. But don’t say a word to me about him. Do you understand?” He shook a fist at me.
“Do you understand? Now, get out!”
“He’s your son,” I heard myself say as if it were someone else talking.
“Eh? Nini? Did you come here to tell me who my sons are? Do you know how many children I have? So what
if one is dead?”
The door opened behind me, but I didn’t turn around.
“Excuse me,” the professor said. “I still have a long way to go.”
“Go away with that rotten thing!” the Mayor yelled. “Don’t leave rubbish in my home!”
“Are you sure this is the right house?” the professor asked.
“I’ll count to ten!” the Mayor said. “If you’re still here I'll kill you!” He snatched a club from behind the sofa,
raised it above his head and started to count. The professor muttered something and walked out.
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“Seven! Six! Five!”
“Daddy,” his wife said, coming back into the room in tears. “Please, don’t.”
“Three! Two! One!”
The Mayor rushed at me. I stood still until the last moment when he swung the rungu, then ducked. As the club
swished over my head his wife tried to jumped onto his back.
“Get off me! You, woman, get off me!”
He threw her off and kicked her. She picked a stool and swung it at him. They were always fighting or, rather,
he was always beating her.
I left the house in a daze.
The professor was trying to get the coffin off the truck. It was too heavy to lift, so he simply dragged it from
the bed of the pickup and let it fall with a thud to the driveway. The Mayor burst out of the house, probably to
finish me off but, seeing the coffin on the driveway, he turned instead towards the don, who had hurried into the
truck and was firing up the engine.
“I said don’t leave that rotten thing on my property! Take it away!”
He took a big swing and shattered the windscreen. I think he also hit the professor, but the pickup didn’t stop.
The Mayor pursued it down the driveway, denting it with more blows, until he and the vehicle disappeared behind
the wall.
His wife came out sobbing, her face bruised, her nose bleeding. She tried to calm herself when she saw her
son’s coffin lying in the driveway.
“Why is he behaving like this?” I said.
“I don’t know,” she said, fighting the emotion that threatened to overwhelm her. “Just let him do what he
wants. We all loved Musa. But we—he—” She wiped her nose with the edge of her lesu.
“He wants us to pretend we’ve never heard of Musa. My son, Musa. He started acting like this when your
father told us you were on the way with the body. He chased away everyone who’d come to mourn. He beat those
who insisted on staying. He even broke your dad’s arm.”
The Mayor was a tyrant. He never talked or laughed with his children. He was always shouting or beating
them. They feared him so much that they wouldn’t even bury their own brother if he didn’t want them to.
“But why?”
She had no time to reply because her husband was stomping back up the driveway, still wielding the rungu and
muttering curses. His wife dove back into the house.
When he reached the coffin the Mayor grabbed it by the small end and started to drag it away. The lid fell off
and the body began to slide out. He pushed it back in with his foot.
“Where are you taking him?”
“Out of here! He’s not my son.”
“He died because of you.”
That stopped him. He stood above the coffin, his blood-red eyes burning me. I thought I’d finally brought him
to his senses.
“He was angry with the Movement. He said it let you down, that you were supposed to be MP, not Mande, you
who supported Museveni ever since he came to power.” The Mayor laughed.
“He said that? I told him that. He had to believe it. But,” he pointed the rungu at the coffin, “he betrayed me.
He demonstrated against the government. What does the government have to do with cholera in the hostels? They
are dirty places and that’s why people fell sick. But he—”
He kicked at the coffin, then resumed dragging it away.
He was referring to the time Musa organized two thousand students to demonstrate when cholera attacked their
hostels. Someone told me he had said,
“We are poor because of corruption. We live in overcrowded hostels and eat in slums because of corruption.
It’s corruption that brought cholera.”
The students picked up the slogan. Corruption brought cholera. They marched into town in a peaceful demonstration, waving anti-government placards, chanting,
“Corruption brought cholera.”
The riot police were called in. They didn’t like anti-government demonstrations. They cleared the streets
within ten minutes. There was one casualty, riddled with bullets.
“Yes, because of you,” I said. “He supported the Movement until he saw you fail in the campaigns. He thinks
Mande rigged elections. He thinks Mande dished out a lot of cash. He doesn’t believe you lost because you’re a
refugee.”
The Mayor didn’t want to listen anymore, but I followed behind him.
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“He thinks—thought—Mande engineered your downfall. He wondered why Mande’s cousin took over your
shops in Rock Street and why Mande’s brother became the sole supplier of posho and beans to all schools in the
district and why Mande bought all your property. And he thinks—thought—Mande ruined you to ensure you
don’t oppose him again. He says the government supported Mande even when it saw what he was doing to you.
They supported a man who’d opposed them all along and dumped you—”
“Nyamaza!” the Mayor screamed, and let the coffin fall, splashing mud on his feet.
“Whatever you say doesn’t explain why he decided to waste my money. Do you know how much I spent on his
education? Do you know his brothers and sisters no longer go to school because I was spending all my money on
his school fees? Do you know what I could have done with that money?”
Musa had wanted to study social sciences, but the Mayor, thinking about his own reputation, eager to restore
his pride, insisted he should study law, which cost him millions of shillings a semester. He had boasted all over
town how his son was going to be a lawyer.
He dragged the coffin out to the road, far from his house. I still followed behind. He was panting and had
started to stagger. I thought,
“He will soon give up this madness.”
“You look at everything in terms of money,” I said. “You even think of your children in terms of costs and benefits. You force them to work at the age of ten—for money! For you! You think of nothing but money!”
“I ran bankrupt because of him!”
“You ran bankrupt because you were too greedy!”
He threw down the coffin and charged at me. But he was weak and I easily disarmed him. Then I threw him
down onto the dirt. He was an old man and I could have pulped him. But he looked pitiful lying next to the coffin.
“He was our only hope,” he said as if he were going to start crying. “Now look how he has paid us back. After
all the sacrifices we made. After all the money we put into him.”
“He’s still your son.”
“He betrayed us.”
“Betrayed you?” I let out a string of four-letter words.
“You’re angry because you’re a failure. You failed as a father. You failed in business. You failed in politics.
You wanted Musa to be the only area where you succeeded. You wanted the world to respect you because your
son was a lawyer. Now that he’s dead you have nothing.”
“Did your father tell you that?”
“The town will see you as the father of an anti-government lunatic. You’ll never win political office again.
That’s what hurts you. That’s why you’re angry with Musa.”
I don’t know where he got the energy. I thought I’d beaten him down. Probably the madness energized him, or
maybe he just caught me off guard. He sprung to his feet, snatched the club and began hitting me on the head.
Then everything went dark.
*
When I woke up it was raining. My head ached unmercifully. A lump had sprout on my temple. I lay alone on
the dirt road, beside the coffin. I staggered to my feet. The rain was falling hard. The coffin’s lid had come off.
I stared down at Musa's swollen face. He gaped pop-eyed, as though not believing cops had shot to kill during
a peaceful demonstration. The rain beat down on his face, but he didn’t blink.
I fell on my knees and hugged the coffin, my tears mingling with the rain.
I don’t know how long I lay like that weeping for Musa, but suddenly I realized I was not alone. There they
were, all six of Musa's brothers.
“Beat him up!” their father yelled, bouncing up and down by the gate. “Beat him up! Chase him out of here
with his rotten garbage!”
“He sent you?” I said.
“Yes,” Jamal, one of my best friends, replied. “He sent us.”
“Are you going to beat me?”
“No. We only want to bury Musa.”
I looked back at the Mayor. He still had his rungu. I stood up.
“Beat him up! Beat him up!”
“Where’s you mother?” I asked.
“Who knows. She’s always on his side anyway.”
“Let’s go,” someone said.
They hoisted the coffin onto their shoulders, three on each side, and marched towards the Limbo. The Mayor
came charging down the drive looking like he was going to kill someone for sure. The boys didn’t stop, though,
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didn’t even acknowledge his mad screaming. Maybe Musa’s ghost was at work, because the Mayor slipped and
fell. When he got back up he took a few limping steps but couldn’t go on. He had to use his club as a crutch.
“You dogs! Never come back to my house! If you don’t put that rotten thing down at once, never come back to
my house!”
For the first time, he couldn’t force them to do as he ordered. He could only stand in the rain, shivering in
helpless angry impotence.
3
A full moon lit the first night for the visitors as they took tea on the porch. Meg, a native who married Joe
Paulson when she went to study in London, asked me turn off all the lights so that her guests could enjoy their
first African moon.
Winnie Hoodge, the one who started all the trouble, said she’d never noticed the moon’s beauty before. That
the night sky in London, where she lived with her husband Peter, who sat next to her, wasn’t so real. Peter said:
“We should’ve come here for our honeymoon.”
And Winnie scowled. It however passed so quickly that the others didn’t see it. At sixty, I was fifteen years
older than any of them, but my sight was good.
“I’ll spend my next one here,” said Chelsea Croele, Winnie’s partner in a chain of shopping malls, thrice
married but with no children.
Winnie nearly dropped her cup at Chelsea’s remarks. The scowl returned. To hide it, she put the cup on the
table and reached for a hanky to wipe her face.
“That’s if the Paulsons let you,” Winnie’s cousin Tim Collins, a small man with glasses, said. At thirty five, he
was the youngest person on the porch that night.
At this point, I retreated to the kitchen. I didn’t hear or see anymore, and it wasn’t until later that the
significance of this conversation struck me.
Meg drank secretly. She paid me to mix her tea with waragi, a strong intoxicant. She became quieter with each
sip of this brew. The guests couldn’t understand her gradual shift from a jovial host to a brooding housewife.
*
At about nine, when the fatigue of the day was beginning to tell on all of them, a firecracker went off.
The Paulsons had thrown a birthday party for their son the day before. This boy and his sisters had earlier left
for a week long stay with an aunt, but the police believed the Paulsons sent the children away to spare them the
trauma of witnessing a murder.
The porter normally removes every crumb of cake off the lawn after a Paulson party. This time round, he (suspiciously) missed a firecracker bigger than his fist. The toy had a timing device to set it off. It failed to explode at
the party, but remembered it was supposed to entertain guests and went off a day too late.
Everybody on the porch jumped. Meg fled into the house, screaming, and the other five scrambled after her. I
was in the kitchen. I came out with the two other cooks to investigate the commotion. We turned on the lights. I
went to the porch.
The firecracker gave a final pop-pop. The sparks went out. The night regained silence. I returned to the living
room.
Meg came out of the dining, wavering on her feet. She looked at me with glazed eyes. Joe appeared behind her.
“What was that, Simon?” he asked me.
“A firecracker,” I said. “Opita didn’t clean the lawn thoroughly.”
He nodded. He walked out to the porch. You could see his silhouette through the windows. Chelsea and Peter
came out from behind a sofa. I got a funny feeling that they’d been kissing. Peter wiped his mouth. His eyes
shone with happiness. Chelsea tried to look innocent. Tim and Winnie came from the hall. Winnie was panting
and the most shaken of them all. Her fingers dug into Tim’s hands as she sought comfort and reassurance. Her
face was white.
“What was that?” she asked no one in particular.
“Firecrackers,” I said.
“I don’t believe that,” she said.
“We had John’s party yesterday,” Joe said. “You met my son John, didn’t you?”
“I know John,” Winnie said, “but what was the firecracker doing in the lawn? Why did it go off at this time?”
No one had any answer.
They trooped back to the porch. I went with them to clean the table. The biscuit and groundnut bowls had
spilled their contents, so had one of the tea pots.
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Winnie slumped onto her chair—no, it wasn’t her chair. It was Meg’s, but she didn’t notice. She’d sat next to
the host all evening. Her hanky was on the table closer to Meg’s chair than to hers. She, given the shock, easily
took up the wrong chair. And inevitably reached for the wrong cup of tea.
The alarm showed on Meg’s face. She looked at me for help. I shrugged.
Winnie sipped the tea and immediately spat it out. She slapped the cup on the table, half emptying it and
cracking the handle. She jumped with a scream.
“Someone’s trying to kill me!” No one knew how to react to that.
“Calm down, honey!” Peter her husband said.
“Don’t you honey me!” she screamed at him. “You are the top suspect!” For a moment, I feared a nip of Meg’s
tea had knocked her off.
“That’s not a nice thing to say,” Chelsea said.
“Oh! You Chelsea!” she turned on her partner. “What set off that firecracker, if at all it was a firecracker?”
Chelsea started to say something. Winnie didn’t give her a chance. “The murderer wanted us to run from this table
so he, or she, could poison my tea!”
“Impossible,” Joe said.
“Taste it! Taste the tea!”
Joe took a step towards her, but stopped and stared at the cup with a frown. I think he noticed it was Meg’s
cup. For a time, he’d suspected Meg had secret bottles. He once asked me if I put anything in her tea. I denied it.
Meg was my relative. Well, we had to draw diagrams in the sand to establish the relationship, but that was enough
blood between us for me to be loyal to her. Moreover, she gave me big tips to satisfy her secret hobby. I couldn’t
betray her. But now, Joe looked at the cup with a frown.
“One of you wants me dead,” Winnie said in a calmer voice. “You each have a motive. Joe and Meg, you want
to run this project on your own! I started it. I funded it for years before it could get on its feet. Isn’t it a lucrative
business, this charity thing? You get a lot of money and you don’t pay tax. You think if the Chairperson of the
board, that’s me, is dead, you Joe will become the new Chairperson and you two will get more money!”
The charity she talked about worked to improve the health and education facilities in our county. It built
schools and health centers. For long, we’d suspected that the Paulson’s were in it for money, not for the love of
helping the poor.
“Gosh,” Peter said. “These are out hosts, Winnie. We’re all very close friends. This is supposed to be a
vacation!”
Joe fixed his wife a glare that had one question. Meg understood the question, but couldn’t stand her husband’s
eyes. Tim Collins later told the police that the way Joe looked at his wife was an admission of guilt.
“I have a headache,” Meg said. “I’ll retire now. Goodnight, everyone.” She abruptly walked away from the
porch.
“You upset her, Winnie,” Chelsea said. “Why do you say such things?” Winnie turned on her.
“If I die you assume sole ownership of Gala!” The chain of shopping malls they owned. “Or probably it’s you,
Tim.” She pirouetted to her cousin. “The only relative I have. Like Peter, you stand to inherit my money!”
“I’m sorry,” Peter apologized to Joe. “I don’t know what’s got into her head.”
Joe was now looking at me the way he’d looked at his wife. I could still read the question in his eyes and I
couldn’t deny it anymore. I nodded.
“What got into my head is that someone is trying to kill me!” Winnie’s voice rose again. “You all have
motives. All you now seek is an opportunity!”
“That’s not your cup,” Joe said. “You sipped my wife’s tea. It tastes funny because she puts alcohol in it.”
Winnie looked down at the cup. It came to her that she’d sat on the wrong seat and drunk from the wrong cup.
She hurriedly took her own seat and picked her cup, but couldn’t put it on her lips. She was trembling. She started
to cry.
*
I lived two miles from the Paulson mansion. I left for home at about eleven. My bicycle had no headlamps, yet
I rode fast without fear of an accident for the full moon lit up the sandy paths. The village looked deserted in
sleep. The only sounds were from crickets, frogs and a solitary dog barking at the moon.
I enjoyed coasting in the still and quite night. It made me feel young.
I drank two beers I’d snitched from the Paulson’s and watched TV for an hour before going to bed. My house
belongs to the lucky few in the village, with brick walls and iron sheet roofing. While most folk sleep on mats,
can’t afford blankets and listen to croaky radios, I own a comfortable bed and a TV. On occasions like Christmas,
scores of folk came to watch my TV. Solar panels pinned to the roof provided the electricity. My children are
educated, have good jobs and can support me. I got this good life after cooking for twenty years at Sheraton.
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The next morning, the guests visited the schools and health centers. They had lunch at two o’clock and did not
go out again. We were in the dry season, the time of no rains and hot sunshine. They lolled under a shady tree,
playing a card game, in the lawn. I didn’t have to start cooking supper until six, so I took a walk. Tim Collins
asked where I was going.
“For a smoke at the pond,” I replied. The Paulsons didn’t like smoke in their house.
“I’ll come with you.” He abandoned the card game amid protests from his colleagues and ran to me, smiling
awkwardly.
We walked in silence to the pond. To access it, we had to climb a ten feet high mountain of rocks (I went over
it without panting), then descend twenty feet to the shores. I sat on a rock under a cool tree, my favorite spot. Tim
sat next to me. I lit a cigarette.
At this time of the year, the hundred feet wide pond had green slime on its surface. Flowery vegetation draped
the mountain of rocks that formed a ring around the water. White stones pocked the muddy shore. Several bird
species flew about, chirping and singing to add beauty to the scene.
“Amazing,” Tim said, taking pictures with a digital camera. “Amazing.”
“It’s a taboo site,” I said.
“You are kidding.” He knelt and aimed the camera at a colorful bird perched on a rock that jutted out of the
water.
“Locals keep away from it,” I said. “Children don’t play here. Nobody brings his cattle here for a drink. It’s a
good thing the rocks enclose it.”
“Why?” Tim took several pictures of the bird. “Gotcha!”
“Dead bodies.” I took a long drag of my cigarette. He probably thought I was joking because he laughed.
“It used to be a popular playground for children, but one would drown every year. People believe there are
ghosts in the water. Nobody comes here anymore. I think that’s why murderers dump victims here.” He smiled.
“Probably that horrible Winnie will end up here.” I joined him in the laughter.
“We last had a murder three years ago,” I said. “A man killed his brother in a quarrel over land and thought no
one would know if he hid the body here.”
“You don’t believe it’s haunted,” he said. “Otherwise, you wouldn’t come here.”
“I do,” I said. “Stones don’t sink in that water. They bounce.”
“Impossible.”
“Watch.” I threw a rock into the pond. It bounced thrice before it sunk.
“Wow!” Tim said.
“Now do you believe it’s haunted?”
It took him nearly a minute to reply. He watched the pond all this time. The color of his face had changed.
“Let’s go back,” he whispered. I laughed.
“I scared you, didn’t I?”
He looked at me confused. He tried to laugh in vain.
“How did you do it?”
I threw in another rock. It bounced four times.
“There’s no magic,” I said. “If you shoot low and hard so that the stone takes an almost horizontal flight, it will
bounce like a ball.”
Tim tried. It took him several attempts before he made it.
“Wow!” he said. “I’m Houdini! I’ll bring them here to see my magic!”
That night during supper, Tim told them about the pond. I’d brought them a bowl of mushroom soup. They
were talking about beaches and where to go on their next holiday.
“Why don’t we go and relax in the pond?” Tim said, looking at me.
“What pond?” Peter said.
“You can’t enjoy a pond the way you enjoy an ocean,” Chelsea said.
“Don’t talk about that pond,” Meg said. “Not now.” Joe stole a glance at Winnie and the paranoid woman
caught him looking at her.
“Why can’t he talk about the pond?” Winnie said. “What’s there in the pond?”
“It’s a haunted site,” Tim said. “The locals avoid it because dead bodies keep turning up there. Murderers deposit victims in it because no one ever goes there.”
Everyone turned to Winnie, for she’d dropped her spoon and her face had lost color. She was struggling to
keep the food in her mouth. She lost the battle and dumped the stuff into the napkin on her lap.
“Is that where you’ll deposit my body?” she said.
“Oh God,” Chelsea said.
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“Jeez!” Tim said. “What got into your head?”
“What got into my head!” She half rose from her chair, but only to throw away the napkin she’d soiled. It fell
on the wall behind her and slipped to the floor. I wondered whether to pick it up.
“She never behaves like this,” Peter said, apologizing for her behavior. “I just can’t—”
“Peter,” Winnie hissed, “when I die the police will question you first. You won’t tell them that we don’t have
sex anymore, will you? You won’t mention that we quarrel every time we go to bed, so I better publicize it. PETER
IS CHEATING ON ME!”
“Shut up!” Peter shot out of his chair, banging his fist on the table at the same time. He upset a glass.
“You won’t shut me up! You are cheating on me with Chelsea!”
“Oh Winnie!” Chelsea said.
“Don’t you Oh Winnie me!”
“I’m not sleeping with your husband!” Chelsea shouted back.
I didn’t want to listen to the row. I walked back to the kitchen.
“Where then did he go last night? He wasn’t in bed for a whole hour! Where was he if not in your bed! You
two want to kill me then Gala will be yours!”
I was out of the dining room at this time, back in the kitchen, but she was yelling. I could hear everything. Tim
said something I didn’t hear because he didn’t shout.
“Just paranoid! Why did you go with that cook to the pond? He’s the cook, Tim! He can poison my food!”
The two other cooks knew little English, but they understood what she was talking about. They looked at me
with pity.
“He took you to that pond to show you where you can deposit my body after he’s poisoned me! Didn’t he?”
Joe and Meg loved to eat, but they couldn’t get good food in a village like ours. Then Meg heard I was once a
Sheraton chef. She didn’t say much to lure me out of retirement. A little income in old age couldn’t hurt, and I’d
get a chance to teach these two fine men the art. But that night, I wished I’d never stepped into their mansion. I
took off my apron.
“I’m going,” I said to the other cooks. “I won’t come back.”
They were young men still struggling to pay bride price for their wives. They couldn’t afford to quit.
“We are going too,” one said. “If anything happens to that woman, they’ll say it’s us.”
We hung up our aprons and left by the back door. We didn’t tell anyone goodbye. We left food on the stoves
and knew it would get ruined. We didn’t care. Our bicycles were in the shed in the backyard. We jumped on them
and rode out fast.
We had to pass by the dining room window on our way out. The curtains were drawn. We saw the silhouettes
of the people inside. I could identify Winnie’s from the headscarf she had on. I could also identify her husband’s
for he was the only man in a coat. They shouted and tried to hit each other. The others fought to restrain them.
That’s the last time I ever saw Winnie alive.
*
The next morning, I was still in bed at eight o’clock, reading an old newspaper like a truly retired fellow. A car
roared into my compound. The Paulson truck, I knew before I looked out of the window. Still, I drew the curtain a
bit and peeped. Joe jumped out of the Toyota, bare feet and in nightclothes.
“Simon!” he shouted as he hurried to my front door. He didn’t know my bedroom window. He’d have come
straight to it. “Simon!”
I scrambled out of bed and got dressed. One of my sons, a twenty five year old man who’d visited us a few
days before, restrained Joe from searching all the rooms. I found them in a mock wrestling match in the living
room.
“Simon,” Joe said when I appeared, giving up the match. “Have you seen Winnie?”
I knew then that she was dead. Murdered.
“She’s missing.” His shoulders sagged as though he’d expected answers from me. “She locked herself in her
room last night. Peter slept in Tim’s room. This morning, he tried to talk to her in vain. He knocked. She didn’t
open. He thought she’d committed suicide. We asked Okello”—the guard—“to climb up the window and take a
look. Okello broke a pane, parted the curtains and peeped in. He didn’t see her. She’s missing. Yet the room is
locked from inside! The windows and the doors locked from inside!”
Joe was in a mess. Disintegrating. His skin resembled chalk dust. The tears in his eyes refused to spill out and
seemed to irritate him.
“Go to the police,” I said.
“You think so?” I nodded.
“Do you think she’s dead?” I shrugged.
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“You shouldn’t drive. Let my son help. We’ll accompany you.”
The police post was just a collection of quotient huts under a giant mvule tree. We found no officer on duty,
though it was nine with the sun shining like a doomsday fireball. We went to the sub-county headquarters, a long,
white, 1920s building with red tiles for a roof and a ceiling made of bats. We found it deserted too. The people
supposed to run our sub-county hadn’t reported for duty. We however found a porter sweeping bat-shit out of the
courthouse. The place stunk.
“I can take you to the sergeant’s home,” the porter told me in Swahili after I’d asked about the cops. “He
doesn’t live far.”
We drove to the sergeant’s homestead. The women were already up and about. They pointed out the hut in
which the sergeant slept. When I saw him, he struck me as one who’d spent a greater part of the night inside a pot
of brew. His eyes were red like two balls of fires. He had a headache. He sobered up at the sight of Joe. He
cleaned his face with his palms.
“We got a problem,” I said. “You have to come with us to this man’s home.”
“It might not be a problem at all,” Joe said.
We found Meg trying to entertain her remaining guests on the porch. Each had a cup of tea, which wasn’t hard
for her to prepare. All she did was boil water in a kettle and pass tea bags around. They held the cups without
taking the tea. They were all standing, in silence. As usual, Meg had more waragi than water in her tea. She was
on the second cup when we arrived and the effects were beginning to tell on her.
The sergeant looked smart and sober in a gray uniform. He’d brushed his hair. He wore sunglasses to hide the
redness of his eyes. He held an AK47 in a show off manner. Tim later remarked that he looked like a Sierra Leone
rebel on the cover of BBC’s Focus on Africa magazine.
“I am Sergeant Pascal Kivumbi,” he said. “Sub-County Police Commander”—a title that doesn’t exist
—“Where is the missing woman?”
That question scared the people on the porch more than his appearance did.
“We don’t have anything to do with her disappearance,” Peter said. “We woke up this morning and she was
gone without a trace.”
“Moreover her room is locked from inside,” Chelsea said. “How did she get out? How did she manage to lock
that room from inside after she got out?”
“She just disappeared into the thin air,” Tim said.
“Let me see the room,” the sergeant said.
On the way to the room, I realized he was a better cop than I’d thought. We were climbing the stairs. Joe and
his wife led. Meg still had her cup of tea. The cop followed them. I walked behind the cop. Peter, Chelsea and Tim
were behind me. They still had their cups, though none was taking the tea. The cop stopped to stare at something
on the stairs. Joe and his wife went a few steps up before they realized the sergeant had stopped. The three guests
crowded behind me, trying to peer over my shoulder.
Sgt Pascal examined a smear of mud no bigger than a thumbprint. You wouldn’t have noticed it unless you
were cleaning the stairs and looking out for such spots of dirt, yet this cop, wearing sunglasses, saw it.
“What’s that?” Joe said.
“Mud,” I said.
“Oh God,” Meg said, and took a sip of her tea.
“Is it a clue?” Chelsea asked no one in particular.
The cop went back down the stairs. The guests and I pressed ourselves into the railing to give him way. He got
another piece of clue. Signs of wiping. Someone had stepped on the stairs with mud and tried to mop it off in a
hurry. Whoever did it didn’t know how to swab the floor, and didn’t use a wet piece of cloth. Though the culprit
succeeded in getting rid of the mud, he or she left water marks on the floor.
“Is it a clue?” Chelsea asked. No one gave her an answer.
The cop found more watermarks. They led to the dining room, then the kitchen and out the back door. From
there, the clues vanished.
“Where did he get that mud?” Joe asked. “We are in the middle of a dry season. There’s dust all over. Where
did all this mud come from?”
“The pond,” I said.
My suggestion stunned the Paulson’s and their guests. Chelsea gasped. Tim muttered something incoherent and
Peter seemed to growl. Joe looked at me with alarm in his eyes. Meg took a very long swig from her cup.
The cop went back up the stairs. I followed him. The Paulsons and the guests didn’t move until we’d disappeared into the kitchen. I wanted to tell the sergeant what Winnie had said about someone plotting her murder, but
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Joe came hurrying behind me. The others stumbled after him, spilling their tea. The guests finally abandoned the
cups on a table.
The cop followed the watermarks up the stairs. For a moment, I thought the mud would lead us right up to the
culprit’s bed. The cop found something else in the corridor upstairs. A flower. Not a real flower for it was all thorn
and no petals, a weed that clings to your clothes when you walk through a bush. It grew abundantly by the pond.
“When did you clean this house?” the cop asked Joe.
“I didn’t clean it!” Joe shrieked.
The Paulsons were health freaks. I told the sergeant that two women cleaned the mansion twice a day, at ten
am and at six pm, combing every inch of the house for dirt and germs. Tim and I had returned from the pond at
five thirty.
The sergeant pocketed the thorn.
We didn’t find any more mud spots, or watermarks. I think the culprit realized his shoes had mud and took
them off at the top of the stairs. The mistake Sgt Pascal did was to let the suspects see his clues before he could
make anything sensible out of them. I think the culprit found time to wipe the shoe clean, and dispose the cloth
with thorns stuck on it, before the police searched the mansion.
The cop examined the door to the mystery room closely. He tried the knob, gave it a push. It didn’t budge. He
peered into the key hole. A key stuck in the other side blocked his view.
“The bolts are pushed in too,” Joe said. “We didn’t enter the room. We only peeped in from the window.”
“Oh God,” Chelsea said. “We didn’t get in? Do you know what that means, Joe? We didn’t get in.”
“What does that mean?” Peter asked.
“Maybe she’s under the bed,” Chelsea said.
“Yes!” Suddenly excited, Joe had hope in his voice. “She might be under the bed! Why didn’t we think of it
before?” The gloom left his face and he regained some of the color he’d lost.
“Sorry to bother you, officer.”
Sergeant Pascal marched down the corridor to the stairs. Joe bounced after him. The guests followed Joe. Meg
held my hands and made me wait until they were nearly at the stairs, out of earshot, then whispered.
“Did you tell Joe about my tea?”
“No,” I said.
“How did he know?” I shrugged.
“Let’s follow them. They’ll think we are hiding something. You heard what she said about me poisoning her.”
“Do you think she’s dead?”
“Yes,” I said. “And I don’t think she’s under the bed,” I added.
“Why not?”
“These windows can be locked from outside. The catch isn’t complicated. If you suspend it vertically and push
the window gently, it won’t fall into place. When you’ve closed the window, you give it a thump and the catch
will fall into place, so it would look like someone locked it from inside.”
“Really?” Meg took a long swig from her cup.
Sgt Pascal climbed the ladder and peeked into the room. He examined the window for a long time before going
through it. The pane was broken and most of the glass had fallen into the room. We were down in the verandah,
eyes stuck on the window. No one said anything until the cop’s head popped out, almost fifteen minutes after he
got in.
“Is she under the bed?” Joe asked.
The cop didn’t reply. He looked at the crowd gathered at the bottom of the ladder for a moment, then slowly
came down.
“Is she under the bed?” Joe repeated the moment the cop had touched the ground.
“That window can be locked from outside,” the cop said. “You arrange the catch vertically, push the window
gently into a locking position, and give it a shove. The catch will fall into a horizontal position, locking the window from inside.”
“We didn’t know that,” Chelsea said.
“You and who?” Peter said.
“We people who don’t live in this village. We who’ve never seen such locks.”
“Are you accusing our hosts?”
“No, of course not.”
“I’m going to the pond.” The cop walked away without waiting for anyone.
“Does that mean she isn’t under the bed?” Joe asked the cop but got no answer.
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“Do you people see it?” Chelsea said. “She locked herself in. Now, if she’s dead, that means she willingly
opened the door for the murderer.”
“She’s not dead,” Tim said. “She’s not murdered.”
“Who could she have opened the door for in the dead of night?”
“She’s not dead!” Tim said.
“She could have opened the door for any of us,” Joe said. “Not just her husband.”
“I didn’t mention her husband,” Chelsea said. She hurried after the cop.
“Why the pond?” Tim asked the cop, who hadn’t yet disappeared round the wall. “Why do we have to go to the
pond? She’s not dead. She can’t be there.”
“Is she in the pond?” Meg asked me. “Is she really in the pond?”
“Did you take her to the pond?” Peter asked Tim.
He advanced ominously at the smaller man. Peter had a big chest and hairy arms that peeped out of his t-shirt
like a wrestler’s. He looked even more menacing in anger. Tim, a small man with glasses, shrunk into the grass at
Peter’s advance.
“Did you take her to the pond?” Peter repeated. I thought he was going to pummel Tim and bury him right
there in the backyard.
“I didn’t kill her!” Tim shrieked. The cop stopped to listen.
“I didn’t kill her!”
For several seconds, the two men glared at each other. Tim whimpering on the ground, expecting Peter to
stamp him; Peter towering above him, like a wrestler teasing a beaten foe, encouraging the spectators to roar. The
quite spectators looked at them with anxiety.
“I didn’t kill her,” Tim said in a quieter voice.
The cop resumed his march to the pond. Chelsea hurried after the cop, her slippers slapping the verandah
noisily. Joe touched Peter’s shoulder and slowly dragged him away from the whimpering Tim. Meg followed
them. She no longer had her tea cup, though she cast me glances that told me she wished for one. The cop stopped
at the gate to question the night guard, Okello.
“I never sleep at all,” Okello in Swahili. “But last night someone drugged me! I fell asleep at about four. I was
walking, then sleep overcame me under that tree, and I fell down. Asleep. I didn’t wake up until six. Someone
drugged me!”
“Shut up!” Joe said. He knew a bit of Swahili. The anger in his voice made the guard jump in fright. “You are
making this look like a murder!”
“What did he say?” Chelsea asked no one in particular.
“Let him talk,” the cop said.
“But he’s lying!” Joe said in English. “If he was drugged, that means someone put something in his food. All
these people are guests. They wouldn’t know the guard’s food. Nor do we! So if he’s saying someone drugged
him, he’s implying Simon did it! Which isn’t true because Simon is a good man.”
Everyone turned to me.
“You didn’t eat last night,” I told the guard in Swahili. “We didn’t bring you food. We left in a hurry. Unless
someone gave you food after we left.”
“No, no one gave me food after you left,” the guard said.
At this point, my son joined us. He’d got fed up of sitting by himself in the car.
“Did you go to the kitchen to steal food?” the cop asked the guard.
“No. I was drugged! I fell to the ground while walking and slept until six!”
“Did you eat anything last night? Did you drink anything?”
“No. Only the cigarettes I bought on my way here.”
“What exactly is he saying?” Peter asked Joe, and the host retold the guard’s testimony.
It made sense for the murderer to put the guard to sleep for there was only one way into and out of the
mansion. The gate. Razor sharp wires and broken bottles grace the top of the twenty feet high wall, making it an
impossible way into or out of the house.
“Probably someone shot him with a dart gun,” I said in Swahili.
“What’s a dart gun?” the cop asked.
“The kind hunters and vets use to put animals to sleep,” I said. “Did you feel any pain before falling asleep?” I
asked Okello.
“I don’t remember,” he said.
“Show us exactly where you fell asleep,” I said. “We might get the dart.”
The guard pointed out the spot. We searched for thirty minutes. We didn’t find the dart.
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We followed the cop to the pond. It looked like a paradise that morning. The encircling cliff of white rocks
draped in vegetation stood clear against a blue sky, casting a shadow that offered solace from the sun’s heat rays.
Where there was no slime, the water sparkled in calmness. The birds chirped louder than ever, and darted about in
larger numbers than I’d ever seen.
“Beautiful,” Chelsea said. “A pity the locals fear it.”
We expected to find the body floating in the water. We were disappointed. We stood there for about ten
minutes, not knowing what to do next. The cop walked around the pond. Everyone wanted to follow him, but the
rocks and mud didn’t favor a lot of walking, especially if you didn’t have the right shoes. I was lucky to have a
pair of gumboots on, the one I wore to my garden. I followed the cop. He didn’t say anything until we were out of
earshot of the rest, who sat on rocks to enjoy the beauty of the pond.
“Do you want to tell me something?”
“Yes,” I replied. “The missing woman feared one of those five people wanted to kill her.”
“Why?” The cop kept his eyes on the banks, looking for footprints. If the culprit left mud on the stairs, he must
have left prints in the mud.
“She claimed the Paulsons want to control the project.”
“I thought those Paulsons owned the project.”
“Me too. But she said she was the chairman—I mean chairperson of the board. She controlled the money coming into the project, but the Paulsons wanted to get rid of her so that they can control the money. It’s in millions of
dollars. Billions in our money.
“Same to the others. They get rich if she dies. That man in the blue t-shirt is Tim, her cousin. He gets some of
her riches. Her husband is the big guy in the white t-shirt. They have no children so he is the beneficiary of her
estates. That woman with red hair, Chelsea, assumes sole ownership of a big business.”
“Money killed Jesus,” the cop said.
“Yes,” I agreed. “She quarreled with her husband every night. She claimed he was sleeping with Chelsea.”
“Interesting,” the cop said. “More people kill because of love than because of money.”
We saw the footprints, a lot of it, going into and coming out of the pond. There were tracks amid the prints.
Someone had dragged something heavy through the mud. The cop dropped to the ground and examined the prints.
They were smudgy, couldn’t reveal what kind or the size of the shoe that made them. The mud was wet and ankledeep. That’s why the murderer still had it after a minute’s walk.
“He didn’t drag her very far in,” the cop said. “He put her close to the banks, with a stone to keep her down.”
He paused. “Women don’t have strength to carry corpses this far.”
I didn’t agree, but kept mum.
“That leaves three suspects,” the cop said. “Tim Collins, Mr. Hoodge, and Mr. Paulson.”
The others noticed that we’d seen something. They started to make their way over the rocks and mud, walking
with difficulty, tripping and falling, but hurrying over to us.
“And you.”
I laughed. I had a strong alibi. My wife and my son would swear that I never left the house from the time I
returned in the night until Joe came in the morning. Moreover, there was no way I could have entered the mansion
without the guard letting me in.
“Poison,” the cop said.
I couldn’t reply to that. The others reached, panting and puffing.
“Did you find the body?” Joe asked. Then he saw the prints in the mud.
“Footprints! The murderer’s footprints!”
“You can’t tell whose they are by just looking at them,” Peter huffed.
“This wasn’t a murder,” Tim said. Unlike the others, he wasn’t out of breath. “This is just like stones bouncing
on water.”
“What do you mean?” Chelsea asked him.
“Simon knows what I mean.” I didn’t know what he meant. I frowned at him.
“You can make stones bounce on water, can’t you?” he asked me.
“What has that got to do with this murder?”
“It’s not a murder. Winnie claimed that someone wanted her dead. But why? Why did she suddenly get that
idea? Those motives she gave have existed for ten years. We could have done it in those ten years. We didn’t. So
why did she suddenly get the idea?”
“What has it got to do with stones bouncing on water?” I asked.
“You can do it if you know how to shoot the stone into the water.”
“What’s you point?” Joe asked.
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“Winnie faked it! This isn’t a murder! There’s no body to prove it’s a murder. She all of a sudden started to yell
that someone wants to kill her so that when she plays this disappearance act, we all think of murder!”
“Why would she do that?” Chelsea said. “Why would she want us, her best friends, to be suspects?”
“You can’t divert us from this,” Peter said, advancing towards Tim. This time, Tim didn’t back away.
“If you did her, I’ll be the one to hang you.”
“It’s you who must give us answers,” Tim hissed. “Tell us why your wife wants to torment us.” His voice rose
in anger. “Tell us why she wants us to be suspects yet there is no murder! Tell us why she faked her own death!”
“You did it!” Peter screamed.
“You made her feel worthless! You cheating animal!”
Peter swung a blow at Tim. Tim ducked. Joe and my son broke up the fight. Joe restrained Peter while my son
restrained Tim. The cop watched with a bemused smile.
“Where you sleeping with Peter?” Meg asked Chelsea.
Chelsea couldn’t deny it anymore. She started to cry.
“We didn’t mean anything.”
Tim’s theory made sense. If Winnie felt worthless because her husband was cheating on her with her best
friend, she might want to commit suicide. She might become depressed. That depression can give rise to paranoia,
and the end could be a group of people at the banks of a pond, wondering whether it’s a murder or a fake.
*
Winnie must have been listening all along and waited for this argument to break up before she decided to give
us answers. Her toe suddenly stuck out of the slime.
The cop saw it first. He squinted at the green water. He took off his sunglasses and inched forwards for a better
look. We turned away from Tim and Peter and looked where the cop was looking. At first I didn’t see anything,
but then I too made out the toe sticking out of the slime. It lingered for nearly a minute, waiting to capture our full
attention, before the rest of the feet suddenly shot out.
Meg’s scream scared the birds away from a nearby tree. Chelsea started to cry. The cop waded into the water.
He appeared calm, but from the way his lips danced, I could tell he was excited. He waded in with both hands and
the gun up in the air. Chelsea’s sobbing and Meg’s whimpers seemed to replace the chirp of the birds.
The water was waist deep where the murderer had deposited Winnie. The cop took hold of her leg, rather too
roughly, as though he was used to holding dead bodies, and gave her a tug. Something held her to the bottom of
the pond. He gave another tug. Still, the corpse didn’t budge.
He asked my son to give him help. The boy had to go under water to extricate the corpse from whatever was
holding it. He couldn’t see anything down there. He had to feel his way from her feet to her head, looking for
hindrances. Gruesome business, but this son of mine is a brave one. He discovered that rocks pinned the corpse by
the feet and chest. Somehow, the one on the feet had slipped off, allowing the leg to peep out of the water. He
shoved off the rocks and together with the cop dragged Winnie out.
She was in her nightie, which was wet and clung close to her body. We could see her nakedness. Weeds stuck
to her hair. Her eyes were wide open. Her tongue stuck out of her mouth. Strangulation marks tattooed her throat.
That gave us three answers. She was dead. She was strangled. She wasn’t poisoned, so it took me off the
suspects list. The only question left unanswered was who killed her?
Her fears were true. One of her five comrades wanted her dead.
The cop questioned the natural suspect, her husband, at length, about their quarrels, about his affair with
Chelsea. Then he questioned the Paulsons, about the project and who actually ran it. Then he talked to Tim
Collins, about his relationship with Winnie. He talked to Chelsea last.
Yet he didn’t find anything in the answers they gave him.
After the questioning, he searched the mansion. He sent my son to summon six officers to help in the search.
They combed every inch of the mansion, looking for the dart gun, for the cloth that wiped mud off the stairs, for
muddy shoes, for clothes with thorns stuck on them, for anything that might point to the culprit.
They searched in vain. Even the clothes Tim wore to the pond the previous day had no thorns, yet mine did.
*
Winnie’s story hit the international press. BBC got it first.
Scotland Yard came three weeks later. They found the dart gun in the pond. They had called it the missing link,
but there were no prints on it and it was virtually untraceable.
The Yard discovered that Tim called a poacher in Kenya shortly before Tim came to Uganda, but they couldn’t
prove that the poacher provided Tim with the dart gun.
In the end, the Yard claimed all five conspired to kill Winnie. The case went to court.
The five won. It became a mystery without an ending, a case with five suspects and no murderer.
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The publicity hurt the Paulsons charity so much that it ceased all activities two years after Winnie’s death.
They now live a quite life in their mansion. They are volunteer teachers at a local school. I don’t work for them
any more.
Winnie’s lawyers fought to prevent Tim, Peter and Chelsea from inheriting her money and Gala, but after the
trail, there was no reason why they couldn’t.
Many people, including me, believe these three conspired to murder without the cooperation of the Paulsons. I
became firmly convinced of this last night, after BBC radio reported that Peter had married Chelsea.
Tim was the best man.
The Paulsons skipped the wedding.
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I heard of your return home from Mama Atim our next door neighbor. You remember her, don’t you? We used
to talk about her on our way to school, hand in hand, jumping, skipping, or playing run-and-catch-me. That
woman’s mouth worked at words like ants on a cob of maize. Ai! Everyone knows her quack-quack-quack-mouth.
But people are still left wordless by just how much she can shoot at and wreck things with her machine-gun
mouth. We nicknamed her Lecturer. The woman speaks with the certainty of a lecturer at her podium claiming an
uncontested mastery of her subject. I bet you are wondering how she got to know of your return. I could attempt a
few guesses. Either way, it would not matter. I would be breaking a promise. I hate that. We made that promise
never to mind her or be moved by her. We said that after that night. The one night no one could make us forget.
You left without saying goodbye after that. You had to, I reasoned. Perhaps it was good for both of us. Maybe
things could die down that way. Things never did die down. Our names became forever associated with the
forbidden. Shame.
Anyango—Sanyu.
My mother has gotten over that night. It took a while, but she did. Maybe it is time for your mother to do the
same. She should start to hold her head high and scatter dust at the women who laugh after her when she passes
by their houses. Nakawa Housing Estates has never changed. Mr. Wangolo our SST teacher once said those
houses were just planned slums with people with broken dreams and unplanned families for neighbors. Nakawa is
still over one thousand families on an acre of land they call an estate. Most of the women don’t work. Like Mama
Atim they sit and talk, talk, talk and wait for their husbands to bring home a kilo of offal. Those are the kind of
women we did not want to become. They bleached their skins with Mekako skin lightening soap till they became
tender and pale like a sun-scorched baby. They took over their children’s dool and kwepena cat fights till the local
councillor had to be called for arbitration. Then they did not talk to each other for a year. Nakawa’s women laugh
at each other for wearing the cheapest sandals on sale by the hawkers.
Sanyu, those women know every love charm by heart and every juju man’s shrine because they need them to
conjure up their husbands’ love and penises from drinking places with smoking pipes filled with dried hen’s throat
artery. These women know that an even number is a bad sign as they watch the cowry shells and coffee beans fall
onto cowhide when consulting the spirits about their husbands’ fidelity. That’s what we fought against when we
walked to school each day. Me and you hand in hand, towards school, running away from Nakawa Housing
Estate’s drifting tide which threatened to engulf us and turn us into noisy, gossiping and frightening housewives.
You said it yourself, we could be anything. Anything coming from your mouth was seasoned and alive. You
said it to me, as we sat on a mango tree branch. We were not allowed to climb trees, but we did, and there, inside
the green branches, you said—we can be anything. You asked us to pause for a moment to make a wish. I was a
nurse in a white dress. I did not frighten children with big injections. You wished for nothing. You just made a
wish that you would not become what your father wanted you to be—an engineer, making building plans, for his
mansion, for his office, for his railway village. The one he dreamt about when he went to bed at night.
Sanyu, after all these years, I still imagine shame trailing after me tagged onto the hem of my skirt. Other
times, I see it, floating into your dreams across the desert and water to remind you of what lines we crossed. The
things we should not have done when the brightness of Mama Atim’s torch shone upon us—naked.
How did she know exactly when to flash the light? Perhaps asking that question is a futile quest for answers. I
won’t get any! Perhaps it is as simple as accepting that the woman knows everything. I swear if you slept with a
crocodile under the ocean, she would know. She is the only one who knows first-hand whose husband is sleeping
with whose daughter at the estates inside those one-bedroomed houses. She knows whose son was caught inside
the fences at Lugogo Show Grounds; the fancy trade fair centre just across Jinja Road, the main road which
meanders its way underneath the estates. Mama Atim knows who is soon dying from gonorrhoea, who got it from
someone, who got it from so-and-so who in turn got it from the soldiers who used to guard Lugogo Show
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Grounds, two years ago.
You remember those soldiers, don’t you? The way they sat in the sun with their green uniforms and guns hanging carelessly at their shoulders. With them the AK47 looked almost harmless—an object that was meant to be
held close to the body—black ornament. They whistled after young girls in tight mini skirts that held onto their
bums. At night, they drank Nile Lager, Tonto, Mobuku and sung Harambe, Soukous or Chaka-Chaka songs.
Eh moto nawaka mama
Eh moto nawaka
I newaka tororo
Nawaka moto
Nawaka moto
Nawaka moto
*
Eh fire, burns mama
Eh fire, burns
It is burjning in Tororo
It is burning
It is burning
It is burning

Mama Atim never did pass anywhere near where they had camped in their green tents. She twisted her mouth
when she talked about them. What were soldiers doing guarding Lugogo? she asked. Was it a frontline?
Mama Atim was terrified of soldiers. We never did find out why they instilled such fear in her. Either way it
did not matter. Her fear became a secret weapon we used as we imagined ourselves being like goddesses dictating
her fate.
In our goddess-hands, we turned her into an effigy and had soldiers pelt her with stones. We imagined that
pelting stones from a soldier was just enough to scare her into susuing in her XXL\fn{ 2XL:H} mothers’ union
panties. The ones she got a tailor to hem for her, from left-over materials from her children’s nappies. How we
wished those materials were green, so that she would see soldiers and stones in between her thighs every time she
wore her green soldier colour, stone pelting colour and AK-47 colour.
We got used to the sight of green soldiers perched in our football fields. This was the new order. Soldiers doing
policemen’s work! No questions, Uganda yetu, hakuna matata. How strange it was, freedom in forbidden colours.
Deep green—the colour of the morning when the dew dries on leaves to announce the arrival of shame and dirt.
And everything suddenly seems so uncovered, so exposed, so naked.
Anyanyo—Sanyu.
Mama Atim tells me you have chosen to come back home, to Nakawa Housing Estates. She says you refuse to
live in those areas on the bigger hills and terraced roads in Kololo. You are coming to us and to Nakawa Housing
Estates, and to our many houses lined one after another on a small hill overlooking the market and Jinja Road, the
football field and Lugogo Show Grounds.
Sanyu, you have chosen to come here to children running on the red earth, in the morning shouting and yelling
as they play kwepena and dool—familiar and stocked with memory and history. You return to dirt roads filled with
thick brown mud on a rainy day, pools of water in every pothole and the sweet fresh smell of rain on hard soil.
Sanyu, you have come back to find Mama Atim.
Mama Atim still waits for her husband to bring the food she is to cook each night. We used to say, after having
nine sons and one daughter she should try to take care of them. Why doesn’t she try to find a job in the industrial
area like many other women around the housing estates? Throw her hips and two large buttocks around and play
at entrepreneurship. Why doesn’t she borrow a little entandikwa from the micro-finance unions so she can buy at
least a bale of second-hand clothes at Owino market where she can retail them at Nakawa market? Second-hand
clothes are in vogue, for sure. The Tommy Hilfiger and Versace labels are the in “thing” for the young boys and
girls who like to hang around the estates at night. Second-hand clothes never stay on the clothes hangers too long,
like water during a drought, they sell quickly.
Mummy used to say those second-hand clothes were stripped off corpses in London. That is why they had
slogans written on them such as—“You went to London and all you brought me was this lousy T-shirt!” When
Mummy talked of London, we listened with our mouths open. She had travelled there not once, not twice, but
three times to visit her sister. Each time she came back with her suitcase filled up with stories. When her sister
died, Mummy’s trips stopped like that bright sparkle in her eye and the Queen Elizabeth stories, which she lost the
urge to retell again and again.
By that time we were grown. You were long gone to a different place, a different time and to a new memory.
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By then, we had grown into two big girls with four large breasts and buttocks like pumpkins and we knew that
the stories were not true.
Mummy had been to Tanzania—just a boat trip away on Lake Victoria, not London. No Queen Elizabeth.
Mama Atim says you are tired of London. You cannot bear it any more. London is cold. London is a monster
which gives no jobs. London is no cosy exile for the banished. London is no refuge for the immoral.
Mama Atim says this word immoral to me—slowly and emphatically injapadhola, so it can sink into my head.
She wants me to hear the word in every breath, sniff it in every scent so it can haunt me like that day I first
touched you. Like the day you first touched me. Mine was a cold unsure hand placed over your right breast. Yours
was a cold scared hand, which held my waist and pressed it closer to you, under the jambula tree in front of her
house.
Mama Atim says you are returning on the wings of a metallic bird—Kenya Airways. You will land in the hot
Kampala heat which bites at the skin like it has a quarrel with everyone. Your mother does not talk to me or my
mother.
Mama Atim cooks her kilo of offal\fn{ “The entrails and internal organs of an animal used as food”W } which she talks
about for one week until the next time she cooks the next kilo again, bending over her charcoal stove, her large
and long breasts watching over her saucepan like cow udders in space. When someone passes by, she stops
cooking. You can hear her whisper. Perhaps that’s the source of her gonorrhoea and Lugogo Show Ground stories.
Mama Atim commands the world to her kitchen like her nine sons and one daughter. None of them have
amounted to anything. The way their mother talks about me and you, Sanyu, after all these years, you would think
her sons are priests. You would think at least one of them got a diploma and a low-paying job at a government
ministry. You would think one of them could at least bring home a respectable wife. But wapi! Their wives are
like used bicycles, ridden and exhausted by the entire estate manhood. They say the monkey which is behind
should not laugh at the other monkey’s tail.
Mama Atim laughs with her teeth out and on display like cowries. She laughs loudest and forgets that she, of
all people, has no right to urinate at or lecture the entire estate on the gospel according to St. Morality.
Sometimes I wonder how much you have changed. How have you have grown? You were much taller than I.
Your eyes looked stern; created an air about you—one that made kids stop for a while, unsure if they should
trample all over you or take time to see for sure if your eyes would validate their preconceived fears. After they
had finally studied, analysed, added, multiplied and subtracted you, they knew you were for real. When the bigger
kids tried to bully me, you stood tall and dared them to lay a finger on me.
“Just a finger,” you said, grinding your teeth like they were aluminium.
They knew you did not mince words and that your anger was worse than a teacher’s bamboo whipping. Your
anger and rage coiled itself like a python around anyone who dared, anyone who challenged. And that’s how you
fought, with your teeth and hands but mostly with your feet.
You coiled them around Juma when he knocked my tooth out for refusing to let him have his way on the water
tap when he tried to cheat me out of my turn. I wore my deep dark green uniform. At lunch times the lines could
be long and boys always jumped the queue. Juma got me just as I put my water container to get some drinking
water after lunch. He pushed me away. He was strong, Sanyu. One push like that and I fell down. When I got up, I
left my tooth on the ground and rose up with only blood on the green; deep green, the colour of the morning when
the dew dries off leaves.
You were standing at a distance. You were not watching. But it did not take you too long to know what was
going on. You pushed your way through the crowd and before the teachers could hear the commotion going on,
you had your legs coiled around Juma. I don’t know how you do it, Sanyu. He could not move. Juma, passed out?
Hahahahahahaha! I know a lot of pupils who would be pleased with that. Finally his big boy muscles had been
crushed, to sand, to earth and to paste. The thought of that tasted sweet and salty like grasshoppers seasoned with
onion and kamulari—red, red-hot pepper.
Mr. Wangolo came with his hand-on-the-knee-limp and a big bamboo cane. It was yellow and must have been
freshly broken off from the mother bamboos just outside the school that morning. He pulled and threatened you
with indefinite expulsion before you let big sand-earth-paste Juma go. Both you and Juma got off with a twoweek suspension. It was explicitly stated in the school rules that no one should fight. You had broken the rules.
But that was the lesser of the rules that you broke.
That I broke. That we broke.
Much later, at home, your mother was so angry. On our way home, you had said we should not say how the
fight started. We should just say he hit you and you hit him back. Your house was two blocks from ours and the
school was the nearest primary school to the estate. Most of the kids in the neighbourhood studied at Nakawa
Katale Primary School all right, but everyone knew we were great friends.
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When your mother came and knocked upon our door, my mother had just put the onions on the charcoal stove
to fry the goat’s meat.
Mummy bought goat’s meat when she had just got her salary. The end of the month was always goat’s meat
and maybe some rice if she was in a good mood.
Mummy’s food smelt good. When she cooked, she joked about it.
Mummy said if Papa had any sense in his head, he would not have left her with three kids to raise on her own
to settle for that slut he called a wife.
Mummy said Papa’s new wife could not cook and that she was young enough to be his daughter. They had to
do a caesarean on her when she gave birth to her first son. What did he expect? That those wasp hips could let a
baby’s head pass through them?
When she talked of Papa, she had that voice. Not a “hate voice” and not a “like voice”, but the kind of voice
she would use to open the door for him and tell him welcome back, even after all these years when he never sent
us a single cent to buy food, books, soap or Christmas clothes.
My Papa is not like your Papa, Sanyu. Your Papa works at the Ministry of Transport. He manages the Uganda
Railways, which is why he wants you to engineer a railway village for him. You say he has gotten so intoxicated
with the railway that every time he talks of it, he rubs his palms together like he is thinking of the best ever
memory in his life. Your father has a lot of money. Most of the teachers knew him at school. The kids had heard
about him. Perhaps that is why your stern and blank expression was interpreted with slight overtones. They
viewed you with a mixture of fear and awe; a rich man’s child. Sometimes
Mummy spoke about your family with slight ridicule. She said no one with money lived in Nakawa Housing
Estates of all places. If your family had so much money, why did you not go to live in Muyenga, Kololo and
Kansanga with your Mercedes-Benz lot?
But you had new shoes every term. You had two new green uniforms every term.Sanyu, your name was never
called out aloud by teachers, like the rest of us whose parents had not paid school tuition on time and we had to be
sent back home with circulars”
Dear Parent,
This is to remind you that unless this term’s school fees are paid out in full, your daughter/son
______________________ will not be allowed to sit for end of term exams …
Blah blah blah …

Mummy always got those letters and bit her lip as if she just heard that her house had burnt down. That’s when
she started staring at the ceiling with her eyes transfixed on one particular spot on the brown tiles. On such days,
she went searching through her old maroon suitcase.
It was from another time. It was the kind that was not sold in shops anymore. It had lost its glitter and I wished
she never brought it out to dry in the sun. It would be less embarrassing if she brought out the other ones she used
for her Tanzania trips. At least those ones looked like the ones your mother brought out to dry in the sun when she
did her weekly house cleaning. That suitcase had all Mummy’s letters—the ones Papa had written her when, as
she said, her breasts were firm like green mangoes. Against a kerosene lamp, she read aloud the letters, reliving
every moment, every word and every promise.
I will never leave you.
You are mine forever.
Stars are for the sky, you are for me.
Hello my sweet supernatural colours of the rainbow.
You are the only bee on my flower.
If loving you is a crime I am the biggest criminal in the world.
Mummy read them out aloud and laughed as she read the words on each piece of stained paper. She had stored
them in their original Air Mail envelopes with the green and blue decorations. Sometimes papa had written to her
in aerogramme. Those were opened with the keenest skill to keep them neat and almost new. He was a prolific
letter-writer, my papa, with a neat handwriting. I know this because oftentimes I opened her case of memories. I
never did get as far as opening any letter to read; it would have been trespassing. It did not feel right, even if
Mummy had never scolded me for reading her “To Josephine Athieno Best” letters.
I hated to see her like that. She was now a copy-typist at Ramja Securities. Her salary was not much, but she
managed to survive on it, somehow, somehow. There were people who spoke of her beauty as if she did not
deserve being husbandless. They said with some pity,
“Oh, and she has a long ringed neck, her eyes are large and sad. The woman has a voice, soft, kind and patient.
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How could the man leave her?”
Mummy might have been sad sometimes, but she did not deserve any pity. She lived her life like her own
finger nails and temperament, so calm, so sober and level-headed, except of course when it came to reading those
Papa letters by the lantern lamp.
I told you about all this, Sanyu. How I wished she could be always happy, like your mother who went to the
market and came back with two large boys carrying her load because she had shopped too much for your papa, for
you, for your happy family. I did not tell you, but sometimes I stalked her as she made her way to buy things from
the noisy market. She never saw me. There were simply too many people.
From a distance, she pointed at things, fruit ripe like they had been waiting to be bought by her all along. Your
mother went from market stall to market stall, flashing her white Colgate smile and her dimpled cheeks. Sometimes I wished I were like you; with a mother who bought happiness from the market. She looked like someone
who summoned joy at her feet and it fell in salutation, humbly, like the kabaka subjects who lay prostrate before
him. When I went to your house to do homework, I watched her cook. Her hand stirred groundnut soup. I must
admit, Mummy told me never to eat at other people’s homes. It would make us appear poor and me rather greedy.
I often left your home when the food was just about ready. Your mother said, in her summon-joy-voice:
“Supper is ready. Please eat.” But I, feigning time consciousness always said,
“I have to run home, Mummy will be worried.”
At such times, your father sat in the bedroom. He never came out from that room. Every day, like a ritual, he
came home straight from work.
“A perfect husband:” Mummy said more times than I can count.
“I hate him,” you said more times than I could count.
It was not what he didn’t do, you said. It was what he did. Those touches, his touches you said.
And you could not tell your mother. She would not believe you. She never did. Like that time she came home
after the day you taught Juma a good lesson for messing around with me. She spoke to my mother in her voice
which sounded like breaking china.
“She is not telling me everything. How can the boy beat her over nothing? At the school tap? These two must
know. That is why I am here. To get to the bottom of this! Right now!”
She said this again and again, and Mummy called me from the kitchen where I had escaped just when I saw
her knock on our back door holding your hands in hers and pulling you behind her like a goat!
“Anyango, Anyangooooo,” Mummy called out.
I came out, avoiding your eyes. Standing with her hands held in front of me with the same kind of embarrassment and fear that overwhelmed me each time I heard my name called by a teacher for school fees default.
They talked for hours. I was terrified, which was why I almost told the truth. You started very quickly and
repeated the story we had agreed on our way home. Your mother asked,
“What was Anyango going to say again?” I repeated what you had just said, and your mother said,
“I know they are both lying. I will get to the bottom of this at school in two weeks’ time when I report back
with her.”
And she did. You got a flogging that left you unable to sit down on your bum for a week.
When you left our house that day, they talked in low voices. They had sent us outside to be bitten by mosquetoes for a bit. When they called us back in, they said nothing. Your mother held your hand again, goat style. If
Juma had seen you being pulled like that, he would have had a laugh one hundred times the size of your troddenupon confidence.
You never looked back. You avoided looking at me for a while after that.
Mummy had a list of “don’ts” after that for me too. They were many.
Don’t walk back home with Sanyu after school.
Don’t pass by their home each morning to pick her up.
Don’t sit next to her in class.
Don’t borrow her textbooks. I will buy you your own.
Don’t even talk to her.
Don’t, don’t, don’t do anymore Sanyu.
It was like that, but not for long. After we started to talk again and look each other in the eyes, our parents
seemed not to notice, which is why our secondary school applications went largely unnoticed. If they complained
that we had applied to the same schools and in the same order, we did not hear about them.
1. St Mary’s College Namagunga.
2. Nabisunsa Girls’ School.
3. City High School.
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4. Modern High School.
You got admitted to your first choice. I got my third choice. It was during the holidays that we got a chance to
see each other again. I told you about my school. That I hated the orange skirts, white shirts, white socks and
black boy’s Bata shoes. They made us look like flowers on display. The boys wore white trousers, white shorts,
white socks and black shoes. At break time, we trooped like a bunch of moving orange and white flowers to the
school canteens, to the drama room, and to the football field.
You said you loved your school. Sister Cephas, your Irish headmistress, wanted to turn you all into Black
English girls. The girls there were the prettiest ever and were allowed to keep their hair long and held back in
puffs, not one inch only like at my school.
We were seated under the jambula tree. It had grown so tall. The tree had been there for ages with its unreachable fruit. They said it was there even before the estate houses were constructed. In April the tree carried small
purple jambula fruit which tasted both sweet and tang and turned our tongues purple. Every April morning when
the fruit started to fall, the ground became a blanket of purple.
When you came back during that holiday, your cheeks were bulging like you had hidden oranges inside them.
Your eyes had grown small and sat like two short slits on your face. And your breasts, the two things you had
watched and persuaded to grow during all your years at Nakawa Katale Primary School, were like two large
jambulas on your chest.
And that feeling that I had, the one that you had, that we had—never said, never spoken—swelled up inside us
like fresh mandazies. I listened to your voice rise and fall. I envied you. I hated you. I could not wait for the next
holidays when I could see you again. When I could dare place my itchy hand onto your two jambulas.
That time would be a night, two holidays later. You were not shocked. Not repelled. It did not occur to either of
us, to you or me, that these were boundaries we should not cross nor should think of crossing. Your jambulas and
mine. Two plus two jambulas equals four jambulas—even numbers should stand for luck. Was this luck pulling us
together? You pulled me to yourself and we rolled on the brown earth that stuck to our hair in all its redness and
dustiness. There in front of Mama Atim’s house. She shone a torch at us. She had been watching, steadily like a
dog waiting for a bone it knew it would get; it was just a matter of time.
Sanyu, I went for confession the next day, right after Mass. I made the sign of the cross and smelt the fresh
burning incense in St. Jude’s church. I had this sense of floating on air, confused, weak, and exhausted. I told the
priest,
“Forgive me Father for I have sinned. It has been two months since my last confession.”
And there in my head, two plus two jambulas equals four jambulas. I was not sorry. But I was sorry when your
father with all his money from the railways got you a passport and sent you on the wing of a bird; hello London,
here comes Sanyu.
Mama Atim says your plane will land tomorrow. Sanyu, I don’t know what you expect to find here, but you
will find my mummy; you’ll find that every word she types on her typewriter draws and digs deeper the wrinkles
on her face. You will find the Housing Estates. Nothing has changed. The women sit in front of their houses and
wait for their husbands to bring them offal. Mama Atim’s sons eat her food and bring girls to sleep in her bed.
Your mother walks with a stooped back. She has lost the zeal she had for her happiness-buying shopping trips.
Your papa returns home every day as soon as he is done with work. My Mummy says,
“That is a good husband.”
I come home every weekend to see Mummy. She has stopped looking inside her maroon case. But I do; I
added the letter you wrote me from London. The only one I ever did get from you, five years after you left. You
wrote:
A.
I miss you.
S.

Sanyu, I am a nurse at Mengo Hospital. I have a small room by the hospital, decorated with two chairs, a table
from Katwe, a black and white television and two paintings of two big jambula trees which I got a downtown
artist to do for me. These trees have purple leaves. I tell you, they smile. .
I do mostly night shifts. I like them, I often see clearer at night. In the night you lift yourself up in my eyes
each time, again and again. Sanyu, you rise like the sun and stand tall like the jambula tree in front of Mama
Atim’s house.\fn{Below: a portion of the Rwenzori Mountains National Park, Uganda:H}

185

What follows is a set of five brief histories of the sub-national governmental units of Uganda, comprising the five
re-instated, semi-independent native kingdoms of Buganda, Bunyoro, Bugoso, Toro and Rwenzururu.
*The following information is provided by way of a brief bacdkground:\fn{ Internet source: UGANDA}
*
Nilotic people, including Luo and Ateker entered the area from the north probably beginning about AD 100.
They were cattle herders and subsistence farmers who settled mainly the northern and eastern parts of the country.
Some Luo invaded the area of Bunyoro and assimilated with the Bantu there, establishing the Babiito dynasty of
the current Omukama (ruler) of Bunyoro-Kitara. Luo migration proceeded until the 16 th century, with some Luo
settling amid Bantu people in Eastern Uganda, and proceeding to the western shores of Lake Victoria in Kenya
and Tanzania. The Ateker (Karimojong and Teso peoples) settled in the north-eastern and eastern parts of the
country, and some fused with the Luo in the area north of lake Kyoga.
*
When Arab traders moved inland from their enclaves along the Indian Ocean coast of East Africa and reached
the interior of Uganda in the 1830s, they found several kingdoms with well-developed political institutions. These
traders were followed in the 1860s by British explorers searching for the source of the Nile River. Protestant
missionaries entered the country in 1877, followed by Catholic missionaries in 1879.
*
In 1888, control of the emerging British “sphere of interest” in East Africa was assigned by royal charter to the
Imperial British East Africa Company, an arrangement strengthened in 1890 by an Anglo-German agreement
confirming British dominance over Kenya and Uganda. The high cost of occupying the territory caused the
company to withdraw in 1893, and its administrative functions were taken over by a British commissioner. In
1894, the kings of Buganda, Toro, Ankole and Bunyoro were placed under a formal British protectorate.
*
Britain granted independence to Uganda in 1962, with the first elections held on March 1, 1962. King Mutesa
II of Buganda became the first president (1963-´66). On 9 October 1962 Uganda became a republic, within the
British Commonwealth.
*
In succeeding years, supporters of a centralized state vied with those in favor of a loose federation and a strong
role for tribally-based local kingdoms. Political maneuvering climaxed in February 1966, when Prime Minister
Milton Obote suspended the constitution and assumed all government powers, removing the positions of president
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and vice president. In September 1967, a new constitution proclaimed Uganda a republic, gave the president even
greater powers, and abolished the traditional kingdoms.
*
In 2001 the first kingdom, Buganda, was restored. Since then nearly all traditional kingdoms have been called
back to life. The youngest of all kings, his Highness king Oyo of Toro was crowned at 4 yrs.

*\fn{The information below was provided by clicking on the names of the kingdoms (invariably highlighted by W for linking purposes).
This is also true for the first few paragraphs dealing with the Kingdom of Toro; but in addition to this, use has been made of a separate Internet: Toro Kingdom; a site “Maintained by Dr. Charles Kanyarusoke; last updated February, 2017.”.
*
Uganda also maintains within its borders the semi-independent status of the chiefdoms of Alur, Bunyha and Kooki; but ata this time
(05/11/17) there are no plans to detail even a slight history of their evolution:H }

Above: the Royal Palace of the Buganda Kingdom; a brief history of Buganda is printed below.
*
The explorer and journalist Henry Morton Stanley visited Buganda in 1875 and provided an estimate of
Buganda troop strength. Stanley counted 3,000 troops and a fleet of war canoes. At Buganda's capital, Lubaga,
Stanley found a well-ordered town surrounding the king's palace, which was situated atop a commanding hill. A
tall cane fence surrounded the palace compound, which was filled with grass-roofed houses, meeting halls, and
storage buildings. Thronging the grounds were foreign ambassadors. seeking audiences, chiefs going to the royal
advisory council, messengers running errands, and a corps of young pages. He estimated the population of the
kingdom at 2,000,000.
*
The British were impressed with government of Buganda. Under Kabaka Mwanga II, Buganda became a
protectorate in 1894. This did not last and the Kabaka declared war on Britain in on July 6, 1897. He was defeated
at the battle of Buddu on July 20 of the same year. He fled to German East Africa where he was arrested and
interned at Bukoba. The Kabaka later escaped and led a rebel army to retake the kingdom before being defeated
once again in 1898 and being exiled to the Seychelles.
*
While in exile, Mwanga II was received into the Anglican Church, was baptized with the name of Danieri
(Daniel). He spent the rest of his life in exile. He died in 1903, aged 35 years. In 1910 his remains were
repatriated and buried at Kasubi.
*
In September 2009, some members of the Banyala tribe led by Isabanyala Baker Kimeze announced that
Bugerere had seceded from the Kingdom of Buganda. Because of the resulting tensions, the government of
Uganda stopped the Kabaka of Buganda from traveling to Bugerere, leading to riots in the capital Kampala and
neighboring districts. Thirty were killed in what came to be known as the Buganda riots.
*
Ongoing violence between national security forces and supporters of the king of an ethnic group has killed at
least ten people in Kampala, Uganda.
*
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The clashes have now been going on for two days. The conflict began when Muwenda Mutebi, the monarch of
the ethnic group Buganda was prevented from travelling to the region of Kayunga by the government. Kayunga
had said it seceded from his kingdom.
*
Ugandan president Yoweri Museveni said he wouldn'’ permit Mutebi into the Kayunga province. “I told him
[Mutebi] that the meeting in Kayunga will not take place until some conditions that will be communicated to him
by the minister of internal affairs are met,” the president said.
*
Mutebi had not been allowed to make his visit because of a “security risk”, police said.
*
Kampala has partially shut down as a result of the violence, with most businesses in the city’s centre having
been closed and most workers remaining at home.
*
Buganda is one of four ancient Ugandan kingdoms, whose tribal members constitute the largest ethnic group in
the country. Traditional kingdoms were prohibited by former president Milton Obote in 1966, but reallowed in
1993 by the current president.

Above: the Bunyoro-Kitara Palace; a brief history of the kingdom is printed below.
The kingdom of Bunyoro was established in the 16 th century by Rukidi-Mpuga out of the northern portion of
the Kingdom of the Songora also known as the Chwezi Empire. The founders of Bunyoro were known as the
Bacwezi, a people who succeeded the Batembuzi.
*
At its height, the Bunyoro kingdom controlled the Great Lakes region of Africa, one of many small states in
the region. The earliest stories of the kingdom having great power come from Uganda and Rwanda. The power of
Bunyoro faded by the end of the 16th Century, with the invasion of Rukidi-Mpuga from the north, following the
death of a beloved king’s cow Bihogo: There was a prophecy that when the beloved cow Bihogo died, this would
mark the beginning of the end of this Chwezi Empire. Many of the Chwezi descendants who governed this empire
moved south to present-day Uganda and Rwanda. Later, new kingdoms arose in the Great Lakes area, such as
Ankole, Buganda, Toro, Busoga, Bagisu (in present-day Kenya and Uganda), Rwanda-Urundi, Bunyoro and
Karagwe.
*
Bunyoro rose to power and controlled a number of the holiest shrines in the region, as well as the lucrative
Kibiro saltworks of Lake Albert (Africa). Having the highest quality of metallurgy in the region made it the
strongest military and economic power in the Great Lakes region.
*
Bunyoro began to decline in the late eighteenth century due to internal divisions. Buganda seized the Kooki
and Buddu regions from Bunyoro at the end of the century. In the 1830s, the large province of Toro separated,
claiming much of the lucrative salt works. To the south Rwanda and Ankole were both growing rapidly, taking
over some of the smaller kingdoms that had been Bunyoro’[s vassals.
*
Thus by the mid-nineteenth century Bunyoro (also known as Unyoro at the time) was a far smaller state,
though it was still wealthy due to the income generated from controlling the lucrative trade routes over Lake
Victoria and linking to the coast of the Indian Ocean. In particular, Bunyoro benefited from the trade in ivory. Due
to the volatile nature of the ivory trade, an armed struggle developed between the Baganda and the Banyoro. As a
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result, the capital was moved from Masindi to the less vulnerable Mparo. Following the death of Omakuma
Kyebambe III, the region experienced a period of political instability where two kings ruled in a volatile political
environment.
*
In July 1890 an agreement was settled whereby the entire region north of Lake Victoria was given to Great
Britain. In 1894 Great Britain declared the region its protectorate. In alliance with Buganda, King Omukam
Kabalega of Bunyoro resisted the efforts of Great Britain, aiming to take control of the kingdom. However, in
1899 Omukama Kabalega was captured and exiled to the Seychelles, and Bunyoro was subsequently annexed to
the British Empire. Because of Bunyoro’s resistance to the British, a portion of the Bunyoro kingdom’s territory
was given to Buganda and Toro.
*
The country was put under the governance of Bugandan administrators. The Banyoro revolted in 1907; the
revolt was put down, and relations improved somewhat. After the region remained loyal to Great Britain in World
War I a new agreement was made in 1934 giving the region more autonomy. Bunyoro remains as one of the five
constituent kingdoms of Uganda, along with Buganda, Busoga, Rwenzururu, and Tooro.
*
During the first regime of Milton Obote, the Kingdom of Bunyoro was forcefully disbanded in 1967. The
kingdom, together with three others, Buganda, Busoga, Toro, remained banned during the regime of dictator Idi
Amin (1971–1979) and the second regime of Milton Obote (1980–1985)[6] and remained banned until 1993.
*
In 1993 the Kingdom was re-established and in 1995 the new constitution of Uganda was made, allowing and
recognizing the Kingdoms. The current Kingdom covers the districts of Buliisa District, Hoima district, Kibaale
District, Kakumiro District, Kagadi District, Kiryandongo District and Masindi District.
*
According to 1997 projections, the total population of the Kingdom is between 800,000 but there may be
1,400,000 (depending on sources) living in 250,000-350,000 households. 96% of the population live in rural
areas, and only 1% of the population uses electricity for lighting and cooking. More than 92% of the population
are poor, and has earnings less than half that of the Ugandan national average, and about 50% of the population is
illiterate.
*
The economic potential in the region is very large, with the Kibiro saltworks, and the possibility of large
deposits of oil, gas, iron ore and precious stones. During the first decade of the 2000s, sizeable deposits of crude
oil were discovered in the area. The area also has large rainforests with an abundance of hardwoods including
mahogany and ironwood.\
*
The Omukama (King) and the other leaders of the area are planning to establish a university that will primarily
focus on teaching relevant skills with regard to working in the extraction of natural resources. The university will
also work to preserve the high level of cultural heritage in the area.
*
The King is in general doing a lot of work to improve the living standards of the people. Relations are
maintained with the European community via the development organization Association of the Representatives of
Bunyoro-Kitara. The King is also working to maintain the traditional Bunyoro culture, but at the same time
altering the honors of the kingdom in a way that they can be compared to western standards.
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The Busoga Royal Palace; a brief history of the kingdom is printed below.
Busoga's written history began in 1862. On 28 July Royal Geographical Society explorer John Hanning Speke
arrived at Ripon Falls (near Jinja, where the Victoria Nile flows from Lake Victoria and begins its descent to
Egypt. Since Speke’s route (inland from the East African coast) took him around the southern end of Lake
Victoria, he approached Busoga from the west (through Buganda). Having reached his goal (the source of the
Nile), he turned northward and followed the river downstream without exploring Busoga. He records, however,
being told that Usoga (Swahili for Busoga) was an island (it is bordered on all four sides by water).
*
During the 19th century, one of the main routes along which Europeans travelled from the coast to Buganda
passed through southern Busoga. Speke, James Grant, Gerald Portal, Frederick Lugard, J. R. Macdonald and
Bishop Tucket noted that Busoga had plentiful food and was densely populated. However, between 1898–99 and
1900–01 the first cases of sleeping sickness were reported.
*
In 1906, orders were issued to evacuate the region. Despite attempts to clear the area, the epidemic continued
until 1910. As a result, most of the densely populated parts of Busoga (with an original population of over
200,000) were depopulated within ten years. Lubas Palace at Bukaleba and the European fruit mission collapsed,
and survivors were relocated to other parts of Busoga. Southern Busoga, about one-third of the kingdom's area,
was depopulated by 1910. During the 1920s and 1930s, some evacuees who survived the epidemic began to return
to their original land. In 1940 a new outbreak appeared in the area, and only in 1956 did resettlement (promoted
by the government) begin again.
*
The result of the epidemic was that southern Busoga, its most densely populated area, was virtually
uninhabited. Other areas affected by sleeping sickness, including eastern Bukooli and Busiki, were depopulated as
well. Famines also triggered substantial population movements. Parts of northeastern Busoga and the adjacent
Bukandi district (across the Mpologoma River) experienced famines in 1898–1900, 1907, 1908, 1917, 1918 and
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1944. Populations in these areas shrank; many people were killed by the famines, and survivors moved to other
areas for safety.
*
The effects of these movements were apparent in the growth in population of central and peri-urban Busoga.
Many Basoga left Busoga during this period for other districts.
*
During the pre-colonial era, people left their traditional lands and state structures disappeared. A number of
clans and chiefdoms were decimated by famine and epidemics, and people migrated to Busoga with the traditions
and cultures of other lands. A need for security fueled population growth in urban and peri-urban areas of Busoga
such as Jinja, Iganga, Kamuli, Kaliro and their surrounding areas.\fn{ Peri-urban areas (also called rurban space, outskirts or
the hinterland) are defined by the structure resulting from the process of peri-urbanisation. It can be described as the landscape interface
between town and country, or also as the rural—urban transition zone where urban and rural uses mix and often clash.}

*
From 1920 to the 1970s, Jinja (Busoga’s capital) gained economic importance due to cotton production and the
completion of the Uganda Railway and the Owen Falls Dam. The town became an agri-industrial centre with
factories, cottage industries and a well-developed infrastructure. People from rural Busoga came to work in the
factories and in domestic work. Among the newcomers were Asian families. Services such as piped water,
electricity, roads, hospitals and schools were improved to serve the growing population. Farmers were assured of
markets in the towns, grew cash and food crops such as cotton, coffee, bananas, potatoes, cassava, fruits and
vegetables. The standard of living improved; the kingdom's revenue increased, enabling it to build more
infrastructure. Subsistence farming diminished, with the population turning to economic production demanded by
the Europeans.
*
By the time of independence in 1962, Busoga was one of the most prosperous regions in Uganda. Jinja was
home to 70 percent of Uganda’s industries and the Nalubaale Power Station (Owen Falls Dam), which supplies
electricity to Uganda and parts of Kenya and Tanzania. Jinja was also home to the majority of Uganda’s Asian
population. These Ugandan Asians, brought to Uganda from the Indian sub-continent by the British during the
Raj, helped establish Jinja as one of East Africa's largest commercial centres.
*
Around the turn of the 16 th century, the Baisengobi clan from Bunyoro gained power. Mukama Namutukula of
the royal Babiito family of Bunyoro is said to have left Bunyoro during the 16 th century as part of the kingdom's
expansion policy, travelling east across Lake Kyoga with his wife Nawudo, a few servants, arms and a dog and
landing at Iyingo in northern Busoga (in the present-day Kamuli District).
Mukama, who enjoyed hunting, was taken with the land. He engaged in metalworking: blacksmithing and
making hoes, iron utensils and spears. Of Mukama’[s children five boys survived, and when he returned to
Bunyoro he gave them land to oversee. His firstborn, Wakoli, received Bukooli; Zibondo received Bulamogi,
Ngobi Kigulu, Tabingwa Luuka, and the youngest son, Kitimbo, received Bugabula. These areas later became
administrative and cultural centers in Busoga. When Mukama did not return, his sons regarded themselves as the
legitimate rulers of their respective areas. They presided over their dominions, employing governing methods and
cultural rituals similar to those in Bunyoro. This political and cultural arrangement in Busoga continued until the
late 19th century, when the colonialists persuaded its rulers to organize a federation. The federation was governed
by a Lukiiko.
*
Before 1906 although Busoga was called a “kingdom”, unlike its western neighbor Buganda it had no central
ruler. That year, a king was installed at the behest of the British. Before this, the Basoga were organized in semiautonomous chiefdoms influenced by Bunyoro and then Buganda. The Bugandan king, the Kabaka, had a
centuries-long lineage. In Busoga some of the chiefs were appointed by the Kabaka, and may have been
descendants of favored Baganda chiefs who were given authority to rule land in Busoga. Others belonged to
landowning families in Busoga who were self-appointed rulers of large areas. The British united the chiefs in the
Lukiiko and appointed Semei Kakungulu, a Muganda from Buganda, as its president (and Busoga’s first leader).
Strife amongst the chiefs and clans continued, with most Basoga retaining an affiliation to their chief, clan or
dialect, and the Lukiiko collapsed.
*
Meanwhile, the colonial rulers were grooming Bugabulan ruler Yosia Nadiope (one of the first Basoga students
at Kings College Budo, in 1906) as the first permanent ruler of the Busoga Federation. However, in 1913 Nadiope
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died of malaria. The following year, Bulamogi ruler Ezekeriel Tenywa Wako completed his studies at Kings
College Budo. With British support and his administrative and educational background, Wako was a suitable
candidate for the post. In 1919, the chiefs of Busoga resolved in the Lukiiko to elect Wako president of Busoga.
Gideon Obodha of Kigulu (another contender for the post) was unfamiliar with the British system, and William
Wilberforce Nadiope Kadhumbula of Bugabula was an infant whose regent (Mwami Mutekanga) was ineligible
as a mukoopi (a commoner). In 1918-19, the title of Isebantu Kyabazinga was created and Wako took the throne.
He received a salary of ₤550 and was permitted to collect taxes in Butembe county in compensation for his lost
role in the chiefdom of Bulamogi. In 1925 Wako became a member of the Uganda Kings Council, consisting of
the Kyabazinga of Busoga, the Kabaka of Buganda, the Omukamas of Bunyoro and Toro and the Omugabe of
Ankole.
*
On 11 February 1939 Owekitibwa Ezekerial Tenywa Wako, father of the last Kyabazinga of Busoga Henry
Wako Muloki and the Zibondo of Bulamogi, was installed as the first Kyabazinga of Busoga (a title he held until
his 1949 retirement). By Wako’s retirement, the Lukiiko had expanded to include elected representatives (two
from each of Busoga’s 55 sub-counties).
*
When Wako retired the Busoga Lukiiko resolved that the Kyabazinga should be elected from the five lineages
of Baise Ngobi (Ababiito), hereditary rulers traditionally believed to have been the five sons of the Omukama of
Bunyoro who migrated to Busoga from Bunyoro. This method of election was used for subsequent elections,
beginning in 1949 when Owekitibwa Chief William Wilberforce Nadiope Kadhumbula of Bugabula was elected.
He served for two terms of three years each, followed by Henry Wako Muloki (who also served two terms). In
1957, the title Inhebantu of Busoga was introduced for the wife of the Kyabazinga (or Isebantu).
*
When monarchies were abolished in 1966, the Kyabazinga was dethroned. Idi Amin expelled the Asians from
Uganda in 1972, and Jinja suffered socially and economically. The government of Yoweri Museveni has tried to
encourage them to return. The Asian influence remains, particularly in architecture and street names.
*
In 1995, the government restored monarchies in Uganda. On 11 February, Henry Wako Muloki was reinstated
as Kyabazinga according to Kisogan tradition. Unlike most monarchs, the Kyabazinga has no heir or crown
prince but is succeeded by a chief elected by the Lukiiko and the Royal Council.
*
Three past Kyabazingas have presided over the federated state of Busoga since 1939: Ezekiel Tenywa Wako,
Yosia Nadiope and William Wilberforce Nadiope Kadhumbula. Kadhumbula waged an emizindula (war on theft)
and ended a British practice in the fight against smallpox (kawumpuli) where residents were required to publicly
supply rat tails for counting to prove that they had killed the rats. His opposition brought him into conflict with
the British; he was exiled to Bunyoro, later leading the Basoga into the Second World War.
*
Kadhumbula played an important role in Uganda’s independence struggle; he was also the first vice-president
of independent Uganda and chairman of the Uganda People’s Congress (UPC). Kadhumbula built infrastructure
such as roads, hospitals and government centres, and mobilised the Basoga for agriculture. Balangira High School
later became Busoga College.
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The Royal Palace of the Toro Kingdom; a brief history of Toro is printed below.
Tooro is one of the five traditional kingdoms located within the borders of Uganda. The current Omukama of
Tooro is King Rukidi IV. The people native to the kingdom are the Tooro, and their language is likewise called
Tooro.
*
It was founded in 1830 when Omukama Kaboyo Olimi I, the eldest son of Omukama of Bunyoro
Nyamutukura Kyebambe III of Bunyoro, seceded and established his own independent kingdom. Absorbed into
Bunyoro-Kitara in 1876, it reasserted its independence in 1891. As with Buganda, Bunyoro, and Busoga, Tooro's
monarchy was abolished in 1967 by the Government of Uganda, but was reinstated in 1993.
*
The first kings were of the Batembuzi dynasty. Batembuzi means harbingers or pioneers. The Batembuzi and
their reign are not well documented, and are surrounded by a lot of myth and oral legend. There is very little
concurrence among scholars regarding the Batembuzi time period in history, even the names and successive order
of individual kings. It is believed that their reign dates back to the height of Africa's bronze age. The number of
individual Batembuzi reigns, as given by different scholars, ranges from nine to twenty one.
*\fn{The Bacwezi Dynasty}
The Bacweezi are credited with the founding of the ancient empire of Kitara; which included areas of present
day central, western, and southern Uganda; northern Tanzania, western Kenya, and eastern Congo. Very little is
documented about them. Their entire reign was shrouded in mystery, so much so that they were accorded the
status of demi-gods and worshiped by various clans. Many traditional gods in Tooro, Bunyoro and Buganda have
typical kicweezi (adjective) names like Ndahura, Mulindwa, Wamara, Kagoro, etc.
*
The Bacweezi dynasty must have been very short, as supported by only three names of kings documented by
historians. The Bacweezi kings were Ndahura, Mulindwa and Wamara, in this order.
*
In addition to founding the empire of Kitara, the Bacweezi are further credited with the introduction of the
unique, long-horned ankole cattle, coffee growing, iron smelting, and the first semblance of organized and
centralized government, under the king.
*
No one knows what happened to the Bacweezi. About their disappearence, there is no shortage of colorful
legend. One legend claims that they migrated westward and disappeared into Lake Mwitanzige (Albert). Another
legend has them disappering into lake Wamala, which bears the name of the last king of the dynasty. There is a
popular belief among scholars that they simply got assimilated into the indegenous populace, and are, today, the
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tribal groups like the Bahima of Ankole and the Batutsi of Rwanda. The Bahima and Batutsi have the elegant, tall
build and light complexion of the Bacweezi, and are traditionally herders of the long-horned Ankole cattle.
*\fn{The Babiito Dynasty}
The Bacweezi dynasty was followed by the Babiito dynasty. Toro kingdom was, and still is, under the Babiito
dynasty. Any attempt to pinpoint the dates of this or any other dynasty before it is pure conjecture, as there were
no written records at the time. Modern day historians place the beginning of the Babiito dynasty at around the
time of the invasion of Bunyoro by the Luo from the North. The first mubiito (singular) king was Isingoma
Mpuuga Rukidi I, whose reign is placed around the 14 th century. To date, there have been a total of 33 Babiito
kings, including 7 princes who, for one reason or another, were not referred to as omukama (king).
*\fn{The Kingdom of Tooro}
The kingdom of Tooro, of the Babiito dynasty, aptly claims its rightful origins in the ancient empire of Kitara.
The first son of Omukama Kyebambe III of Bunyoro rebelled and annexed the southern part of his father’s
kingdom, forming his own kingdom. He placed the northern border of his new kingdom at River Muziizi. The
kingdom of Tooro was born, under the reign of Rukirabasaija Omukama Kaboyo Kasunsunkwanzi Olimi I.
*
Following the death of Omukama Kaboyo Olimi I, there followed several other kings and princes on the Tooro
throne. Some of them reigned for very short periods of time, during which they were still referred to as
“Omubiito” (prince), not by the right title of “ukirabasaija Omukama” When we include such princes, the number
of Btooro kings comes to 8. The present Omukama is Rukirabasaija Omukama Oyo Nyimba Kabamba Iguru
Rukidi IV.
*
A brief write up on each Omukama follows. It should be noted here that the numerical denotation of kings of
Tooro takes off from the list of Bunyoro kings, before Tooro broke away. This is why, for instance, while there
have been a total of two kings with the name Olimi on the Tooro throne, Omukama Patrick Matthew Kaboyo
Olimi was Olimi VII.
*\fn{Omukama Kaboyo Olimi I}
Prince Kaboyo was the first son of Omukama Kyebambe III of Kitara. He rebelled and annexed the southern
part of his father’s kingdom which he declared an independent kingdom of Toro. He had visited Tooro several
times, to collect taxes for his father and check on the royal herds. He was taken by Tooro's beauty and the friendly
way he was received by the Batooro. He befriended a number of influential men in Tooro, who later played a key
role in the success of his annexation scheme.
*
Kaboyo's sisters, princesses Mpanja and Batebe, who then lived in Tooro, caught wind of their brother’s plan
to rebel. They reported this to their father, Omukama Kyebambe, who went into denial and refused to believe that
his beloved son would do such a thing. The rebel prince asked for and obtained his father’s permission to return to
Tooro, under the pretext that the wife he had left in Tooro was expecting twins, and that he needed to return and
be by her side. This is when he finalized his breaking away plan and never returned to Bunyoro. When his father
died, the people of Bunyoro sent for Kaboyo to return and accede his father’s throne. He refused saying he had his
own people to look after in Tooro.
*\fn{Omubiito (Prince) Kazaana Ruhaga}
Prince Kazaana Ruhaga succeeded his father, Omukama Kaboyo Olimi I; but his reign was very short-lived.
He was overthrown by his brother, Omubiito Nyaika Kasunga, who became Omukama.
*\fn{Omukama (King) Nyaika Kasunga}
He claimed the Toro throne after overthrowing his brother, Omubiito Kazaana Ruhaga. His reign was ended
when his brother, Omubiito Kato Rukidi, with the help of an army given to him by the Kabaka (King) of
Buganda, managed to overthrow him. He fled to nearby Mboga, in Congo, while his brother Kato Rukidi took
over the throne.
*\fn{Omubiito (Prince) Kato Rukidi}
He overthrew his brother, Omukama Nyaika Kasunga and claimed the throne for himself. When Nyaika
Kasunga, then exiled in Mboga, heard that the mercenaries who had helped his brother, Kato Rukidi, to overthrow
him had returned to Buganda, he returned and retook his throne, becoming Omukama for the second time.
*\fn{Omukama (King) Nyaika Kasunga’s Second Reign}
Having retaken the throne from his rebel brother, Omubiito Kato Rukidi, Omukama Nyaika Kasunga made the
mistake of offending Omukama Cwa Kabalega of Bunyoro. Nyaika Kasunga sent his men to Mwenge with orders
to capture for him some of Kabalega’s royal cows.
*
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Omukama Kabalega was angered by this action, and he sent his men with orders to capture Nyaika Kasunga
and bring him to his court in Bunyoro. The expedition to capture Nyaika included 40 ruthless, Nubian
marcenaries. Omukama Nyaika Kasunga was able to defeat the invading force. He died two years later, and was
succeeded by his son, Omubiito Olimi Mukabirere.
*\fn{Omubiito (Prince) Mukabirere Olimi II}
He succeeded his father, Nyaika Kasunga. Shortly after his accession to the throne, Omukama Kabalega of
Kitara sent an army to defeat Olimi II and bring an end to the secessionist kingdom of Tooro altogether.
*
Kabalega’s army arrived in Tooro in the middle of internal strife. A rebel prince, Mukarusa, had annexed the
beautiful area of Busongora, in the southern end of Tooro kingdom, and declared himself king over it. Omukama
Olimi II, already weak from trying to fight Omubiito Mukarusa, was easily captured, with several other members
of the Tooro royal family, and forcibly taken away to Bunyoro.
*
Realizing Kabalega's determination to totally put an end to Tooro kingdom, the leaders of the Babiito clan, in
Tooro, decided to send Olimi’s son and heir, Prince Kasagama and his younger brother to Ankole, saving them
from the wrath of Kabalega.
*\fn{Omubiito (Prince) Mukarusa}
Omubiito Mukarusa, who had annexed part of his brother Mukabirere’s kingdom did not escape the mighty
Kabalega, who was determined to finish off all rebel princes. His capture shortly followed that of his brother, and
he, too, was taken to Bunyoro. He was, therefore, the last of the rebel princes. Kabalega had, finally, succeeded in
regaining the breakaway kingdom of Tooro and bringing the land back to Kitara where it belonged. He proceeded
to subdivide Tooro into the old administrative areas that existed during the days of his grandfather, Omukama
Kyebambe III.
*\fn{Omubiito (Prince) Nyamuyonjo Kakende}
In chronicling efforts by various parties to rid Toro of Kabalega's harrassment, we cannot forget the valiant
effort of prince Nyamuyonjo Kakende, grandson of Omukama Kaboyo Olimi I. With the help of an army given to
him by the Kabaka of Buganda, Omubiito Kakende was able to drive Kabalega's army out of Tooro, and declare
himself Omukama. Kabalega was not prepared to tolerate another rebel prince in Tooro. He sent an expedition
against Prince Kakende. The prince was forced to flee to Buganda, where he later died of smallpox.
*\fn{The Final Defeat of Kabalega}
Kabalega’s constant harrassment of Tooro ended on August 14, 1891, when he was defeated by Captain
Lugard, an agent of the then Imperial British East African Company. Lugard brought with him several Nubian
mercenaries to help him accomplish his task. The descendants of these Nubians form Tooro's Nubian community,
that is present to this day. Captain Lugard was, therefore, instrumental in returning Tooro kingdom to its rightful
heir, Omubiito (Prince) Kasagama; who became Omukama Daudi Kyebambe Kasagama, MBE., Tooro’s first
modern day Omukama.
*\fn{Omukama Daudi Kyebambe Kasagama, MBE}
Omukama Kasagama is credited with making the final break from the clutches of Kabalega of Kitara, and with
leading Tooro into the modern colonial era. He had regained his father’s kingdom with the help of Europeans,
whom he welcomed as friends. He cooperated with the white colonial rulers and was open-minded enough to
even try some of their ways, like schooling and Christianity.
*
Omukama Kyebambe Kasagama was respected and honored by both local and colonial governments. Queen
Victoria honored him with a special medal emblazoned with his name. This was in appreciation for Kasagama’s
refusal to join forces with Nubian soldiers who had started a rising against the colonial government.
*
In the year 1900, Omukama Kyebambe Kasagama signed an agreement with Sir H. Johnston, making Tooro
part of the British Protectorate. It was in a true spirit of patriotism, therefore, that during the First World War, he
sent a batallion of young Batooro soldiers to fight on the allies side. For this patriotic sacrifice, Omukama Daudi
Kyebambe Kasagama was awarded the order of MBE by H.M. King George VI of England.
*
Omukama Kyebambe Kasagama is still remembered for embracing peace within his kingdom and with Tooro’s
neighbors. He allowed all religious faiths to flourish, and he became a Christian in the year 1896. He encouraged
his chiefs to send their children to school, to discover the white man’s secrets, and set an example by sending his
own two sons, princes Hosea Nyabongo and George Rukidi to school. Prince Nyabongo went on to excell
academically and become one of the world’s best educated individuals.
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*\fn{Omukama George Kamurasi Rukidi III}
Prince George Kamurasi succeeded his father, Daudi Kyebambe Kasagama, as Omukama of Tooro on January
29, 1929. His people praised him as “Ruraihya n’emundu, emanzi ya Kyebambe” (He who sleeps among guns, the
brave one of Kyebambe) because of his distingushed service in the King’s African Rifles (K.A.R.), during the
Second World War; where he earned the rank of lieutenant. He was later knighted by Queen Elizabeth II, and
became popularly known as Sir George by his many friends at home and abroad.
*
Omukama Rukidi III supported education and encouraged all Batooro to send their children to school. During
his reign, his government gave scholarships to all Batooro attending higher secondary school. One of his own
children, Princess Elizabeth Bagaaya, went on to become the third African woman ever to graduate from the
prestigious Cambridge University. She earned a law degree and was admitted to the English bar.
*\fn{Omukama Patrick Matthew Kaboyo Olimi VII}
Omukama Rukidi III passed away in 1965 and was succeded by his son, Prince Patrick Matthew Kaboyo Olimi
VII. Omukama Olimi VII had two very sort reigns. His first reign was terminated in 1967, when then Prime
Minister Apollo Milton Obote abrogated the constitution and made Uganda a republic with himself as president.
When the N.R.M. government of President Yoweeri Museveni reinstated the institution of king in 1993, Patrick
Kaboyo became Omukama of Tooro for the second time, but his second reign was very short. He suddenly passed
away in 1987, and was suceeded by his three and a half years old son, Omukama Oyo Nyimba Kabamba Iguru
Rukidi IV.\fn{Here the chronicler stops:H}

Gateway to the Royal Palace of the Rwenzururu Kingdom, guarded by an officer of the Uganda police. I
could not discover a photograph of the palace standing by itself; but the second photograph below this one
has partially imaged it behind the crowd gathered in front of it—it was later destroyed by fire—and it is
identified as such by the following caption: “People attending a cultural function inside the Rwenzururu
Kingdom palace in Kasese town”; and also by the flags of Uganda and the Kingdom of Rwenzururu clearly
visible on tall poles before its entrance. Such a structure would have been the ancestral home of the
Rwenzururu kings, architecturally very like the ancestral home of Omukama (king) Daudi Kyebambe IV
(c.1874-1928, Omukama from 1891), officially robed and standing next to the white man wearing boots in
the image just below this caption, and shown there receiving guests at his royal court.
This Omukama was the first Toro king to be baptized (1896), the first to encourage education of young
people and the first to work peacefully with colonialists. Indeed, for the results of this foresight he was
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nicknamed Ikingura (the one who has found the way).
The Rwenzururu king whose palace went up in flames (the Omusinga Irema-Ngoma I (1954- , Omusinga
since 1967 under a regency but only officially crowned in 2009 when the Kampala government allowed the
ceremony to take place) does not so far appear to have been as famous, nor is he liable to be—the W article
under his name says that his authority is “limited to social and cultural matters”; but the mere fact that he
is the king (even though his kingdom was only declared to be one in 1962) would have entitled him to as
impressive a traditionally-built ancestral royal residence as that of the Toro Omusinga (although to judge
from the ruins themselves it might have been somewhat smaller in size, though of course equally as
inflammable).
Following these there is recorded a brief history of the Rwenzururu kingdom.

The Rwenzururu region is inhabited by the Konjo and Amba peoples. In the early 20 th century, these two tribes
were integrated into the Kingdom of Toro as a political maneuver by the British colonialists: the neighboring
Bunyoro monarchy was anti-colonialist, and the British wished to strengthen the pro-British Toro. The Bakonjo
and Baamba initially accepted being arbitrarily made subjects of the Toro monarch with resignation, but asked the
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Uganda Protectorate to provide them their own district in the 1950s, separate from the Toro District. The
movement declared that they were not part of the Toro Kingdom on 30 June 1962, three months before national
independence.
*
After their request was denied by the colonial authorities, the Bakonjo and Baamba launched a low-intensity
guerrilla war that continued through independence. The movement carrying out the armed struggle was named
Rwenzururu. While the movement began to achieve recognition as a separate district, it eventually became a
movement to secede and form their own kingdom. The movement declared an independent Kingdom of
Rwenzururu on 30 June 1962, three months before national independence, with Isaya Mukirania as king. The
violence reached a height in 1963 and 1964, when Toro soldiers massacred many Konjo and Amba people as they
sought to control the lower valleys. The Ugandan army intervened against the separatists, doing such significant
damage to the Rwenzururu that the movement was suppressed for some time. The movement, however, achieved
fame through a local folk epic.
*
The Rwenzururu gradually re-established itself in the collapse of the regime of Idi Amin in 1979. As
government soldiers retreated in the Uganda-Tanzania War, the Rwenzururu looted the weapons and supplies left
behind. Thus well-armed, the Rwenzururu was once again able to pose a serious threat to regional control from
1979 to 1982. In 1982, however, the administration of President Milton Obote negotiated a settlement with the
Rwenzururu leaders in which they agreed to abandon the goal of secession in exchange for “a degree of local
autonomy,” the appointment of Bakonjo and Baamba to government administrative posts, and economic benefits
such as vehicles and educational scholarships to be distributed by local elders. During the negotiations, the
government preferred direct talks, as they believed third-party mediation would give legitimacy to the
Rwenzururu claim.
*
Amon Bazira had been a key person in the negotiations between the Rwenzururu and Obote government. His
insight was that the Rwenzururu was a largely middle-class organization that could be placated with commercial
prizes. He later approached President Mobutu Sese Seko of Zaire (Congo/Kinshasa) and President Daniel Arap
Moi of Kenya, who both had grounds for disliking the new Ugandan government led by Yoweri Museveni, for
support for new Bakonjo rebellion under an organization called the National Army for the Liberation of Uganda
(NALU).
*
Bazira was shot dead in the State House in Nakuru, Kenya in 1993, a probable target of Ugandan agents. In
1995, Sudanese agents engineered the merging of the remnants of NALU with the Uganda Muslim Liberation
Army and the Baganda monarchist Allied Democratic Movement in order to give these latter organizations a local
constituency, creating the Allied Democratic Forces.
*
A survey carried out by Makerere University found that 87% of the local population in Rwenzururu favored
the creation of a kingdom. In 2005, President Museveni directed a ministerial committee headed by Second
Deputy Prime Minister and Minister for Public Service Henry Kajura to investigate the Rwenzururu claim to a
kingdom and issue a report of his findings. The report stated that over 80% of the Bakonjo and Baamba favoured
the creation of a kingdom with Charles Wesley Mumbere (Irema-Ngoma I is his royal title) as the Omusinga
(king). It further found that there is no historical claim for a Rwenzururu kingdom or a group of people called
Banyarwenzururu, but recommended that the government bow to the wishes of the people. Pursuant to these
recommendations, on 17 March 2008 the Ugandan cabinet endorsed the Kingdom of Rwenzururu as a cultural
institution and crowned Mumbere as Omusinga Irema-Ngoma I. Three contenders for the throne criticized the
government’s recognition of Mumbere as Omusinga.
*
Rwenzururu was established in 1962 as the result of a secessionist movement by the Bakonjo people in the
mountainous region of western Uganda. The revolt was led by Mumbere’s father, Isaya Mukirane, who was
recognized as the region's king. Mumbere inherited the title at age 13 and assumed the position of king at age 18.
When he was 30, he made an agreement with the government of Uganda by which the government sent him to the
United States for an education.
*
In 1984, at age 30, he enrolled in business school, but his government stipend was cut off. He obtained
political asylum in the United States in 1987, received nurse's aide training, and began working in a nursing home
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in suburban Maryland near Washington, D. C. He later moved to Harrisburg, Pennsylvania where he continued as
a nurse's aide.
He kept his royal title secret during most of his 25 years in the United States. In July 2009, Mumbere
mentioned his kingship in an interview with The Patriot-News, the primary newspaper of Harrisburg, and said
that he was considering returning to Uganda, which had recently recognized Rwenzururu and designated
Mumbere as Omusinga, or king. In October 2009, Mumbere returned to his homeland, where he was crowned on
19 October.
*
In a news report published on the Internet (World News, Mon Nov 28, 2016, 7:30pm GMT) Reuters news
service reported that
Amnesty International on Monday accused Uganda of carrying out extrajudicial executions as authorities in the east
African country said 62 people had died in clashes between a tribal militia and security forces in a restive western
region. The fighting between royal guards of a tribal king, Charles Wesley Mumbere, and a combined army and police
force occurred on Saturday and Sunday in Kasese, the biggest town in Uganda’s Rwenzori region located near the
border with the Democratic Republic of Congo.
A regional police spokesman, Mansur Suwed, told Reuters on Monday at least 46 members of the king’s guards died
in the fighting, which also left 16 police officers dead. “In a shocking display of heavy-handedness, many people
appear to have been summarily shot dead and their bodies dumped,” Amnesty International said in a statement on
Monday. The security crackdown had shown “shocking examples of unlawful killings and a complete disregard for
human rights during the arrests … the government must ensure that police and soldiers observe restraint and desist
from extrajudicial executions,” the rights group added.
Paddy Ankunda, spokesman for Uganda’s military, said he had no immediate comment on Amnesty's allegations.
“We’re preparing a comprehensive government statement which will be issued tomorrow,” he said. Ugandan police
were not able to be reached to comment on the allegations. Earlier on Monday, police said they had taken control of
Mumbere’s palace after the fighting and seized a cache of machetes, spears and petrol bombs. Security detained
Mumbere on Sunday and accused his supporters of trying to create a new state in the area.
The Rwenzori area has been experiencing intermittent unrest since Uganda’s disputed February presidential
election, which the electoral body said was won by long-ruling President Yoweri Museveni. Uganda’s largest
opposition party Forum for Democratic Change (FDC) got overwhelming support in the area. There has been no
statement from the king, a supporter of the opposition. “The town is calm but we're still patrolling and monitoring. We
have burnt down all the camps they (the guards) had established and also we’ve taken over the royal palace,” Suwed
told Reuters earlier on Monday.
Police, Suwed said, had also seized a rifle, a pistol, four walkie-talkies and knives from the fighters, and increased
patrols in Kasese town. Some opposition officials have said in the past the government was likely stoking the violence
in the area to punish it for shunning the ruling party, a charge the government has denied.
An opposition legislator from the region, William Nzoghu denied the royal guards were armed and accused the
government of using excessive force when storming the king’s palace. “It was madness. The action of government was
real madness,” he said.

*
In a brief follow-up report, undated by retrieved by W on December 23, 2016, the Internet news agency
Redpepper reported that
the number of people who perished in the crash between army and royal guards of Rwenzururu kingdom has increased
after more 25 more dead bodies were discovered. Police yesterday recovered more 25 dead bodies that were nearly
rotting in Maliba and Bugoye sub-counties thus raising the dead toll to 125. The Rwenzori region particularly in
Rwenzururu kingdom has been on tension following the gunfire outbreak between the royal guards and the
police/UPDF.This came when police and UPDF soldiers decided to run an operation to disarm and dismantle the
Kingdom royal guards which the guards reacted by engaging them into a fierce fight. Meanwhile, the police
spokesperson, Andrew Felix Kaweesi says the situation is now calm following the arrest of the king who was allegedly
the mastermind of the massacre.

Images of churches, mosques, temples and synagogues for Uganda begin below with the districts of the
Central Region. The Central Government decided some years ago upon a policy of divisional subdivision,
in an effort to more efficiently distribute government aid to the countryside, where the obverwhelming
number of Ugandans actually live, so the list of represented districts is constantly in flux. I have been able
to image 103 of the 114 districts whose names I could discover, based on published lists by W of 112. (Some
of these images are imprinted “URN”, and this anagram stands for the Uganda Radio Network.)
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The Church of St. Philip, Buikwe, Buikwe District, Uganda

The Cathedral of Our Lady Queen of Peace, Lugazi, Bukomansimbi District, Uganda

200

The United Reformed Church, Bugoye, Butambala District, Uganda: below, while under construction

A mosque in Buvuma District, Uganda
201

The Kanoni Bible College, Kanoni, Gomba District, Uganda

The Orthodox Church in Bukasa, Kalangala District, Uganda
202

A community church, Chekalini, Kalungu District, Uganda

The Cathedral of St. Paul, Kampala, Kampala District, Uganda
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The Kibule Mosque, Kampala, Kampala District, Uganda

The Cathedral of St. Peter, Nsambya, Kampala District, Uganda

204

The Bah’ai Temple, Kampla, Uganda
205

The Cathedral of Our Lady of Africa, Mbuya, Kampala, Uganda: below, the interior at the high altar

206

Liberty Cathedral, Kampala, Uganda: two views

207

The Prayer Palace Ministries Center, Nakyessa, Kayunga District, Uganda

The Back to the Bible Truth Evangelistic Mission Church, Kikooba, Kiboga District, Uganda
208

The Back to the Bible Truth Evangelistic Mission Church, Kyankwanzi, Kayankwanzi District, Uganda

A church in Buzzibwera, Luweero District, Uganda

209

The Cathedral of St. M ark, Luweero, Luweero District, Uganda: two views
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The Cathedral of Our Lady of Fatima, Queen of Peace, Kasana, Luweero District, Uganda

The church in Kakute, Luweero District, Uganda
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Caption: “Orphans and vulnerable children supported to access education in Masaka- Lwengo (at Kaboyo
Church of Uganda Primay School)” [Lwengo District, Uganda]. A picture of the new school is below,
captioned: “Kasambya Lwengo Uganda Schoolhouse”, which was being built even as the photograph above
was being taken.
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Caption: “Kansagama Church of Uganda Arch-Deaconry has apportioned 10 acres of its land to Lyantonde
district local government to build a seed secondary school, Ven[erable] Rev[erend] Nathan Nkirirwa
Magezi, confirmed in a consultative meeting at Kansagama Secondary School recently.”

The Villa Maria Church, Masaka, Masaka District, Uganda
213

A mosque in Masaka, Masaka District, Uganda

The Church of St. Matia Mulumba, Butega, Mityana District, Uganda
214

The Cathedral of St. John Kasaka, Mpigi District, Uganda

The mosque in Mubende, Mubende District, Uganda
215

The Church of Glory, Mukono, Mukono District, Uganda

The Cathedral of St. Philip and St. Andrew, Mukono, Mukono District, Uganda
216

Caption: “‘Prophet’ James Wazemba addresses mourners during the burial of ‘Prophet’ Wilson Bushara of
the World Message Last Warning Church, in Nakaseke District on Monday. ““The prophet is gone but we
expect a miraculous rise from the grave because he is not dead,” ‘Prophet’ Wazemba said. He added: “We
have faced persecution for the last 18 years but we were able to withstand the harsh environment. The
persecution is a lesson to those who tried to destroy us that we are still around and will come out more
powerful than we have been.” He said before the end of the year [2014], the West and Arab World would
come to Nakaseke “to witness the works of God in this place.”

The Church of the Sacred Heart, Nakasongola, Nakawongola District, Uganda
217

The Kalisizo Full Gospel Church, Rakai District, Uganda

The Mityana Pentacostal Church (under construction) at Ssembabule, Ssembabule District, Uganda
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The Uganda Martyrs Shrine, Namugongo, Wakiso District, Uganda

The Church of the Sacred Heart, Entebbe, Wakiso District, Uganda
219

The Church of St. John, Entebbe, Wakiso District, Uganda
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The Kanika me Cemec (Church of Uganda), Abim, Abim District, Ugagnda

A church in Nyumanzi, Adjumani District, Uganda
221

A church in Pakelle, Adjumani District, Uganda

A church in Kalongo, Agago District, Uganda

222

A church in Odeka Village, Alebtong District, Uganda

The Church of the Holy Trinity, Buruburu, Amolatar Distrtict, Uganda

223

The Church of St. John, Amudat, Amudat District, Uganda

The Church of the Immaculate Heart of Mary, Pabbo, Amuru District, Uganda

224

The Church of St. Augustine, Aduku, Apac District, Uganda

The Church of St. James, Parabongo, Arua District, Uganda
225

The Cathedral of the Sacred Heart of Jesus, Arua District, Uganda

The Church of St. Philip, Arua District, Uganda
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Caption: “President Museveni officiated Women's day Celebrations at Dokolo”

The Cathedral of St. Joseph, Gulu, Gulu District, Uganda

227

A church in Lacor, Gulu District, Uganda

The Cathedral of St.Philip, Gulu District, Uganda
228

The sanctuary of a Pentacostal church in Karamoja, Kaabong District, Uganda, apparently during service.
The Caption reads: “Have you ever seen a Penguin in the sea?!”

The Central Mosque, Kitgum, Kitgum District, Uganda
229

The Catholic Church in Kitgum, Kitgum District, Uganda

A church near Kitgum, Kitgum District, Uganda
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A church in Koboko, Koboko District, Uganda

The Presbyterian Church, Kole, Kole District, Uganda
231

The Cathedral of the Good Shepherd, Kotido, Kotido District, Uganda

Caption: “Refugees from South Sudan at Lamwo settlement in Northern Uganda welcome South Sudanese
Church Leaders

232

The Cathedral of the Holy Martyrs’ of Uganda, Lira, Lira District, Uganda

“Residents of Kokolo village, Maracha district, welcome the Topowa caravan,” a drive by the Citizens
Coalition for Electoral Democracy in Uganda, “sensitizing Ugandans about their rights to vote.
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Caption: “the church in Moroto,” Moroto District, Uganda

A mosque in Moyo District, Uganda

234

A housing projct, Karamojo, Nakapiripirit District, Uganda

“Napak in Northern Uganda is statistically the region where 70% of street children across Uganda are
coming from. Several circumstances contributed to Napak becoming a troubled region. The main reason of
migration to the city was the insecurity in the region. Men in large numbers left, leaving women and
children behind alone. They became victims of theft of livestock and household goods, resulting in the next
wave of migration of desperate women and children from the area towards the capital. They simply looked
for a solution in order to survive this distressing situation. The extremely hot and dry climate of the north
also contributed to their poverty.”
These children were placed with others “in our Masulita rehabilitation home which is located in WakisoKampala.”
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The Chapel of Jesus Christ, Biku Hill, Nebbi District, Uganda

The church in Nwoya, Nwoya District, Uganda
236

A mature shea atree in Otuke, Otuke District, Uganda, the source of an ingredient in feminine hygine
products produced by Bread for Life International, a missionary organization whose income, to quote their
adveretising, “provides food, water, shelter, clothes and education for helpless children - all in the saving
name of JESUS!”

Caption: “Part of the congregation at the launch of the Community Radio- Station in Oyam,” [Oyam
District, Uganda]
237

The Wypolo Church, Paimol, Pader District, Uganda

The Basilica of the Blessed Virgin Mary, Yumbe District, Uganda
238

People carrying water containers, part of the clean water project “Water for Uganda” financed for
Ulamkule Village (population 600; average life expectancy: 40 years), Zombo District, Uganda, which also
included a clean water well, modern latrines, and education programs in equipment maintenance and
hyugine, all of which which originated through St. Thomas Roman Catholic Church, Brigantine, New
Jersey.
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The Church of St. John (under construction), Amuira, Amuira District, Uganda

The community church, Kakori, Bukedea District, Uganda, in need of roofing (which was provided by the
district Lion’s Club)
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The church in Katira Village, Budaka District, Uganda: two views

241

A meeting of village pastors in Bukikha Village, Bududa District, Uganda, March, 2017.

Caption: “New Church in Bwanyanga, Bududa District” [Uganda]

242

A church in Bugiri, Buigiri District, Uganda

The Bukwa Presbyterian Church, Bukwa District, Uganda, Sunday morning worship service: two views
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Caption: “Elder Alex Musobo & Deacon Fred Chelimo Leading Sunday Service at Bukwa”

The Church of Christ, Bulambuli, Bulambuli District, Uganda
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The Calvary Baptist Church, Busia, Busia District, Uganda

A mosque in Busia, Busia District, Uganda
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Caption: “IBTM [International Bible Teaching Ministries] assisted the brethren in building this new
church building at the East Africa School of Biblical Studies in Busia, [Busia District,] Uganda.”

The Church of the Searchlight of God, Butaleja, Butaleja District, Uganda. The Caption reads: “The CMM
Butelaja Outreach Team and supporting people from Searchlight of God and other local churches.”
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Caption: “A gathering near a home of the Wesunire Church” [Buyende District, Uganda]

The Church of All Saints, Iganga, Iganga District, Uganda
247

The Church of St. Paul, Jinjua, Jinja District, Uganda

The Church of St. John (under construction), Jinja, Jinja District, Uganda
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The Kamuda Community Church, Kaberamaido District, Uganda

A church in Kaliro, Kaliro District, Uganda: two views
249

The Church of St. Paul, Kamuli, Kamuli District, Uganda
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A church in Kapchorwa, Kapchorwa District, Uganda

A church in Katakwi, Katakwi District, Uganda: two views
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The Church of the Holy Apostles, Kibuku, Kibuku District, Uganda
252

A church in Kumi, Kumi District, Uganda

Caption: “Ngenge Church” [Kween District, Uganda]
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A church in Budhuba, Luuka District, Uganda

A church in Bulanga, Luuka District, Uganda
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A church in Bugadi, Mayuge District, Uganda

A church in Bubutu, Manafwa District, Uganda
255

The First Baptist Church, Mbale, Mbale District, Uganda

A Hindu Temple, Mbale, Mbale District, Uganda

256

The Cathedral at Mbale, Mbale District, Uganda

The Church of Jesus Christ of the Latter-Day Saints, Mbale, Mbale District, Uganda
257

A church in Namayingo District, Uganda

The Church of Jesus Christ, Namutumba District, Uganda

258

The Bushfire Community Church, Bubutya Village, Namutumjba District, Uganda (elsewhere credited to
Iganga District)

The Church of St. Joseph, Ngora District, Uganda
259

The Abila Catholic Church, Abila, Pallisa District, Uganda

A church of the Pentacostal Assembly of God, “in the Serere area”, Serere District, Uganda
260

A mosque in Buteza, Sironko District, Uganda

The Soroti Baptist Church, Soroti District, Uganda
261

The Cathedral of the Uganda Martyrs, Nyangule, Tororo District, Uganda
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The International Youth Church, Kibimba, Buhweju District, Uganda

A church in Buliisa, Buliisa District, Uganda
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The Bundimulinga Presbyterian Church, Bundibugyo District, Uganda

A church in Nyamyaga, Bushenyi District, Uganda
264

The Cathedral of St. John, Hoima, Hoima District, Uganda

A church in Ibanda, Ibanda District, Uganda
265

A church (under construction) in Juru, Isingiro District, Uganda

The Cathedral of Our Lady of the Good Shepherd, Rushoroza, Kabale District, Uganda
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A church in Fort Portal, Kabarole District, Uganda

Two mosques in Fort Portal, Kabarole District, Uganda
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The Church of St. Luke, Kagadi, Kagadi District, Uganda

268

The Church in Kakumiro, Kakumiro District, Uganda

A church in Ishongoro, Kamwenge District, Uganda
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The interior of the Cathedral of St. Peter, Nyakatari, Kanungu District, Uganda

The Church of St. Peter, Kashenyi, Kasese District, Uganda
270

The church in Mwitanzige, Kibaale District, Uganda

The Naybushozi Crossfire Church, Nyabushozi Village, Kiruhura District, Uganda
271

“This is a new church at the Kiryandongo Camp [at Bweyale, Kiryandongo District, Uganda] where we
visted in April as well. These folks had been meeting under a tree. They will also finish the walls with mud
to complete the building.”

A church in Kisoro, Kisoro District, Uganda
272

Caption: “The God Is Good Pentacostal Church, [Kayrokarungi,] Kyegegwa District, [Uganda,] “which
was set ablaze by gunmen on Thursday night.” [An accompanying detailed note continues:] “[They]
beheaded a worshipper and placed his head on the church’s altar before retreating to a mosque. … The
deceased, Beata Mukachaka, 18, is said to have preaching in the church at about 11pm when the attackers,
armed with machetes, surrounded the church, entered and cut off his head and placed it on the altar. They
also set the church ablaze.
A police officer at the rank of Assistant Inspector, Grace Mwene, was also killed in a fire exchange with the
gunmen who had retreated into a mosque after the attack.” [Another caption appertaining to the
photograph below reads:] “Church benches will be ready for the new temple being built across the

road. Kyegegwa District, Republic of Uganda.”
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Caption: “Church building Kyenjojo” [Kyenjojo District, Uganda]

The Cathedral of St. Matthew, Masindi, Masindi District, Uganda
274

The Cathedral of St. James, Mbarara Municipality, Mbarara District, Uganda: two views
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The Tower of Faith Community Church, Mbarara Municipality, Mbarara District, Uganda

The Cathedral of Our Lady of Perpetual Help, Nyamitanga, Mbarara, Mbarara District, Uganda
276

The Women’s Dignity Foundation, Mitooma, Mitooma District, Uganda

Caption: “Heavy storm hits Ntoroko [District, Uganda], destroys churches, schools”
277

Caption: “Got lost in the hills of Ntungamo [Ntungamo District, Uganda] and this church appeared”

The Conservation and Tourism Club for Children, Bunyaruguru, Rubirizi District, Uganda
278

A church in Rubabu, Rukingiri District, Uganda

A mosque in the Sheema District, Uganda
▲
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