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45.120 Excerpt from Slave Boy To Priest: “The Slave Dhow”\fn{by Petro Kilekwa (c.1865-1966)} nr. Lake
Bangweulu, Northern Province?, Zambia (M) 1½
… On third evening we saw a big dhow and that same night we all went on board and all the slaves were
placed on the lower deck. We traveled all night and in the morning we found that we were in the midst of the sea
and out of sight of land. We went on thus for many days over the sea.
At first we had food twice a day, in the morning and in the evening. The men had two platefuls and the women
two and for our relish we often had fish, for our masters the Arabs caught a large number of fish with hooks and
line.
But because the journey was so long the food began to run short and so we were hungry, and also water was
short and they began to mix it with sea water.
After a long time at sea we drew near to land and we went on shore to try to get food and water. We stayed on
shore one day and we got a little food and some water. The next day we pushed off. On the third say we heard our
masters the Arabs exclaiming:
“Land, land! Muscat.”
But we passed on without landing because the wind was high and our vessel was driven into a harbor in the
Persian Gulf.
In the morning about nine o’clock the Arabs began to order us to go down to the lower deck, and those who
were unwilling to leave the upper deck were shut in the center of the lower deck and we were told:
“Europeans are coming! They have sighted us. Their boat is a long way off. They do not want us Arabs,
certainly not, but they are after you slaves and they will eat you and they will grind your bones and make
sweetmeats of them. Europeans are much whiter than we Arabs are—hide yourselves.”
All the time the vessel kept moving. We did not stop for an instant, till we heard, “Lower the sail,” and they
began to lower it. At that time some of the Arabs grasped their swords and one man had a gun.
The European boat overtook us quickly and drew up close to our dhow. And one Arab began to dance about
with his sword in hand but the other Arabs stopped him. The Europeans demanded, “Have you any slaves on
board?” and the Arabs answered,
“No, we have not any.”
However, a European and some black men came on board and searched for us, and officers and sailors were
ready in their boat with guns and cutlasses so that if any of the Arabs made trouble they could fight with them. A
European and a black man peered down into the lower deck and saw us slaves, ever so many of us, and when we
saw the face of the European we were terrified. We were quite certain that Europeans eat people but the European
said to the black man, “Tell them not to be afraid but let them rejoice,” and the European began to smile and to
laugh. And the sailor and the black man told the other Europeans who were on the boat:
“There are slaves here, ever so many of them.”
At once the officers and sailors began to climb into our dhow with cutlasses in their hands. And the officers
said to the Arabs:
“Lay down your swords and your guns, if you offer any resistance you will all be killed.”
Thereupon they laid down their swords and they were at once put on board the European boat, and other
European sailors brought us up to the top deck. Then they got ropes and fastened our dhow to their boat and they
rowed gently along with us in our dhow till we came to a small island at evening time and they landed us there.
There was a camp on the island and some tins there, but not very many. Our masters opened them and began to
give us biscuits. When we tried to eat them, we found that they were very dry, but while we were eating them our
masters brought us fresh water to drink. Our dhow they tied up on shore with ropes. We were about two days on
the island and on the third day we saw something dazzling and white out at sea with three masts and some cross
beams, and smoke was coming out of it. We got into a panic instantly and thought our death was near and that our
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bones would be made into sweetmeats, but the sailors we were with on the island were delighted and told us not
to be afraid and they said:
“Look, that’s our flag and our home on the water; it travels up and down.”
The vessel came slowly along to the island and we saw that it was very large. That vessel was Her Majesty’s
Ship Osprey.\fn{I.e., H.M.S. Osprey, a ship of the Royal Navy.}
We were ordered at once to line up in the harbor and boats came alongside to take us on board. The women
were taken first to the ship and then we men and boys were put on deck. After that the Arabs who had been our
masters were brought on board the ship, but they were kept by themselves because they were prisoners. When we
had all got on board, we looked towards the island and we saw that our dhow was on fire, for the captain had
ordered the sailors to set it on fire.
Before the ship put off the sailors came with buckets of water for us to wash in but the water was salt. They
tried washing us with soap and rubbing us down but the soap would hardly lather. When we had washed we saw
dishes of rice and brown sugar. Some of us thought that the Europeans were trick-ing us and that they meant to
fatten us, so that they might eat us and make our bones into sweetmeats. And we thought that the brown sugar
which they gave us was made out of the bones of our fellows who had been captured before us.
That same day in the evening, or perhaps it was in the night time, after we were all on board the man-of-war,
H.M.S. Osprey sailed all night, coming from the Persian coast and making for Muscat in Arabia, and we arrived
there in the early morning. The British consul was at Muscat and he came on board the man-of-war to look at us,
and he arranged with the captain to land us on the mainland. We got into boats to go there. They led us to a big
enclosure with a high wall round it behind the house of the British consul. We never heard what had become of
the Arabs who had been our masters.
Muscat was at that time a large town belonging to the Arabs, and the Sultan lived there, and we saw a number
of Africans at work in the town and in the harbor. The British consul was in charge of the English quarter. I think
his duty was to receive and care for rescued slaves who had been freed. We liked living in the enclosure very
much indeed; we had clothes given us made of cotton and everyone’s cloth was the right size for him and the food
was good; we had dates or onions in the morning and in the daytime we had rice and in the evening rice again,
with a relish of fish or meat.
And we all danced in the evenings the dances which we used to dance in our village. We forgot all our fears
when we were slaves and expecting to be killed and eaten and to have our bones made into sugar by the
Europeans, but we felt sad about being far from our relations and our homes and we wondered what our end
would be. …
189.195 From Slavery To Freedom\fn{by Mama Meli (c.1880-

)}

Northern Province, Zambia (F) 12

When we were at Nkulumwe I was only a small girl. Whenever the elders were seated together they talked
about Ponde’s warriors. Men at the insaka\fn{The village meeting-place} and women in small groups, near their
homes, used to say,
“Friends, can we not flee and seek refuge with the white people at Kawimbe? There we can live in real safety.”
One day early in the morning people scattered, some going to get masuku in the bush because it was the period
when masuku are ripe and fall from trees. Others had simply fled. Father had accompanied Mulama to Ndaela.
My mother and I were still in bed because mother had a bad sore on her lower back.
At dawn, mother sent me to ask for water from the house of Museo, Namwezi’s grandmother. I took a cup.
When I entered the house I found it empty and in disarray. Masuku fruit was scattered about, the bed mats were
torn up and flies were buzzing all around. Then I thought to myself where would the people of this house have
gone?
I searched the place and then ran back to tell mother all I had seen. She said to me, maybe they have gone to
pick masuku. But I said it seemed strange that they would have destroyed their bed mats and scattered the masuku
they had gathered only the morning before.
Mother could not imagine where they had gone. As we were speaking, my elder brother’s wife, Mulenga, came
and beckoned to me. I went out and she whispered to me,
“Tell my mother-in-law I would like to go into the bush to pick masuku.”
Mother agreed on condition that she first drew some water from the stream for us. Mulenga refused by shaking
her shoulders and head, for it was not customary to speak to one’s mother-in-law. Mother said,
“Well, you may go, but come back early. Mwenya will fetch the water when the sun comes up.” Later I picked
up a gourd and went to Melu and said to her,
“Let us go to the stream to fetch water.”
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Because her house was nearer to the river, my friend poured the water into an nsembo\fn{Water pot} and
returned to the river without me. By the time I came out of our gateway I saw my friend returning from the river. I
told her,
“My friend, why did you leave me behind?” Without answering my question, she said,
“Hurry up, go and fetch your water, you will find me here.”
I ran quickly and drew some water. When I had partly filled my gourd, I heard shots. I lifted the gourd and ran
up the bank. I heard my friend shout,
“Mwenya, hurry up! Be quick, let’s go!”
I thought perhaps she had seen a python. I became frightened and thought it might catch me. I had gone a little
way when Melu said,
“Mwenya, hurry up! It’s an army, run lest we die.”
We fled following the little stream until we reached the place where it joins the Nkulumwe River. We went into
an abandoned village. As we were about to hide in thick elephant grass we saw three warriors running after us.
My friend said,
“Let us run.” We heard these people shout,
“Halt! Halt! Or else we will shoot you down.”
We stopped and they captured us. When they saw people fleeing from the village they stood and watched. I
thought these men were only scaring us. I did not know who they really were. Among the people fleeing the
village, because they were at a distance, I only recognized Kazata who once lived at Mpanda Lyapa, and one
woman, the wife of Nkunkulusya. This woman surrendered herself to the warriors because they had already killed
her child. When she reached them she said,
“Go ahead, kill me too! I want to follow my child.” But they only pushed her forward saying,
“Move! You dog!” They then took us to the village where my mother was detained.
When we came to where they had left my mother we found she had escaped. For this they said to themselves,
“Let her go, with such a terrible wound she cannot walk far.”
When I heard that, I realized that they were talking about mother. I became very upset and put my hand over
my mouth. We reached the gate. When I looked around I saw that the wife of my uncle Swata had been struck in
her neck and killed. Her lameness must have been the reason. That is when I fully realized that these men were
our enemies! When I looked over my shoulder I saw the severed head of uncle Kasinte, nearby. I shouted,
“Ow! That is my uncle’s head!”
*
Just then they rushed, herding us together. They were wearing quivers at sides. Some were wearing skins. They
took pots and chickens from the village as loot and tied them up with bark string. The adults among us had to
carry them. We went as far as the village where Namuzewo the wife of Kasengele lived. It was deserted. We
crossed the Sambwe stream and reached Simutowe’s village at Cimbili where Mpande, now the village headman
at Chipundu, lived.
When we reached the foot of a small hill, mothers became completely exhausted because they were carrying
very heavy loads and at the same time had babies on their backs. Our captors then separated babies from their
mothers, tied them into bundles like maize and hung them up on trees. Babies remained crying hysterically while
their mothers were led away. We then climbed another hill and came to the place chosen for our overnight rest.
Hunger said,
“I’ll be wherever you go!” Our captors wondered how to feed such a large crowd. Their leader said,
“Roast maize for them to chew.”
They roasted the maize and beans but gave us only beans. You should have heard the sounds that we made:
kukutu, kukutu, kukutu. We sounded like goats chewing maize. After we finished eating our beans, thirst also said,
“I’ll be wherever you go!” We asked for water from our captors. They said,
“Where have you seen water? You may as well drink your own urine.” We spent the night with dry throats.
Next day with the sun almost above our heads, we reached Chief Ponde’s village. That was when hunger
nearly devoured us. The only food they gave us was made of boiled leaves of beans. One night, three days later,
the older ones amongst us started to plan an escape. I started to cry and appealed,
“You are not going to leave me behind, are you?” Ntawa said,
“I will carry you on my back.”
Before cockcrow, Ntawa tied me to her back, and we slipped away. When day broke one of our captors found
the house empty. He shouted,
“The people have escaped!” They followed our trail and no sooner had we reached the thick bush than they
caught up with us and threatened,
4

“If you try to run we will shoot you!”
We stopped still with nothing to say. Ntawa put me down. At this point they put all the older ones in yokes,
with the exception of Zongoli and me, because we were young. They took us back to the village.
*
Two days later we were taken from the house where we had been held and put in a big house which had no
verandah. It was very dirty, untidy and infested with bugs. It was horrible! All those confined in yokes were
forced to sleep with them attached to their necks. Since two persons were held by a single yoke it was very hard
for them to turn at night. Whenever one needed to go outside, the other had to go as well, even if he did not want
to.
During the next two days the adults planned another escape, and we children wanted to go with them. They
disapproved saying that it was our presence that had caused them to be recaptured. When we heard them say this
we cried uncontrollably. I begged Ntawa,
“My older sister, are you going to leave me behind?” She sadly told me,
“Yes, I wouldn’t have the energy to carry you and the grass is very tall.”
My friend Zongoli was slightly bigger, but she was ill and could not travel with them. They then realized how
difficult it was to move with yokes around their necks, and began to ask each other what to do. Ntawa said,
“It is not difficult, I will show you what to do.”
Just as the cock crowed, they left. Ntawa helped them put the poles of the yokes on their shoulders and they
formed a single line. (With Ntawa carrying the yoke of the last person, they left, walking on their toes like thieves
fearing detection in the night.) When we tried to follow, they chased us back and we went into the house sobbing
helplessly.
Three of us were left behind: Zongoli, Ntawa, and me. At daybreak, our captors came and asked us where our
people were. We simply told them,
“They have left.” The command was given to go after them. The Chief said,
“If you find them, kill them all!”
The men picked up their spears, bows and arrows and started to run. As they were leaving, they talked among
themselves about the possible places where our people might be found. But in the evening they returned emptyhanded.
Early the next day they divided us up among their people. We were absolutely famished. Unable to withstand
the hunger, Zongoli picked up someone’s excrement to eat. From that point on, I do not know what became of
Zongoli.
*
When katila\fn{A type of early millet} ripened, the man looking after me, with his wife, three children and myself
as the sixth person, moved to the gardens where we lived in huts. My job was to frighten away monkeys. During
that time of year it rained continuously. One day one of the children gave me the task of drying katila near the
fireplace. Because of the severe cold brought on by the constant rain, I put more wood on the fire to warm myself
The hut was small and it suddenly caught fire. I shouted,
“Help! The hut is on fire!”
The woman and the husband were furious and they scolded me very strongly. The husband, mad with rage,
seized me and almost threw me into the fire. But, thank God, the woman objected strongly saying,
“Do not bring evil upon us. Don’t you know that this person belongs to a Chief’s family?” The man said,
“You have been saved. But from now on you will eat only wild things you find for yourself”
Soon after that, I became very sick. When I became worse they took me and threw me into a pit, leaving me to
die. After I had been there for two days a little boy brought me bits of pumpkin to eat. When I recovered they
came and took me out of the pit.
After reaping the millet, the villagers started harvesting peanuts. I was left home to fetch water because I was
not strong enough to go to the distant gardens. Every day I went to the stream, I saw a leopard, although I did not
know what it was. I thought it was just an ordinary animal. I admired it and said to myself,
“What a beautiful animal, if only one could get the skin for wearing.”
Then one day the woman who looked after me went to the stream with a small dog which the leopard caught.
When the dog yelped, the people went and chased the leopard away. That is when I told the elders,
“I always find an animal at this same place and it has very beautiful spots.” They said,
“You are lucky to be alive, you could have been attacked.” We finally stored all the harvest and went back to
the village.
*
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One day there came a large crowd of people from Chona Maluti’s place. This Chona Maluti was a Lungwana
\fn{A Swahili trader} settled in Bembaland. He used to kill elephants and buy slaves. People called him Chona Maluti\fn{Spender of Gunpowder} because he used a gun which made an exploding sound whenever he shot elephants.
He sent his people to look for slaves. When they came to where we were they inquired in the village if there
were any slaves for sale. My keeper told them,
“I have a small slave girl, if you like her, you may buy her.”
I was kept totally in the dark about this. Only later did I see them bring mpande\fn{Conus shells} in a basket.
Although I am uncertain how many mpande there were, there were not more than four. They bought many other
slaves and early the next morning they took us to Chona Maluti. It was during the dry season, soon after the grass
had been burnt.
One day Chona Maluti and his people went out hunting and found and shot an elephant. But the elephant
seized Chona, threw him down and trampled him to death. His men fled for their lives and then ran to tell the
villagers. The people went to retrieve the body. The elephant, when trampling over him, had torn off one of his
arms; it was found a little way from the rest of the body.
After a few days some people came and reported the death of my father. I cried very much but those who
owned me stopped me, saying,
“Did you think he was still your father?”
At the end of the dry season, they took us to the Lungwanas\fn{Swahili settlements} in Chief Nkula’s area. We
stayed for the whole rainy season. The Lungwanas pierced my nose and renamed me “Naumesyatu.”
During the rainy season I became very sickly and skinny. My owners complained,
“She has cost us money for nothing. This little person will not benefit us at all.”
That same rainy season the Yeke (Nyamwezi) came with ivory looking for slaves to buy. One of them bought
me. After buying me he cut a piece of cloth for me to wear, because when he bought me, I was clothed only in a
small mwele \fn{A strip of cloth suspended from a string tied around the waist, covering one’s private parts }.
This man showed some kindness; he fed me well. I noticed an improvement in my health as I put on weight.
Mulama, my cousin, was also in this village. When he recognized me he told me,
“One day I shall escape with you and take you back home.”
Upon hearing this I was overwhelmed with joy. Each time we went to fetch firewood from the forest I would
ask him,
“When, if ever, shall we escape?” He would say in answer,
“Patience! We will have to wait for the end of the rainy season. At the moment rivers are very full and we
could drown.”
Yet whenever he found any food he shared it with me. Those were days of hunger.
Before we could make an escape my owners took me away into unfamiliar country, eastward, until we
eventually reached a very big river. I thought that it was the Luangwa River because the people we found there
spoke a strange language that I did not understand. Also the people used the word akencembele as a word for
maize, rather than the word cisaka as it is in my language. They were cultivating nkona\fn{Sorghum}. At harvest
time we went back to the village in Nkula’s country. The white men had about then established a Boma\fn{ Government post} at Kawa (Fife).
*
Upon our return at harvest time, we heard of the order issued by the whites that there must be no more buying
of slaves. But even then some people called Nyanyembe (Nyamwezi), from Tabora, had come from their home
and resolved,
“Whatever the problems, we shall find our way unnoticed past the white man until we reach Bembaland to buy
slaves.”
These Nyanyembe were accompanied by two Arabs and had a little boy called Nasolo with them. One of the
Arabs had along a pregnant wife. They went to the Chief Chitimbwa’s area and bought some slaves, and
eventually came to Chief Nkula’s where we were. Chief Nkula himself took his own child and sold it instead of a
slave. We too were sold, for cloth. Because I had been ill for some time, they were pleased to get rid of me,
saying,
“Let her go and die elsewhere.”
After being bought I was given a new piece of cloth to cover myself and they gave me a new name, Mauwa,
and I was never again called Naumesyatu.
After the sale, we spent the night in their grass shelters. Early the next day, just as the sun was about to rise, we
left and walked until it was time to sleep. On the third day one Arab killed a buffalo. We spent a day there (to cut
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up and dry the meat or to skin and stretch the hide). That day, a man whose child they had bought when they left
Nkula told the Arabs,
“I will show you the safe way to go because the white people have forbidden the buying of slaves. Otherwise
you may pass near them and be caught.” This man then went on to say,
“Remain here drying meat. Let me go and spy because we are about to reach the white men’s place.”
He got up and went to the white people at Ikomba and informed them that the Arabs had come with slaves
bought in Bemba and Lungu country. Upon hearing this, the white men were pleased and sent word to Kawa
where the white commander of the askaris\fn{Soldiers}, Mr. Bell, lived. Our guide, the brave man, said,
“I shall come with the caravan. You make your preparations.” As we relaxed in the evening we saw him come
back and start to lie to the Arabs about what he had seen. He lied,
“I have spotted a very safe path which we shall use.”
Meanwhile Mr. Bell with his askaris approached Ikomba and his fellow whites told him everything the man
had said. Mr. Bell was very delighted and the askaris began to take their positions.
We left and went past the road from Ikomba to Ikawa This same man told the Arabs,
“This is the road from Ikomba. Now that we have gone past this road we are out of danger. We are heading for
Mwenzo.”
When the whites realized we were near, they went to Chitete ahead of us to lay a trap. When the evening came
this man said,
“Let me go and scout the way again.”
He went and found the whites and the askaris had reached Chitete. The man came back late in the evening. We
left. We reached the village and the Arabs decided that we would pitch camp outside the village because it was
crowded with people. One of the Arabs went to the village gate, but no one told him his enemies were inside. The
villagers came to see us, and even asked the Arabs if they were willing to buy slaves. The Arabs agreed, not
knowing that they were being deceived.
On that journey we had been divided into six groups. My group was in the lead. We crossed a stream called
Chitete and heard the signal to make camp. We started to prepare shelters. We, the younger ones, carried branches
of trees cut by the elders. Our shelter was near an anthill. The Arabs had donkeys which brayed every night, but
not this particular one.
Early the next morning, the horn sounded, telling us to tie up our bundles. The second horn was sounded,
signifying departure time. One Arab took a child from its mother, telling her to dress so that we could leave. After
a short while we heard gun shots. Everybody was scared and jumped and scattered into the bush. What confusion!
The Arab holding the child had nowhere to put it and he kept jumping to and fro with it. I went to the ant-hill
where I found a little boy hidden. He said,
“Hide your head in the elephant grass. Get down. Don’t let them see us.” As I was stopping, another child
joined us.
Then gunfire shattered the silence. The shooting was continuous. Armed men were running towards the ant-hill
where we were. We thought perhaps they had spotted us. We were already running when we saw that the child had
been shot in one leg and was crying out in pain. A woman too had been shot in the back. She asked for help. In
response I showed her my leg where nkololwe\fn{A thorny plant} had scratched me and blood was oozing. I lied and
answered,
“Look, I have also been shot.”
Then I ran away to an ant-hill with the two little boys following me. The gunfire ceased and all was quiet. We
whispered to each other saying,
“Perhaps they have now gone.”
There were a few more shots. When one of the boys climbed to the top of an ant-hill to spy he saw no one.
Then everything became silent.
Because we had been running to and fro, we lost our sense of direction. When we asked one another where we
had come from, one of us suggested that we should surrender ourselves to the people firing guns because
otherwise we would be lost. I did not know where the Arabs and the rest of the people had gone. When the sun
was over our heads, we began to feel very hungry. We forgot all about the soldiers and were concerned only about
what we might eat. When we looked about, we saw only trees and because we were all children, we invoked our
fathers,
“What shall we do?” We asked each other,
“Have you been shot?” The other boy said,
“No.” I said,
“I was only scratched by a thorn.” One of my companions said,
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“When I was coming here I found they had killed an Arab’s wife.” At that point, I told my friends
“Let us find a place to go, or are we going to spend the night here?”
We then left the ant-hill, moving furtively. After a short while we then heard the drums summoning the soldiers
back to their camp. The sound of drums came from where we had camped. We followed the sound which stopped
after a short time. We found a small path and hoped it would lead us to the place. It only led us into gardens. Since
we were so hungry we plucked and ate the millet like goats. We went on into a field of sorghum and ate that too.
One boy noticed peanuts and called us to that place. We ran there and began eating. Thirst also overcame us.
When we were full we followed a path and after going a little distance found soldiers’ tracks and then a village
where people were sitting on an ant-hill. They saw us and said,
“Look, there are some children coming.”
When we got near we realized that they were in fact the people on the white man’s side. An order had been
made forbidding any person to leave the village: that is why they were standing, keeping watch on the ant-hills.
They came and led us to where the whites were.
*
Thereafter, they took us into the village. I noticed that the donkey used by the Arabs was tied to a stake: its
foreleg was broken. They gave us food. Early next day they took us to Ikomba. All of us who had been caught
were sent to Kawa and on the way we met an askari who was coming from there. He had been sent to announce
that we were free again, and all those who knew where they came from were free to return to their homes.
Everyone who knew, went, but we went on to Ikomba, where I saw people from Chitimbwa. These were the
people the whites said we should live with.
After some days a letter came from Kawimbe inquiring about the girls who had been rescued from the Arabs.
The white man at Ikomba told the Chitimbwa people,
“Take these girls with you and leave them at Kawimbe because they are small children and cannot go alone.”
The girls with me were Maci (Maggie) the daughter of Musindo, Zini (Jean), the wife of Malombola and
others whose names I cannot remember. We spent four days on the way and on the fifth we reached Lombe,
Nzika’s village. Nzika was the younger brother of Chief Fwambo. Chief Fwambo was building a village at
Mulanda in 1899. Early the next day we reached Kawimbe and found people roofing the church.
As we arrived, we saw Mama Purvis sitting, sewing something. She was reclining with her legs crossed. We
went up to her, greeted her and sat nearby. She asked,
“Have you come from Bwana Bell?” We said we had. She said,
“That is fine, we are very happy that you have arrived safely.” As she talked to us I noticed that she had no
toes. I drew Maci’s attention and said,
“Oh look, she has no toes! Her foot is all smooth and round.” My friend said,
“Yes! Even those who sent us here had similar feet.”
Shortly after the husband came and greeted us: he too had no toes! We then wondered how these people were
made. Of course we realized later that they wore shoes. After a short while they took us to a house. They put my
friends in one room, and I was put among the boys. The next morning they named me Jim. Later I told them that I
was not a boy and they exclaimed,
“Oh, all along we did not know that you were a girl!”
They decided to rename me Mary (Meli) and put me with my girlfriends. The people I stayed with were Maci
from Yendwe, Nele, Kasulambeka’s daughter, Mutawa and the wife of Mulanda. All together there were seven of
us, although I have forgotten some names.
*
We settled at Kawimbe where people had built their houses surrounding the white men. The whites’ village
was fenced. One day I happened to stroll with my friends around the village. When I looked around, I saw my
uncle Kapempe and the sister-in-law of Museo who was the grandmother of David Namwezi, and many other
relatives of mine. When I first saw them, I thought that they were other people whom I had just mistaken for my
relatives because our home was far away and there was no reason for them to come here. One day I went out and
as I was leaving the white man’s gate, I met Chinyanje. She looked at me closely and asked,
“Young girl, who are you?” I answered,
“I am Mwenya.” She then replied,
“Mwenya the daughter of Mumemba?” I agreed. She left, apparently satisfied with her inquiry and told Uncle
Kapempe,
“Do you know, I have seen Mwenya.” My uncle replied,
“Where have you seen her? The child was lost a long time ago! Is she likely to reappear now? No, you have
only seen some other person who resembles her.” But she insisted,
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“No! It must be she. I have even asked for her name and she told me she was Mwenya the daughter of
Mumembe. She passes near here every day.”
Then one day they came to the gate and saw me walking. Chinyanje said to my uncle,
“Here she comes!”
When I arrived where they were, they embraced me and began to cry. My uncle also cried and before long we
were all crying. The next morning they sent word to Chief Changala in Bembaland. They sent for my elder sister,
the mother of Mulenga Chisani, to come and identify me conclusively. When she came my uncle fetched me.
When Mulenga’s mother saw me she said,
“Yes, she is definitely the one.”
She then asked me about how I had been captured, sold, moved about, and suffered. I told her everything. She
was very amazed but at the same time rejoiced at seeing me. For the two days she spent with me, we sat looking
at each other. The following day she went back to Bembaland. When she got there all my relatives heard that I
was alive and Chief Changala was told the story. The Chief then sent three of my elder brothers, Mupemba, Ntindi
Lubanda, and Chiluwa Mulendo, to verify the story. He told them that, if they found that it was truly I, they
should tell the white men to allow me to return with them to Bembaland. Indeed they found I was the one. They
asked the white men for permission from them to take me. The whites said,
“This person was brought to us. We therefore cannot let you take her. If you really recognize her as one of your
family, go and tell Chief Changala himself to come and bring a cow with him to redeem her.”
My brothers were very sad to hear that they refused to let me go. They then went back and told Chief Changala
who said,
“Oh dear, what a difficult condition. Where shall we find a cow? In Bembaland too the situation is the same.
There are no cows!”
After a long time the Chief sent my brothers to the white men with the message that as he had no cow with
which to redeem the child, would they not just let the girl go without seeking payment? The Chief had continued,
“Other people are identifying and freely taking their relatives, why shouldn’t I?” The whites said,
“True enough you have identified your relative, but you may not take her now because she is very hardworking in the house and at school. Perhaps the best you can do is to come and visit her here occasionally and
when she marries she will then come to your home with her husband.” They agreed. One of them decided to
remain at Kawimbe saying,
“I will stay and keep an eye on this child.” He stayed a year but because he was used to citemene as opposed to
digging the soil, he gave up and went back to Bembaland. Despite his absence Kawimbe village was still crowded
with my relatives.
*
When my brother returned to Bembaland, I remained with the whites, doing domestic work and learning in
school. In 1900 Bwana Purvis went to Mbereshi, leaving me in the care of Mama May. He went to Mbereshi with
a young carpenter called Jones Changolo, the son of Mutota Simusokwe. In 1901 he sent word to Bwana Govan
Robertson to say that he intended to become engaged to me and sent a nsalamu\fn{Token payment to indicate interest in
marrying a girl}.
Bwana Robertson called the elders and asked them how engagement ceremonies are conducted under
Mambwe custom. The elders then told him how it was done. They then asked him,
“Who is the young man who wants to become engaged to Meli?” He replied,
“It is Jones Changolo.” They answered,
“Oh, is that so? We know him well. He is the nephew of Chileya Sichikandawa.” The whites said,
“Well, we shall hear what his uncle has to say because the girl has already agreed.” They then called and asked
him. He refused and said,
“I cannot agree because the girl is lazy and does not even know how to cook and prepare nsima\fn{Stiff
porridge}.”
The white man informed Jones that I had agreed but that his uncle Chileya had refused, saying the girl was
lazy and did not know how to cook relish or prepare nsima. Upon hearing this Jones was very upset and sent word
that he would marry the girl even if she did not know how to cook. She would learn when she grew older. He
further said,
“I do not like small women. I want one with a big body.”
The white men sent for the elders a second time and informed them that the young man still wanted to become
engaged to the same plump girl. The elders agreed. The white men then asked,
“What do you pay in order to seal an engagement, nsambo\fn{Bracelets} or beads?” They answered,
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“If the girl agrees and the father has given his blessing, one also pays icumalui\fn{A token payment to request
admission to the girl’s home, literally meaning a knocking fee }, a hoe striped with lines drawn out of white lime. After all
these tokens are accepted the boy makes nsambo\fn{Bangles} for the girl to wear on her legs. Finally, a bridewealth of ten sheep\fn{An installment} is paid.”
The whites, upon hearing all this, sent word to Jones saying that the girl had agreed and the elders had
explained the traditional things to be carried out and the dowry that he would deliver. He should therefore come
back in the month that the rain finishes. When he came, Chileya discouraged him and said,
“The girl you want is not a good one. Many people do not like her because she is hopelessly lazy. She does not
know how to prepare nsima, she is a useless woman. We want you to become engaged to Nele who is hardworking.”
But Jones Changolo, whose other name was Silanda, refused. The elders also discouraged him and said,
“If you want a girl that is big in size you can choose Mpatame.”
Nevertheless, he objected strongly. They then said,
“Well, you go ahead and marry her on your own but we do not like her.” He replied,
“Yes, that is all right, she is the one I want.”
These words were exchanged in the evening of the day he arrived from Mbereshi. His father, Mufota, did not
know anything about all this. That same evening the whites, having heard that Jones had come, summoned
Chileya and his relatives and asked them,
“The young man has come. What is your stand? We want to hear from you in his presence.” Silanda told the
boy they sent,
“Go and tell the whites that I shall come early tomorrow.” The whites came and told me,
“Your fiance will come early tomorrow, so wash your body well and dress properly.”
As I was dressing, Mama May came to see how I was doing and she gave me some oil to rub on my body.
After a short while we saw the young man had arrived holding a lovely walking stick in his hand. He was very
handsome. He waited outside. As she turned her head, Mama May saw him standing there. She ran to me and
said,
“Meli, hurry up! Your fiance is here.”
I went and greeted him and all my friends too greeted him. They whispered to each other saying,
“What a tall handsome man, so dark—as dark as lufungo \fn{A dark plum-like wild fruit}.”
Mama May led us into the house and called Robertson. They asked the young man if his intention to marry me
was serious. He said,
“Yes.” He went home.
The next day they came with icumalui and the ten sheep. He spent only two weeks at home and then went back
to his job.
*
In the year 1902 the whites sent word to my man asking him to come back to wed me. Mama May particularly
told him,
“It would be a good idea for you to return and have the wedding, for I am going back to England. I want to
marry off my ‘daughter’ before I leave.”
Silanda, not one to refuse, came at harvest time and the preparations got under way. Mama May told my Uncle
Kapempe and my father-in-law Chileya,
“I do not want this wedding to be organized by you. I shall do everything and I will not do it in a European
way. I shall not even insist on going to church at all. I want to learn the Mambwe customs. I shall do everything
properly; I shall buy the oil, perfume, and flour to anoint her during the wedding.”
She did everything and bought all the things required for any wedding. She even bought a black cloth.
“But,” she said, “I will not brew beer.”
The wedding day came. Mama May invited many people, men and women, my relatives and my bridegroom’s
relatives. All came on the arranged day in the late afternoon when it was cooler. The women went into Robertson’s room and began to dance to the nsimba\fn{Finger piano}, while also playing vingwengwe\fn{Clay pots rubbed
upside down against another object to produce a rhythmic sound }. They ululated\fn{Made a high trilling sound}. Yes, there was
great rejoicing.
I was hidden away in a dark corner and covered with cloth. After some time the women told Mama May, the
bride’s ‘mother,’ “Mother of the girl, why don’t you come and take up the nsimba and let it be heard?” but she
replied,
“Fellow women, you must show me how.”
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They forced her and she joined in the dance. When the people saw how she danced they went wild dancing.
She got them to stop ululating and it became quieter. They danced on. The house was filled with excitement.
The bridegroom’s party was sitting outside. He was ushered there. In his left hand, he held a bow, arrow, and a
spear and in his right hand, the tail of a Zebra. A lot of youths had come and many people were beating drums and
dancing kaonje. Men would form a line on one side and women another line on the opposite side and then choose
partners. They danced kaonje for only a short time and began to sing around the bridegroom. He raised the tail in
his right hand and then lifted the left hand holding the bow and spear and then spread out both his hands to either
side. Nearby a girl was carrying water in a clay pot resting inside a civo\fn{A basket}. The bridegroom dipped the
tail in the water and then splashed it over people. The girls ululated. The youths then encircled the bridegroom
and his best man, singing:
Siwinga Mwanche
wazana twakwima inkolongo
tusiule cisiu ciondo
tusiule cisiu ciondo

They continued dancing. The bridegroom and his best man out-danced everyone. The girl carrying water put
some of the water into her mouth and sprayed it on to the face of the bridegroom and the best man in order to
make the oil in their skin shine.
When the bridegroom danced outside, I was inside being anointed with oils, perfumes, and talc. As they
anointed me they also sang many wedding songs. One went:
Chilende ndulole . . .
Vino akauzo kaya onga!

After they had finished anointing me, the best man took usule \fn{Small objects equivalent to confetti placed on the
and patted the bridegroom on the face with it. Then they gave me luwazi \fn{A cooking spoon}. I took it
and shyly bent my head. They then led me out of the house and sat me at the entrance. The bridegroom moved
forward and lightly touched my head with it, the bow. People then shouted with joy; I was lifted shoulder high
and taken to the gate near where Kawimbe school now stands. While returning from the gate I held hands with the
bridegroom and walked ceremoniously in short slow strides. During the procession, the bridegroom was brushing
my bent head with the Zebra tail, wiping off the nkula and usule as we walked. He dipped the tail into water and
then brushed it over my hair, as if to clean my head. When we reached the house we stopped and I quickly went
into the house. The bridegroom remained standing outside and they began to give him words of advice. After they
had all spoken, Mama May, as the bride’s ‘mother’ came and took the bow, the arrow, and the fez hat from the
bridegroom, then she entered the house and placed them on a shelf. Thereafter, the bridegroom and his party came
in. When the wedding ended the whites advised my husband,
“You are now married and it is a good thing, but our ‘daughter’ will stay with us. She will be yours when the
new leaves come (September). We want you to escort Mama May to Karonga (in Malawi) because she is going to
England.” Mama May gave my husband two shillings.
During the wedding people feasted a lot because the whites had slaughtered two cows for the occasion. One
cow was for the bridegroom’s party while the other one was for the bride’s. In the evening the wedding moved
over to the bridegroom’s home.
The next evening we were seated to receive more words of advice. The whites, including the bride’s ‘mother,’
came to the village to witness the occasion. Early the next day they packed me a basket of mealie meal and I went
back home.
When I reached the entrance I stood with the basket on my head, holding a walking stick in my hand. Mama
May came out to welcome me, received the basket, and then gave me two shillings.
From this day onwards I never went back to my husband’s home. Upon noticing this my husband wondered,
“Hey, what kind of marriage is this where in the beginning they ‘confiscate’ your wife?”
The time for the journey to Karonga arrived. It was towards the end of harvest time when we traveled to
Karonga. We stayed there a whole month waiting for two white strangers, Stewart Wright and his wife. They
finally came. Mama May told them,
“Look after this girl and her husband. Do not give her to her husband until September.”
We finally went back home and I spent three weeks working for Mama Wright. Then they finally called my
husband to come and take me away.
*
bride’s head}
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My father-in-law, Mutota, did not know about the wedding. Apparently he did not even know that I was
engaged because most of the time my husband stayed with Sichikandawa, who wanted to totally isolate my
husband from his other relatives. Thus all along, when the negotiations were going on, no one bothered to inform
his father. When Mutota heard that his son was married he became furious and said,
“Just how can the Sichikandawa clan marry off my son without letting me, his father, know so that I could
contribute a cow? They did not even tell me about the engagement negotiations. All right, I shall also conduct a
wedding, I, Simukowe from Misansansa, Kwakwe Kungwi Muntapona”\fn{A saying in self praise}.
Mutota began to prepare the wedding. He soaked a large quantity of millet and made plenty of beer. Then they
came to take me for the second time. My father-in-law was at this time still at Yanda. When he reached the gate
they gave me a billy goat as a token of welcome.
I was seated in the house. They gave me a piece of red cloth. After anointing me, they gave me six
mambo\fn{Bracelets}. The person who anointed me was my husband’s stepmother, for his real mother was dead.
They allowed his stepmother to anoint me because she was born into their family.
The next morning, my sister-in-law Namukale brought me a small hoe from Lunda. It was very well decorated
and beautiful. When presenting me with her gift, she advised,
“My sister-in-law, look at me. In my family we are not many—we are only three, with the youngest one seated
over there. Even though they are present at your wedding, we do not acknowledge the others.”
She then handed me a tray full of millet with some bracelets on top, ceremoniously inviting me to grind the
millet. When I saw the millet I said to myself,
“Oh, dear me, how shall I grind all this millet, a thing I have never done before in my life! … As if back home
at Kawimbe we grind millet.”
I took the bracelets and gave them to Nyina Kangwa, asking her to grind the millet. When the wedding came to
an end we went back to Kawimbe, where we found that a house had been built for us near the white people.
On moving into that house the whites gave us many household articles. Mama May and Mr. Purvis had already
packed the things that were to be given to me. Dr. Morris gave us a lot of paper, other writing materials, and
medicines. The whites with whom we came from Karonga gave us some plates and cups. Mr. Ndelempa (Draper)
said,
“For my part, I am not giving you anything today, but I will help you with anything you may need from time to
time because Silanda has worked with us for a long time.”
One day all the whites gathered to discuss the distribution of bride-wealth my husband had paid to marry me.
They then decided to give it all back to my husband. They told him to bring the rest that was still owed. They
would then give back the money, the value of the ten sheep, and, in addition, a cow. He thus gave them twentyfive shillings. Then they gave him one small cow, which he gave the name Acisi kwa mwene cili uku milimo ya
Mambwe. When interpreting this name he said it meant that white men did not care about wealth as the Mambwe
do. And so we set up house. After one year we had our first child whom we named Elizabeth.
*
As days went by, while we were still there, a mzungu\fn{Literally white person, but popularly anyone of Western culture }
called Heman, a black, came from America, from the people they call Negroes. He stayed at Kawimbe only a
short time before they sent him to Niamukolo, near the lake. One day he came from there to visit his friends, who
welcomed him warmly at Kawimbe. I did not know he had come that day. I only heard the next day as I was to go
out to the gardens to harvest millet. I then said to myself,
“I shall come and greet him after work.”
As we came from the gardens we met him just by the workshop. He stopped and saw me. I then greeted him,
and he asked me,
“Young girl, where are you coming from?” I replied,
“Sir, I have come from the gardens.” He said,
“Why did you not come to greet me? Did you not know that I came yesterday?” I then replied,
“Sir, work preoccupied my mind. In fact, I did learn that you had come only this morning as I picked up my
basket to go harvesting millet. So I decided that we would meet when I came back.” He then said,
“Well, that is a fine young woman. I want you to visit me one day and afterward I shall come to see your
baby.”
When this man went back to his home, my husband bought a sheep and a goat as a gift. We started for
Niamukolo, sleeping at Isoko and arriving the next day. However, while we were still in the wild bush on the
slopes of mountains, the sheep broke its rope and ran away. My husband gave chase, but unsuccessfully, because
there were plenty of stones. The sheep was never found.
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We reached our destination, found Bwana Heman, and greeted him. We told him how the sheep we were
bringing had escaped into the hills. He thanked us for the goat. They accommodated us in David Musena’s house.
We spent five days and while there he served us with rice and fresh fish.
The days of our visit came to an end. The evening before our departure we told him,
“Sir, tomorrow we are leaving.” He agreed and told us,
“Come and say goodbye to me in the morning.”
Early next day we went to bid him farewell. My husband was given a roll of calico drill cloth\fn{ Merikant}
and six shirts. The child was given little dresses and diapers. I was given a small roll of spotted cloth, fashionable
for women, and a bunch of black beads\fn{ Ntundukalu}. He gave us a tin of sugar, three boxes of soap, sugarcane, a
bunch of bananas, and a bag of rice. He also gave us two people to help us carry the gifts. We left and he and his
wife escorted us for a short distance and blessed us, saying,
“May God be with you so that you have a safe journey to Kawimbe.”
At this time our poverty ended. This man is the one who helped us very much because my husband then began
to sell the cloth and other things he gave to us. Finally, we were running a little shop.
*
Our first child, born in the year 1903, was indeed a very healthy child who did not fall ill very often. When she
reached the age of two, however, she caught smallpox. This disease was very serious. The child suffered a lot and
soon died. By the time she died the disease has blinded her.
In 1907 we had our second child, a boy. The midwife gave him the name of Satu. They used to praise him:
Mulansa Satuka ali yayili yatize yakwane uwamamba. This praise arose because Mr. Sichikandawa, my husband’s
uncle, often argued with his father over my husband. Both wanted to claim him. Each one would say, “He is our
child,” and the other one would say, “No, he belongs to us.” That is why they gave the infant this name. It meant
that they were giving a message to the father of the baby, to say in effect,
“Poor man wake up, do not let these two people tie you down in servitude.” They were really telling him to go
back to his father.
After three months, we requested baptism of the child and he was given the name of Michael by Mr. Wright,
who baptized him. Many people could not pronounce the name properly so he was given another name, Ernest.
His spiritual name was Mfwambo. This child had many names indeed!
In the year 1910 we had another male child; this one was named Kela. He did not live long, only nine months.
He died when he was able to crawl and laugh.
In 1911 we had another baby girl, and she was named Lukoti, whose Christian name was Agnes.
The last-born was named Henry.
*
In the year 1910, all the missionaries gathered at Kawimbe. Missionaries of the Free Church of Scotland came
from Mwenzo, Kondowe, Ekwendeni, and many other places in Nyasaland. Some church officials came from
England. It was a very big meeting.
On Sunday there was a big religious festival and all Christians attended, but not I. When the communion ended
Donald Siwale and Peter Sinkala from Mwenzo asked my husband why I was absent. He replied,
“She is not yet baptized.”
They then came to me and asked whether I would like to be baptized and I agreed. The person who baptized
me was Mr. Robertson. When the white men from England were coming for the conference, Mama May told
them,
“When you get to Kawimbe, look for a girl named Meli and her husband, Jones Changolo.”
Thus, when they arrived, they were anxious to come to my home. Mr. Robertson came and said to me,
“Today white visitors are coming to your home.” I replied,
“But what are the dignified people going to eat in a poor man’s home?” He replied,
“They will eat whatever you will gave them.” I then replied,
“Yes, a Mambwe saying goes, ‘Umwenyi wakwe siche akalya tuno siche akalya’\fn{A guest eats what his host
eats}.”
I borrowed plates from him. At midday they came. Both were men. They found that I had fried a chicken and
boiled Irish potatoes, cooked pumpkins, beans, and prepared tea. They settled down and I served them the food. I
thought they might refuse it, but I saw them eat willingly without any hesitation. They left in the afternoon. A few
days later, they returned to England.
After a long time at Kawimbe we moved to Mfundula. When the whites saw us leave they were not happy and
even took from us the girls they had given to us to help us with work.
*
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The world war in 1914 forced us to move again. The Germans looted the little wealth we had and dug up the
floors of the whole house in search of money. We moved to Kela. The boma\fn{District officer} gave my husband
the job of buying mealie meal for the forces. We stayed at Kela for a very short time and then the boma sent us to
Chief Nsokolo’s village where we lived until 1915.
*
We left there and went on to Mwalu. At this place my husband distributed war supplies such as mealie meal and
many other things to the military carriers. We were there only two months. At the end of the dry season\fn{ November} we came to Nchengwa where the missionaries had sought refuge. Here the boma told my husband to hunt for
game to feed the soldiers. They paid him twelve shillings and sixpence whenever he killed a large animal, such as
a bushbuck or an antelope.
*
In the year 1916 we returned to Kawimbe with the missionaries. This was a year of starvation everywhere
around Musia’s area where the Germans were. The boma told my husband to look for food to help people. He
bought plenty of millet in Chief Chakonta’s area and distributed it to all people who were suffering from famine.
*
In November 1918 we heard that the Germans were coming to Mbala. Many people came to witness the
surrender of the white man. I and my husband too went. When we were coming back my husband passed through
Maswepa to collect the millet he had been buying for the boma. On the day that he returned, his relative, Mbokosi
came to talk with him. As they spoke, my husband said,
“Brother, even though we are chatting like this I am a sick man. I feel pain in my back.”
It was Thursday, the 29th of January, 1919. That evening he became seriously ill and during the night I went to
fetch medicine from Mama Ndelempa (Draper). Early next day, the 30 th, he was much worse and his elder brother,
Cambala came. He remained in that state on Friday and on Saturday he came close to the point of death.
When the sun was about to set, [our son] Ernest was in the yard outside making a toy bicycle from reeds
without knowing that inside the house his father was on his death bed. I drew him away and reprimanded him; he
ran away and continued his toy-making. We suffered the whole night until, at cockcrow, he passed away.
We started mourning. When I looked at the three children he had left me I was distraught, crying until there
were no more tears to be shed.
In the morning of the first day of February, a Sunday, we sent word to the whites. They sent back a person with
the message that he should not be buried until they came and prayed. Such crowds of people came to this funeral
that one might think the entire population of Mambweland had come to mourn. We buried him. After we came
back and the house had been cleaned, Inoki Nsokolo “boiled up” and said,
“Jones was my debtor, I want all my money today.” People who came to mourn told him,
“Young man, have you lost your senses? The custom is to restrain yourself and not seize things abruptly. Be
patient. Today we have only come to mourn.”
But the brute refused. He beat his walking stick on the ground so they let him have it.
Two weeks later the question of inheritance arose. All my late husband’s relatives gathered and began the task
of choosing a person to succeed my husband. The Sichikandawa family said,
“Let us take it.” They had even chosen Njoni (John) Kalyonga to be the heir. The Simusokwe family, however,
objected strongly. There was a heated argument until the Sichikandawa family finally gave in.
The Simusokwe family chose Chimbala, but he declined. Then Mbokosi stood up and declared,
“I shall then succeed because I have the energy to go to all this man’s debtors and collect all his money.” I
refused and said,
“No, I cannot marry him because Mbokosi has a wife and I am a Christian and cannot therefore enter a
polygamous marriage.” On hearing this, the people dispersed and the whole matter of inheritance ended there.
After a week Mbokosi came back and told me that he had divorced his wife. I did not believe it. A month
passed. Then he came back and insisted that he had truly divorced his wife. After some time I gave in. He
consummated the marriage and took me to his home.
When this man succeeded my husband, he took all the wealth left by my late husband and squandered it. With
some of it he paid the fine in a case in which Silanda had been involved. He also sold all the cattle, together with
other things. The children were not properly supported by this man and it pained me greatly. So in 1922 I left him
and went back to Kawimbe to Mama Ndelempa who gave me a domestic job.
*
In the year 1925 Harry Sichikandawa married me. This man said he was unmarried but he lied to me. When he
took me with him to Kasama I found he had another woman from Bembaland, a Bisa of the Ngumbo clan. I
stayed in the same house with this woman.
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While I was still in Kasama, word came round that at the hospital they wanted some women to learn
midwifery. I went and enrolled. We used to go into the villages around Kasama looking for pregnant women. In
1934, while I was working my husband died. I returned to Kawimbe.
*
After returning I went to stay with my sons Ernest and Henry at Mulanda. There I found Ernest had had two
children, Howard and Monica. Their sister, Agnes, was then in Nyasaland.
After a short stay my son-in-law came and took me to Nyasaland. In 1935. I came back and Mama Brooks at
Kawimbe wanted me to help her look after school girls. I went there and settled, not to teach but only to look after
the school girls.
As I did my job of looking after the school girls I noticed that the white woman was very keen on working
with me at all times. In 1936 a mishap occurred at Senga. Porrit’s wife died. She was Mama May’s daughter
whom I used to look after, the one I used to call “my sister” because her mother had cared for me as if I were her
own child. Bwana Porrit found it hard to remain alone at Senga, for it was an isolated place. Therefore he came to
Kawimbe and married Mama Brooks. The school was closed!
My job too ended and I went to Nyasaland. While there I received money from Mama Baker at Kawimbe
asking me to go back to help her work in a home for orphans. I returned and we worked together looking after the
children. This woman truly worked very hard in this cause. I did not work alone, for I had companions, Namuzoo,
Causiku, Ndumoa, and many others. We all worked together very happily because Mama Baker was a good white
woman, polite and cheerful.
*
In 1945 this woman went to help lepers at Kabalenge near Mbereshi. She then returned and worked among
lepers at Kawimbe. Many people were upset about her departure because they liked her very much and trusted
her. When she left, all of us midwives scattered to our villages like sheep without a shepherd. The hospital itself
closed down. I remained looking after three orphans, Jenifa Chombo, Timu, and Chisambi.
While I looked after these children, the congregation chose me to become the preacher in villages surrounding
Kawimbe, and in the same year ordained me as an elder of the church. Others chosen with me were Chisya
Yambala, Bwana Abel, and Mama Luxon, the lady in charge of the schools, who worked hard to develop primary
education at Kawimbe. She was the one who started to send children to high schools at Munali and Chalimbana.
Benjamin Simpungwe and David Namwezi were the first ones she sent. The day on which we were installed as
elders was a great one because it was the first day on which we welcomed the leaders of the London Missionary
Society. Many people from small congregations in villages came to witness what was going on. The missionary
who officiated was Reverend K. D. Francis. People were overjoyed to see this new development. .
Forever after I have praised God for rescuing me from great hardship.
113.33 1. Let The Big Drum Roll 2. Njerenjere 3. Alas! Father, At The Temple 4. What Do You Mean, Block Of
Wood? 5. I Am Calling You Loud: Five Folktales\fn{by Mumba (before 1906/08- )} Cikwampu’s kraal, Kasisi
Mission Station, Lusaka Province, Zambia (F) 13
1
This man was a young king. As he had gone with other people, to trade, his companions noted that he was
bringing back a large amount of goods. So, being mere blacks, they became quite jealous, and said,
“Let us kill him.”
In fact. they fell upon him and left him dead. After that they threw his body into the bush.
He was then changed into a little bird, with pretty colors and cowries all over the body, which went and perched
on the top of a tree in front of the criminals. He then sang:
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
It flaps the wings,
The little bird that has come out from the deep river,
From the great river of God.
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
At the great river of beads and pearls,
I have found fowls which pound,
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Using mortars hewn from blood trees.\fn{I.e., “crying vengeance for the blood spilt.” This tree, when hit, lets out red sap like blood .}
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Using mortars hewn from the blood-trees,
Their beaks are all white.
Here! Ñemba,\fn{The sister of the slain chief, mentioned below.} where are you?
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Here! Ñemba, where are you?
Start threading pearls,\fn{To be worn as a token of mourning.}
Brilliant pearls.
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Start threading pearls,
Brilliant pearls,
From the land I-wash-the-wrongs.\fn{The Ri-ronga, a large, deep river somewhere in the East where God washes wrongs clean, where pearls come
from, and where innocent souls (birds with white beaks) cry out for vengeance against murder .}
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
The land Where-I-wash-the-wrongs!
It is far here where you have brought me,
Me who have no feet.
Let the big drum roll!

Ñemba was the sister of the dead chief.
When those people heard that song, they caught the little bird and killed it by beating it.
They had hardly resumed their march when they saw the little bird alive once more going ahead of them, and
heard it sing:
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
It flaps the wings,
The little bird that has come out from the deep river,
From the great river of God.
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
At the great river of beads and pearls,
I have found fowls which pound,
Using mortars hewn from blood trees.
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Using mortars hewn from the blood-trees,
Their beaks are all white.
Here! Ñemba, where are you?
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Here! Ñemba, where are you?
Start threading pearls,
Brilliant pearls.
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
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Start threading pearls,
Brilliant pearls,
From the land I-wash-the-wrongs.
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
The land Where-I-wash-the-wrongs!
It is far here where you have brought me,
Me who have no feet.
Let the big drum roll!

Once more they caught it and killed it, then this time said,
“Let us bum it to ashes.”
So they put it on the fire, reduced it to a cinder, then ground it to ashes. But it got up again, flew into the air,
and went on singing as before, until it flew away in the direction of their kraal:
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
It flaps the wings,
The little bird that has come out from the deep river,
From the great river of God.
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
At the great river of beads and pearls,
I have found fowls which pound,
Using mortars hewn from blood trees.
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Using mortars hewn from the blood-trees,
Their beaks are all white.
Here! Ñemba, where are you?
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Here! Ñemba, where are you?
Start threading pearls,
Brilliant pearls.
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Start threading pearls,
Brilliant pearls,
From the land I-wash-the-wrongs.
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
The land Where-I-wash-the-wrongs!
It is far here where you have brought me,
Me who have no feet.
Let the big drum roll!

When it reached the place the people saw it come down on the top of the royal house and perch there.
“Come,” they said, “and see what a pretty bird.”
They just heard it sing as above:
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
It flaps the wings,
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The little bird that has come out from the deep river,
From the great river of God.
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
At the great river of beads and pearls,
I have found fowls which pound,
Using mortars hewn from blood trees.
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Using mortars hewn from the blood-trees,
Their beaks are all white.
Here! Ñemba, where are you?
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Here! Ñemba, where are you?
Start threading pearls,
Brilliant pearls.
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Start threading pearls,
Brilliant pearls,
From the land I-wash-the-wrongs.
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
The land Where-I-wash-the-wrongs!
It is far here where you have brought me,
Me who have no feet.
Let the big drum roll!

Now those people are coming to the kraal.
“You have reappeared!”
“We have reappeared.”
“And the king, where have you left him?” They answer,
“On the road.” Then,
“Really? On the road! Come and see a little bird which is on the roof of the royal house.” They at once said,
“Let us kill it.”
Meanwhile some people are digging a hole in the ground. Then Ñemba says,
“No, don’t kill it. Let us hear the news first.” Just then the little bird started its song again:
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
It flaps the wings,
The little bird that has come out from the deep river,
From the great river of God.
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
At the great river of beads and pearls,
I have found fowls which pound,
Using mortars hewn from blood trees.
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Using mortars hewn from the blood-trees,
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Their beaks are all white.
Here! Ñemba, where are you?
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Here! Ñemba, where are you?
Start threading pearls,
Brilliant pearls.
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Start threading pearls,
Brilliant pearls,
From the land I-wash-the-wrongs.
*
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
Let the big drum roll!
The land Where-I-wash-the-wrongs!
It is far here where you have brought me,
Me who have no feet.
Let the big drum roll!

“Go into the hut, that you may explain to us exactly what the little bird sings.”
They went and sat down in the hut on the mat spread there, but then, pówowowo, they tumbled down into the
hole. Boiling water was brought at once and poured on top of them. That is how they died.
2
Great Lord! He called,
“Rumba!” The prompt answer was,
“Grandfather of God!”\fn{An honorific title given to kings.}
“Come!” said he, “can you go and bring me a wife?” That was how they spoke there at the court.
Well then! Rumba made haste. There, at your mother’s abode, where he went to, under a big mushroom
forming an umbrella, he heard only sounds of stitching baskets, nothing but stitch! stitch! stitch! the strings giving
the sound pya, and the people saying:
“Pya! Burn! Stitch! Sweep! Let me sweep the court!
“Pya! Burn! Stitch! Sweep! Let me sweep the court!
“Pya! Burn! Stitch! Sweep! Let me sweep the court!”

The royal messenger, from a respectful distance, started his incantation:
“Njerenjere!\fn{“Let me fit!”}
“Njerenjere! Sweetheart of King Yombwe, I am your brother.
“Njerenjere! Bite calicoes for me,\fn{I.e., help me earn a good reward.} O leg of my mother.\fn{I.e., my sister.}
“Njerenjere! At the court let the meat bring respect!
“Njerenjere! At the court let glory bring respect.!
“Njerenjere! Carry off Malambo,\fn{An endearing form of Nambo, the name of the girl.} O leg of my mother!
“Njerenjere! Bite calicoes for me, O my sister.”

Great Lord! They see him appear. And the first thing he does is to throw down the mushroom umbrella. Then
he finds his brothers and sisters, who were stitching baskets, uttering the cry of distress, “Mawe! O mother!,”
while at a distance under a thorn tree he sees a number of pots, and people who trace on them a variety of lines.
Their mother is seated on a mat at a distance, showing a tooth of that length. He resumes his song:
“Njerenjere! [Let me fit!]
“Njerenjere! Sweetheart of King Yombwe, I am your brother.
“Njerenjere! Bite calicoes for me, O leg of my mother.
“Njerenjere! At the court let the meat bring respect!
“Njerenjere! At the court let glory bring respect.!
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“Njerenjere! Carry off Malambo, O leg of my mother!
“Njerenjere! Bite calicoes for me, O my sister.”

Good Heavens! The little mother over there has already shaken herself. As she comes, my children may hear
like wind that passes and grass that sounds té té té té. And her breasts swing from side to side.
When she reaches the place, she rushes into the hut, calling,
“Nambo!”
But Nambo her daughter is no longer there. Does she then make haste! As she is going to overtake the
runaways, she utters her own incantation, as follows”
“Is this what my children do?
I shall stitch you with a big needle,
I shall stitch you, stitch! stitch!
I shall stitch you, my children,
I shall stitch you; is this what they do?”

Great Lord! She shouts to the daughter, and brings her back. When they reach the place where the mushroom
umbrella was before, she first shuts the girl in the hut, then fixes the umbrella again.
There she is now over there going back to her mat. At the court:
“Dear me, Rumba; and the woman! Where have you left her!
“I have left her on the road.”
“Go and bring your sister. I want to marry her.”
There, he is gone. When he reaches the place, he hears again:
“Pya! Burn! Stitch! Sweep! Let me sweep the court!
“Pya! Burn! Stitch! Sweep! Let me sweep the court!
“Pya! Burn! Stitch! Sweep! Let me sweep the court!”

And he repeats his song :
“Njerenjere! [Let met fit!]
“Njerenjere! Sweetheart of King Yombwe, I am your brother.
“Njerenjere! Bite calicoes for me, O leg of my mother.
“Njerenjere! At the court let royalty be respected!
“Njerenjere! At the court let riches be respected!
“Njerenjere! Carry off Malambo, O leg of my mother!
“Njerenjere! Bite calicoes for me, O my sister.”

Once more he is back at the town over there,
“Come on! Brother-in-law Rumba, have you brought my wife?”
“Great Lord! If I am your brother, first divide your herd of cattle in two.”
“Be red with riches,” says the king, “it all belongs to my brother-in-law.”
Listen! The song is heard again:
“Njerenjere! [Let me fit!]
“Njerenjere! Sweetheart of King Yombwe, I am your brother.
“Njerenjere! Bite calicoes for me, O leg of my mother.
“Njerenjere! At the court let royalty be respected!
“Njerenjere! At the court let riches be respected!
“Njerenjere! Carry off Malambo, O leg of my mother!
“Njerenjere! Bite calicoes for me, O my sister.”

This time everything goes smoothly.
When the mother reached the court, cattle were given her without number. Also the brother of the .bride
received a herd of cattle, and slaves besides. Also her other brother Rumba, the child of my father, who had gone
to bring her, he also received a herd of cattle. And the other children of the little old woman, the very ones that
were opposed to the marriage, they too simply swam in riches.
Then the mother took out that tooth which was of that length.
And the little story ends there.
3
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She said, “Come on, you my mates, and grind meal. The chief has got up to go and hunt elephants.”
What? Did they grind meal?
There the chief set out on his expedition with his slaves. His two wives, the mother of Nsere and the mother of
Cûma, remained at home. Nsere’s mother was also the mother of Ngoma (which means Drums), and was the big
wife. She was heard saying,
“Let your child Cûma come here to sleep with us.” So the mother of Cûma said,
“My child, I must sweep the hut, go and sleep there in the hut where your other mother is.”
Well! The little ones went out to go and sleep with the big wife. Now during the night, what do you think? She
simply put a big knife on the fire. The little child of her mate saw it and looked fixedly,
“Well now,” he thought, “that knife! Where does my mother take it to?”
Then, Heaven help me! She made sure that the little child Cûma was in the middle and her own child at the
back. But Cûma, soon after that, without his movements being perceived, shifted to the side. At the darkest time
of the night the woman simply got up, then with the knife in her hand, cut! cut! cut! at the throat. All of a sudden
she utters a cry of distress,
“Mother! It is my own child that I have killed!”
Without waiting she puts it in a pot, pressing it down with her hands on its buttocks. Next morning she asked,
“Has not the chief come yet?” The answer was,
“He has not.”
Did she not play the spy during the day?
One night the little child of her mate, the one she had wanted to kill, determined to go out. He went to a fig tree
on the road which his father had followed. There he got hold of a branch and tried to climb. But, as he did so,
what a sight? One of his armlets fell down and was changed into a spitting snake.
Never mind! He went higher up and began to spy about. When spying, he happened to see a line of BaSukulumbwe marching along in the distance. He then started his song:
“It is far where my father has gone,
“Away out, away out,
“A little woman bore a child, bore a child, then killed it,
“Away out, away out.”

Here they are.
“Give us some figs,” they say, “thou who art singing up there.”
He threw them figs and they went on. Another line of men appeared. So he resumed his song:
“It is far where my father has gone,
“Away out, away out,
“A little woman bore a child, bore a child, then killed it,
“Away out, away out.”

Here they are in their turn. He gives them figs, and on they go. At last, after much spying about, there he sees
his father appearing in the distance. Shouts of joy, as of men who are coming back happily to their own abode,
begin to be heard. The number of elephants they have killed is not counted.
“Great Lord!” they say, “let us go and have a rest under that fig tree. We may leave our loads there, and go and
have a wash.”
The slaves of the chief go to fetch water for him. He comes and sits down under the tree. Other slaves cook
porridge. Meanwhile the chief counts the tusks. Over there, in the kraal, already people say:
“Listen there to the west, hear the shouts of joy.”
“They must be the hunters that had gone to the forest,” say others,
“Well! At last they have come,” say others.
Now, here under the fig tree, the hunters suddenly hear a song started above their heads:
“Alas! Father, at the temple,\fn{The mirenda, the place where this tribe (the Bêne-Mukuni) assemble to pray for rain; they are all places where old chiefs
are thought to be buried.}
“While you were on your journey,
“While you were on your journey,
“We said, ‘Forge, let us go, forge there.’”\fn{The word mfûla (“rain”) is thought by the Bêne-Mukuni to be etymologically identical with the
expression M-fûla (“I forge”); and this is linked in their belief system to the Rain-Lord, who is supposed to be working at his forge when it rains .}
“Alas! Father! And at home
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“She has killed her own child,
“The mother of Drums, for Cûma mistaking
“Nsere. O my mother! O mother of Nsere!”

The people look at one another.
“What is that?” they say. “Listen to what is being said up there.” They add,
“Let us spy it out.” Then they see up there something like a little bird on the branches. Again,
“Hark! What does that song mean?” They just hear the bird, as it were, flapping its wings and singing:
“Alas! Father, at the temple,
“While you were on your journey,
“While you were on your journey,
“We said, ‘Forge, let us go, forge there.’”
“Alas! Father! And at home
“She has killed her own child,
“The mother of Drums, for Cûma mistaking
“Nsere. O my mother! O mother of Nsere!”

Again, “Now look! It is a person that speaks up there. Cut down the tree.”
Some of them do, in fact, start cutting the tree at the bottom. There is something like a rushing in the branches,
but the song starts again:
“Alas! Father, at the temple,
“While you were on your journey,
“While you were on your journey,
“We said, ‘Forge, let us go, forge there.’”
“Alas! Father! And at home
“She has killed her own child,
“The mother of Drums, for Cûma mistaking
“Nsere. O my mother! O mother of Nsere!”

Now hear!
“Let the tree fall down,” says the chief. The axes go on working at the big trunk; the men saying meanwhile,
“We know how to lay low the giant trees.” Then all of a sudden,
“It is thou, Cûma; what art thou saying up there about Nsere?”
“Rather go and ask my mother at home,” said the child.
“Nsere! My mother has killed her, mistaking Nsere for Cûma. Then I bethought myself to come to the road
which my father had followed, in order to inform him, that he should not come home without knowing the facts.
Good gracious! She has put my sister in a pot.”
“Say no more, child,” said the father. “If at least she had wrapped her in blankets!” He then said to the carriers,
“Let us go home.” A start was made at once. When they reached the court-yard, shrill cries of welcome went
up into the air, but the chief said at once,
“Bring my children.” From a distance a woman said,
“I do not know where they have gone.”
“What! You did not see where the children went! Where is Nsere? Where is Cûma?”
“Even Cûma we have not seen him for some time.”
“Bring Cûma.”
“We do not know which way he has gone.” They just keep on saying,
“We have not seen them.”
“Nonsense!” says the man, “bring me my children. They were left here, and you have not seen them?” He
straightway goes to the pot, just lifts the lid a little, and exclaims,
“Why! This is Nsere. Nsere and no other! Cûma, come here!” You may see the mother rushing into the hut and
saying,
“I am sick.”
“Great heavens!” says the father, “come out of there, child of a tendon.\fn{ The expression, “Mukaxi!”, sounds somewhat
like the expression for “exasperating child.” } Now what is it that thou hast covered up in this pot? Let us see.” He now
uncovers the pot altogether.
“Is not this,” he says, “my very own child whom thy jealousy has killed? Why hast thou killed my child?”
Here now! He says,
“Go and carry that.” He himself puts the pot on the woman’s head.
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“Let us go west,” he says, “to the river.” There is no delay; there they are going. When they reach a certain
distance, the woman says,
“Father of Mwinsa, relieve me of my burden at this place.”
“Nothing of the kind,” says the man. “My child shall be put down where the river comes out from the west. It
cannot be put down here.” She then wails:
“Father of Mwinsa, relieve me; it is heavy.
It was a little ant that bit her.”

“Let us go as far as the river, not a step less,” says the man. “The child cannot be put down.” The woman
staggers on, muttering:
“Father of Mwinsa, relieve me; it is heavy.
It was a little ant that bit her.”

“It cannot be put down,” is the only answer.
The river is reached. The woman goes on to the brink of a deep pool, still singing as above, but receives only
the same answer,
“It cannot be put down.”
Now they are in water up to the neck. The muttering goes on:
“Father of Mwinsa, relieve me; it is heavy.
It was a little ant that bit her.”

“It cannot be put down.”
There she takes a false step. Then the husband gives her a push as well as to the pot which contains his child.
She disappears with it in the water, while the man says,
“Go and beget more whelps, thou child of a tendon who hast killed my children.”
4
How now?
“You, my mates,” said a girl, “let us go and have a look at the village yonder, where lives the man Kasere.”
There is no delay. They already perceive the man there at a distance, and near him heaps of meat.
“Yes, and no mistake,” they say, “that is a husband worth having.” They come near:
“You girls,” says. the man, “why don’t you get married?”
“Well now,” they answer, “is a woman going to ask a man to marry her?”
“All right,” says the man, “just now we shall go and look for a wife.”
And so he did. But as soon as he appeared in sight, the girls disappeared. Their mother, too, would you believe
it? said,
“No, you may come back another day.”
The refusal was evident.
Another day he came again in the same direction, but a tree of the kind What-is-it-good-for standing on the
road caught his fancy. He set to work cutting it and stripping it of its branches, then began hewing it. He carved,
carved, carved, and put it upright against a tree there in the forest. Then he went to buy a cowry, and came back to
put it on the head of his block of wood. What do you think? He finds it turned all of a sudden into a maiden,
“Enough! mother!” he said, “I have found the wife they refused to give me.”
On the following day he went to look for honey and brought some to his wife. When they had finished eating,
they went to bed.
Next morning early, the man went out once more in search of honey. While he was away, people came and
found the girl seated alone outside.
“Give us fire and water,” they said.
She brought fire and handed it to them, she brought water and gave it to them. There they smoked and smoked
again (admiring her silently), then went back to their kraal. As they reached the place, they said,
“Is she not a beauty, the girl we have seen over there?” The following day the king, having heard that, said,
“Go and bring her here to me.”
That day the man bethought himself of going once more in search of honey. The girl then said to him,
“Some people were here yesterday, who asked for fire and water, and I gave both to them.”
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“Today,” said the man, “lock thyself in the hut.”
He went off. When those people came they found her seated outside. They took her away. There she goes
crying,
“Mawe!\fn{Mother!} Mawe! They are taking me away.” The husband came home.
“Ugh! What!” he said, “they kept refusing me a wife, and now today they have taken this one! One whom I
carved!”
He has soon made up his mind. Drums, that is the thing. He goes to cut them and adjust them. He loses no
time:
“Let us go,” he says. He goes beating the drums and singing on the way:
My wife made by carving!
What do you mean, block of wood?
Stop that.
What do you mean, block of wood?
My husband, who gave them meat!
What do you mean, block of wood?
My wife, who gave them fire and water!
What do you mean, block of wood?
They were denying me a wife in the land.
What do you mean, block of wood?
The block that I carved!
What do you mean, block of wood?

He came to a village occupied by common people. At once the principal woman of the place, good gracious,
said,
“Those who can accompany dances, come and see a dancer.” Good heavens! They heard the song falling
down:
My wife made by carving!
What do you mean, block of wood?
Stop that.
What do you mean, block of wood?
My husband, who gave them meat!
What do you mean, block of wood?
My wife, who gave them fire and water!
What do you mean, block of wood?
They were denying me a wife in the land.
What do you mean, block of wood?
The block that I carved!
What do you mean, block of wood?

“Come on,” says the woman, “throw presents to the man.” They are showered upon him. They make him quite
red. He then asks:
“Have you not seen people passing this way and carrying away a woman?”
“They have passed,” is the answer. “They have gone further.”
“What is she like?” he asks.
“Beautiful,” they say, “beautiful. She has a cowry on her head.” He then goes further, singing on the way:
My wife made by carving!
What do you mean, block of wood?
Stop that.
What do you mean, block of wood?
My husband, who gave them meat!
What do you mean, block of wood?
My wife, who gave them fire and water!
What do you mean, block of wood?
They were denying me a wife in the land.
What do you mean, block of wood?
The block that I carved!
What do you mean, block of wood?

He reaches another kraal.
“Come and see a man who beats the drum.” Then:
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“Come on, you who accompany the dance, throw presents to the man.” At last he stops for a little rest. A little
man then said to him:
“Come near, I will tell you. That kraal over there, that is where your wife is, in the big hut.” There goes the
man, beating the drums once more:
My wife made by carving!
What do you mean, block of wood?
Stop that.
What do you mean, block of wood?
My husband, who gave them meat!
What do you mean, block of wood?
My wife, who gave them fire and water!
What do you mean, block of wood?
They were denying me a wife in the land.
What do you mean, block of wood?
The block that I carved!
What do you mean, block of wood?

Good Heavens! He is in view of the place.
“Come and see a man who is on the road beating a drum.” As he comes near, he goes towards the king's house,
as if to go and pay homage. Then he starts again:
My wife made by carving!
What do you mean, block of wood?
My wife, who gave them fire and water!
What do you mean, block of wood?
They were denying me a wife in the land.
What do you mean, block of wood?
The block that I carved!
What do you mean, block of wood?

“Good gracious!” says the king himself, “come and throw presents to the man.”
But he does not stop to receive any. He just goes on round the courtyard (beating the drum all the time). A
servant then says:
“Shall we bring thy wife?” He is already near the hut. Good Heavens! This is what he hears from within:
“This is his wife, who has been carried away.” The drums then roll with full sound:
My wife, a gift for them!
What do you mean, block of wood?
My wife made by carving!
What do you mean, block of wood?
My wife, who gave them fire and water!
What do you mean, block of wood?
They were denying me a wife in the land.
What do you mean, block of wood?
The block that I carved!
What do you mean, block of wood?

“Come,” say the people to the woman, “you too come and give presents to the man. All your mates have
already thrown some to him.”
“All right,” says the woman, “go and throw him presents yourselves. I shall do nothing of the kind.” The
drums are at last at the door:
My husband, the carver!
What do you mean, block of wood?
My wife, a gift for them!
What do you mean, block of wood?
My wife made by carving!
What do you mean, block of wood?
My wife, who gave them fire and water!
What do you mean, block of wood?
They were denying me a wife in the land.
What do you mean, block of wood?
The block that I carved!
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What do you mean, block of wood?

“Great Lord!”
“Let us just peep,” says the woman.
“Carry her out,” say some people. In fact, their hands are already on her. Then they see the little man going on
dancing like a fly all round the king himself, and singing:
The tree which I carved!
What do you mean, block of wood?
They refused me a wife in the land.
What do you mean, block of wood?

“Let us look outside,” she says at last. And she stands just at the door. Heaven help me! Drum and song now
sound and resound.
My husband, to give me to them?
What do you mean, block of wood?

She now just lets her head appear with the cowry on it. By a rapid movement of the hand the husband takes
this off.
Great Heavens! She is already transformed into a simple block of wood, no, she has become but a bush
standing at the door.
Then the little husband comes home humming his own tune, while the king and those who had seized the
woman remain there with their shame.
5
Some little girls went to gather wild fruit, but found the river full. Happening to meet some bigger girls, they
asked:
“Where is it that you gather wild figs?”
“Over there, on the other side of the river,” was the answer.
“Let us go,” they said, “that you may give us some.”
The bigger girls refused to go. The little ones had their baby sister with them. When they came quite close to
the water, baby said:
“Who is going to take us across? See, the river is full.”
While one of them was saying, “Just try to cross,” they noticed the presence of a crocodile stretched at his ease
on the bank.
“Come,” they said, “carry us on your back.” And, as he agreed, they started singing:
I am calling you loud, lord of the rivers.
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.
Come and carry me on your back.
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.
Climb on my back.
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.

They are on the water. There he is landing them across. They pluck their wild figs. The crocodile is swimming
over there in the river.
“Now,” they say, “who is going to take us back across the river? Mates, let us call him.” So they came back to
the water, and called::
I am calling you loud, lord of the rivers.
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.
Come and carry me on your back.
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.
Climb on my back.
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.

He brought them across. They went and found on the way other girls coming. They showed them the figs they
had gathered and gave them some. These other girls, seeing that, went likewise to ride on the back of the
26

crocodile, and sang just as their mates had done:
I am calling you loud, lord of the rivers.
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.
Come and carry me on your back.
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.
Climb on my back.
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.

So they also gathered their figs, came back to the river, and were taken across.
Now, when the girls reached the village, baby said,
“Dear me! Mother, what takes us across? Why! It has hard swellings on the body, at the tail it is a knife.”
“Now, child,” interrupted the other children, “yes, tell us what takes us across! And the fruit we bring every
time, do you forget it?”
“Children,” said the mother, “you may go back if you like. But, thou, my child, do not go tomorrow; they
would take thee to death.” On the following day, a little after dawn, they said,
“Let us go and gather wild figs.”
There they went, and this time they found there was only a little water in the river. So they went at once to eat
at the trees. You might have heard the noise, té té té té té.
Soon they are back near the water, calling the crocodile (though they could cross quite well without him):
I am calling you loud, lord of the rivers.
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.
On a long tree.
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.
On the body hard lumps.
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.
At the head it is a crocodile.
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.
At the tail it is a knife.
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.

Well! He was bringing them across. They thought that baby had told lies, and went on singing:
I am calling you loud, lord of the rivers.
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.
Rich lord, I am thy wife,
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.
On a long tree.
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.
On the body hard lumps.
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.
At the head it is a crocodile.
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.
At the tail it is a knife.
The paramour is gone, the paramour is gone there.

Good gracious! As they were thus enjoying themselves, baby’s sister said,
“Let us go as far as the deep water.” At this moment there was a diving, the beastly crocodile carried them
down with him and there ate them all up.
That is where the story ends.
113.51 To Be Marked!: A Folktale\fn{by Nsomeka (before 1906/08- )} “at Kalulu’s kraal in the Bu-Sori,” Central
Province, Zambia (F) 4
This is what a girl did, Her mates said,
“Let us go and have our teeth marked.” But she remained behind, her mother forbidding her to go and saying,
“Remain thou, go and bring corn from the bin.” This she brought. The mother then said,
“Go and fetch water.” She went and brought water. The mother said,
“Come and grind.” She came and ground, and put the pot on the fire. The mother said,
“Stir the porridge.” She stirred the porridge. When it was ready, the mother said,
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“Take thy food.” The girl remarked,
“My mates meanwhile will be far away.”
“Just take thy time,” said the mother, “thou wilt catch them all right.” When she had finished eating, the
mother said,
“Now go.”
She went, but could not find out where her mates had gone. They had taken one road, while she had taken
another. The path she followed took her where she found a little old woman, who said,
“Now what have you come to do here?”
“I wanted,” she said, “to have my teeth marked. I intended to go with some mates of mine, but apparently they
have gone by another way, for the one I have taken has brought me here, where I do not see them.”
“Never mind,” said the little old woman, “I too know how to notch the teeth. First go and fetch water for me,
my child.” As the girl got up to go to the water, the woman offered her a coil to steady the pot on her head, saying,
“Put this coil on your head.”
“But,” said the girl, “what sort of coil is that?”
“Just put it on your head, it is a coiled snake,” said the woman.
“What?” said the girl, “how can I put a snake on my head?” A frog was near. It whispered to the girl,
“No, just put that snake on your head. And, in general, do all what the little old woman tells you. Take that
snake and simply go and fetch the water.”
She went and brought some water. The old woman then told her to grind corn, she ground the corn. The old
woman told her to come and extract some worms there on an ulcer, she extracted the worms from the ulcer. The
old woman told her to fry them, she fried them and put salt on them. When she had done that, the old woman said,
“Here is meal, make some porridge.”
She cooked the porridge. The woman then gave her a little porridge, and presented her also with some of the
fried grubs, saying,
“Take this as a relish.” But the frog appeared again, and this time to say,
“No, do not use those worms as a relish, just eat your porridge as it is.” So, when she had finished the porridge,
she went and threw the grubs outside. The woman then said,
“Now come into the hut, and go up to the loft; for I have a boy who eats people. Tomorrow I shall notch your
teeth without fail. By the way, my child, have you had any relish?”
“I have,” answered the girl. The woman then made her go up. The girl stayed up there until the night beginning
to clear.
The woman went out to meet her boy coming and carrying on his shoulders a zebra which he had killed. He
came to put down his load outside, and then entered the hut.
“There is a smell of something human,” said he. “There is something that smells.”
“Nonsense!” said the old woman. “There is no particular smell here.”
“Yes,” rejoined he, “I perceive distinctly something that smells. I want to eat it.”
“You are wrong, child,” said the woman, “what goes to your nostrils, is it, perchance, my ulcer? It is it that
smells.”
“That is not the smell I perceive.” Meanwhile the girl up there is shaking all over. The boy then says,
“Let me go up.” And up he goes, but on the way he spills the salt, which was on a stand. So the mother says,
“O my child, what have you done? You have spilt my salt. Today what shall I put in that meat you have
brought? Go away.”
And she drove him away. When he went off again to the bush, she notched the girl’s teeth. Then, when
daylight came, she put in the gap everything that can be seen here outside, cattle, fowls, goats, everything. She
made her eat all that. When she had finished feeding her thus, she let her go back home.
The girl just goes singing along the road. The mother who had nursed her, saw her coming from a distance and
said,
“That is my child coming.” And the girl had scarcely caught sight of her mother when she started this song:
To be marked!
Doubly! Doubly!\fn{I.e., to represent both an earthly marking and a celestial marking.}
She said: Come and grind corn, Mother of Drums.
Doubly! Doubly!
She said: Go and fetch water, Mother of Drums.
Doubly! Doubly!
She said: Come and press here, Mother of Drums.
Doubly! Doubly!
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She said: Come and cook the porridge, Mother of Drums.
Doubly! Doubly!
She said: Come and eat, Mother of Drums.
I had found my mates gone.
Doubly! Doubly!
To be marked!
Doubly! Doubly!

As she moves about singing her songs thus, her mother says,
“Now, my child, the porridge is ready.” But she refuses to eat.
“No,” says the mother, “just eat a little porridge.”
She will not take any. She does not eat at all. A day and a night pass thus without eating, then another day and
night, then a third day and night. At last the girl says to her grandmother,
“Today I will sing a different song. At night just take me to the bush.”
“What is that? “ said the mother. “Have they bewitched thee there where thou hast been?”
“That is no bewitching,” says the girl. “I shall tell you where I have been.”
“What hast thou brought?” asks the mother.
“I went to have my teeth marked, that’s all.”
“But what hast thou brought? Hast thou gone for nothing?”
“No,” that is her only word.
When the night began to be dark, everyone in the village went to sleep. So they could not hear her. She then
started her new song in her grandmother’s hut where she was. In fact, nobody else heard. The song was as
follows:
Up there they said: Bite, bite, mother, mother!
They said: Bite, bite, mother, mother!
They said: Bite at our abode above the clouds.
When the Lord above the clouds had sharpened my teeth,
He said: Thou art Songore\fn{Sharpen.}
Woyeye!\fn{An exclamation of satisfaction.} Lord above the clouds, thou art Songo\fn{Be sharp.}

The grandmother said: “What art thou singing there?”
“Don’t ask,” she answered, “just listen to what I sing. Let us go on singing.” She simply mingles tears with her
song,
“I pray you,” she says, “let us go, let us go to the bush. Take me there and bring a hoe with you.” The grandmother then called the mother, saying,
“Let us go with her.”
So the mother took a hoe, and the grandmother too. Coming to the bush, they clean away the grass, they make
a floor. Oh! There she begins to vomit clothes. When she has finished, go on! She vomits men. Then with her
song:
Up there they said: Bite, bite, mother, mother!
They said: Bite, bite, mother, mother!
They said: Bite at our abode above the clouds.
When the Lord above the clouds had sharpened my teeth,
He said: Thou art Songore
Woyeye! Lord above the clouds, thou art Songo.

She vomits cattle, she vomits goats, she vomits owls; everything that is here outside she vomits, vomits,
vomits. The people she has vomited then start building huts, others make kraals for the cattle, others build stables
for the goats.
At the village no one hears anything. They are all asleep. But she is on foot with her grandmother, and they
sing together:
Up there they said: Bite, bite, mother, mother!
They said: Bite, bite, mother, mother!
They said: Bite at our abode above the clouds.
When the Lord above the clouds had sharpened my teeth,
He said: Thou art Songore
Woyeye! Lord above the clouds, thou art Songo.
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Her people go on building huts and huts, while she sings. The cattle are grazing, boys are cleaning the milkpails, the goat-herds herd the goats, those in charge of the fowls feed them. Other people go to fetch water.
Everyone is occupied, but she is all in her song.
In the village everyone is still asleep. At last there appear some streaks of light. Then they say to one another,
“Listen, there are people singing in the bush.” Others say,
“Yes, listen attentively.”
As they listen they discover in the distance a number of fires, fires darting flames into the air from many
places.
“Great Heavens!” say some of them, “Run away, it is war.” Others say,
“No, no! Let there be light first. Now, where could an army come from? Besides, these really are songs. Well,
people who come to kill, do they sing?”
As they listen more attentively, they hear distinctly the song:
Up there they said: Bite, bite, mother, mother!
They said: Bite, bite, mother, mother!
They said: Bite at our abode above the clouds.
When the Lord above the clouds had sharpened my teeth,
He said: Thou art Songore
Woyeye! Lord above the clouds, thou art Songo.

Now there is light in the village. The common people run away. Soon no more girls are to be seen there. A
number of boys run away too. The girl from the bush there sees them and says,
“What is it that makes them run away? They do not know what has happened. Where I went to have my teeth
notched, they say that probably it was just like the notching of my mates. No, notching of their teeth was a
different thing. I went to get riches. Let me go and tell my fathers and uncles, my mothers and aunts, not to go
away to the bush.”
She then gets up with her escort. On the way she goes on singing:
Up there they said: Bite, bite, mother, mother!
They said: Bite, bite, mother, mother!
They said: Bite at our abode above the clouds.
When the Lord above the clouds had sharpened my teeth,
He said: Thou art Songore
Woyeye! Lord above the clouds, thou art Songo.

Then,
“Come back, my aunt, I know you. Those are my father and uncles, those are my aunts. And all of you, I know
you.”
Then it was that the shrill cry of joy went into the air. But there those whose wives had left the girl alone, now
beat them, beat them hard.
“You,” they say, “you did not go to have your teeth notched. You have brought no goods. You went to be
marked with what is no mark at all.” Then they add:
“Bring nothing at all! Where have you been, you? Your mate has brought cattle, goats, fowls, from the place
where she went. Now you also go where your mate went and get a notching of the teeth worth having. Do you
see? Now she is a queen and has built quite a large town. Today her mother is rich and honored.” They saw the
cattle, they saw all the things which are here outside.
“You,” they asked again, “where have you been? There is not a single thing which you have brought.” They go
on beating them. At last their mothers say,
“Leave them alone, stop beating them.” Then only the boys stop beating their wives.
So the girl became a great queen. She then killed cattle. The people whom she had vomited simply waded in
the blood. Her former mates ran away, no one knows where.
281.129 The Unborn Child\fn{by Cibuta, a Lenje informant (before 1921- ) } Zambia (M?) 2
A man had taken a wife, and now she had the joy of being with child.
But there was an acute famine. One day, when hunger was particularly severe and the man, accompanied by
his wife, was dragging himself along in the direction of her mother’s home in the hope of getting a little food
there, they happened to find on the road a tree with abundant wild fruit on the top.
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“Wife,” he said, “get up there and get some fruit!” She refused, saying,
“I am with child! How can I climb a tree?” He said,
“Well then, don’t climb!”
And he himself climbed the tree. He shook the branches, and his wife picked up [the fruit that] had fallen
down. But he said,
“Don’t pick up my fruit! You just refused to climb!” She said,
“But I was only picking them up.” Thinking about his fruit, the man hurried down from the top of the tree, and
said,
“You have eaten some of it!” She said,
“Why, I have not!”
And he came at her with his spear, and he stabbed his wife. And there, on that spot, she died. Then the man
gathered his fruit with both hands. There he is, eating the fruit, remaining there where his wife was stretched out
dead.
Then, all of a sudden, he started to run! Run! Run! Run! Without stopping once, until he reached a rise. There
he slept, out of sight of the place where he had left the woman.
Meanwhile, the child that was in the womb rushed out of it, dragging its umbilical cord. First, it looked around
for the direction that its father had taken, then it started singing a song:
Father, wait for me!
Father, wait for me,
The little wombless.
Who is it who has eaten my mother?
The little wombless!
How swollen are those eyes!
Wait till the little wombless comes.
That gave him a fright.
“There,” he said. “there comes a thing that is speaking.” He listened, he stared in that direction.
“This is the child coming to follow me after all that, after I have killed its mother. It was left in the womb.”
Then rage took his wit away, and he killed the little child! And there the man is, starting anew, moving on. And
here, where the little bone of the child had been left:
“Little bone, gather yourself up! Little bone, gather yourself up!” Soon it was up again, and then came the
song:
Father, wait for me!
Father, wait for me,
The little wombless.
Who is it who has eaten my mother?
The little wombless!
How swollen are those eyes!
Wait till the little wombless comes.
The father stopped.
“Again, the child that I have killed! It has risen and is coming. I’ll wait for him.”
So he hid and waited for the child, and he had a spear in his hand. The child came, he could be seen a short
distance away. And as soon as the child came—quick with the spear! Stab it! Then the man looked for a hole, he
shoveled the little body into it and heaped branches up at the entrance.
Then he ran with all speed! With all speed! At last he reached the kraal where lived the mother of his dead
wife, the grandmother of the child. When he arrived, he sat down. Then his brothers and sisters-in-law came with
smiling faces.
“Well! Well! You have come to see us!”
“We have,” he said, “come to see you.”
And a house was prepared for him and his wife—she was expected. Then his mother-in-law was heard asking
from afar,
“Well! And my daughter, where has she been detained?” He said,
“I have left her at home. I came alone to beg for a little food. Hunger is roaring!”
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“Sit down inside there, Father.”
Food was brought to him. And he began to eat. And when he had finished eating, he even went to sleep.
Meanwhile, the child had squeezed itself out of the hole it had been put into, and again, with its umbilical cord
trailing behind:
Father, wait for me!
Father, wait for me,
The little wombless.
Who is it who has eaten my mother?
The little wombless.
How swollen are those eyes!
Wait till the little wombless comes!
The people listened to the song coming from the direction of the path.
“That thing coming along there, speaking indistinctly—what is it?”
“It seems to be a person.”
“What is it?”
“It looks, man, like a child killed by you on the road!”
“And now, as we look at the way you’re sitting—you seem to be only half-seated!”
“We cannot see him very well”
“It cannot be the child, Mother. It remained at home.”
The man got up to shake himself a little. And his little child, too, was coming with all speed! It was quite near
now, with its mouth wide open:
Father, wait for me!
Father, wait for me,
The little wombless.
Who is it who has killed my mother?
The little wombless!
How swollen are those eyes!
Wait till the little wombless comes.
Everyone was staring. They said.
“There comes a little red thing. It still has the umbilical cord hanging on.”
Inside the house there, where the man was, there was complete silence. Meanwhile, the child was coming on
feet and buttocks, with its mouth wide open—but still at a distance from its grandmother’s house.
“Just over there!” everyone said.
The grandmother looked towards the road, and noticed that the little thing was perspiring, and what speed!
Then the song:
Father, wait for me!
Father, wait for me,
The little wombless.
Who is it who has eaten my mother?
The little wombless!
How swollen are those eyes!
Wait till the little wombless comes.
Great Lord! It scarcely reached its grandmother’s house when it jumped into it. And on the bed:
Father, wait for me!
Father, have you come?
Yes, you have killed my mother.
How swollen are those eyes!
Wait till the little wombless comes!
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Then the grandmother put this question to the man:
“Now what sort of song is this child singing? Have you not killed our daughter?”
She had scarcely added, “Surround him,” and he was already in their hands. His very brothers-in-law tied him.
And then, all the spears were poised together in direction, everyone saying,
“You are the man who killed our sister!”
Then they just threw the body away there to the west. And the grandmother picked up her little grandchild.

Freedom Statue, Lusaka, Zambia
Below I have appended a small memoir by a local colonial district official about a station to which he was
posted in 1915. It has no particular connection any of the pieces of literature reserved for Zambia; but I have
included it as back-ground material, for it was written by an old colonial when this country was a colony and
thought likely to remain so for an extended period of time.
There is a fully developed portrait of what I think of as the ideal Resident Assistant in a short story of that title
by Somerset Maugham (under the 19th century section in France, the country of his birth); but “R. T. Chicken,
O.B.E.” may be closer to the truth.
It is compiled from The Northern Rhodesia Journal (vol. 1, no. 3, 1951, pp. 69-72.:H
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103.235 The Tender Crop\fn{by Fwanyanga Matale Mulikita (1928-1998)} Mongu, Mongu District, Western Province,
Zambia (M) 9
Early on Sunday morning Mateyo Chilufya said goodbye to the friends he had worked with for thirty years on
Paul van Zyl’s farm. His friends were very sorry to see him go. But they knew that there was nothing they could
do to stop his going. Paul van Zyl had told Chilufya to pack and go. That was the previous day, after Mateyo had
returned from one of the Saturday “sundowners”\fn{ Gatherings of people in the evening to dance, sing and drink .} so
common among farm laborers and Soli villagers east of Lusaka.\fn{ The capital of Zambia; or Northern Rhodesia, as it is
known in the days of this short story, and white/minority rule. It is located in the southern part of the country .}
Thirty years on van Zyl’s farm ended just like a dream for poor Chilufya, who was now in his late sixties.
“My boy,” that was how van Zyl addressed his African laborers.
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“My boy,” this time he accosted Chilufya, “I have come to tell you that your job on this farm is finished. You
have got to go away. I don’t care where, but you have got to leave, if not tonight, tomorrow morning.”
“Bwana,\fn{Master; a term at one time widely used all over Central Africa .} what wrong have I done?” Chilufya asked
van Zyl whom he had faithfully served for thirty years as a farm laborer.
“My boy, don’t argue with me!” his boss said. “It is finished. I haven’t come here to argue. You understand, my
boy!”
Van Zyl strode away from Mateyo Chilufya—half drunk but fully aware of what had happened. To ask why he
was summarily dismissed from the job he had done for thirty years was to “argue” as far as van Zyl was
concerned. Indeed many another whiteman\fn{ So the text; and in one other author I have come across as well, white man is
reduced to a single word.} would have said the same in a similar situation.
“Mary, I have dismissed Chilufya from work. I don’t want to see him on this farm any more!”
Paul van Zyl told his plump wife who was busy supervising preparations for dinner. The van Zyls were
expecting some guests whom they had invited to supper.
“Paul, have you paid him for this month?” Maryt van Zyl asked.
“Why should I, Mary?”
“Do you think it is fair?”
“Do you think it is unfair?”
“Of course, Paul, I do. You have got to pay him, considering what he has done for us all these thirty years.”
“What these people have got to understand is that you just can’t mix politics with business. If I were to pay
Chilufya the other boys will get it fixed in their heads that they can dabble in politics and expect to be paid when
dismissed from work. To teach Chilufya and company a lesson that it doesn’t pay to talk politics on my farm, I
decided I shouldn’t pay old Chilufya.” Paul van Zyl, one of the most prosperous farmers in the area, spoke
emphatically.
Paul van Zyl exaggerated the political role Chilufya had played on the farm. Once or twice Chilufya had just
shouted “Kwacha—Negweee!”\fn{A political slogan, meaning “the fire will catch” or “the light will soon shine”, in Bemba. The
two terms are now used as currency denominations in Zambia and Malawi, replacing pounds and shillings .} that was all. But van Zyl
had said:
“What business has Chilufya to “kwacha” and “ngweee” on my farm?”
He was getting spoiled by these politicians. Time had been when Chiufya and his fellow farm laborers said
“Yes bwana” to everything the master said, even when he insulted them. But now there was some resistance,
some impudence on the part of these laborers. Van Zyl’s cook, Desmond Atata, had reported to his master what
Mateyo Chilufya was doing during his spare time. Reading the African Mail\fn{A newspaper run by Africans advocating
independence.} and admiring what the big political guns in African society were doing. Atata even said that
Chilufya had shaken, nay, pumped the hand of these big guns.
“Bwana, Chilufya was pumping their hands—these African politicians.” It was after this report that Chilufya
was heard to have shouted “Kwacha—Ngweee!”
Old Atata had also told van Zyl, “Bwana, I am with you. That Mateyo Chilufya is dangerous,” but he would
not explain in what way Mateyo was dangerous. That he left for van Zyl’s imagination to magnify and ponder.
Paul believed the only wise course of action to follow was to dismiss Chilufya from his farm. He had to nip the
trouble in the bud.
At dinner, Paul van Zyl and his guests talked about the intolerable situation that was developing in the country.
It was fear of the coming change that dominated their talk. It was the same fear that made van Zyl fire Chilufya
from the job he had done so well for thirty years. They were fighting mere shadows. The political storm that was
gathering momentum was irresistible, inevitable and destined to change and sweep away the old pattern of life.
*
The Sunday morning that saw Chilufya part with his old friends on van Zyl’s farm brought many memories to
his mind. This farm had become his own home. Chilufya thought about the menial and unrewarding job. Was that
the payment for his dedication?
“For years I have labored for him,” he mused. “Our meager and miserable earnings—a mere pittance. Look at
our soaring expenses. We have to pay school fees, uniform fees. And colonial taxes too. Add to that, money for
our food, our beer and clothing.” He felt that the situation had driven them to find some means to eke out their
wages.
“There was nothing we could do but brew beer—men and women—and organize ‘sundowners’ where we
could dance and enjoy ourselves.” His thoughts went back to one of these “sundowners” when his wife eloped
with another man. But that was twenty years back and he had decided to forget marriage and concentrate on his
work on van Zyl’s farm.
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“Thirty years I have sweated it out on this back-breaking job!” He sat down, overcome by emotions, his legs
wide apart and his drooping head crowded with memories of this farm.
He could not forget the year when his wife eloped because that was the year when van Zyl bought a tractor as a
first step in the mechanization of his farm. A lot of farm laborers became the victims of mechanization: they lost
their work, and the tractor took over. Chilufya survived this event, on account of his honesty and industry. The
laborers at first welcomed the arrival of the tractor as one of those miraculous inventions of the white man. But
when they saw the machine take over their work they hated it and they even planned to put it out of action. One
evening when van Zyl and his family were safely out of the way they surrounded the tractor, determined to smash
it and scatter the pieces over the farm. But they failed miserably. The following morning there it was, roaring and
groaning as it did the work normally done by scores of farm laborers.
Before the tractor arrived on the farm Chilufya had supervised the operations of the other workers who were
making a dam for van Zyl. They sang, these African men as they delved into the ground with an assortment of
implements. They sang in unison. They dug in unison to give a psychological boost to their tired and aching
muscles. Their black sweaty bodies glistened in the glaring African sun. The singing made them forget their
miserable wages. It also made them forget their human miseries which seemed to date from the days of Adam and
Eve; from the loss of Paradise. The rhythm of song and of the hoes striking the ground in unison blended.
Van Zyl was amused, and glad to see these poor people furthering his economic domination, his prosperity
built on their sweating and aching backs. His thoughts went back to the days of the Pharoahs who rejoiced to see
slaves toiling to produced pyramids conceived in their comfortable imagination. But he was different. He paid for
his labor.\fn{In a way, so did the Pharoahs. From what is now known about the construction system used to erect the so-called Great
Pyramids of Egypt, (1) most of the labor used was of the sort used by central and local authorities in much of Europe during the Middle
Ages—a corvée, or system by which, in exchange for some sort of tax remission, large numbers of the population submitted themselves to
voluntary conscription for the purpose of constructing canals, bridges, roads—and, in Egypt, pyramids; (2) this sort of labor was rotated, so
that the same group of workers did not have to work all the time; (3) in the first several years, the workers enthusiastically participated in
this system, out of respect for the supposedly Divine powers of their man/god ruler, in the belief that by erecting for him his place of
immortality, good fortune would redound to them; (4) free food and shelter was provided, not, it appears from archaeological remains, of an
inferior quality; and (5) it appears that in Egypt some sort of incentive in the form of soul-immortality was offered to the worker—perhaps
in the form of written prayers, certainly in the pictorial memorialization of they themselves, if this is the interpretation of the hundreds of
little figures to be found in surviving funerary frescoes displaying the construction of pyramids which cover the walls of certain known
Pharonic mausoleums: H} He refused to believe that he typified the human oppressor and Chilufyta the oppressed—

the process that has gone on in human history since the days of Methuselah; indeed since time immemorial. He
disliked to believe that the fact that he was white and Chilufya black was incidental. He seemed to remember
someone saying that the struggles between the haves and the have-nots, the struggle between the exploiter and the
exploited—was the central issue and that when color and race are added the issues go beyond the realm of
normality and border on psychosis.
No, no! He liked to believe that the whiteman was destined to rule and the blackman doomed to servitude. The
master race and the salve race—that is the meaning.\fn{ So also innumerable whitemen in the American South, prior to the
extinction of literal (overwhelming agricultural) human slavery there; or, it is arguable, there would have been no Civil War: H }
*
Chilufya got out of his farm hut. With one hand he lifted the small bundle that contained his possessions. He
could not go away without pursuing the question of his pay. He knew it wasn’t much, but he had labored for it; he
deserved it. He therefore made for van Zyl’s house, half a mile away.
Old Desmond Atata was already up clearing up the remains of last night’s supper. Desmond Atata, as the cook,
finished off the remains of the supper—a chicken leg half chewed by one of the guests; some fruit salad half
consumed. These people, he wondered, they just touched this or that dish, leaving a lot of food untouched! He
thought of his own meals, where the children had to scrape the plate clean with the pointing finger! He recollected
that after the process the well-licked finger was left cleaner than when it started.
When Chilufyta appeared at the back door of the house—he dare not approach the front door—Desmond Atata
said:
“Shh—the master is still asleep. These people are gods, ka!”\fn{Mind you.}
Chilufya made it clear that gods or not he had to disturb them. He wanted his pay for the services rendered.
Desmond advised:
“Azunga, amanga, ka!—Europeans can arrest, mind you.”\fn{ Grandsaigne renders this: “Whiteman can arrest, beware.”
In Lingala.}
Chilufya brushed Desmond aside and hammered with terrible force on the kitchen door. Paul van Zyl appeared
in his dressing gown, obviously annoyed by the hammering on the back door. When he saw Chilufya, he
composed himself.
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“What do you want, my boy?”
“I want my pay,” Chilufya said without adding the customary Bwana. Van Zyl looked at him for a moment.
Then he said; “Wait a minute!”
He withdrew. He went back to consult with his wife. It must have occurred to him that people don’t shout
“Kwacha—ngweee” for nothing. When this is coupled with a demand for their wages, their rights, even if they are
farm laborers, one had to take note.
“It is not fair, Paul. It is not fair.”
That was Mary van Zyl taking the side of the underdog. She appeared at the front door with some money for
Mateyo Chilufya. The old man’s record of thirty years’ faithful work on the farm came into her mind. She said
farewell to Chilufya and thanked him for his past services. She gave him a packet of biscuits and a bottle of
orange squash. That did not please old Desmond Atata who eyed Mary van Zyl so viciously that she had to cut
short the ceremonies and return to her bedroom after waving Chilufya goodbye. He gave Desmond a contemptuous look as if to say “You dog”, and Atata recoiled and disappeared indoors.
*
As he walked away from the house Mateyo Chilufya asked himself where, at his age, he could make a home.
He knew from letters that his parents were long gone. He had lost touch with his own home people in the
Northern Province.\fn{Logistically in the northeastern part of the country; at the time of this story, one of eight provinces into which
the colony was divided for administrative purposes .} He would have loved to continue living and serving on this farm until
his death. Those farmers talked about welfare schemes for the old people in South Africa where the aged ones
were provided with homes, supported by their government. Here, he thought, the Colonial Government did
nothing of the sort for the black people. He had heard of such homes for the white folk at Ndola\fn{ One of the chief
towns of Copperbelt Province, in the central part of the country and not far from the border with Zaire .} and Lusaka. Where did the
money he paid in taxes go, he asked himself. Old Chilufya must leave his home on the farm and face the
uncertainties of the future.
He looked at van Zyl’s farm. His eyes feasted on the young maize crop that scintillated in the early Sunday
morning sun. The maize field stretched far and wide until it touched the bush some distance away.
He had seen van Zyl’s farm grow from nothing. To begin with it was all virgin bush. Chilufya and his fellow
laborers cleared the bush. The first year van Zyl brought five acres under cultivation. Now it was more than a
hundred acres of scintillating maize. There were some more acres of tobacco. There were herds of select breed.
Only last year van Zyl had harvested thousands of bags of maize. The money he had made over the period of
years, it is said, was so much that the banks had refused to accept any more from him.
Chilufya looked at the miserable bundle containing his possessions acquired after thirty years. He had no
penny in the bank. He had seen van Zyl grow from a poor farmer to whom government had lent money and given
so many acres of land virtually free of charge to a rich man.
He recollected that van Zyl had borrowed money from government to buy that tractor which was responsible
for the dismissal of his fellow laborers. Then followed another loan to buy a harvester. That was another machine
which led to the dismissal of more laborers. Before its arrival on the farm, van Zyl employed the wives of his
laborers in addition to the normal labor force, to harvest the maize for him. That brought in extra pennies to the
pockets of the laborer’s families. Besides, one could always pinch a cob or two of maize while harvesting. But
now that evil machine did the harvesting, putting them out of business.
But there were other jobs on the farm that needed human labor. Chilufya was convinced that his dismissal had
nothing to do with the mechanization of the farm. Van Zyl still needed human beings to look after his cattle. Out
of consideration for the services he had done, van Zyl, if he were grateful, would have assigned him to the work
of looking after cattle.
However clever or versatile the whiteman’s machines may be, surely they could not invent one that could look
after cattle. He knew of the machines that could milk. That was a different matter. But a machine that could take
the cows for grazing and return them safely to the kraal!\fn{Cattle enclosure; but elsewhere more widely used for people
enclosure as well.} Such a machine, if it was made, would kill cows instead of looking after them, if it did not end up
in a ditch. So Chilufya was convinced that there was still plenty of scope for human labor on van Zyl’s farm. But
he must leave the farm.
*
Soon Chilufya found himself on the Great East Road. He had made up his mind to go to Lusaka, some thirty
miles away. He decided to hitch-hike into town. He had seen his friends get a lift that way. As a matter of fact he
himself had done it once or twice before.
For one hour he tried his luck to get a lift. Twice or thrice he nearly managed to get one. But when he told the
drivers that he could not afford to pay the fare they demanded, they drove off.
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“Are you crazy?” one of them said, “expecting a free lift to town?”
It was now about half past nine. A familiar car approached him. He recognized it as van Zyl’s vehicle—a
station wagon he had seen so often on the farm. He frantically flagged to stop it. No doubt van Zyl, who was
behind the wheel, recognized his old farm laborer Cyilufya. He turned his eye from him and drove away. But
Mary van Zyl had also recognized Mateyo Chilufya.
“It is not fair, Paul,” she said. “You should stop and give him a lift. I am sure he is going to town.”
“Sorry; but if we stop we’ll be late for church.” By now they were a mile away from the spot they had passed
Chilufya.
Suddenly van Zyl stopped. He turned the vehicle round. At first he was at a loss what to do next—how to face
the man he had just dismissed from his farm. Had some human feeling touched his conscience?
But something within him had told him to stop. It seemingly melted his indifference, his hard heart. There was
a fellow human being in need. It was more than this—it was a human being who had contributed to his prosperity,
his farm management and to his happiness. He had dismissed him. But this was done out of political necessity,
maybe.
He realized that Chilufya had been made a scapegoat. The thought made him uncomfortable. His real enemies
were the political guns in the African society who were determined to upset the status quo,\fn{Things as they are.}
his comfortable life, his future. Chilufya was not a threat to his life, to his future. But then, he convinced himself,
he had become political. “Ngweee” on somebody’s farm!
There was, however, room enough for eight people in his station wagon. There were only two of them in it—
himself and his wife. Their four children were at school in South Africa. He had to relax his views of apartheid,
\fn{The system of racial separation first followed in South Africa, but adopted by the Northern Rhodesia, Southern Rhodesia and
Nyassaland (as these countries were called prior to their independence from Great Britain) .} herenvolkism\fn{Belief in the superiority
of the Afrikaner people, in Afrikaans .} and baasskap\fn{Mastership, in Afrikaans.} for once, for Chilufya’s sake. His
thoughts on a Sunday had become godly. Feeling for a fellow human being melted the hard line of his racial
ideologies.\fn{Or perhaps it was merely a comfortable habit he had got into over the years: H }
He returned to where they had passed Chilufya. They picked him up. Mateyo sat at the back of the station
wagon—his first and last ride in this vehicle. He looked at his clothes and the clothes of his former employers.
They were in their Sunday best. He was in his oversize dilapidated Mokambo jacket and kalela (cheap) trousers.
His shrunken cheeks and ill-nourished body looked cadaverous in comparison tot heir plump, smooth bodies
which radiated vigor and health. He was aware of his dirty shirt. He was equally aware of the pleasant perfume
coming from Mary van Zyl’s dress.
There was dead silence as they drove to town. Each one of them kept their thoughts to themselves. Before they
reached the church van Zyl stopped and said,
“This will do, my boy”.
He told Chilufya to climb down. Neither Paul nor Mary van Zyl wished to be seen by their friends in company
with Chilufya. Kindness has its limits. They waved Chilufya goodbye. Their employer-employee relationship
ended without ceremony, just as it had started thirty years back.
*
Chilufya got another lift which brought him to Kabwata, which was then still called the “Main Town Location”.\fn{In South Africa also, the places where the natives lived were called “locations ”; also in Kenya:H} He paid a shilling for
the transport. He began to look for his relatives, and he found them two hours later. With one hand he greeted
them; with the other he set all his worldly possession on a little stool by the door. His thoughts were still with the
farm he had left. His new life had just started.
Chilufya had no plans. He was faced with the problem which always faces retired men:\fn{ Particularly retired
single men: H} what to do to keep themselves profitably\fn{ Not necessarily lucratively, but usefully: H } occupied. In
Chilufya’s case this problem was more acute since he found himself without employment overnight. He had never
planned his future, as he had no fear of losing his job. His services to his master had always been loudly praised.
Chilufya’s relatives took care of him and were very kind to him. In one of those Kabwata huts it was crowded
existence. There was Mulumendo Mulenga, his host, plus his wife Agnes and their seven children. All these in a
single-roomed hut. With the arrival of Chilufya the hut had to accommodate ten people. There was no privacy at
all. Some of Mulenga’s children were old enough to have rooms to themselves. Take their eldest daughter Anna.
She was doing her Form I\fn{The first year of secondary school.} and her brother was in Grade VIII.\fn{ The last year of
primary school.} All these had to share one room. The children slept on the floor, some of them underneath their
parents’ bed.
The young children were left to cry, and the mother did not bother to keep them quiet. Their noses, which were
always wet, made Chilufya uncomfortable. To add to his moral discomfort the young children were naked, while
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Agnes Mulenga wore very expensive dresses.
Chilufya had to sacrifice. He bought two of the youngest children some clothes, out of the last meager wages
he had received from van Zyl. This put Mulumendo Mulenga and Agnes to shame.\fn{ As parents who did not provide
adequately for their own children .} But they did not like the way Chilufya was lecturing them on how to look after their
children. He was thrusting his nose too much into their private affairs. They resented it immensely.
Chilufya soon noticed that when Mulenga and his wife returned from the crowded beer parties they treated him
with disrespect. Not so much what they said, but what they did not say. That kind of communication which makes
itself felt by intuition made him believe that he was not wanted.
Besides, from his peri-urban\fn{ Of or relating to an area immediately surrounding a city or town .} life he had come to
know that guests are welcome for a day or two. Their idle stay beyond two days becomes a bother and a source of
discomfort to their hosts.
He was also dying to do something for himself. The sheer force of habit developed over a period of thirty years
of continuous service made him think of finding something to keep him occupied.
He decided to return to his village. Mulumendo Mulenga approached his friends to help the old man with bus
fare to enable him to go back to the Northern Province.\fn{ The borders of which, from where he is now, is some 300 miles
distant.} The spirit of generosity, often eroded among town dwellers, had not been completely destroyed. Mulenga
received contributions from his friends both in cash and in kind to assist the old Chilufya to get back to the home
he had left some forty years back.
Before he left for the Northern Province he had told Mulenga and his friends of his life on van Zyl’s farm.
They were dismayed at van Zyl’s ingratitude. But they did not bother to pursue the matter because they were fully
occupied with their own personal and professional problems. One had said, however, that things were bound to
change when Independence came.
*
Three days of motoring brought Chilufya back to his old village. His worldly possessions were now more
numerous than when he left van Zyl’s farm. Some friends and relatives in Lusaka had added their contributions.
But as his bus tore along the road his thoughts went back once again to his days on van Zyl’s farm. He saw,
without seeing, the green vegetation along the Great North Road; the trees that grew taller and taller the nearer the
bus brought him to home. The sight of chitemene\fn{The system by which trees are cut and burnt to make room for fields and
gardens, in Bemba.} gardens held little fascination for him. Thirty years of work on someone’s farm. That farm had
virtually become his home. As the bus screeched to a stop in Kasama\fn{ The main city in Northern Province, some 400
miles from Lusaka, and 100 miles or so from the border with Tanzania .} he was told that was the end of his journey.
He got out of the bus but did not know where to go. The red sun, looking larger than usual, was half sunk in
the western sky. The pigeons pecked their last at their evening meal on the ground, overshadowed by eucalyptus
trees. The last crow shot across the sky, straight homeward bound.
But old Chilufya had no home to go to this day as he arrived back in the area he was born, some sixty years
ago. He spent the night at the bus station, curled on the ground in the open waiting room.
*
The following morning, after many inquiries, he came across someone who knew where his village had been.
They directed him where to find it.
The village he had known as a boy was almost deserted. Only four huts stood where before more than thirty
houses had been. It was now a hamlet, overgrown with grass and bush. The present inhabitants were as strange to
him, as he was strange to them, although they had heard of his name. He tried to reconstruct the village in his
mind as it had been when he was a small boy. Someone assisted him to find the place where his father’s house had
stood.
There was nothing there now but thick grass and shrubs. There Chilufya must stand, revolving many memories
of his youth. Here his father, Mutale, used to tell him of things past and great. Here he had learnt of the Arab slave
trade that had carried away many a man into slavery. Here he was told of the great battles his ancestors had fought
with the ferocious Ngonis.\fn{A Zambian tribe.} Here the great Chindungu dancers swayed their hips to the rhythm
of the drums—in this village they danced. Here the old men sat and drank katata and chipumu,\fn{Local brews made
from maize.} passing the calabash from hand to hand after one had drunk with a straw. Here the great chitemene
workers had originated and heaved their axes at the trees, balancing themselves precariously on the highest
branches. And so Chilufya stood on the site of his father’s house had occupied.
“On this site will I build my house,” Chilufya said.
Soon he came to learn that the fate that his village had suffered was the fate other villages also had suffered.
There was Kasama village, that used to teem with hundreds of children—it used to be the pride of its inhabitants
and the talk of its neighbors. It was now a tiny village compared to the sprawling township it used to be.
42

Bwembya too, had seen a similar change. All the villages in Itinti had been depopulated to some extent, so was
Namusoma and Henry Kapata’s village. All through the land able-bodied men left their villages to seek
employment in towns. One man commented:\fn{From Salutations Graduates by the author of this story.}
Ah Africa, we complain
To see the indigenous grain
Wallowing in misery and pain.
Where Titihoya sang wolves howl;
Where village stood, now deserted homes;
Where children played, old men groan
Where girls loved, divorce thrives.

Here then must Chilufya make a new home, hundreds of miles from van Zyl’s farm, which he had made his
home. Now he must build where his father’s house had stood.
Mateyo Chilufya shared his few possessions with his new friends he had found in his father’s village. It is not
nice for one man to have and for others not to have. Things must be shared; sacrifices must be made for the sake
of others. That is communalism; that is socialism. It is the same spirit that makes us call “cousin” “brother”,
“uncle” “father”, and “aunt” “mother”. It is a kind of “togetherness” that makes a man hold a relative to his
bosom “with hoops of steel”.
Together Mateyo Chilufya and his relatives and new friends built his new home. Together they went into the
forest to fetch poles. Together they drive the poles into the ground. Together they ate and rejoiced. Together they
suffered and mourned. Each genuinely appreciated what the other had done for him.
*
One day Mateyo Chilufya visited Mr. Shikapite, a veteran farmer in the neighborhood. Long before the shortlived, unwanted, federation\fn{A reference to a political experiment in which, under British guidance, Northern Rhodesia (Zambia),
Southern Rhodesia (Zimbabwe) and Nyassaland (Malawi) were federated into a single unit (1953-1963). It was a seen by some as a means
of preserving white supremacy (especially for Southern Rhodesian whites) when independence came; but also as a means of creating an
economically competitive viable structure, loosely based upon Nyassa labor, Southern Rhodesian administrative expertise, and Northern
Rhodesian mineral and agricultural wealth. Both Kenneth Kaunda and Dr. Hastings Banda (the first Zambian and Zimbabwian non-white
Prime Ministers) were opposed to it, and it was eventually dissolved by the colonial power to allow the setting up of three national states,
based upon black/majority rule .} was thought of, Shikapite had become a well established farmer. Colonial politicians,

the provincial and district commissioners, came to Shikapite’s farm to drink coffee “with half shut eyes”. Coffee
with the semi-literate Shikapite! It was quoted as an example of no racial discrimination, by the colonial racial
discriminator! The gulf that existed between the blacks and the whites, they argued was an economic one.
But the gap was left to bridge itself!
Chilufya was impressed by what he saw on Shikapite’s farm. Two or three acres of vegetables. There were
cabbages there. There was spinach, there was lettuce there. There were beans and peas there. There was African
corn—nothing kaffir\fn{A derogatory term used by whites to describe things African.} about it! And acres of maize. He saw
sheep moving slowly with their cricket bat-shaped, ponderous tails. They bleated, their helpless appearance
demanding sympathy. There were agile, clever-looking goats with tight bellies. The female pigs with their
cylindrical bodies stood admiring the beautiful faces of their males. There was a clock that danced around the
hens, thrusting aside his left leg and wing in a complicated love affair—a kind of run-after-me-first-if-you-loveme affair!
Shikapite was away from the farm at the time. But what Chilufya had seen on the farm was enough.
“If Shikapite can do it, I can do it,” he convinced himself. If Paul van Zyl can do it, he too could do it, even if
on a smaller scale, he thought. There was no harm in trying. Failure after trying, he said, is nobler than not trying
at all!
First he surveyed the land, accompanied by a few of his friends. He led the way through the tall grass that
reached up to his chin. He cleared a path by pushing the grass aside with his hand, and, left and right, he did the
same with his feet. He skirted round the rocky places until he reached a flat piece of land. His experienced eye
told him that this was a good piece of ground. In fact this was the land his ancestors used to till, but which now
had fallen into disuse.
“Let us revive this land. Give it life again so that it can sustain our own lives,” he told his relatives. “We shall
try. We shall combine our energies together in a common enterprise. We must cultivate not only for our stomachs
but also for sale, to enable us to get the other things we require in life. It is a pity that the foundation our ancestors
made on the land has fallen into disuse. But the accumulated fertility which the soil contains will reward our
labors.”
Some of his relatives were skeptical. Why should they embark on this major enterprise, they wondered.
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Chilufya felt that in order to enlist their support, he had to convince the villagers of the necessity of what he
was aiming at. So at night he assembled them by the fireside that was cheerily burning away in the open. He
discussed the matter, allowing them to participate freely in the discussion. Persuasion, he felt was preferable to
compulsion. He realized also that even after convincing them of the necessity of the scheme, the work was not yet
done. He must demonstrate with his own hands. Show them by example how best to do the job, for the old
methods were unequal to the task ahead.
*
Chilufya’s enthusiasm for work, despite his age, was infectious. He soon inspired his fellow villagers with hard
and devoted work. They cleared the bush. They combined their strips of land into bigger farming units. Two, four,
eight acres were brought under cultivation, using ordinary indigenous hoes. That was how Paul van Zyl had
started. In the end he had brought acres and acres of land under the plough. Chilufya labored with his new-found
friends and relatives. It was communal work. It was co-operative.
He supervised the operations in his rusty Bemba.\fn{ One of the major languages of Zambia, often used as a lingua franca.
(a common language learned for communication purposes between people to whom it is not normally a native language) .} He told them
what to do; how to plant maize in rows. He applied the knowledge he had acquired on van Zyl’s farm.
Soon Chilufya’s enterprise became the talk of the neighborhood. News about his indefatigable work spread to
distant places, as well. People flocked to his village to see what the old man was doing. Some said he was likely
to do much better than Shikapite—at least in the long run. Others scoffed at this, saying Chilufya’s enthusiasm
would soon be spent.
The chief in his area was immensely impressed to see what Chilufya was doing on the land. He had come to
see for himself; to see the talk of the day. Briefly Chilufya told him about his experiences on van Zyl’s farm. In
particular he emphasized the hopelessness with which he had faced the world on the day he was dismissed from
his work. Now he was confident that, barring unforeseen circumstances, he would make a success of his new life
even though he was old. He said it was his duty to pass to his people the knowledge and experience he had gained
in farming abroad.
He also told the chief about his other sad experience on van Zyl’s farm, when his wife deserted him. In spite of
this, he said, he got comfort from his fellow workers and he decided to concentrate on his work.
The chief invited him to visit his court to give an account of his experiences, and in particular about his plans
for the future: his new venture.
“I would be delighted to come. But, if the chief doesn’t mind, let us postpone the visit until I have achieved a
reasonable measure of success on the land. Maybe, after that, my visit could be profitable all round. But I feel
greatly honored to have been invited to visit your court.”
“Just as you wish, Chilufya. but meanwhile I will send my councilors to come over and see for themselves the
tremendous work you are doing.”
“That would be another great honor, though it may not be compared to the one I have received by your
presence on this farm.”
Even in the initial stages of Chilufya’s farm, the amount of work being done was impressive. A dozen men and
women were at work. They sang in unison, and their hoes struck the ground in unison. The song of the men at
work and the sound of their hoes striking the ground, blended to make the workers forget their physical strain, to
give them a psychological boost to sustain them for many a day. Just as the men on van Zyl’s farm had sung, just
as their ancestors had done before them.
*
One evening one man approached Chilufya in his house as he was preparing to join his friends at supper.
“Sir, I have been instructed to let you know that you shouldn’t go to Insaka for supper.” He squatted on the
ground.
“What is the matter?”
“The headman says that there is going to be a meeting there.”
“You mean, my presence is not required at the meeting?”
“It would amount to that, Sir.”
“Who gave you the instructions?”
“The headman himself.”
“You didn’t ask why?”
“How could I? You know our custom.”
“Is this a joke, man?”
“The headman didn’t seem to be joking when issuing the instructions.”
“Very well, then.”
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The man left. Chilufya was puzzled. He could not think of anything amiss that he could have done to merit this
treatment. They knew he was a bachelor. Besides he was an old man. What could be the reason? Surely his own
people couldn’t treat him so uncivilly! All along they had professed their affection for him and appreciated what
he was doing for the whole village. They had told him that since his return from Lusaka things had improved in
the village and that they felt sure more improvements would come. But what were they trying to do by barring
him from their company? And what a time of day to do it! Had he over-worked them on this day? Were they
going to dismiss him from the village after his dedicated service? Not again!
This behavior of theirs, did it stem from personal jealousies? Chilufya sat on a stool outside his house, his
shoulders drooping, and his face wrinkled as he tried to puzzle out this unexpected situation. His chin rested upon
his bended knee. The silent night was fast closing in and soon the darkness would swallow him.
He had challenged van Zyl for not giving him his pay when he was dismissed from the farm. These were his
own people. He was going to challenge them too. He was going to find out why he was being treated with such
incivility. He rose to go, his ankles creaking with old age. As he made his way to the meeting place he could hear
snatches of conversation issuing from the crowd.
“We certainly can’t allow him any longer …” “We must stop him.” “Yes, it’s high time we did …” “Chilufya
can’t go on …” He saw a man approaching him. “Yes, I am going to tell him …”
What is the meaning of all this, Chilufya wondered. These people speaking in agitated voices, mentioning his
name! They say I must stop. But what must I stop doing?” he asked himself. These were his own people. Surely, if
they had spotted any untoward behavior on his part they should have openly pointed it out, instead of making him
the subject of an unseemly public meeting. Were they revolting against his enterprise?
“Sir, I have been instructed to ask you to join us at the meeting place.” It was the same man who an hour back
had told him not to join the meeting.
“Tell me, what is being discussed?”
“I’m not permitted to tell you.”
“Man, be reasonable. I am barred from my friends, to begin with. And then I am being asked to join them!
What does this mean?”
“I don’t know.
When the two men eventually joined the rest of the village there was utter silence. The evening fire burned, the
flames leaping upwards.
“We have decided,” the village headman at last spoke. But what was his decision, Chilufya had time to wonder, before the headman continued speaking. He fixed his eyes on Chilufya, to see the effect of his preliminary
remarks.
“We have decided not to allow you to continue the way you have done, Mateyo Chilufya.”
“I’m listening,” Chilufya said in a characteristically African fashion.
“We have decided that from now onwards you will be exempted from the onerous task of tilling the land. You
know, I’m younger than you are, but the strain of the work on the land is already telling on me. You don’t show it
yourself, but that is no reason to ask you to continue to do this strenuous work.”
The rest of the crowd echoed the headman’s sentiments. Chilufya was touched. And so the discussion about
him amounted to this! The headman continued:
“You have labored so long, not only here but also elsewhere. And I think that is enough. The whole village
shares my views.”
“Headman, those are very kind words, indeed. But, if I may say so, there is yet a bit of strength left in me. I
would like to utilize it profitably.”
“I am sure we understand. But time has come for you to conserve that energy, tremendous though it is—for
other things, other enterprises less demanding than tilling the land.” Again the crowd echoed the headman’s
sentiments.
“I have another matter to talk about,” the headman cleared his throat. Chilufya became even more attentive.
“We have decided by consensus that the communal farm we have made becomes your personal property. It is
yours.” There was clapping and applause. The headman continued:
“We have learnt enough from you. We shall make our communal farms.” There was more thunderous applause.
Chilufya was overwhelmed. The sacrifice of his people.
“This is too generous,” he said inwardly.
“Headman, I have no words with which to thank you and the rest of the village. I will accept this offer on one
condition. You will permit me to work with you on your farms, at least in the preliminary stages. Not so much
because of my farming experience, which is very little; but so that I can escape the boredom of working alone on
my farm.”
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This condition was accepted. But, they said, it was on the understanding that Chilufya would do only
supervisory duties, advising where necessary.
Then the women brought the supper to the meeting place. They all ate with relish.
They asked him about life in the towns and the growing political power among the Africans. He told them how
crowded the cities were, and how some Africans no longer paid attention to their traditions. He told them how
they were no longer enthusiastic about going to church. He told them about the congested African beer halls
where even women with babies on their backs went, little caring for the welfare of their families. He said that
divorce was common and that men and women had lost touch with their high traditional moral code. He described
how some children went without schooling, and how most of these turned into juvenile delinquents, ending up in
remand homes\fn{In England, private homes to which juvenile criminals may be remanded, as an alternative to borstal or
reformatory.} and reformatories.
He also told them about the pleasant and attractive aspects of town life. He talked of some Africans owning
shops, and other businesses. He talked about the cinema and electric lights in some houses and streets. He talked
about motor transport. He said that the streets were crowded with bicycles and cars.
*
Early the following morning, Chilufya roused them from bed. He was as\fn{ The text has: an.} energetic as ever.
“It is time to go to work. Time for work!” All the men and women in the village got up and followed him to the
fields. They were to make another farm as the first one had been given to him the previous night by common
consent. As soon as they had found a suitable site, another communal farm was in the making. Soon they all
settled down to work. They needed no prompting from old Chilufya. In unison they struck the ground with their
flashing hoes. They worked with determination. They labored the whole day, except for a short break to stretch
their backs and have a drink of water or some light beer in the polished brown calabashes. Chilufya was
overjoyed to see their enthusiasm for work.
“Tremendous! Tremendous!” he said.
To enable them to do their work more quickly, they later thought of a new scheme to enlist the support of their
neighbors. They brewed large quantities of beer. On the day the beer was ready, they invited about thirty guests
from the neighboring villages. First they had to help on the land. From the morning till afternoon they worked the
land, and in the evening they did justice to the beer. So that while they hoed and sang, they knew the reward was
bubbling in the pots.
This communal work with other villagers was organized two or three times. Soon the land was ready for the
seed.
Chilufya decided to write to his old friends on van Zyl’s farm. He wasn’t sure that they were still working for
van Zyl. Nevertheless he wrote to them, telling them what he was doing. He wrote a glowing account of the
enthusiasm of his people for the new methods of farming. He said that had he known this he wouldn’t have waited
for van Zyl to dismiss him from the farm. He said that there was prosperity in the rural areas waiting for the
enterprising people. He told them that all indications were that he was going to have a very successful crop. He
told them how his chief came to pay him a visit on his farm and that he even invited him to visit his court. He told
them how overwhelmed he had been when his villagers decided to give him a co-operative farm in recognition of
the “little” he had done for them.
He wrote a similar letter to Mulumendo Mulengo in Lusaka. He told him about his experiences at home and
urged him to return to his village.
“Please, come and help your people,” he ended his letter.
*
In due course Mateyo Chilufya saw the results of the villagers’ collective labor. He could not believe that his
developing farm was all due to his initiative and industry—advanced in age though he was. He stood on the edge
of his own farm, looking at the young maize crop that fluttered in a morning breeze. He saw the leaves of the
young crop sparkling with the morning dew: tender crop that he could call his own.
It gave him a sense of belonging. It gave him a sense of achievement. It was purposeful; it was meaningful. He
began to understand fully what van Zyl meant when he used to say “my farm”. Chilufya now had his farm too.
There he stood on the edge of his farm, admiring the tender crop.
He reflected on the years he had worked on van Zyl’s farm. Thirty years of his youth and middle age. If he had
devoted all those years to self-improvement, he too would have been visited by the provincial and district
commissioners—like old Shikapite. He would have been free to kwacha and to ngweee without fear of annoying
anybody.
He looked at his tender crop dancing in the breeze, covering ten acres. He knew he hadn’t much longer to live
but there was no doubt in his mind that this farm represented a foundation for future prosperity for the people. He
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had shown them how to make their land more productive. The green of his maize crop; the dark soil of his farm—
it was a rewarding sight to him. It was also an inspiration to his people.
At independence he might get a loan from the new government to improve the farm—to purchase implements,
fertilizers, a plough—even a tractor. There was no harm in trying to do that, either!
After many years in the wilderness, Mateyo Chilufya found his land of promise—a real home, a flourishing
farm where he could say “Kwacha—Ngweee” without the fear of avenging hand.
He was free to cast his strength into the struggle for human liberty which, like a growing fire, was warming the
imagination of the oppressed.
45.79 & 190.31 1. Night Thoughts 2. Peking, Peking: Two Short Stories\fn{by Monde Sifuniso (1944Barotseland, Western Province, Zambia (F) 6

)}

1
As I lie here in bed, I wonder what time it is. The ward is dimly lit, and the night nurse is asleep at her table.
The patient directly opposite my bed has been in a coma for a week. The other two patients on her side of the
ward are quiet, at last. Earlier in the evening one had been delirious, and the other had been moaning and calling
for a doctor who never came. The patient next to me is dead except for her head. She can open and close her eyes,
she can move her head and even attempt to speak. But that is all she can do.
The night is silent, and tonight I feel no pain. Tonight I can cast my thoughts over the last three years that you
have been away. I can see you now, your fingers pulling absently at your scanty beard, a small knowing smile on
your lips, your eyes looking into distances that my naked eyes could not see. Had you told me, that last day I saw
you, that I would not be seeing you for a long time, I would have stayed a little longer with you.
When you left, Sikiti was the litunga of Barotseland,\fn{The British name for what eventually became Northern Rhodesia,
and after Independence, Zambia. The Barotse are now known as the Lozi; but the name “Barotse” survives on maps, in government
ordinances, and in common reference.} our head of state. He was already unpopular by that time, remember? I’m sure

you remember how he was pelted with rotten oranges and tomatoes when he tried to address students at Tukuluho
University. He was lucky no one could afford to throw an egg at his pate.
Three months after your departure Sikiti had the decency to abdicate. There was much rejoicing everywhere.
Total strangers hugged and swung each other round. We even had a fireworks display. The royal committee did
not waste time. Within three days that cocky son of that other unpopular litunga, nicknamed Mutelo, was installed
in Sikiti’s place. As per tradition, he was installed outside the kuta, in front of the palace. He took the name
Liswani and became Liswani II. We were short-sighted enough to become excited and extol him. He became a
giant of a man in our minds.
For a week or so there was euphoria in the capital. We did nothing but stare dreamy-eyed at him on television
screens as he promised us what Sikiti had taken away from us—heaven on earth. He was so eloquent that when he
told us of the succulent steaks we would be eating again we did not only see them in our minds’ eyes, but we
could hear them sizzling and smell them as well. Here was a litunga who shared our hopes for the future, who was
opposed to some of the retrogressive customs of our country, and encouraged free thinking. Liswani II became the
first litunga to talk about democracy in our monarchy. I admit, I, too, allowed myself to be carried away on a
wave of optimism.
After the mandatory two weeks, King Liswani moved into the palace. He stopped on the last step and waved at
us before he stepped into that stately home. He was barely inside for a minute before he shot out like a bullet to
tell us that someone had carried away all but the bricks and mortar of the palace! It did not mean that, just because
he wanted to work himself to the bone for his country, he did not need a chair to sit on, or a bed to sleep in. In that
short moment he was in the palace he had managed to peep into the treasury, and he told us that Sikiti had left the
coffers of the nation empty. Can you believe that I was ready to take up a collection for him? Maybe some people
did, because the very following week some trucks trundled over from Namiba, and off-loaded the most expensive
furniture that you’ve ever seen. In the meantime, our efficient police force has not yet found out who carted away
the palace furniture.
It did not take us long to realize that, even though the Nalikwanda, the royal barge, now had an engine and did
not need to be paddled, nothing else had changed. Liswani changed his title officially from litunga to king. The
ngambela became the prime minister; the kuta became the cabinet, and his indunas became cabinet ministers!
lnduna Kalonga became minister of education, lnduna Mukwakwa became minister of works and supply, and so
on and so forth. In came Land Rovers and the latest four-wheel-drive vehicles for the new king and his ministers.
Down went our living conditions. Back came the arrogance of the Sikiti era. Anyone who complained was labeled
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an enemy of the state and was arrested.
This was new. If there is anything we have had plenty of in our country, even during Sikiti’s reign, it’s free
speech. Mulena ki mutangaa sicaba, went our saying—“the king is the servant of the nation.”
Now Liswani erected a barrier between the royal family and the people. He began to abuse the litunga’s habit
of going incognito among the people to find out what they thought about him. In the past, the information
gathered in these nightly prowls helped the litungas shape themselves to the people’s expectations. The new king
who loved free thinkers arrested people who said things he considered demeaning even if they were said in
drunken stupors.
When King Liswani closed the royal channel of communication, we turned to the grapevine for information. I
don’t know how much of what I have heard over the last three years is true and how much is fabrication. Some
stories were credible; some I took with a pinch of salt; others I dismissed outright. I mean, if you’re given a
graphic description, not by one person but by several, of how someone close to the king himself killed a man, you
will believe it. When you’re told that a prominent person’s wife is threatening to leave him because a poltergeist is
creating havoc in their lofty abode, you’re not sure whether to believe it or laugh in the face of the narrator; only
there was always more than one informant. But when people swear to you that in the palace there is a room
holding some of our dead litungas in zombie state, and that the same room boasts a photograph that bleeds, then
you know imaginations are running wild.
Then came the most incredible of all the rumors.
Liswani II was going mad, losing his mind. Why? He was haunted by a living man, his predecessor, Sikiti. It
was said that one night, King Liswani retired to bed at the normal time. He didn’t know what woke him up, but
when he opened his eyes he saw Sikiti sitting in a chair by his bed. He reacted in an infantile way. He pulled his
bedclothes over his head and screamed.
The queen’s bedroom is separated from the king’s by a door. Soon after his coronation the king had locked that
door, and he had kept it locked because his national responsibilities took precedence over his conjugal ones. So,
on this night, by the time the queen had scrambled out of bed and gone round to the door that opened into the
passageway—the door the king was not in the habit of locking—the bodyguards were already there opening
wardrobes and looking under the bed. The king was sitting quaking on the bed. She sat next to him and quietly
asked what was going on.
“Sikiti,” her husband pushed the name through clenched teeth.
“Here?” she asked incredulously. No one answered her. Everyone knew that Sikiti had left for South Africa the
previous day.
The king was now at a loss as to what to do. He reasoned that, if his bedroom door had been locked that night,
his bodyguards would not have managed to come to his rescue. Yet it was because the door had not been locked
that Sikiti had managed to slip into his room. In the end, he decided to lock that door as well, turning his bedroom
into a cocoon where only one special cleaner was allowed.
*
During Sikiti’s reign our relations with Zambia had soured. Liswani was determined to restore the good
neighborliness that had existed between the two countries.
One night, Liswani flew back from a peace-making trip to Zambia, exhausted. He dismissed all questions and
promised that he’d call a press conference the following day. What we heard afterwards was that he went to his
private study first and had some discussions with his press secretary. After his press secretary had left, he sat
down to read a book, and fell asleep in his chair.
When he woke up, Sikiti was sitting in a chair opposite him, holding the book the king had been reading.
It is now treasonable to mention what happened next, but since you won’t repeat this, I’ll tell you. The king
soiled his pants and passed out. The theory then was that the stench activated the alarm system. When the king
was located he was found neatly laid out on the floor, his hands crossed on his chest like yesterday’s corpse. That
was when the psychiatrist was brought in and, later, a priest to exorcize whoever had possessed our litunga. It
could not be Sikiti. He had left Barotseland for Botswana two days before the king claimed he had seen him in his
study.
You know that in spite of all the fun we make of our litungas we are basically a very loyal people. When we
realized that the king was genuinely ill, we rallied behind him. We started searching for something good in him. It
was difficult, but our hearts warmed to him when we saw his eyes crinkle childishly in laughter again. We were
happy as the carefree gait he had lost returned to his step.
Our king enjoyed adulation for four months. Then disaster struck again.
One afternoon, King Liswani went into the palace library and found Sikiti setting up a chess board on the
coffee table. He ran out of there, lashing out at anyone who tried to stop him. He was halfway to the gate before a
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daring guard tripped him. He refused to be led back into the palace. The king and the queen were moved to one of
the smaller houses behind the palace, the houses that were once used by the litungas’ junior wives (when it was
mandatory for a litunga to have five wives). However, the king continued to conduct his business from the main
house.
This time Sikiti had been seen leaving the house of the minister of home affairs, just after the king had run
helter-skelter from the palace. When questioned, the minister vehemently denied that ex-king Sikiti had visited
him.
*
One October morning, the litunga called his cabinet to a meeting. While they were having tea at ten o’clock,
he excused himself and left the room. An hour later, he had not returned. His private secretary was sent to find out
whether the meeting was over. He came back to report that he had not found him. After establishing that the king
had not driven out, the ministers quietly searched the palace. Two hours later it was clear that the king was neither
in the palace nor in the other houses within the palace walls. A search of the spacious grounds yielded nothing.
At the palace gate the names of all the people who had driven out between ten and eleven o’clock were taken.
They were located and summoned to the palace. They all denied driving out with the king hidden in their cars.
Now that the five men and one woman knew about the disappearance of the king they had to be kept at the palace.
Two of the men had no phones in their homes, so someone had to go to their homes to reassure their families that
they were safe and sound.
One of the men’s wives panicked. She told the editor of Koranta, a notorious tabloid, that her husband had
been arrested. When the story was shouted from the front page of the paper the following day, the wives of several
ministers (who had also had to spend the night at the palace) started a frantic search for their husbands. The result
was that, by lunch time, everyone knew that the king had disappeared.
Now came reports of sightings! The king was seen in Senanga. The police there organized themselves and
searched … Sesheke, Kalabo, Lukulu … nothing.
On the third day the minister of home affairs was having lunch with three members of the royal committee.
“If the king has not returned by tomorrow your committee will have to meet and decide what to do,” the
minister said.
“We could say he abdicated because of the problems he has been having,” said one of the members of the royal
committee.
“This is a good example of divine intervention. Spirited away in a UFO,”\fn{ Unidentified Flying Object.} another
member said.
“Don’t fire the people's imaginations with stories of UFOS. They’ll report seeing him jumping over the moon,”
a third member said.
“The moon is one place he should avoid if he is sensible. It’s no place for lunatics,” the minister said amid
laughter from the other three.
“It’s interesting to know what people think of you,” the unmistakable voice of the king said as he walked into
the room wearing the same clothes he had been wearing at their last meeting.
The minister of home affairs and his guests scrambled to their feet and attempted to show how happy they
were to see him. He glanced sideways at them and curled his upper lip as though he were looking at fleas on a
mongrel’s back. He picked up a cell phone that was on the sideboard and walked out of the room. They heard him
speak on the phone but they could not catch what he was saying. They sat there, not even looking at each other,
unsure what they should do.
When they heard a car turn into the minister’s gate, they all sighed. They needed a distraction. When the car
stopped, they expected the king to rush in and hide. When that didn’t happen, the minister got up to find out who
had come. He was in time to see the king get into a palace car and drive off without a backward glance. He had no
choice but to call his guests and follow Liswani to the palace. However, the king had left instructions not to allow
them, or any members of his cabinet, in. They were turned away right at the gate. For the next five days, word that
the palace was a hive of activity reached every ear.
“Liswani is up to no good,” the minister of home affairs said to himself. He dared not voice these sentiments to
anyone. People could not trust even their spouses now that Liswani paid so handsomely for information on what
people said about him.
Six days after his reappearance, Liswani called a press conference. All his ministers were to be present. Members of the diplomatic corps were expected to attend. For the first time, members of the extended royal family
were also invited. And, for the first time also, no rumors preceded the press conference. We were all mystified.
Don’t ask me how I found myself at the palace that day, but there I was, along with the very best, the curious and
the concerned!
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King Liswani came out wearing his royal regalia. He looked proud and dignified. I saw in him a touch of that
great ancestor of his, King Lewanika.\fn{ Lewanika was the man who first openly solicited British protection from the British
South Africa Company as Chief of the Lozi, the strongest kingdom in the area, from his enemies (1889, 1900) The British Colonial Office
assumed full control from them in 1924.} He sat on his throne, on the podium, and became his petty self again.

“Here I am, ladies and gentlemen, to the chagrin of my detractors. Today I’m going to expose my enemies, and
the enemies of our country, because anyone who wishes me ill, wishes the country ill.” He gave a mirthless laugh.
While he was giving this introductory talk a giant screen was being set up. In the middle of a sentence a wall
appeared on the screen. As though we were watching a modern-day Alice in Wonderland, we saw a woman reporter touch the wall. As she turned round to beckon to people who were still out of the picture, a chink appeared in
the wall. Four other reporters walked up to the first reporter while the king himself took up the rear. In single file,
they walked to the aperture and passed through the wall. They had walked into the palace’s private garden. We
were shown a small gate that opened out to the road behind, but it was covered by beautiful climbers that
concealed it completely. The group then walked towards the palace and stood by a manhole. They removed the
manhole cover and all six of them descended into … well … the sewer. However, the next shot showed steps that
went down to a huge pipe where all of them could stand upright. They walked through this pipe and climbed
through another manhole, into the garden of the minister of home affairs.
“You will recall that Sikiti’s son used to live in that house, and had to be forcibly removed after my installation. Now we know why. Many of you, including the people I picked up from the ashes to run the affairs of the
nation with me, went around shouting that Liswani was mad, Liswani was mad.”
There was silence. Even the court jesters were quiet.
“You were all on Sikiti’s side, and you were ready to testify that each time I claimed to have seen him, he was
out of the country. As you can see, he simply went underground. The question that each intelligent person should
ask is, why was it necessary for Sikiti to have a secret passage to his son’s house?
“Countrymen, this passage was not built by Sikiti and his son alone. There are men, and women, who knew
about the passage, who labored to build it, but even when my sanity was being questioned, no one came forward
to tell me that there was a possibility that Sikiti could get into the palace without being seen.
“Sikiti is out of the country now, tipped off by someone to run away. He will return, and he will have a lot of
questions to answer when he does. His son is under arrest, and he is already helping the police in their investigations. I now wish to publicly commend the Mutai Group of Companies which worked night and day over the last
week to seal that passage.”
Where was Liswani when Sikiti was litunga? Of course there was no official announcement, but we knew
about the making of the underground passage, didn’t we? I even recall how you and I discussed Lewanika’s
escape in 1884, when there was a rebellion against him: how Lewanika’s enemies, having been assured that
Lewanika was in bed, stormed the palace. There was evidence that Lewanika had slept in his bed, but he was not
in the bedroom nor anywhere else in the palace. Mataa and his fellow turncoats could not understand how
Lewanika had escaped because they had sealed every exit. Lewanika safely reached Angola.
Well, Liswani has sealed Sikiti’s method of ensuring that a litunga could escape if the people rose against him,
though it was not a very intelligent plan to run to his son’s house in an uprising. King Liswani said nothing about
those three days. Did Sikiti hold Liswani prisoner? Was Sikiti truly out of the country? For now, the king turned
his wrath on his indunas, rather, his ministers.
“I have decided to get a new team to work with me, people who have consistently shown faith in me.”
Oh, my! Now he truly showed how mad he was. He appointed new ministers and a new prime minister. One
by one he castigated the outgoing cabinet. What were they but a bunch of ungrateful spongers? 1 was afraid to
stand up and leave, and that was really when my headaches started, or that was when I became aware of them. I
kept mentioning this incident to each doctor I saw, and each said that I shouldn’t take national issues so
personally. I was stressing myself needlessly.
If things were bad before, now they became unbearable. The group of inexperienced louts around Liswani
were interested in enriching themselves more than the previous lot. Prices of everything shot up. Few people
could afford even one decent meal a day. Many of us lost our jobs as the job market shrank. The situation became
desperate. How could anyone tell me not to worry? I don’t want to dwell on this. My head has started throbbing.
Perhaps it really was because of these problems that my headaches became so acute that my sight became
affected, and I often screamed with pain, like a child. Finally I was referred to Lewanika Hospital. By sheer
coincidence there was a visiting neurosurgeon. He took a look at me and immediately said that I should be
admitted. He told the doctors he was with, in my hearing, that he suspected I had a brain tumor. A few tests
confirmed this. The tumor was malignant and it was in an advanced stage. I didn’t have long to live, I was told.
The prognosis cheered me. The tumor is the only thing I possess, the only thing I can call my own. The
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suffering I see around me gnaws at my heart. The pain I feel as hunger slices my entrails far exceeds the pain I
should be feeling as the tumor ravages my brain. I’m losing my sight, and I sometimes hear myself screaming.
My voice is disembodied. Maybe I only whimper weakly. I can no longer tell.
You’ve not communicated with me in the last three years. Now that I'll be with you soon, please assure me that
there is no pain, no hunger after death, and that we’ll be laughing together again, even as we leap about trying to
find a cooler place between the licking tongues of the fires of hell. It will be heaven compared to what Barotseland has become.
2
Jack Zulu and his wife, Yvonne, had only one child, sixteen-year-old Richard. Richard was closer to his mother
than he was to his father. Jack had used all sorts of tricks to lure Richard from his mother, but he had failed. Later,
he tried to join them so that they could become a close-knit threesome but he soon found out that they would often
be laughing at him, not with him. He gave up and helplessly watched his heir, product of his groin, being molded
by a woman.
Tonight Jack and Richard had just seen Yvonne off on the first leg of her trip to Peking to attend the fourth
Women’s Conference.\fn{The United Nations Fourth World Conference on women, held in Peking in September, 1995 } Jack
looked at his son, sitting next to him in the car. As he drove up to their house he told himself that he was going to
be alone with his son for two whole weeks and he was going to use that time constructively. He was going to talk
to him about the Oedipus complex, about men being men and sticking together, about the evil influence women
can have on men.
Richard jumped out of the car at the gate. While his father parked the car, he locked the gate and raced into the
house. He felt uneasy in his father’s presence. Jack followed his son into the house. He closed the front door
gently, the way Yvonne wanted doors closed. He remembered then that Yvonne was away. Smiling, he opened the
door again and banged it shut. He turned the key noisily in the lock then walked to his bedroom. He surveyed the
room with dissatisfaction. He had felt more at home in hotel rooms than in this, his bedroom. Yvonne’s presence
was too strong. He had two weeks in which to stamp his own mark on the room.
He threw his jacket on his bed and decided to start working on his son that very night. When he knocked on
Richard’s door, he was met by silence. He turned the door handle but Richard had locked himself in. Did he
always lock his door? Jack didn’t know. Well, two weeks was a long time. He could start the following day which,
after all, was Day One of his fourteen days of freedom.
Lying back in his bed later, Jack laid out plans for the coming fortnight. His relationship with his mistress,
Milly, had soured. He had not been in touch with her for slightly over a month. This was partly because he had
been under pressure for money from Yvonne. He had been in such a bad temper that he would have risked
breaking up with Milly altogether had he attempted to contact her during that time. Now he had two weeks in
which to use all his wiles to win her back. Released from all worry, he drifted off and slept the dreamless sleep of
the contented.
When Jack woke up the following morning, there was total silence—no sound from the bathroom, no sound
from the kitchen. He got up and had a shower. Normally, at this stage Yvonne would ask him what he was going
to do that day. As he outlined his activities, she would decide what clothes would be suitable for the day and lay
them out on his bed. He never argued; he simply went along with her choice. What was he going to wear today?
He gave a short laugh. Surely he could choose his own clothes! What was wrong with him?
Dressed, he went to his son’s bedroom, but found it empty. He walked to the kitchen and found a note from his
son stuck on the fridge door with a strawberry-shaped magnet—his wife’s favorite notice board. It read:
Dad; I had to go to school early. Hope you can make your own breakfast. See you later.

Jack looked at his watch—07:20. What time did Richard leave the house? Why did he have to go early?
Jack was annoyed. Richard always knocked on their bedroom door and announced his departure, if they were
still in their bedroom when he left. Why was he treating him differently? The boy certainly needed sorting out.
He couldn’t face the prospect of making himself breakfast. He was tempted to drive to Milly’s flat but he
decided against it. He wanted to go there after work and spend a good part of the night with her. During the day he
was tempted to ring her twice, but he fought down his desire again, choosing surprise as the best weapon to
disarm her.
As the clock ticked towards the close of the working day, Jack’s body came alive with anticipation. He stayed
on for another thirty minutes after closing time to give Milly time to get back home. At 17:30 he left the office
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and drove to Milly’s flat. Although the curtains were drawn, there was a light on in the sitting room. He was
discomfited when a young man opened the door to his knock. He had allowed his expectations to play havoc with
his feelings.
“Is Milly home?” Jack asked gruffly.
“No, she is not,” the young man answered, blocking the doorway and offering no further explanation.
“I’d like to come in for a moment, if you don’t mind.”
Jack pushed past the young man who remained standing at the door. Displaying familiarity that he would never
have dared show had Milly been around, Jack stopped the cassette player. He took out the cassette that was in the
machine and inserted one of his choice. He walked to Milly’s bedroom but found it locked. As he turned away
from the door he saw the young man a distance away, watching him.
“Who are you?” Jack barked at the young man.
“I’m Milly’s brother. Are you Mr. Zulu?”
“Yes. How do you know my name?”
“Milly said you might come. She left a note for you. I’m going to stay in her flat while she is away.”
Jack walked back to the sitting room with the young man. The young man took a white envelope from a shelf
and gave it to Jack. Jack ripped the envelope open and took out a small piece of paper.
Well, Jack, Yvonne is in Peking and now you come running to me. Sorry, mate, I’ve gone to Peking, too.

What a sick joke! He felt tense as he walked out of Milly’s flat. He suspected that Milly was hiding
somewhere. He was going to catch her at her office the following day, or the day after. Two weeks was a long
time. …
Jack drove aimlessly. He was drawn to a roadside bar that was belting out one of his favorite Tshala Muana
songs. He parked his car but debated whether to join the reveling crowd or turn round and go home to his son. He
decided to go in. Time enough for Richard. Tonight was his, no Yvonne, no Richard, no Milly.
As he walked into the bar he was met by bawdy laughter. Two men were dancing, with one gyrating
suggestively. The rest of the group were leering and clapping their hands in time to the music. The barman shook
his head and clacked his tongue as he handed Jack his beer. Jack found an empty seat and patronizingly looked at
the pathetic scene before him. How could adult men behave like that? Simon, one of his closest friends, walked in
and joined Jack.
“I saw your car outside and decided to come in. What’s going on here?”
“Just came in myself, Simon. 1 still haven’t figured out what is going on.”
“Two weeks without women. How is it all going to end?” Jack noticed then that there wasn’t a single woman
in the bar.
“They couldn’t have all gone to Peking,” he laughed.
“Well, Jack, my wife, your wife, Sally and Milly … those have certainly gone.”
“How do you know Milly has gone too?”
“I gave her a lift to the airport because she couldn’t dare ask you. She knew I was sneaking Sally to the airport
before seeing Her Royal Highness off.”
Sally was Simon’s mistress. Jack looked around and wondered how many of the men there were truly
monogamous. By now the tune had changed. There was a slow, romantic tune on. The men paired off and were
dancing cheek to cheek with each other.
“This is sick,” Jack said.
“You’re right, Jack. Let’s go home to our children and play fathers.”
Outside they said their goodnights, each disgusted with the homoeroticism that the men in the bar were
exhibiting. As Jack drove up to his house, he was startled to see a police car parked outside. He was convinced
that his son had got on the wrong side of the law. He fumbled in his pocket for his key but the door opened before
his hand came out of his pocket. The policeman holding the door open looked at him sternly.
“Are you Mr. Zulu?”
That question again. Yes, I am. Who are you? Jack silently replied. Aloud, he said,
“A policeman spells trouble. What has gone wrong here?”
Jack saw his son seated between two boys; one looked familiar but the other he had never seen before. Directly
ahead of him sat Kennedy, Simon’s son, and, next to Kennedy, stood another policeman. Richard kept his eyes
down.
“Do you know these boys, Mr. Zulu?”
“Richard,” he pointed at him, “is my son. Kennedy over there, I know. I don’t know the other two.”
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“The two you don’t know are Thomas and Stephen. We found them smoking dagga\fn{Marijuana} and causing
a disturbance at Stephen’s father’s house. Your son jumped out of a window and thought he had escaped. We
followed him here. A search in his room yielded no dagga. We’d like to search your bedroom.”
“Do you have a search warrant?” Jack asked irrelevantly.
The policeman handed Jack the search warrant. He glanced at it briefly then led him to his bedroom. The other
policeman remained behind, a fisherman gloating over his catch. Jack was unconcerned as the policeman
rummaged around. Not even the mess the policeman was making seemed to affect him. He was quite relieved that
the policeman had found nothing on his son or in his room. They could not arrest his son. Jack had escaped his
wife’s wrath.
“Well, Mr. Zulu, does your son get his dagga from you or does he have his own supplier?”
Jack looked at the dirty rag that the policeman was opening out on his bed.
“Where did you find that?”
“In your drawer, Mr. Zulu, the one holding your underclothes and your ties.”
“It doesn’t belong to me. Let me talk to my son.”
“I would advise you to talk to your lawyer, Mr. Zulu, not your son.”
Jack remembered. The boy who looked familiar was his lawyer’s son. He hurried to the living room and stood
before the boy.
“Stephen, is your father at home?”
“No, sir,” the boy said, his head bowed. “My mother and father left for Peking yesterday.”
“Your father, too?” Jack asked incredulously.
“My father is the chairperson of the Zambia Equal Rights Committee,” Stephen explained.
Jack turned to the policeman.
“Officer, my lawyer is very smart. He is the smartest lawyer in the world. He went to Peking with the women.”
The policeman was glad that his wife had no idea what Peking was. He himself had only come to know about
the Peking Conference the week before. He sighed and watched as the tenth man he was arresting that day broke
down like the nine before him. They had committed different crimes, but they all had one thing in common: their
wives had gone to Peking. And this was only Day One!
56.12 The Return Of The Worker\fn{by Mufalo Liswaniso (1945-

)}

Sesheko, Western Province, Zambia (M) 4

Most people were harvesting their crops in the woodlands. Only a few were still living on little pieces of
highland in the flooded plain. In the woodlands, where the majority lived, a drum beat day after day; it was a
means of communication, telling the other villagers that there was some beer for sale in the village in which the
drum was beating.
That was the season, the time of the year, when Dick Mendai, a tall, slim and handsome young man of Makoka
village, about seven miles north of the Zambezi plain in the southern part of Seheke, returned from Nkana mine
on the Copperbelt.\fn{At one time the production of copper accounted for 90% of Zambia’s export revenue. Large-scale exploitation
of copper began there in the late 1920’s. [The first European to describe copper-smelting in the general region was Dr. David Livingston
(by Katangan natives in 1867).] In African geography, the Copperbelt is a zone of copper deposits and associated mining and industrial
development dependent upon them, extending about 280 miles and up to 160 miles in width, northwest from Luanshya, Zambia, into Shaba
(formerly Katanga) Region of Zaire. Estimates of its total reserves range from 11-27% of the world’s total supply of this mineral. During
the 1980’s Zambia and Zaire together accounted for over 1,000,000 tons a year, about 14% of the world total.. }

Makoka village stood on a piece of highland to the west of which lay a small valley. There was a motor road
nearby. Twice a week, every Saturday and Sunday, a bus stopped to pick up people going to catch the Mulobezi
train or going to seek employment on the line of rail; there were others who caught the bus on Sunday when it
returned to Sesheko Boma.
The time was about two o’clock in the afternoon when Dick arrived. He had three heavy suitcases. A few
people got in the bus and soon the bus left.
Dick began to look around. There were few people. The place itself had changed quite a bit. Here there had
been no huts; there had stood a big tree; it was no longer there. Of the faces he saw there were no familiar ones.
Suddenly two little boys, both of whom were the same age, ran across the road from the other side, dragging
wooden toys that were imitations of cars. The first one to appear, the one in front, Dick recognized. That red shirt!
It was the one that he had bought in Kitwe.
“Mendai!” he called. “Mendai!”
The little boy turned round and for a long moment stood immobile.
Dick took off his hat and sun-glasses and beckoned at the boy.
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“Run!” The two boys still stood immobile. Then he said:
“It’s me, Mendai. It’s me, your brother Dick.”
The boy recognized the voice and stature. He sprang up, throwing his toy across the other side of the road.
“My brother! My brother!”
He came panting and hurled himself at Dick, clinging to him. Dick put down his hat and glasses and embraced
the boy. For a deep moment they held each other tight. Then he released the boy and turned to the other boy who
was by now near too.
“Muketoi, you’ve grown up now?” The little boy giggled shyly. He kissed him in the traditional style.
“Is my mother all right, Mendai?” He turned to his little brother as they strutted down to their village, helped in
carrying suitcases by three young men who had been lingering about at the bus stop.
“Yes, she is all right,” little Mendai replied. He added: “But she weeps terribly whenever she remembers you.
Particularly when she sees your photo on the wall in our house.”
“And my father? Is he there?”
“He is all right too. He has gone out to herd our cattle. But he is finishing his turn today.”
“Oh, dear! These cows … Come along, boys.”
When they reached their village, the two boys, like dogs, left Dick and ran towards a courtyard where there
\fn{The text lacks: there.} were people drinking beer. Excitedly, they simultaneously knocked on the door.
“Is my mother there? My brother, Dick, has come,” Mendai called, shaking his little shoulders. He jumped
about and ran away towards Dick, singing:
“Ndondo! Ndondo!” A woman who had opened the door for a moment stood amazed at the boy’s extraordinary joy.
“What did you say?” she barked. “You mean your brother Dick has come from the mines?”
“Yes,” little Mendai answered. He had already come back to the door again.
“There he is!” He pointed in Dick’s direction. “Call my mother please. Or can I go and call her? … Hey, we
will enjoy scones and buns and bread today! I saw them in one of the suitcases.”
Dick laughed from where he stood.
The woman who had opened the door was called Ma-Muketoi, the mother of Muketoi, the little boy who was
with little Mendai. She shut the door and walked over to Dick. This was the wife of Nduna Museteli, the halfbrother of Dick’s father and the Headman of Lyomboko village to the west of Makoka where Dick’s father once
lived.
“Mukowa, my relation, you have come?” she muttered. “Yes, it was years ago you left us. Even our dead
would be infuriated if you stayed longer without coming on leave to see us.”
They kissed each other, greeting each other in the traditional style. She started, kissing him in his right palm
and spitting a little saliva in his face. He kissed her right palm twice, she kissed his thrice, but he did not spit a
little in her face. He was younger. That was the practice.
“Oh, mukowa, my relation, still what you have always been? Tall and slim. Exactly like your father, old
Mendai. Even the way you stand and walk is still your father’s way of standing and walking. It’s more than
resemblance.”
“Yes, old one,” Dick answered.
“Yes, Dick … you remember those years when your mother and I lived on the other side of this valley?” She
pointed to a valley that ran on the western side of Makoka village. That was where Lyomboko village was.
Lyomboko was an old village and it was situated near a well from which they obtained their water.
“You were a boy, a baby … Oh, how glad Nosiku will be to see you! Let me go and call her!” She disappeared
into the courtyard.
Dick was seated on a stool in his mother’s courtyard. The door was half-closed. He sat expectantly waiting to
see his mother.
Suddenly the door opened!
Son and mother stood immobile, arms outstretched, and then they were together tightly. Dick felt his mother’s
tears trickling down her cheeks. She wept or she sobbed, not because she was grieved but because this was
remarkable. He had not been with her since some seven years back and during the seven years Dick had never
taken any leave to go “home” and see them. It was as if he was a prodigal son. But during the seven years Dick
had never, however, forgotten to write them letting them know how he was and also asking them how they were,
particularly how little Mendai, his young brother, was. They were the only sons of their parents.
This coming, this return, was unexpected. No one know Dick would come at that hour, Dick had not written to
let them know of his coming. To do so would be fatal; it would be committing suicide. These people in his village
were different, full of jealousy and envy; they could do anything to him if they knew the time of his coming.
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Something had once happened to other young men who had also been to the white man’s lands, to those who had
been to the Wankie mines in Southern Rhodesia\fn{Which Zimbabwe was called between 1954-1963.}
Dick watched his mother with love and zest, tears trickling down his cheeks too. They had been poor, these
people. It was he that had now made Nosiku, his mother, win great respect from the other women in the area.
Once, his mother had written a long letter which had driven him crazy and sent him weeping. That was when he
had sent her bundles—or rolls and rolls—of cloth to have them made into dresses and skirts. His mother was now
wearing a dress made from the cloth. The day she had had the materials sewn into dresses and she put one dress
on, almost every woman in Makoka village had made remarks which had even made her feel her son would not
live long to continue showering gifts on her. She had written to tell him this, how the women of her village—and
even those in the other neighboring villages—had admired it and remarked that her son was a real man who when
he grew would become more than a man.
That was not all. What about the old man? Dick had always made sure that whenever he sent anything to any
one of them, he also sent something similar to the others. To his father he had sent several pairs of long trousers
and shorts, strong shoes and boots and strong shirts. And young Mendai, whose clothes cost even less than the
others did, was always wearing a different shirt. The boy had told him this through the letters his mother or father
wrote. But the parents were uneducated and Mendai was still in the elementary classes and the letters were written
for them by someone—not always the same person—in the village.
Nosiku and her son were now together. Dick looked at her a long time, recalling how she used to beat him
when he was a kid. He was her son, her baby. Now they would be together. He had resigned his job, had been
given his pension, and had returned home to look after his aging parents and to educate that boy, Mendai.
They waited for the sun to set and Dick waited anxiously to see his father. This business of herding cattle. He
cursed himself. The old man would now stop it. He would do it himself.
Soon the sun cast long shadows and went down the western horizon. It began to assume an outline like a
perfectly rounded piece of molten copper and hung suspended in the sky. Dick and little Mendai walked out of the
courtyard behind their house. To the west abominable dust came rising like smoke. It was dusty! The bullocks
climbed and fell on the females as they tried to mate. On the outskirts of the village, a few yards away, calves
bleated like goats in their kraal. It was a call to their mothers. The cows mooed in answer to their young. One cow
shot out and came galloping towards the kraal of the calves to suckle its young one, but a knobkerry\fn{ A short
wooden club with a heavy round knob at one end, used especially by South African aborigines .} landed on its twisted horns and it
nearly collapsed. That was from old Mendai.
Young Mendai sprang up to meet his father, and Dick watched the boy and pricked his ears to hear what he
would say.
The old man came walking rather slowly. He was dusty. His hair was gray and was now more gray with the
dust. The old man was tired. He had a barbed spear in one hand. He was tall and slim, like his son; and he was
dressed in a khaki shirt and a pair of long khaki trousers. He wore big black boots that protected him from thorns
as he herded cattle. These his son had bought and parceled to him.
“Father, Mr. Dick has come,” little Mendai told his father.
Dick grinned from where he was. That prefix Mr. It was such a common thing. You became a Mr. with a
Christian name.\fn{Zambia is predominantly a Christian country, although few have totally abandoned all aspects of traditional belief
systems.} That becomes almost your surname. The first name he was given immediately he was born, Mutemwa,
“Forest”, had almost been forgotten. When you are grown up you give yourself a European name and they call
you by it, at least until you have a son or a daughter and then they call you “the father of so-and-so.”
“Who?” old Mendai barked, pausing and eyeing his little, last-born, fourteen-year-old son unbelievingly.
“Mr. Dick, my brother. He has come from Nkana.”
Old Mendai narrowed his eyes. He stuck his spear into the ground. His son. Had he really come? Could he
come without letting him know? No.
“No, my son, I don’t believe you. Your brother always writes to us. We have never received any letter from
him letting us know that he is coming.”
“But he has come, Father!” Little Mendai insisted. “There he is!” He pointed to Dick.
Old Mendai looked in the direction and there was Dick, his son, coming. The old man sighed.
“My son! How lucky I am. You arrive when I just complete my turn of herding cattle.”
The old man threw his long thin arms round his son and kissed and embraced him and smothered him with
saliva in the face. His was an almost toothless sunken mouth. This was a great day. Son and father eyed each other
and then they hugged each other once more.
In a short time almost everybody knew that Dick, the son of Mendai, who had gone to work on the mines,
actually in the mines, many, many years ago, was now back. And there was that little boy, Mendai. He acted like a
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catalyst in spreading the news about his brother’s arrival.
*
Makoka village, in which Dick lived, was an enormous village. Its inhabitants were mostly of one clan and
they treated each other as brothers, sisters, mothers and fathers. No one in the village, however, had gone in
education as far as Dick had gone—Form II. Few of them had reached Grade 6 (Standard 4 of those days).\fn{ All
these are English educational system-terms, which they naturally brought with them when they colonized Zambia and formed its political
borders in 1911.} Most did not know how to write the letter A or B. Dick stood out and had become a household

name. In Lyomboko village to the west they had heard about him.
It was harvest time. People had plenty to eat. Most people showed their good welcome for Dick by bringing
him countless foodstuffs. Some brought baskets full of mealies or millet for pounding in mortars. They felt that
just for a day he should have a change of food from the mealie-meal ground by machines with the husk
unremoved; it did not taste nice, several young men from the town had often complained. Those who came from
families that had good milk-giving cows brought with them gourds full of fresh or concentrated sour milk. And
there was also fish, fresh and dry, breams or barbels or both. There were no strings attached and there should
never be any strings attached to these things; they were purely something given freely to someone who has come
to visit you or someone whom you saw a long time tack. Headman Museteli in Lyomboko sent a big gourd of
concentrated sour milk to his nephew.
That was a society of families that showed—or probably pretended to show—love to people who had been
away for a long time. The news had spread like the news about someone’s death which does not take a long time
to be heard no matter how far one is.
Out of their homes, miles away, a number of Dick’s relatives of the extended family came to greet him. There
were people who had lived in the village of Makoka and then decided to move away and build their own village;
there were men who had left the village because of some dispute over the land as to who should farm in this place
or in that place; and there were men and women who had left the village because they had been accused of being
wizards or witches.
It would be fatal to ignore it. By the way they talked to him it was not difficult to see their hopes of him. Once
in a while a man would remark about his clothing when a child tried to grab him by it:
“Hey! Child, don’t you see that this is the only shirt I have?”
Dick knew what that meant. They always expected one to do it. Many young men from towns had done it.
They now expected him to do it too. If he didn’t, they would label him a “bad worker”. Those gifts, mealies, milk
or fish, had not in the final sense had no strings attached to them.
But some of those who claimed that what they had put on were the only clothes they had might have been
telling the truth. It was true in many cases. He knew them. He saw some and they were justified. Many walked
almost half-naked. Children were practically running about naked, just as they had been born!
And Dick felt he had to do something to help them. He showered on them the clothes he could afford. He gave
them some money when he had it, and he did have it, the pension from the mines. But he did not give to
everybody, especially not to those who did not look to be in need.
*
That was many, many years ago. My name is Mendai, the little boy, the brother of Dick. I was fourteen years
old when my brother returned from the mines. I witnessed everything throughout. We had heard so much about
the mines and the impact they had on the economic development of our country. In those days when my brother
went there it was remarkable to do so and they thought whoever came from there was rich. That was how most
people took my brother. I also thought so. Many of our relatives also thought so.
My brother is dead.
My brother died a mysterious death. It was just six months after his return, on one bright Saturday morning in
the month of October. A day before we had been herding cattle together. Everything had gone well. In the evening
we went to bed happy. Nothing suggesting that my brother was ill had been seen. He had not complained of any
pain, of anything concerning his health at all. It was just a matter of going to bed and he went for good.
*
On another bright Saturday morning, a week after Dick’s death, there was great commotion in Lyomboko
village from the early hours of the morning. Cocks crowed endlessly. Dogs yawned loudly and barked amazingly
as they dusted off their coats the ash from the fireplaces where they had curled themselves during the night.
Calves bleated madly like goats and in the cattle kraal on the outskirts of the village cows mooed more noisily in
answer to their children. And the herdsmen that day shouted and cursed the noise-making cows and their owners
in an unprecedented manner, but the noisiest cows were those of the village headman, Nduna Museteli, my
father’s half-brother. Lyomboko village was not far from our village; it was near. We got water from the same
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well.
People were milking their cows when a boy came running, breathing fast. He made for the Headman of our
village who was a stone’s throw from my father. I was near, holding some milk pails.
“I have been asked to call all the elders in this village,” the boy told them. His breath was short and sharp.
“They want you in Lyomboko village!”
“What’s all this about?” our Head asked.
“Nduna Museteli, the Headman, is very ill,” the boy said.
Our headman unfastened the hind legs of his cow and put away his wooden milk pail. My father and others
followed suit. They put away their milk pails or gave them to their children and all hurriedly left for Museteli’s
home.
Children were not allowed, but I determined to go to Lyomboko and see what was wrong. It must be a serious
illness.
When I got there I hid nearby and watched. The courtyard of Museteli was quiet. It was so quiet that even the
dogs in it seemed to feel the silence. The men of the village squatted in a semi-circle. So did the women. Together
they formed a distinct circle. In the center, lying on a papyrus mat, under heavy blankets and a calabash of water
near him, was Museteli.
Museteli roared and uttered a somewhat labored breath. A quantity of white stuff issued from his mouth, and
flies hovered over it. I was frightened. A short plump woman, his wife, cleared them away. The man was dying.
No one moved. Nobody talked. Faces dropped in sadness. When a man blew his nose they seemed startled and
they eyed him for some moments; then they would be quiet and motionless once again. There was no hope now
for Museteli. His hour had come. The old man groaned and it was like a dragon dying of asthma … then the thing
happened. Museteli started to kick his legs about in the blankets. He gasped for life. Then he shouted:
“Dick! Dick! Mendai’s son is killing me!”
Everybody was startled. My father’s eyes seemed to grow out of their sockets. Everybody stared at my father. I
was more frightened.
“Dick, leave me! Leave me, my brother’s son!” Museteli roared again.
Suddenly Museteli’s eyes projected out of their sockets and hardened like those of a dead dog, his mouth wide
open. Flies hovered over it. There was a\fn{The text lacks: a.} short silence; then it became a long silence. A woman
screamed. It was Museteli’s wife, Ma-Muketoi. The whole village then burst into a mourning cry.
Headman Museteli was dead.
The sun had not yet climbed the sky to midday. The mourning grew and sent echoes in all directions. The
other villagers heard it and knew where it came from. They stopped what they were doing and ran down to
Lyomboko village.
Headman Museteli was dead.
*
The sun climbed the sky, began to descend down the western horizon and, as the cattle returned from grazing,
it went down the horizon and darkness enveloped the village of Lyomboko. Logs of wood were piled in the
deceased’s home and burnt with huge flames, sending sparks in the sky like stars. The night was cloudless, stars
shone and the moon shone so brightly—it was a full moon—that it too seemed to share the sorrow of the
mourners. Round the fires the whole village of Lyomboko gathered.
Headman Museteli was dead.
Museteli’s wife, Ma-Muketoi, almost killed herself; the way she mourned, the way she cried, the incantations
she uttered, almost drove her crazy; it was much more than a traditional cry. Ma-Muketoi loved my father’s halfbrother. Now my father’s half-brother was no more.
The following day, on Sunday, almost at the same hour that a week before my brother Dick had been buried,
Museteli’s body was put into a sledge and pulled to the graveyard, half a mile to the north of Lyomboko village.
It was the same graveyard where my brother was buried, for our villages shared the graveyard. They buried
Museteli there. I did not go there, but I imagined it must be next to where my brother lay.
“Dick! Dick! Mendai’s son is killing me! Dick, leave me! Leave me, my brother’s son!”
That cry. It resounded in my ears. Nduna Museteli, my father’s half-brother, of my own blood, had taken away
my brother’s, his nephew’s—in our traditional society, his son’s—life.
No, I could not believe it. I could not believe my brother Dick had killed his uncle.
Yet …
“Witches and wizards must learn a lesson now,” many people in our village and even those in Lyomboko
village said in the days that followed. “They don’t kill anyhow. These people who have been to white man’s lands
are strong. He was a young man, young chronologically, but he had prepared himself before he came back. He as
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done him in … He killed Museteli.”
“Where there is too much money there is a lot of witchcraft,” one man said. “I have been to Wankie mines in
Southern Rhodesia. I saw this. You need to be strong. You have got to protect yourself … Many people usually
buy medicines so that witches may not come to them. Others buy medicines which have their effects when they
themselves are dead; the ghost emerges, invisible, and take its vengeance. Even in the mines of Nkana, Mufulira,
Chingola or Luanshya it is like that.”
My brother was a great worker. They took him and killed him because of his possessions which they called
“riches” from the mines.
190.197 Excerpt from The Legacy\fn{by Tsitsi V. Himunyanga-Phiri (c.1950- )} “a few miles outside Pemba”, Choma
District, Southern Province, Zambia (F) 7
… I wish I had been able to stay at school longer than I did. I had been allowed to stay only until Standard
Four, then my father told me that he could not afford to pay my fees any longer and that I would have to leave.
I had cried and cried and begged him to let me stay on, but he refused. He told me he had found a husband for
me. A husband who would pay good lobola for me. He needed the lobola so that he could pay school fees for my
two brothers, one older and one younger than I.
I was being unfair, he told me, not only to my brothers but to the whole family by refusing to marry. My
refusal was standing in the way of the family’s success, for if my brothers finished school, they would look after
the whole family. My father and mother would never suffer again as they would have two sons working and
providing for them.
My father was a peasant farmer, with three wives. My mother was his first wife. At the time he had thirteen
children: seven with my mother, four with his second wife and two with his last wife. Each wife had her own hut
which she shared with her children. Boys moved to their own hut when they reached puberty. My father had his
own hut. All the cooking was shared among his wives.
*
I was six years old when my father married his second wife. I was too young to understand what was going on,
but I wasn’t too young to realize that something was wrong, something that troubled my mother very much.
Something that changed her whole attitude and behavior. She used to be a jovial person and hardly ever lost her
temper with us children. She always used to have time to play with us, inventing games to go along with our
tasks, especially when we were working in the fields, making the work less tiring for us.
When the junior wife came though, my mother became subdued and withdrawn, hardly speaking to anyone,
including us, her children. She stopped playing with us and would shout and snap at us for the slightest mistake.
Sometimes, I would hear her crying at night when she thought that we were all asleep.
My father spent all his time with his new wife and hardly spoke to my mother except when he had a complaint.
At the same time, it seemed that everything my mother did was wrong. Her cooking; wasn’t good enough. She
was too lenient with us children. The water for his bath was not warm enough and her work in the field was too
sloppy. But she had been performing the same tasks for the past seven years.
My junior mother as we had to call her, only assumed the household tasks six months after her arrival, when
my mother had her fourth child. It was during my mother’s period of recovery from the labor that the two women
became acquainted with each other. She consulted my mother on the running of the household while my mother,
in turn, relied on her to do the tasks that she used to do. Through these exchanges, the two got to know one
another and became friends. After my mother’s recovery, they began to share tasks with one assuming full
responsibility for the household tasks in the absence of the other, or in the case of sickness or recent birth.
We lived in relative harmony for the next five years. Then our lives were disrupted yet again when my father
announced that he was marrying yet another wife: a girl young enough to be his daughter. This time, both my
mother and junior mother were hurt and distraught—my junior mother more so than my mother—but neither
woman complained. I overheard my mother telling her not to complain and not to show my father how much his
action had hurt her. He was a man, she said, and it was his right to take a third wife if he felt dissatisfied with the
first two. He was still their husband and would look after them and their children. After the first months of
excitement with his new wife, she predicted, he would return to them. Anyway, she said, a third wife would be
useful in helping with the work. My mother said she was getting old and she couldn’t do all the tasks that she used
to. The young wife would be in a position to help.
This time I was old enough to understand what was going on and I was very upset that my father had married
again. His new wife was only five years older than me. I didn’t want to call her “mother”, but I had to; she was
my father’s wife and I had to show her proper respect.
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What upset me most was the fact that my father had enough problems trying to feed and clothe the wives and
children he already had, without bringing in another mouth to feed and body to clothe. Soon she would be having
her own children and we would have to accommodate them too.
Since I was the eldest girl, a great deal of responsibility fell on my shoulders. I had to help out with cooking,
washing dishes and clothes, sweeping the yard and huts and looking after the younger children. More children
meant more work for me. I was tired of carrying children on my back, washing them and feeding them, instead of
studying.
I really liked school and I looked forward to it every morning. At school, I could be myself, Moya, with no
family responsibilities. I could enjoy my studies and by performing well I could show that I was different, not just
one of my father’s twelve children. I always made sure that I had my homework done, even if it meant working
late at night when everyone else had gone to sleep or early in the morning before everyone woke up. It was
difficult as I was always tired from the work I did around the house and I had to do my homework in the very
poor light of a paraffin tilley lamp.\fn{A type of kerosene-fueled hand-carried lantern} On top of that, I had to walk three
miles to school each morning and three miles back each afternoon.
But I didn’t mind, I wanted to do well in school. Even when some of my friends dropped out when it became
too hard for them to continue both housework and schoolwork, I stayed on. I had dreams of finishing school and
going on to teacher training. I would be a primary school teacher, have my own little house and enough money to
look after my mother. Then she wouldn’t have to rely on my father or work so hard again.
*
When my father told me that I had to leave school, I didn’t believe him. I thought he was just joking and he
didn’t really mean what he was saying. I will always remember that day, just a week after my nkolola.
My nkolola marked my reaching puberty. I had been sent to my grandmother where I was confined to a small
hut for one month. The women who had been charged with the duty of my initiation into adulthood gave me every
kind of little attention. I was not allowed to speak to or to be in contact with anyone else. For an entire month,
they taught and advised me of the proper conduct befitting a young woman. They encouraged me to eat as much
as I could in order to put on weight I had to be pleasingly plump, so that I could make a suitable wife someday.
They taught me various dances and how to look after my body, so that I would always be attractive to my
husband.
After my confinement, a feast was held. All my relatives and friends attended. A cow was slaughtered and beer
was brewed to mark the occasion. There was a lot of eating, drinking and dancing. The women who had looked
after me oiled my body until it shone and dressed me in a chitenge made especially for that day. My breasts were
left bare, covered only by a few strands of beads. I also had beads on my forehead; arms, waist and ankles. I had
to go out in front of all the people and dance in the way that I had been instructed.
At first I was quite excited as all the festivities were being held in my honor. But when I started dancing,
swaying my waist and hips to the beat of the drum, I felt ashamed of myself and my body. The way the audience
was looking at me made me feel like a piece of meat, especially when I saw the look in the men’s eyes. Even my
father’s friends were staring at me and showing great appreciation by throwing money at me. I kept my head
bowed and continued to dance, wishing it would all come to an end.
After the ceremony, a week before the school term began, I left my grandmother’s compound and returned
home. I took out my school uniform, washed it and hung it out to dry. I was filling the iron with malasha when
my mother told me that my father wanted to see me. Accompanied by mother, I went to his hut I knelt in front of
him and he told me that it was now time for me to stop school and get married.
My heart sank at his words. I looked at my mother for help, but she didn’t look at me, she just stared ahead.
My head started spinning I couldn’t believe what my father was saying tome. Leave school to get married?
Leave all my dreams to become someone’s wife? Leave school to continue my life of toil?
No! I couldn’t let that happen to me. I had to tell him how I felt, even though children are not supposed to talk
back to their parents. I surprised even myself when the words came out of my mouth.
“No!,” I said. “No, I don’t want to get married, I want to continue with school and become a teacher.”
My father laughed. A girl become a teacher? That was for my brothers to do. Now that I was mature, I had to
get married and provide my brothers with the means of continuing with school.
A number of men had approached my father: I should be very grateful that he had been selective. From all the
suitors, he had settled a young man, Saul Mudenda, a constable with the police. He was stationed at the police
station in Pemba, just a few miles from our village. He was the right age too, at least ten years my senior. My
father was sure that he could control me.
I insisted that I did not want to get married but then my father became angry and ordered me out of his hut,
reminding me that it was he who paid my school fees and without his support I could not continue to go to school.
59

He then turned to my mother and ordered her to ensure that I agreed to the marriage.
*
In the days that followed, my mother, with the help of my stepmothers, talked endlessly about the advantages
to the family if I married. They pointed out that they had all been about my age when they married and look how
happy they were now.
School! School! What was so important about school? they asked.
School was an alien concept to us, brought by the white colonialists to encourage young girls to be lazy. A
woman had to be strong and hardworking both at home and in the fields. It was a woman’s task to stay at home
and look after her husband and children.
Would school teach me how to cook and clean the house? Would school be with me when I was too old to get
married? Would school provide me with the comfort that only one’s own children can give to a woman? I had to
get married now, before the men felt that I was too educated for them!
The three women went on and on. I listened to them without saying a word. I didn’t want to marry, but what
else could I do?
I thought of refusing to eat as a form of protest, or running away but, deep down, I knew that it would be of no
use. I had to give in. I had no means of continuing school if my father would not pay my fees or buy my books
and uniforms. I had no-one and nowhere to turn to or run away to. I knew that unity and harmony within family
had to be maintained at all times. None of my relatives would jeopardize their relations within the family so that I
could stay at school.
Furthermore, I knew that any rebellion on my part would endanger my mother. My father hated to be opposed
and would always take it out on the child’s mother, insisting that it was her fault for not raising the child properly.
When we were alone one evening, the evening that I resigned myself to the marriage, my mother privately
revealed to me her fears that if I refused to marry, it was likely that my father would send her home to her parents.
I knew without her telling me that that would symbolize an end to their marriage and an end to my mother’s
self-respect. As a divorced woman, she would be looked on as a failure, a woman who could not hold her house
together.
I had no choice. I could not be responsible for the breakdown of my mother’s marriage, nor could I be
responsible for the failure of my brothers to continue school. I told my mother that I would marry Saul Mudenda.
My mother looked at me and told me I was doing the right thing. With tears rolling down our cheeks, we
embraced. We each had a lot to say, but we didn’t know how to say anything. We sat quietly and watched the
candle slowly burn itself out
*
The day of my wedding dawned clear and bright. A group of women who had been with me for the last week
accompanied me to the river to bath. I felt tired and weary because for the last week I had had to endure endless
lectures from the women. Lectures on the proper way to cook for my husband, the proper way to serve him his
food, the proper way to address him, the proper way to prepare his bath and bed, the proper way to treat my inlaws. I was re-instructed on how to kneel in front of my husband, his friends and his relatives. I was reminded that
I should always try to please him. That it was unbecoming of a woman to nag and complain and to constantly
berate her husband. I had to always remember that he was my husband and the father of the children that we
would have. I also had to show the same courtesy to my in-laws who would be my relatives too. I was joining
their lineage, I was theirs and would never be considered part of my father’s lineage again. It was to my benefit to
be accepted by them.
All the teachings centered on how important it was for me to please my husband, and not do anything to upset
him. My primary role in the marriage was to ensure that he was comfortable, everything had to be done according
to his desire. If he wanted his food hot, I always had to serve it to him hot, no matter what time I was serving it to
him. If he wanted nshima in the morning, I had to prepare it for him. If there was only a small portion of meat,
that portion had to be served to him first. I had to remember that only men could eat eggs and chicken gizzards:
women ate vegetables.
I was told that I had to forget any ambitious ideas that I might have of someday becoming a teacher. I had to do
the best that I could to ensure that my husband succeeded in life. I had to be courteous to his workmates and
superiors, for my behavior could affect his chances of promotion. The house was always to be kept clean in case
his workmates or superiors paid a visit. If they did visit, I was to make sure that I served them quickly and left the
room. I should never linger to hear what they were talking about. It was also my job to see to it that household
problems were solved in the home and did not interfere with my husband’s work.
The women also instructed me on how to look after my body so that I could always be desirable to my
husband. They provided me with some powder to put in my porridge every day so that my body temperature
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would always be warm. It was imperative that my body be warm, to ensure that I satisfied my husband. If he
found me cold, he would then look around for another woman with a warm body, and I would only have myself to
blame.
I was told to make sure that I bathed in the evenings with cold water and rubbed myself with vaseline,
especially around the thighs. This would make my body even more enticing to my husband. On the days that I had
my menstrual flow, I was to remember to take my mat and sleep on the floor, not in my husband’s bed. Further,
the women instructed me on different sleeping positions and waist movements that I should perform to ensure that
my husband’s sexual desires were satisfied.
I kept thinking of their instructions as the women bathed, anointed and dressed me. Their instructions,
especially on how to please my husband sexually; stayed with me throughout the wedding ceremony and
festivities. They were all I could think of as the guests ate, drank and danced. I was relieved that I had to keep my
head bowed at all times because no one would see my anxiety and nervousness.
By nightfall, when my husband and I were finally alone, I had built myself up to such a state of nervousness
that I felt I would collapse. My heart was beating so hard that I thought he could hear it. Would I remember all
that the women had taught me? Would I please him? How was I to know what to do?
I was so nervous that the rest of that night is but a blur in my memory. The only thing I can remember with any
clarity is the sharp pain that I felt. The pain that consumed my heart, body and soul. It finally sank in that I had
taken a major step, my life would never be mine again. There was no turning back.
I was now the wife of Saul Mudenda.
Moya Mweemba no longer existed.
*
Life as Moya Mudenda had a rocky start. It was a hard transition from schoolgirl to wife and then to mother on
my brother-in-Iaw’s arrival. The transition was made harder by the fact that we constantly had relatives who came
to visit and who usually stayed for at least two weeks. I was not able to relax in my new home and assume my
new role and responsibilities at my own pace.
I was under constant scrutiny and supervision. Everything I did was wrong, even simple tasks that I had been
performing in my mother’s house. I hardly saw my husband. Only in the morning before he left for work, at lunch
and at supper when I served him his meals and lastly when we went to bed. The rest of my day was filled with
instructions and complaints.
I became pregnant almost immediately, much to everyone’s joy. At first I could not find any joy in my
pregnancy. I had always been an energetic person but the pregnancy slowed me down and this irritated and
annoyed me. The sight and smell of food made me sick and I was constantly vomiting. After the fifth month
though, when I could feel the baby’s movements quite strongly, my whole attitude changed. I realized that there
was a human being inside me, a living soul who I had created with my husband. A baby that would be mine. I
became impatient for the birth.
My first child was born on a Sunday night, just ten months after my marriage. She arrived after twelve long
hours of excruciating pain; pain that seemed to split my back and spine each time I had a contraction. My mother
had tried to tell me what it would be like during the delivery and she had instructed me not to scream or make a
spectacle of myself. At the time I had not understood what she was trying to tell me. The full import of her words
hit me with each jolt of pain that wrenched through my body.
Never again will I put my body through such pain, I told myself over and over again. Surprisingly though, my
pain and all I had had to endure seemed to fade away at the sight of my baby. A beautiful baby girl. My daughter.
Even though I had vowed during my labor never to go through this again, I found myself pregnant again within
eighteen months of the first birth. I had another baby girl.
The family was happy for me, at least I thought they were until my mother-in-law told me point blank that I
had disappointed them by not giving them a grandson. Didn’t I know that the family needed boys to carry on their
lineage, and their name? Girls would grow up and marry into another lineage. The family needed boys if it was to
prosper; what good were girls? They only bring in lobola to the family whereas boys could always work for the
family. Even if I would I didn’t know how to respond to her.
Two years later, when I realized that I was pregnant again, her words came back to me and haunted me
throughout the pregnancy. Was I carrying another girl? What would my mother-in-law say to me this time?
I cannot begin to describe my relief and joy when the nurse told me that I had had a baby boy. A boy who
would carry on the lineage and who would look after the family. I was able to face my mother-in-law without any
shame. I was no longer just her son’s wife; I was the mother of her grandson. I felt fulfilled.
My next three pregnancies were easier in that I was more relaxed and knew what to expect. I had wanted the
last three. They were MY children, children who kept me company during my husband’s absence in the evenings.
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*
By this time, in the late 1960’s, Ba Mudenda had risen in rank in the police force and we had been transferred
to Lusaka. We had slightly more money and a bigger house provided by the government. Ba Mudenda, however,
did not spend much time at home. He spent most of his free time in the evenings and weekends in beer halls,
clubs and nightclubs, drinking with friends and girlfriends. I occupied my time in his absence with my children. It
was these children who gave me companionship and love, especially when they were babies and still loved to be
cuddled and hugged.
By the mid-1970’s, just before the second youngest child was born, we had been able to buy our own house,
but Ba Mudenda continued staying out more and more. Later when my youngest was past the cuddling and
hugging stage, I threw myself into my business. This helped not only to occupy my time, but also helped bring in
much needed income for the family and to develop our property.
Our property, the place that the children have grown up in and have considered home for the last fifteen years.
The only home that my last two children have ever known.
*
The home we’ve lived in for the last fifteen years was my home too, despite the fact that only Ba Mudenda’s
name appeared on the title and mortgage deeds. Granted, he paid the mortgage, but I paid for all the other
necessities like food, clothing, school uniforms and books. If I hadn’t been paying for everything else he wouldn’t
have had the money to pay the mortgage.
The mortgage! All I ever heard was how the mortgage payments took up all his pay. I even believed him and
worked harder so that he wouldn’t have to worry about the other expenses. I didn’t know that the mortgage
payments only took up a third of his salary. After the deductions were made for his pension and taxes he still had
over a third of his salary left
I didn’t even know that the furniture loan and car loan he used to talk about were paid up a long time ago, six
years ago in fact. I was not allowed to drive or even ride in the car without my husband’s express permission.
It took his death for me to find out that Ba Mudenda was getting quite a good salary. No wonder he had been
able to afford all those girlfriends. It seemed that there was a new girl each month, each prettier and younger than
the last. I wondered what such young girls desired in such an old man. Then I realized—it was his money, money
that should have been spent on his children.
His girlfriends he proudly paraded in front of me, comparing their fine complexions and well-groomed,
permed hair to my sun-baked skin and undressed hair. He always said they made him feel good, made him feel he
was a man. The young girls cared for their appearances and he was not ashamed to be seen in public with them.
Thus he took them to all the functions that he was invited to in his official capacity as Police Commander. It was
the young girls who rode in his car and were driven by his driver in his official car.
*
I, on the other hand, was taken to family functions and funerals. I made him feel old, as I didn’t care about my
appearance and I was always tired.
How could I be anything but tired when I spent hours each day out in the garden or at the market, making sure
that we had enough money for all our expenses?
How could my skin be fine and smooth when I was always under the hot sun and not in an air-conditioned
office?
How could I not be worn and saggy after I had had six children? My body carried every one of those six
children for nine months each, went through labor, childbirth and nursing. Even his body that did not have to
endure childbirth had lost its firmness, and had grown a pot-belly.
How then could my body be expected to remain the same? My body did not have the luxury of being driven to
and fro. I had to queue and fight for minibuses and buses, even when I had a heavy load to carry.
In his eagerness to be seen with beautiful, young women Ba Mudenda forgot it was my hard work that allowed
him that luxury. He forgot the hard times we had when I didn’t involve myself in any income-generating activity
and we were forced to rely on his salary.
*
Those were miserable times. There was never enough money to go round and this showed in our children.
They were the ones who went to school with hand-me-down uniforms, torn and faded from too much use. They
were the ones to go with inadequate fees and books. Sometimes they went hungry to school. I could not stand
seeing my children suffer so much, especially when their school work was affected. I asked Ba Mudenda if I
could engage in some sort of business, perhaps buy a stand at the market, but he refused, saying no wife of his
would work. At this refusal, I decided to start a small vegetable garden behind the government house we lived in
at the time. Small though it was, it managed to provide me with a means of earning some money that could be
62

used on the children. One of my neighbors was a hawker and she bought my vegetables. It was she who
encouraged my interest in gardening.
Ba Mudenda hardly acknowledged my success; not even after he had bought the house and land I was now in
court for.\fn{Her suit is part of chapter one, not included here:H } I managed to turn my interest into a thriving business but
he still did not acknowledge my success. He treated my hard work as a Joke and refused to have anything to do
with it. He never helped me sell the vegetables when the hawkers came to the house even if he could see that there
were more of them than gardeners. He never helped pay for the gardeners’ wages and he even refused to guarantee a loan I had applied for, six years ago, with the Agricultural Finance Company.
I tried to explain to him that the loan would benefit the whole family as I would be able to purchase new
farming equipment, especially water sprinklers that would provide year-round irrigation. He was not impressed
with my ideas, and said it was not proper for a woman to apply for a loan. I should be satisfied with what I had.
He would be the one to decide if we needed new equipment, and when we did, he would be the one to apply for
the loan. What would people think of him, allowing his wife to apply for a loan?
I waited in vain for him to apply for that loan. When I realized he was not going to, I decided to try other
means of obtaining money to buy the equipment. This time, I did not seek his permission.
*
First, I tried the fresh fish business. That only lasted for a short time. I used to pick the days when Ba Mudenda
was away on business to go to buy the fresh fish. Since I was not allowed to use the car I would arrange with nine
other women to hire a pick-up van. The next day, I would get up very early in the morning, around five o’clock,
and wait for the driver of the van to pick me up and take me with the other women to buy some ice in town. We
would have to queue for about an hour before getting the ice and after we had bought it, we would spend at least
another hour crushing and packing it into masaka along with some salt. Then we would all climb back onto the
pick-up and the driver would take us to Soweto market, where we would have some nshima and relish. That
would be our sole meal until we returned home at night.
After the meal, we would begin our long drive to the river to buy the fresh fish. The drive under normal
circumstances, should have taken only about an hour, but in some cases it took longer as the driver would use all
sorts of back, out-of-the-way routes to avoid being stopped by the police. His pick-up was not roadworthy and by
carrying ten passengers and their luggage he was overloaded and liable to be fined or have his vehicle impounded.
These routes were not paved, so that by the time we reached our destination we were covered in layers of dust and
we would have cramps in our joints from sitting in such a confined space. Our eyes would be aching after
enduring the sun beaming down on us and the wind rushing into them.
Once at the river, we had to be very cunning in order to get a good price from the fishermen. On good days, we
would find that the fish had already been caught and then we could simply purchase what we wanted, pack them
into the masaka with the ice and return to town. On bad days, we would find that all the fish had, already been
bought, and we would have to hire canoes and follow the fishermen, in the hope that we could purchase the fish
that had not been brought to land yet. This process would take longer, as we would have to wait until everyone on
the pick-up had bought their selections and returned to the shore to pack the fish up before we returned to town.
On those days, we would arrive home well after ten o’clock and all I could do was to bath and crawl into bed so
that I could have an early start selling the fish at the market the next day.
I was forced to give up the fish business when one bad day I arrived home to find that Ba Mudendahad come
home unexpectedly, and on asking, had been told that I had left home around five o’clock that morning. On my
return, I was greeted with his wrath.
He wanted to know what type of business this was that would take me out so early in the morning and bring
me back so late at night and what was the matter with me that I could not be satisfied with what I already had? He
told me that he did not want a wife who went galavanting to lord-knows-where, whenever it suited her.
Before I could answer he hit me, two hard slaps across my cheeks that made me feel as if my face was about to
split open. My skin which was already sore and bruised from exposure to the sun and wind during the day,
bristled as though on fire. The tears began to roll down my face but I could not speak. I just looked at him, which
seemed to infuriate him more for he continued to beat me. He beat me callously as if I was a rug that he was
trying to clean. When he finally finished I was limp and covered with blood from all the wounds that he had
inflicted on me. All I could do was to get myself into the bathtub.
I could not move. All I could do was watch my blood mingle with the running water as it ran down the drain.
This was not the first time that he had beaten me, and this time, as before, the same feelings of inadequacy and
shame flooded my mind.
What right did he have to batter and bruise me like this? Not even my mother and my father, the ones who had
brought me into this world, had treated me in such a manner!
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Did the. mere fact that I was his wife give him the right to degrade me in this way?
Was it necessary to use brute force to emphasize the fact that I had to get permission from him for every move
I made?
Was making ends meet worth all this pain?
Was I to blame?
Was I being too ambitious and too unrealistic in wanting a better life for him, myself and the children?
Should I leave him? But where would I go? To my parents? They would just send me right back to him like
they did once before, after the first time that he beat me. They had told me then that he was my husband and I
must have done something wrong to make him feel that he had to discipline me.
*
The next business venture I entered was selling malashll. This proved to be more suitable for my circumstances, for although it brought in less money, it did not involve leaving home. I would hire a pick-up van to go
and buy the malasha from the village on the outskirts of town and then I would keep it at my home for people to
come and buy. Ba Mudenda did not even notice this business, he just thought that all the customers were buying
vegetables. He was thus very surprised when I informed him, eight months later, that I had purchased the
irrigation equipment
He did not even praise or congratulate me. All he wanted to know was how I had been able to raise such a
large sum of money.
After I had purchased the irrigation equipment, there was no holding me back. My garden flourished all year
round. I was able to increase the acreage of the garden and the number of gardeners: I hired a driver to take me
around so that I could get new customers and make deliveries, instead of waiting for people to come to me. I set
up a stand in the town market for the excess produce and I was about to venture into selling to hotels and
restaurants when Ba Mudenda died.
Yes! I had worked hard not only for the vegetable business but also for our home. I had painted and repaired
the house, installed a new water heating system and built a new brick wall around the house. Above all, I had
worked hard for our children.
The first, Choolwe, is now a primary schoolteacher, Mazuba, the second, a personal secretary. The third born,
Mutinta, my first son, is a bank clerk. The fourth, another girl, has just started her fourth year at the university
where she is studying Civil Engineering. The last two, a boy and a girl, are still in secondary school..
These are the children that I have worked and will continue to work hard for. The house and the land is their
legacy for which I have worked long hard hours over the last 27 years. I only endured what I did for these
children:
As I thought of my children, my gaze moved to where my two girls, Choolwe and Mazuba were seated, one on
each side of me. I reached out and took their hands. My first born daughters. I thank God that I have been able to
see them grow up and have families of their own. Each has had a difficult life in her own way. I am sure that their
father’s death has been difficult to bear and that this case has made things worse for them as it has forced them to
come to terms with what they want out of life. But perhaps I can be optimistic that my stubbornness has done
some good after all. …
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1
It all begins for Lazarus at the sound of the bell,
Late nights at the White Hart, where he met
His wife, and the girl he sees twice a week—Alice,
Whose complaints are compensated for by her huge
Smile and the wink she gives after a joke
Or when she orders a pint of ale.
*
Lazarus knows his way home by the feel of brick
On his palms and knuckles, his ankles rolling and buckling,
His hands following the endless wall around the corner—
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Perhaps a trip or a fall; though it’s less than a quarter mile
To his door, sometimes he fails to make it at all—
Not by Alice’s blame, who lives a mile the other way,
*
But the saint’s—the saint he meets lying in the street,
Needing help, always hoarse—beckoning Lazarus
Nearer. And as his head falls close to the saint’s lips
Lazarus becomes warm, feels safe, until held up
By the armpits—feet dragging, and is reason
For the siren.
2
For a brief moment I was lost in a thought
While walking up the flight of stairs to her room—
Her hand leading me up, my eyes catching a flash
Of her bare thighs under a simple yellow skirt—
*
And I was a boy again, in that small moment,
Holding a present I had longed and wished for—
Bright blue emotions, sparks in mid-ignition
Bursting in my chest—lights never to grow old.
*
When I think of her leading me upstairs to her bed,
There’s always a thought of that one precious Christmas—
The lightweight pig-iron cap gun, the blind surprise
And spurt of gunpowder-smoke after the first bang.
3
So they offered me five shillings,
And when I asked what for—they said all the dead needed to be taken in;
But I could not understand how whole fields of generations could be packed into the craft.
They assured me it could be done, and done in a matter of hours with my help;
But I stood there, all calm, barely considering it—ignoring the wind that changed,
Ignoring the terrible stench that blew into my face as they raced around me, almost panicking—
Constantly pointing to the sun to remind me time was running out;
And still I stood there, all casual beneath the craft,
Fondling its belly, marveling at the clean shine of my growing reflection.
4
Each night we bought red wine from a small supermarket
Not too far from the Seine, where an overweight deaf teller
Smiled whenever we walked in. At the counter he read our lips
As we bought the cheapest wine we could find—never any change
As each time we paid, we paid the exact amount in coins you
Counted, one by one, into his open palm: six francs seventy-five.
*
Late in the evening you’d count up another six seventy-five
And we’d walk through the narrow streets back to the supermarket—
Fumbling through rich Parisians on their way to dinner; and you,
Who loved the city for our anonymity, became fond of the young teller
Who seemed alone and estranged and liked us too for the change
We brought to his long nights, when he read our hearts and lips.
*
65

Remember, when we figured out what he asked behind his mute lips,
“Why come twice, why not save yourselves the walk and buy four or five
Bottles in the early evening?” We laughed, as nothing would change
The way we bought or the walks we took, hand in hand, to the supermarket.
The following evening, as we paid, we looked into the eyes of the deaf teller
And said, “It’s our habit” and left it at that; and he smiled, more so at you.
*
From that night on—every night, this game with him and you;
He’d lift his finger and wait for the silent words to form on our lips
And we’d say, “It’s our habit”; and he’d laugh—the deaf teller—
As we played our game, and all we needed was six francs seventy-five
On those evenings near the banks of the Seine, in that small supermarket,
Always paying the exact amount, never receiving any change.
*
Then you left and went away, and so heartfelt was the change—
Each night I cried, and it’s safe to say that he too sorely missed you.
In the evenings I still walked the narrow streets to the supermarket—
Remembering our walks in expensive coats, the jokes and your pale lips,
The way you kept the coins in a velvet pouch—the six seventy-five
That you’d always count into the soft, open palm of the deaf teller.
*
The night before I went away, I looked into the eyes of the deaf teller
And told him I was leaving the next day, his round face changed,
Something sad swelled in his young eyes as I placed the six seventy-five
Into his palm; he then signed to the sky, asking if I was on my way to you—
But no words this time, I could say nothing, no words of you from my lips.
I packed the bottles of Wine and slowly began to exit the supermarket.
*
The deaf teller ran to me, tapped me on the shoulder as I thought of you,
With no change to his eyes, he shook my hand and silently said with his lips,
“It’s your habit, and exactly six seventy-five”. I smiled and left the supermarket.
5
A rock and a river,
And on the rock a blade of sunlight intensifying the color of moss.
The sound of water
Flowing down into the valley where they found the bags.
*
I have never seen a fairy,
But she professed to seeing fields of them, at play, in flight.
And to talk of them in the sparkle
Of sunlight amid the dreamy sound of water; that was a great pleasure.
*
The moss was warm and soft,
She lay with her head in her palm and knee up,
Exposing her soft inner thigh
As the river flowed down into the valley where they found the buried bags.
6
It’s wet under foot with no paths running through the heather;
I passed a dead sheep on the peak of this moor overlooking the valley
Where the Calder flows beneath the frail cover of winter trees;
Up here, the roar of the wind fills my ears, the cold slaps my face.
*
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Turning in the distance are the white tri-sails of a wind farm,
Strange and quiet—those tall metal ghosts writhing in unison,
Their bladed arms glinting like broad scalpels slicing the slow shine
Where the last folds of daylight ache before the gathering storm.
*
I’ve come this far with my thoughts of her losing their religion,
Our sleep separated by doors and beds, the nights’ words no longer
Words, but pregnant silences long dead—the youth of our love buried
Beneath the sorrow of heavy hearts and glances that bow our heads.
*
A flask of tea and sandwiches; all day the walk; now I take cover
In a bird hide where the heather claws the wood. The swollen clouds
In the distance, dark gatherings of fluid, pressing their weight over
The bladed farm; the black winds splitting and spitting out this way.
7
The moon appeared at the wrong hour again,
This time it was late, startling everyone
Who stood in the attic expecting rain.
For a while there was silence, and everyone
Was troubled by the color of their shadows;
But there was only an hour till dawn—they hadn’t
Much time—so the moon’s light through the windows
Was put to events becoming more frequent.
*
Something had to be done, they all agreed,
As the past few weeks had left their nerves heightened.
Their days were long and strange—and the need
To also fix a faulty moon frightened
Them. With dawn, the moon fell to rise with the sun,
The sky creaked, and not a song—not even one.
8
The men with the same face are talking all at once,
One is a theorist, another is a theorist,
The rest are all theorists.
*
Behind the unsealed door a masked man listens—
The sophist with club in hand,
He too is a theorist. And somewhat drunk.
*
What name shall I give the deaf man
Who closes his eyes and places
His fingers in his ears—
Neither wise nor foolish,
Perhaps intelligent.
*
He faces the outward view of the same
Street which the blind man, beneath
The balcony, has discovered and rediscovered
Over the years with his hand over his mouth.
*
And eyes bursting open.
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9
The lawn was a frost-tight green waiting
For sunlight to land on its surface and turn
The temporary veil of white to sparkling dew.
*
After breakfast, the heavy drone of the Land Rover’s
Engine warming up in the garage as children
Milled in and out of the farmhouse, still dressing—
Throwing satchels loaded with schoolbooks
Into the open back of the pickup—where thick
Blankets lay for the hour-long journey.
*
And we waited for the one who was always last;
The car hooting, the front door of the house wide open
Keys dangling from the lock as he darted back again
To retrieve something else he’d forgotten.
*
As we waited, we jumped out of the pickup,
Ran over the gravel driveway onto the lawn—
All yells and shouts, arms held out,
The worn soles of our school shoes taking us along.
10
Through a palm print is the view of a field where a ruined
Church fosters a tree. The sound of the train’s wheels
Clicks as I stare at the tree centered within the old stone walls—
Its branches spraying leaves out of two arched windows,
Its canopy neatly mushroomed, fully replacing the roof.
*
For a whole mile, the sight of this tree in that church,
The helpless goings away had seeded the hurt when
I stood helpless at my seat—upraised arm, palm pressed
Flat against the window, the train pulling out of Leeds.
*
She sat on a bench on the platform, her face—all the face
Of a face of love drawn, the train gently picking up speed.
For an hour, nothing else on my mind as buildings and fields
Morphed, as people embarked and disembarked and the morning sun
Filled the carriage with sleep. The previous night—not a wink,
Just wine and music, eyes lost like wanderers in each other’s.
*
Laughter woke me after a station you could easily forget,
Five girls in school uniforms, no older than fourteen, stepped in,
Spoke loudly of giving head, debated swallowing or spitting.
Before then the train was running twenty minutes late, but now only fifteen—
And no real hurry, it’s spring, the first drug-warm sunny afternoon
With commuters buying beers and wine from the onboard restaurant,
Reading the papers as if it were a Sunday—bodies sprawled
Over lazy seats as though they were deck-chairs in their back yards;
Jackets, jumpers, cardigans and ties everywhere like Easter palm.
*
The sun now pushes through the glass map of my last wave to her.
A moment ago the conductor came into the carriage punching tickets—
Now all I hear are the metal kisses of his punch through paper; the sound
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Connecting with the wheels of the train on the track that fades
As I stare at the tree in the church in the field in my palm.
11
We’re all dressed up in God’s white suits, barefoot
And loaded. The vast white marble floor, a cold mess of shit,
Blood, urine and the last breaths of the dying.
*
Most here were pinioned, even after the suicides;
Their slippery bodies beneath our feet. And the greatest laugh is
The sight of their children serving cocktail-sausages
*
With mouths chattering like cold pigs. We sing,
Wondering when the women will come; but it’s not that kind of party—
At the door they’re handing out razor blades and condoms,
*
And the Angel of Death is doing his usual thing—
Calling for his overalls, to either silence or fuel the smothered screams.
12
On a winter’s evening, outside metro Wagram,
A man lay trapped beneath the wreckage of a car.
In the cold, a crowd formed around an ambulance peddling
Blue light as firemen stood by, preparing the jaws of life.
*
Nothing of the man could be seen—rescuers spoke
To the wreckage as though the car itself was injured—
Its iron body, battered and ripped; and from it came
The voice of a frightened man struggling with pain
*
Who suddenly lifted his arm, pointed to the exit of the station
Where a stranger walked up the stairs, unaware and selfAbsorbed. All the trapped man could see from where
He lay was the stranger’s face surfacing from concrete.
*
As the stranger passed the crowd and walked down the street,
A medic called to him, then members of the public—some
Rushed to him, guiding the confused stranger to the wreckage,
Then down to the man who lay beneath the car.
*
For a long time the stranger lay on the cold cobbled street,
His hand reaching out of sight—holding the trapped man’s,
His face contorted as he spoke and listened with metal
Being torn apart around them. At times he cried as they spoke
*
Great tears flooding down the stranger’s face, big moans
Booming from his mouth—and sounds of the same beneath
The wreckage. For hours they drifted from this despair to moments
Of laughter—the stranger on his back and arm beneath the car
*
Laughing into the night sky, under frozen stars. Sometimes no words
As he gazed beneath the vehicle—the air holding only the sound
Of metal being stretched as onlookers wondered if the stranger
Was the one being saved, lying there, the trapped man’s extension.
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*
From the cordon, nothing could be heard of what they spoke of,
Only the sound of straining metal and sometimes a scream or a moan
From beneath the car. The crowd could only monitor the progress
Of the trapped man by the facial expressions of the stranger.
*
And when they finally prised the man out and freed his body,
People applauded loudly as they loaded him into the ambulance.
The siren faded, the crowd dissolved into evening sidewalk traffic,
And the stranger walked off home, drenched in blood, but well.
*
And when he tells the story of that night, of what he did, there is no
Mention or reference to heroes or the bold nor what was said
Between the two men that brought on their tears and laughter—
Instead, he tells half the story and leaves the rest untold.
13
There came the faint sound of fiddles up ahead, with the sound of the wind and waves,
As I rode my bicycle around a dark bend in loose snaking lines—grateful for the lack
Of cars on the island, elated that the stars crowned the mountains cradling the seaside village.
*
And there he stood, on the narrow road, smoking a pipe—the old man who flagged me down,
Who smiled and said—Are you not coming to the dance? Then pointed to the hall just up shore
Where music and smoky light spilt from its windows. I walked there, stood by one of them, peered in
And saw a whole generation of pensioners floating arm in arm above a wooden floor.
*
Nearly midnight, and though the evening air took hold of my neck, wrung it stiff with cold,
And probed my head—it failed to sober me up from songs of beer and ale in the warm pub;
And as I stared into the hall, the lights faded, the music stopped, the wood of the floor
Melted thick and black like smooth tar turning to night-water. To shimmering Dutch night-water …
*
Late autumn, some forgotten evening, headless brides dancing with ghosts,
The Hofvijver—still, nearly close to freezing, glistens with firelight outside the Binnenhof
Where Vermeer’s girls gossip and peer from the windows, ‘round midnight, when the Mauritshuis comes alive—
The master’s art lacing the dark with the smooth taste of virgin velvet.
*
No sound, nor music, only this sight of the headless gowns hovering effortlessly
Above polished water, dancing with ghosts to the wind and firelight around the parliament’s pond.
These, these are history’s lovers without faces, the youth of the ancient dead preserved in starlight;
Wives afloat on water—a vision of the Spirit Brides.
*
How long I had stood there is unknown. I felt a slap on my back, the old man asking—Well aren’t you coming in?
The pensioners returned to flesh again emerging from the smoky light in the hall, still dancing
With steps of youth, past midnight—graceful and elegant, just short of a float—
Lovers locked in their lovers’ arms, hoary hair flicking about like wet pepper and salt.
14
A whole afternoon on a section of lawn near Invalides
Where men danced awkward dances with large kites
Strapped to their waists, and bright Frisbees tossed to
Levitating dogs as lovers embraced around picnic baskets.
*
We lay in the sun, bottle of wine, cheeses and baguette—\fn{The long thin loaf of French bread with the crisp crust}
Still brandishing our silences, yet holding hands as if to say,
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All this at some point will pass. And the blue sky held its blue,
The men with kites still danced their awkward dances—
*
Swaying and swinging, heeled into the lawn by the wind;
The colorful triangles weaving quiet flight into our view.
We fell asleep, then woke in the warm twilight—where
Shapes stood stenciled in the distance, but still not a word.
*
As we walked back to the apartment, over Alexander bridge,
The city lights were lit. And there, in the evening heat
We stood overlooking the Seine by a lamppost with cupids
And garlands—our stubborn silence tightening our hands.
15
They walk through the corridors with dull eyes,
Staring heavily ahead as though all the future holds for them
Are moments of boredom and small surprise;
*
Room to room, with plump women at their sides—
Arms folded, mouths dumb, jumpers tugged on at the hem
By excited children wanting to see all the exhibitions in the museum:
*
The magic-carpet ride, the electronic games room,
And the mirrors contorting young bodies to parodies of adult forms.
The children run around these Monday men
*
Who wonder how all this had come to them,
Who think how they too looked in the mirrors, mothers forgotten
For an afternoon, laughing at their reflections—
*
Their fathers’ stolid frames locked behind their backs,
On bank holidays, as they pulled faces and played games as their children
Do, mocking them in the tireless glass.
16
I am now the dislocated stranger
Stationed somewhere in your thoughts,
Dreams, or on the mundane streets you walk;
*
My back turned, face concealed or obliterated.
Although I am everywhere you fail to notice—
Bunched amongst myself, and alone.
*
I can never speak but only ever stand;
A whole legion of myself, an entire place
Of a faceless face—obstructed or draped.
*
Like Magritte’s men I am now that clad
Man with all the inessential elements left out.
17
That we’re not here for any short hour he comes to the car,
Leans on the roof,
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And thrusts his head in through the window;
Some easy phrases between strangers you’d expect to hear in a bar.
*
A few questions:
How long we thought we’d wait,
The delivery—
How many liters?
What the individual rationing was,
Whether or not I thought we’d fill our cars.
*
All tanks here should be on “E” by his accounts,
And though it seems stupid that we should expect anything,
He says we’ll be all right;
His own tank siphoned,
Container and hose in his boot;
Him smelling of fuel.
No questions if he’s doing the hoarding-run.
*
He goes round to the other side,
Opens the door and casually steps in.
Picks the paper off the back seat—
Talks as he’s reading.
Not a care.
Says he has a cooler-box packed with beers on the back seat of his car.
I tell him I have cigarettes.
Says his brother’s a good laugh,
And brought him along for the wait.
*
So we sit—
And two other nameless men,
From another car,
Join us—
Doors open,
Listening to other people’s radios;
Drinking,
Laughing—
As the queue slowly moves,
Snaking round the bend to the out of sight petrol station—
All of us taking our turn,
Pushing each other’s cars every so often.
*
The first man’s brother,
A traveled man,
Mentions a cookbook with recipes for whole meals prepared beneath the bonnet of any car.
*
Says it’s something you do on a long drive.
Harare to Nyamapanda—
A good stew with fluffy rice.
Someone mentions a journey to South Africa—
Then talk of the cricket,
The World Cup and how the boys are faring,
Then the news.
An awkward silence.
No one says what they’re thinking,
Realizing we’re amongst strangers.
But back to simpler things,
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The first man’s brother tells us all about his portable four-inch television.
*
For a long time the cars do not move,
And like a descending flag comes sunset.
Through word of mouth we hear the petrol’s all out,
And a truck has been ordered to fill up the station’s tanks the next day or the day after that.
*
Phones come out to call wives.
That night and two nights after that,
Blankets on back seats and packed dinners—
The days spent huddled around a portable screen the size of a fist,
Cold beers in the sun—
And no funny-talk,
Promising to get the garden done.
18
The nights unfold on flash-lit crests of waves beneath a full moon,
The wind rushes at frosted windows like the wraith of a blood bull.
Outside, a wrong step will kill you—a thirty-foot fall to the sea breathing
In coughs of rock, the waves suckling milk from the shivering moon.
*
I stoke the stove after a naked dash to get more logs in the evening chill,
A glass of whisky for warmth, its color the same honeyed depth as the room
Where we stare at the ceiling, molded in each other’s arms, loaded with laughter,
Pillow-talking on a makeshift bed of cushions in a rented seaside caravan;
*
As the fire dies, as the stove’s light gradually lowers behind the thick grill,
A troupe of firelight flickers and dances all naked on the amber walls—
Rising up as time passes—the light finally finding itself shimmering
On the ceiling where our words had risen, unlit.
*
Sleep will not come tonight, and tomorrow morning’s sky will be clear.
In the last true days of winter we will walk the strand, unknown to time—
Only the waves and tide laying claim to us beneath the cold sunlight.
But that is tomorrow; here the last light dies, the last dancers fall
*
As frost scars the windowpanes framing the milk-spilt sea, the glass
Splintered and cracked by the wind’s horned rage. Now, no more words
Rise to the ceiling in the dark, just warm movements of love where
A polished sigh shoots up like a spark and bursts into the wrestle of a fuck.

The Lusaka Baptist Church, Lusaka, Lusaka Province, Zambia
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The Cathedral of the Holy Cross, Lusaka, Lusaka Province, Zambia

The Cathedral of the Child Jesus, Lusaka, Lusaka Province, Zambia
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The Cathedral of St. Michael, Kitwe, Copperbelt Province, Zambia

The Cathedral of the Holy Nativity, Ndola, Copperbelt Province, Zambia
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The Cathedral of St. Luke, Msoro, North-Western Province, Zambia

The Cathedral of St. Anne, Chipata, Eastern Province, Zambia
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The Cathedral of the Assumption of Our Lady, Mansa, Luapula Province, Zambia
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The Cathedral of St. Joseph the Worker, Mpika, Muchinga Province, Zambia: two views
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The Cathedral of St. John the Apostle, Kasama, Northern Province, Zambia

The Church of St. Andrew (1911), Livingstone, Southern Province, Zambia
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The New Apostolic Church, Senanga, Western Province, Zambia

The Church of St. Peter, Serenje, Central Province, Zambia
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