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A Tribute to African Children
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-CHAPTER ONE-


IN THE VERY BEGINNING...
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EARLY ONE MORNING IN a village in beautiful Kenya, little Kimmi Jambo awoke with a jump. Someone had screamed into the still dawn calling out, “Fire! Fire!”

‘‘Mama! Mama!’’  Kimmi called, already in tears as he watched his parents hurriedly throw a few things into a sack.  

‘‘They’re here and they’re going to kill us all!’’  he heard his father say in a hushed frightened tone to his mother.  

‘‘ Woi! Woi!’’ his mother wailed loudly, ‘‘Where’s my boy?’’ 

Picking four year old Kimmi Jambo into her arms, the family ran out of the burning house; and it would appear just in time, just before the grass roof fell in with a great thud! Other families ran screaming from neighbouring villages into the vast coffee and banana plantations,  mothers calling out worriedly to their children. 

‘‘They are shooting... they are shooting... run!’’  Called Kimmi’s father to the other villagers as he took to his heels too, pushing his family before him.  Grasped tightly in his mother’s grip, Kimmi saw men and women fall to the ground. He knew something terrible was happening but he was too young to understand the loud, bang!  Bang! and the unfolding events.  Even when his own mother fell, and his father later and he found himself rolling into the thick bushes, he still didn’t know why.  One voice could still be heard calling, ‘‘Run... children... run!’’  A loud bang... and the voice was gone, too.

Fearfully Kimmi Jambo began to run.  He ran further and further into the banana plantation.  As fast as his little bare legs could manage.  Four days later, hungry and dusty, Kimmi found himself on a highway to... somewhere.  

He watched big cars and small ones pass at neck-breaking speed. 

Big trucks honked at him... Hoooonk! Hoooonk! 

And the small ones went, Peeeep! sending him scrambling back into the thick bushes.  He began to cry, screaming for his mother. He felt afraid and his stomach growled fiercely.

Where were his parents? Why was he alone?  

A boy and girl emerged from a nearby thicket covered in red dust, too.  It was Sara and Tony from the neighbouring village.  They knew Kimmi Jambo quite well.  After all, they’d played together many times. 

‘‘Kimmi!’’ Sara called happy to see him.  “Thank God you are okay! come now,  don’t cry.  The bad men might hear you, and come back for us.’’  She said anxiously in a hushed voice.  Sara was six and Tony was three.  With a serious frown on her brow, she looked at the two little boys not quite knowing where to start.  It was only four days ago, when strange men invaded their villages, burnt them down, and then killed... every adult?  She trembled as she remembered how it had all happened.  None of them knew how lucky they were to have escaped alive.  She shrugged, to bring herself to the current issue, two small hungry boys.  She had to find some food for them all, very fast. 

‘‘Stay here, under this tree... until I return.”  She said, before leaving, her bare feet rousing red hot dust, as she went.

It wasn’t impossible for her to find a small busy market about eight miles from their hiding place.  The news about the attack was still spreading like wildfire, and Sara spotted people with heads put together saying, ‘‘they killed everyone in that village of weirdoes, even the children are nowhere to be seen! 

Good riddance I must add, I never could understand their strange language!’’  One woman narrated to a group of others, who listened to her intently. “It was said that if any of them spoke in their strange tongue strange things would begin to happen...’’  

‘‘Of course the Government denies the raid happened... no one saw anything, and no one heard anything!’’ another continued.  ‘‘It has been four days, and not even... the Police Chief has visited the region... Who wants to be seen sympathizing with the Kuzikuzi, eh?’’  Sara listened with tears in her eyes, her little heart racing with anger at the hate she heard in their voices, and at the men who’d destroyed their whole lives in just a few minutes.  She edged closer to an old lady seated on the ground, arranging her fruits and vegetables into moulds of variable sizes that would attract buyers.

‘‘Mama, please give me some bananas... I’ve not eaten for days!’’ she cried. 

‘‘What?” said the old woman, squinting at her suspiciously? ‘‘Why haven’t you eaten...where are your parents?’’  She asked in a high, impatient voice.  She hated being distracted from her business. 

‘‘Well...I come from the village of kuzi...’’ her finger pointing in the dreaded direction.  

‘‘Stop...Stoop!’’ The old woman cut her short, angrily.  ‘‘How dare you lie! Now go away... none of those tongue-twisters survived!’’

‘‘But mama...I just-’’

‘‘No buts, and I am not your Mama... go away!’’ 

Sara left hurriedly.  She had to find some food soon and she had a long walk back to the boys, too. 

Hours later, as the huge red sun hugged the horizon sleepily, Sara, hidden behind a bush, watched silently and saw the women roll up their wares in sackcloth, and begin to leave the market place.  All day she’d begged and no one had given her anything.  

Why did people hate the Kuzikuzi so much?  She thought as she watched one woman leave her heap of ripe oranges and bananas unattended, and walk to a nearby shop to buy some groceries. Sara looked around, her eyes taking in every detail, her face full of apprehension and she saw no one was paying any attention to her...

‘‘Now!’’ said a little voice in her head.  And without warning her eyes locked onto a big bunch of ripe bananas.  It lifted into the air and started moving towards her, eye level.  When it reached her, almost knocking her in the face, she grabbed it 

with both arms hurriedly, and fled out of the market square as fast as her slim legs could go, and before anyone dared to stop her.

‘‘Hey...stop thief! stop thief!’’  Someone had seen the strange incident.

Ripe bananas, carrots and potatoes bombarded Sara from every direction.  She only wished she didn’t have to leave in such a hurry. All that food would have come in handy.  However, right now she had to get away, alive.  Two lovable boys were counting on it. 

She made it, thank heavens for little mercies.  She managed to tear speedily out of the market place.

Two hours later, Kimmi Jambo and Tony gobbled down the bananas almost without chewing, and were still amazingly hungry at the end of it, staring wide-eyed at the heap of peels before them. ‘‘We have to get used to not having enough... sometimes.’’  Sara said wisely, more than her age allowed, a bit guilty about stealing the bananas.  

She shrugged the thought aside and said to the others. ‘‘Let's get some sleep now.’’  They huddled together as the night temperature dropped; as night overtook the day.  Sleep was not easy to come by however, and Sara lay eyes wide open.  Tears came to her eyes for the first time since it all happened and she wept unashamed.  It hurt too much and she missed her parents...and all those other hundreds of children...where did they take them? she wondered, desperately.  One moment they stood there huddled in fear, and the next they and the strange looking men disappeared into the sunrise! Or perhaps I saw it all wrong? she thought sadly.  

‘‘Are you crying, Sara?’’  

‘‘No...’’ she lied.  ‘‘Go back to sleep, Kimmi Jambo.’’  

It was too cold to sleep, and his stomach yearned for hot porridge.  

‘‘What are we going to do, now?’’ he asked.  

‘‘I don’t know... maybe find a job. But first, we must find a place to stay.’’ 

‘‘But where?’’ he asked, “no one will probably want us!’’

“I wish I knew...’’ she answered, beginning to feel rather hungry herself. 

‘‘Try the big city!’’ volunteered Tony who was pretending to be asleep, all the while.  ‘‘My aunty Muna lives there. She works for a very important man.’’ 

‘‘Really?” Sara replied, her interest aroused  She’d always wanted to go to the big City.  

‘‘I visited Nairobi once with my father...’’  Tony continued dreamingly, ‘‘I’d never seen so many cars in my life, and the people filled the streets like bees in a hive!’’ Sara looked at the three year old with awed respect.  After all, he’d been to the big city and she’d not.

‘‘My aunty Muna, lives in a big beautiful apartment on a storey building...’’he continued proudly.  ‘‘She made me an enormous mug of hot-chocolate and the most delicious jam pancakes!’’ he concluded breathlessly.  There was a long silence as each of them fell deeply thoughtful.  Sara was sure they’d found a solution to their problem.  They’d go to the big city.  Needless to say that aunty Muna’s pancakes didn’t sound too bad either; her mouth watering, even at the thought alone.  
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-CHAPTER TWO-


JOURNEY TO THE BIG CITY
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EARLY NEXT MORNING, they stood on a rather dusty highway that snaked its way into the horizon watching cars,  trucks and buses speed by. Sara’s eyes began to wander in search of a more safer place. Not very far off she spotted a group of people who seemed to be waiting for some form of transport?

‘‘Come, hurry!’’ she said to the boys. ‘‘I think those people are waiting for a bus, let's join them.’’ 

‘‘But... a bus to where?’’  Tony asked already beginning to run. 

‘‘We’ll ask when we get there!’’  Sara answered, already running ahead.  Right now, any bus was good enough.  Panting and gasping for breath they got there just on time to jump into a dusty smoky bus, before it took off, once again.  A man seated next to the entrance was smoking a foul smelling cigar, that Sara was sure was made from banana leaves. She’d seen her father make one of those, on special occasions.  The strong smell of dry fish and live animals hung heavily on the air in the bus, overpowering any attempt to breathe any fresh air that came in through the small bus windows.  

They squeezed into the very back seat, hoping that the conductor, who was already demanding for fares, would somehow go blind and not see them.  But it was too much to hope for...  ‘‘You three, there!’’  He stretched out a big palm for the money. They looked down at it, and then back up at him with large, scared eyes.

‘‘If you have no money then get up. Leave the seats for those who can pay!’’  he snapped.  Sara quickly scrambled out of the corner, followed both Tony and Kimmi, and stood in the centre of the big rocking bus, glad that the conductor had not stopped the driver, and thrown them out.  Kimmi Jambo looked around excitedly. He’d never been on a bus before! 

‘‘I thought buses carried people only...’’  Kimmi said excitedly to Tony, ‘‘look at all those chickens and pigs over there!’’ 

‘‘Hmm...’’ Tony said, ‘‘I think they are taking them to the market in the big city.’’  Kimmi Jambo watched  rather amused as the owner of the chickens tried to catch one that was clucking and flying around  annoying everyone,  knocking down loose luggage with its frantic wings, before releasing a  suspicious blob of steaming green stuff on the banana cigar, putting it off for good:  to the approval and  satisfaction of many.  The bus sped by, sometimes flying in the air, and sometimes racing on the bumpy dusty road. They looked at each other hopefully, and a kindly woman next to them gave them each a slice of fried bread from a bulging basket.  ‘‘Where are you going?’’ she asked. It was unusual to see unaccompanied children in a bus. ‘‘To the big city!” replied Sara proudly.’’  

‘‘Ah... so far all by yourselves?’ ’the lady said.  

‘‘My aunty Muna lives there,’’ added Tony, chewing on his bread a little indecently.  ‘‘Oh... I see.’’ Concluded the woman smiling just as the bus stopped with a tremendous screech of brakes.  ‘‘I’ll be getting out here...’’ She got up from her seat and started pushing and battling her way through the chickens, pigs, goats and bulging fish baskets to the only exit. 

‘‘Are we nearly there?’’ asked Kimmi four hours later, tired of standing, feeling dizzy and about to be sick. The bus now back on the road, swayed this way and that way- braking sharply more often than was necessary.  ‘‘No, not until we see tall buildings and many cars.’’  Said Tony importantly, happy to be asked.  

‘‘Look!’’ Sara suddenly warned.  A huge goat had broken its tether and was headed for them in flight!  They ducked into the spaces between the seats under people's legs, as the goat went crashing through the back window with its great horns. Broken glass flew everywhere as wind and much needed fresh air rushed in.  The passengers screamed and the driver almost lost control of the already overloaded, flying bus.  They saw the animal land on the road with a loud thud, spilling bloody guts everywhere as the traffic behind them went mad.  Cars screeched to a halt rear wheels high in the air while others crushed into trees along the road. A truck flew over a wide river, and miraculously landed over on the other side...only to break into pieces.  

The furious owner of the goat now standing on someone’s back, breathing fire, shouted at the driver, saying... ‘‘Stop, can’t you see... my goat has jumped out?’’  

‘‘No... I won’t stop my bus!’’  the driver angrily retorted from up front; fighting with the steering wheel. He hated delays, especially by people who never tied up their goods properly, before the start of the journey.  Now he even had to think of a new back window. That was going to be expensive. Stupid goat!  he fumed.

As strong wind rushed into the bus through the big back opening,  Kimmi  Jambo had to hold on tightly to the metal frame of a seat for dear life; for fear of being blown off  his unsteady feet. Tony squeezed himself under a seat and went straight to sleep, while Sara stood fighting slumber that was threatening to takeover.  Suddenly, the bus stopped. 

‘‘End station!’’ the conductor barked out loud. 

‘‘Eh? but this is not Nairobi!’’ cried one big, fat woman in surprise.  Tony slid out from under the seat in a hurry, suddenly aware that something was very wrong.  Kimmi began to cry.  “Don’t cry.’’ Sara whispered anxiously, listening to the angry argument that ensued, between the cigar man and the bus conductor.  

‘‘You want to go to Nairobi? then wait for the next bus that comes in two hours’ time!’’  The conductor said finally, throwing his hands in the air impatiently. All passengers began to disembark, enraged that the driver had not driven them to the required destination.  ‘‘This is theft in broad daylight!’’  Kimmi heard one man shouting in anger, while shaking a big fist in the air.  

‘‘What is ‘theftinbroaddaylight’?’’ he asked innocently. 

‘‘I think it means... the driver and conductor have cheated the people of their money’s worth, by not driving them to the right destination.’’  Sara replied, glad that they hadn’t paid any fares.  The bus sped off in the direction from which they’d come, leaving big puffs of smelly sooty smoke in its wake.  No one was sure, that another bus would come in the hour the rude conductor had said.  They all stood there in the middle of nowhere and waited.  It wasn’t in vain.

Shortly before six o’clock, another bus came flying.  And everyone jumped onto the road, waving and shouting it to a halt.  With screeching brakes and smoking tyres the driver landed without killing anyone.  All seats were taken and even grown-ups stood in the middle leaving no room for Kimmi and his friends.  ‘‘Put them on the luggage above... and tie them up properly!  There is plenty of room for everyone. Let no one give my bus a bad name!’’ The driver ordered.  Almost without warning, Kimmi, Sara and Tony found themselves being bundled onto the top of the bus.  Without uttering a word, the conductor tied them up quickly with thick rope to baskets of mangoes and sacks full of charcoal. It seemed there was no time to lose.  Kimmi let his eyes rove around.  Someone was moving house, too - he noted happily when he saw sofas, a table and a bed. And the bus was off on its way, looking like a great flying monster with several heads. 

When darkness fell and covered the land like a thick blanket, the bus arrived in Nairobi, which was still bustling with activity even at this pitch darkened hour. The tall buildings, the bright lights and the multitudes of people still milling the streets were a sure sign.  ‘‘Get up, get up!’’ Sara called excitedly to the boys, who were buried deep between the sacks and baskets fast asleep, after having eaten a dozen mangoes and a dozen ripe bananas, each. ‘‘We are in the big city!” she cried. 

In no time at all, the other passengers had left the bus stop for destinations they knew. ‘‘Direct us now to aunty Muna, Tony.’’ Sara said hopefully. Tony looked around him, speechless.  He suddenly seemed overwhelmed.  ‘‘Er...I can’t tell where that was... exactly. You see...it wasn’t this dark, then!’’ he cried, blinking tears.

“Oh, okay... ’’ sighed Sara, too tired to be angry, while Kimmi looked round at them quietly. ‘‘We’ll try to find your aunty Muna tomorrow. ’’ she said, yawning loudly.  They walked under a waiting shed, huddled together and fell deeply asleep.  Little did they know that from that moment on, nothing would ever be the same, again?
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-CHAPTER THREE-


STRANGE BOY IN THE STREET
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SIX YEARS LATER...

Kimmi Jambo was now ten years old.  He’d grown into a fine lanky lad with big brown eyes in a chocolate face, and a mouth full of white shiny teeth. His hair concluded into thousands of springy dark coils. He had long arms which flowed into large palms and long fingers.  His legs were perhaps the most peculiar features; long broad feet, that when he walked, he couldn’t help bobbing up and down. It was evident that they were the heaviest parts of his body.  His ready smile was almost permanently fixed on his lips.  He was by now, already well edified on life on the streets.  A lot of people noticed the good-natured boy and some even knew his name. But none could, however, tell where he’d come from, or where he lived.  This was a well-guarded secret. Yes indeed, really well guarded.  

The city was a large place with so many people hopefully busy minding their own business. So many cars in numerous colours and sizes, threatening to knock you down if you were just a little careless and didn’t look where you were going!  So many houses, so many high buildings - and Tony’s elusive aunty Muna could have been living in any of them, Kimmi always reminded himself, as he let his eyes scan the rooftops. It amazed him still, that despite all their efforts they’d never found her!  To him, Nairobi was the most interesting place on earth, and many unexpected things did happen on streets, too.  

As he now scanned down his favourite street, the 3rd Long Avenue.  He saw woodcarvers busy carving beautiful images out of wood; Painters passionately painting their dreams on large colourful, flying sheets of cloth.  Flower-vendors, selling everything including the scaring Red Vampire Odyssey, a huge red rose that needed a drop of human blood every day, to thrive. His glance fell on the large pothole in the middle of the street, into which small cars disappeared for a whole minute, before reappearing on the other side.  Needless to say, he loved the mingling of the colours, noises and the dust-devils that seemed to fly with every wind.  When anyone dared ask him, how long he’d been on the streets... he always replied, ‘‘for as long as I can remember...’’  

‘‘Hello there,  Kimmi Jambo!’’ called  Mr Paresh the Indian jeweller, who always left him his car, to watch over - while he went about his business in the 1st National Bank, nearby.  The streets had become really dangerous in these last months, with so many poor and homeless...and the few extremely rich, sharing this explosive city.

Cars got torn apart, even in broad daylight, for stereos and anything else that was likely to sell for a few shillings. It was crucial to have someone near your car at every minute.  Kimmi Jambo now sat next to Mr Paresh’s car, looking down the busy street.  

It was end of month and everybody who earned a wage or a salary in Nairobi, was out to spend some of it, or perhaps all of it.  People milled around the boutiques and the supermarkets carrying loaded shopping bags.  The shoe-polishers sat on every corner on every street, calling out to passers-by singing, “Jambo Bwana, Jambo Bibi, polish your shoes to a shine!”  The newspaper and magazine vendors had spread their wares onto a good part of the foot- pavement, making it impossible for anyone to pass by without actually stepping on a magazine or newspaper. Then of course, you had to buy it after that, because business was business!  Obednego, the fiery street preacher, known as the Baptizer, could be heard shouting in his ear-splitting voice from three streets away, saying...

“You hopeless lot, don’t you know that... HE loved the world so much that ...’’ Kimmi Jambo grinned,Nairobi was surely alive and kicking. 

Minibuses littered the streets. You couldn’t take a step in any direction without bumping into one.  Kimmi loved to watch the drivers compete with each other.  A rather dangerous game of seeing who could load up the most passengers, and play the loudest, latest American hip-hop music.  During such times, it was better not to be in one, as you might find yourself driven off at neck-breaking speed, to a destination you knew nothing about; not to mention the broken eardrums and throbbing headache, which you’d take home with you, later.  

Kimmi smiled  as he watched Gozidani the blind beggar go through his routine of writing his full name, Wazizi-Gozidani-Mushambzi,  on a single grain of rice and sell it to a man who stood there dumb folded while Obednego could still be heard shouting fire and ashes as usual.  “Turn away from your folly you witches and wizards! How long will you keep turning your enemies into frogs...love them...instead! ’’ Needless to say, all those who passed by ignored him, or pretended to. Magic was an African way of life, someone should tell Obednego that someday! However, Obednego saw it differently. 

He thought getting to know about his BOSS was a way for everyone, African or otherwise.  Everyone knew that  great Wizards in the land had put heads together occasionally,  plotting on how to turn the Baptizer into an exotic butterfly, with the intention of shutting him up for good, and putting him in the Nairobi National Museum for purely educational purposes.  Until now, none of this had brought any significant results.  

There was something exceedingly powerful about Obednego. This made the Wizards sleepless at night, and they were constantly working on new powerful spells, in close collaboration with Wizards’ Associations in Europe.  Obednego, for now went on shouting his message, shifting about frantically as if he had a naughty flea in his flowing sack robe. 

Mr Paresh was soon back. ‘‘And how is business Kimmi?’’ he asked. 

‘‘Pretty quiet, this is the only car I’ve had this whole week. The economy must be really bad!’’ he said grimly.

The Indian chuckled. ‘‘I agree with that, my lad. Here’s fifty shillings for a job well done,’’ said Paresh. ‘‘And, see you again next week, young man.’’ He said before getting quickly into his big Mercedes Benz. 

‘‘Thank you, sir!’’ replied Kimmi quietly, watching the car speed away and disappear in the congestion and noises of the 3rd long Avenue; rubbing the rough bill between his fingers, loving the feeling of hard earned cash, really glad that  Mr Paresh was such a reliable client.  He then walked immediately towards the baker’s shop, to get himself a big hot doughnut; preferably one dripping with chocolate. 

His stomach growled in anticipation of digesting such a treat.  Thereafter he’d go to the dumping hole behind the General Printing Offices, and see if there were some interesting bits of newspaper to take away.  Kimmi couldn’t read. How people could ... was a great puzzle to him. But he loved to look at the pictures and when he felt he needed to understand better, he always asked Gozidani to read them to him. Needless to say, it amazed him every time. Gozidani was the most intelligent person Kimmi knew. He talked of Mars, Tibet and South Africa as though these were small hills next to his home village. Not only could he read the newspaper with empty eye sockets but he sometimes even knew of things before they happened! Kimmi was glad to have such a captivating friend, and one with such foresight. 

‘‘Hey, you there!’’ suddenly a loud cold voice boomed, breaking Kimmi’s trail of pleasant thoughts.  Kimmi looked behind his shoulder, his face darkened and his heart sank. It was three toed Zaku!  The one who’d never done an honest day’s work in all his seventeen-year old, street life. All he did was go around stalking younger and weaker homeless children, forcefully taking from them what they’d managed to earn on the extremely harsh streets of Nairobi.  It was said among the Street Fraternity, that he was also involved in drug dealings. That the Police were looking for him was old news.  Everyone was terrified of three toed Zaku.  He was an extremely bad example, and all children had been advised to stay well away from him!  

Zaku’s red eyes locked on Kimmi without blinking, and his mouth curled into a snarl. Exposing a lower jaw full of brown foul teeth, and an upper jaw with all front ones missing. Most likely boxed out in a vicious fight.  His hair, about ten centimetres long, stood upon his scalp as though he’d got electrocuted, just before he got there.

‘‘Give here that fifty shillings...thought you’d keep it for yourself, didn’t you!’’  he snarled viciously, already swinging a heavy fist in the air.  

‘‘No panic Man Zaku, hakuna matata, you can have it all...’’ Replied Kimmi Jambo calmly, taking great care to address his foe in his street title, and not look at his dusty bare feet; Handing over the fifty shilling note, to his aggressor.  Zaku snatched the money quickly and shoved it into his bulging back pocket; striding away hastily in a funny gait, because both of his feet had only three toes.  

This was how Kimmi Jambo had avoided fatal attacks from Zaku all these years. He always gave him the money.  But something very interesting would happen when the money exchanged hands.  Kimmi Jambo continued his walk to the Baker’s for his well-earned doughnut, deciding that he wouldn’t let Zaku spoil his day. His stomach rumbled as though agreeing with him.  Kimmi rubbed the fifty shillings between his fingers. He grinned. It had never really left his hand. Chuckling gleefully at the thought of Zaku’s shock when he found out that the money had disappeared, yet again.  Kimmi Jambo didn’t know how he did it, but he was glad that he could.

‘‘Hello Bwana Moi, may I have the large chocolate one?’’ he said to the baker, pointing through the glass screen. ‘‘Of course, son.  It seems business has been good for you, today?’’  ‘‘Just one of my frequent clients...’’  Kimmi replied importantly, his mouth watering uncontrollably as the baker handed him a huge doughnut, dripping with hot chocolate, just the way his young client liked it.  Tears squeezed out of his eyes, as he bit into the sweet bun.  

“Here, young man...’’  Bwana Moi handed him a large brown packet full of other yummy goodies, ‘‘on the house!’’ he declared with a smile. How he loved to see people appreciate his baking.  Kimmi left the baker’s shop happily and hoped he wouldn’t meet Zaku again.  He wasn’t sure he could eye-fold him effectively... over doughnuts.  It had never occurred before, and everything did need a little experience.

“Oh, dear!” he cried suddenly when he looked at the clock on the City hall Tower. He was late again!  Sara, was probably wondering where he was.  

He walked quickly towards the General Printers buildings. It was six in the evening and there was the usual bustle of people rushing to get home; and the puzzling four-hour ‘no-move’ traffic jam that occurred every day at that very same time. Kimmi Jambo watched in amusement, as a policeman opted to sit under a palm tree, enjoying a long cool drink from a huge coconut, while waiting for the four hours to crawl by, gallantly ignoring the angry shouts and curses coming from drivers, whose cars had been caught up in the jam. 

‘‘Oh, no!’’  Kimmi Jambo suddenly froze, beating a wild retreat, jumping into the nearest, biggest garbage bin, doughnuts and all, leaving the bin swaying dangerously, under his weight.  Inside, he prayed it would hold and not topple over.  Should it spill him right in front of Simpson the Russian?  That would be the catastrophe of the year!  Simpson the tallest cop in town, usually did the evening beat on this street, but not for another hour.  He was kind of early today.  Simpson marched past the swaying bin, looking straight ahead. Chest puffed out and medals knocking against each other, as his boots hit the ground in a military fashion!  He was the most dreaded of the law keepers, and it was common knowledge he hated children. Each time he bumped into a street child, he always took the time to amuse himself.  Kimmi Jambo never forgot that fateful afternoon six years ago, when he first met Simpson. It had rained for days without a break and then just as abruptly the heavy torrents had eased.  Kimmi, only four at the time, had slid out of the secret place he shared with Sara, Nadii and Tony, while they slept.  Bare footed, in a hole battered  t-shirt, he’d walked down the street enjoying the sun.  The butterflies, birds and every mosquito were out too, flying around wildly. It seemed everyone was happy to have a bright hot day, once again.  In his excitement Kimmi had obviously wandered a bit too far...  

‘‘Halt! Who walks there!’’  Kimmi heard a loud, harsh voice say.  Looking behind his small shoulder he saw Simpson marching down the street towards him in huge steps, and was onto him before his little mind could say... run! and put his unsteady legs into motion.  The humongous Policeman grasped Kimmi by one of his little feet, and lifted him two metres above the ground.  Kimmi felt blood rush into his head making him dizzy, and he saw transparent stuff dripping from his nose in long slimy drops, while his eyes threatened to fall out of their sockets. He was terrified! 

‘‘Put me down! Put me down!’’  he squealed, while his little heart threatened to burst his chest open and fall out.

“And... who might you be?’’  Simpson asked curiously, swinging him closer to his big, bloodshot eyes. Pupils swinging to and fro, trying to keep up with the pendulum that Kimmi had become.

“Er... Kimmi Jambo...’’

“Who?’’  Simpson growled, spit flying.

“Er...Kim ...’’ Kimmi stammered to a halt, as something began to happen...  He began to pee all over Simpson’s face and on his shiny medals, madly trying to wriggle himself free. “Put me down! Put me down!’’; Attracting a crowd of idle onlookers; to Simpson’s greater disappointment. A mysterious sudden crack of lightening out of a clear blue sky confused the situation even more, because it hit the ground upon which Simpson stood, making him lose his foothold, sending him staggering wildly.  “Uuurg! Little brat!’’ cursed Simpson, releasing the little foot and Kimmi fell into a deep muddy puddle at Simpson’s feet, and would have drowned had he lingered and not fled from the scene and from the angry pee soaked Policeman.  However, today Simpson the Russian wasn’t going to be so lucky. Kimmi was now older and smarter than ever.  Simpson, who now stood a few yards away, stared at the sky above, scratching his sweating brow thoughtfully, before marching away.

In the garbage bin, Kimmi Jambo waited until the marching footfalls faded around the next corner. Then he raised his head from its position; in a mucky heap of bloody rotting fish, spitting out a small slimy foul tasting one, which had managed to slip into his mouth. He then  felt the swaying bin tip over, spilling him out onto the dusty road, accompanied by a dead black cat  that had its pink tongue sticking out, a couple of grey mice and green gooey stuff that smelled a lot like cabbage.  Kimmi, guts sliding down his nose, covered in goo and fish blood, swore to choose his bin better in the future. He got to his feet hurriedly and ran. Miraculously he was still grasping the baker’s packet, which now looked strangely different! He didn’t want to ponder on how it might be smelling; he was in a hurry to get to the printers dumping ground and thereafter get home on time. 
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