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Special Dedication to this beautiful angel, Mary Ndanu, my love, with lots of love, may you grow to the heights of the globe and influence the universe. I chose literature. May your choice drive you to higher levels than mine did. You gave me a title.

And Moses said to God, “Who am I that I should go to Pharaoh and that I should lead the sons of Israel out of Egypt?”

Exodus 3:11

The anal canal and the birth canal may look alike and be close to each other, however, their responsibilities are totally different.
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The ceremony of innocence is drowned;

The best lack all conviction, while the worst  

Are full of passionate intensity.

The second coming, Yeats

My love has a deeper one

My love, the flower that keeps my soul shining with a spark

The flower that shines even in the dark

The fragrance of my stenchy soul- the light of my life-dark

The oasis of my dry soul- the solace of my sad soul

In my hardest times, you made my life easy

In my impossible times, you made it for me possible

In my isolated times, you held me close to your bossom like a netball

In my desperacy, you gave me not only hope but confidence too

At a time when everyone saw me a nobody, you saw me the pharaoh

A time when everyone saw me a vangrant, you provided for me

When they saw me a slave, you saw me a master

I have nothing to pay you for this, to be sincere

Only that I dedicate the balance of my life to you

Kindly accept that, it is not yet enough though

I will forever stand with you

Only the grave shall create a margin between me and you

But the love shall still remain in an abstract form though

I would not be here were it not for you

I would not have written were it not for you

Some may have tried to seduce me

After your ardent love made me shine

Like golden or white wine

Promising to change - but once bitten twice shy

They have promised me a deeper love than yours

Yours is deep enough for me and our children

I don't need to suffocate in love -I just need enough

Love is so much precious to waste

Just sit and enjoy the fruits of your effort

Sit and reap what you sowed

Ann, My Love, I love you with all

You are not one in a million but

You are the million in which the other ones are incubated

Serikali, kindly lower the price of the sanitary towels

As we were courting with my better half, she was all ready for me

She only gave me one condition___ to buy her a pack of pads

And that would prove my love to her, but I could not afford any

I was a man without a future, if we look for money for our future

Let about the pizza and the classic hairstyle

She had promised me that

She would be shaving a portion of her head

And this would lower the hair maintenance for me

And she was ready for me with that

She only needed a pack of pads

For some rites in life are inevitable

Still with that I had no single cent to smoothen her sweet soul

Pesa sabuni ya roho

She had done everything possible for me

I was to lose her because of that

I wish I could afford the pads

I would have bought a year's set for her

And she would have seen the effort

I can't believe

I was to lose this extremely benevolent queen

I was forced to apply for a loan from my phone

Which I used to buy her cheap pads

And she assured me that she would

Forever stand with me

Love is not the much you give

But the much you sacrifice
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Chapter One
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When People Are Making Love, Squirrels Are Not Happy

U

huru felt a bullet land on his head from the back! He patted his head and he felt by his fingers blood flowing from his head. His knees became too weak that he could not stand. He then mourned: "They have killed me"...

Kino was simply her birth name, the only highly asmired gorgeous name (she might have had other names beside this, perhaps) she grew up with from her first day on this Equatorial earth where so much pious people actually celebrate you joyfully when you are born (they are happy because you will definitely share with them the sweet sorrows of this  wonderful wild wide world) and menacely mourn when you  eventually leave (you leave them fighting the challenges on this challenging world alone) and you think that it's because of love they are doing all these for you, woe unto you_ this is a world where everyone is busy fighting their own battle, a world where a mother is competing with her daughter, a father with his son; but what are they really competing for?

Her genuinely loving, naturally motherly and caring mother, who unfortunately bore her in one of the hardest times of the year, a time when there was a very thin scaly lizard which was spotted in the village for the first time in history, as reported by majority of the media houses, gave her this wonderfully wonderful name in the birth place due to her love_ she loved her so much; it had no comparison whatsoever. Kino, according to her profound and expansive community, simply meant the beautiful and lovely one, and she was really wonderfully and marvelously gorgeous in every aspect and angle of this messy or rather catastrophic life, like the morning rose flowers warming in the morning sun, and every idling man in the village admirably ran after her day after day to see if she could at least bend low or lower her eyes to allow them attach themselves to her even if they were to share_ her beauty was so much resilient such that it would still quench all of them to their satisfaction even when shared. She was as beautiful as the midday flower that feeds different bees and birds at ago and still retains its flourishing fragrannce and apprehensive appearance.

She, however, still uniquely gifted in both the  modern urban and old rural cuisine, willingly and strategically denounced that wonderful and highly admired traditional original name immediately she migrated to the big busy city, she had to, in order to easily with no straining match with the other people in the city; anybody in the capitol who for any reason whichever it was did not have an English name, the modern and the only formal naming system in the streets, in the city was generally termed as a mshamba, a mentally remote alien and could not interact well with the others in the city. Rosemary, the newly baked and current name, was not only her new name but it was also her permanent name, a name which had patched itself on her forehead like a bat under the roof. People had at all times, irrespective of where, when and why they were to quote her, to recognise her specifically and purposely as Rosemary and not Kino. She was no longer Kino. Kino and Rosemary could not fit in one sentence though they both represented the same individual with only one facial pronunciation_ the eagle and the crow are both carnivores but will never share a meal, and they are foes.

She was simply a light skinned well fed dame whose height was apparently medium, she was not tall and neither was she short _ her height was, without any contradiction and controversy of any manner, the best _ she was, sincerely speaking and with no need to deceive, favourable for both those who probably preferred extremely tall and suggestively short people. She was in other linguistic dimensions like a bat, just there in between; her body was well shaped, like that of a ram; she was not too slim and not too fat; her size was the best of the best_ she was thus, without fear or favour of any manner, one of the best ladies in the area, ladies who could easily make the old men in the village who were said to be too mature to exercise these fishy behaviours turn their heads back twice or thrice to see her_ her beauty could undo some maturity, it could subtract some years from the mature men of the village. She was, without exaggerating, almost a doppelganger to Sasha. Her long hair was ever neat and she was in ever new clothing. Nobody could tell where she took her old clothes. Her hair hid her ears where many did not actually know the exact shape of her ears _ but due to her spectacular beauty, nobody could guess that they were shapeless and nobody could get the time to think about the ears, not even the common idlers. All the time was spent on her factual fair face. Her baby breasts were well shaped and sized, they were well rounded like the coconut and not shapeless like a cucumber, they were not too big like those of an old widowed mono-eyed grandmother and not too small as well, like those of a young barren lady. Their size was simply medium and standing strong _ the most perfect of all_ strong because they could hold any man leaning on them high for hours or days, if possible, however heavy he was. One thing which makes a lady a lady is her appearance _ the best flower is the one that shines best in the field. The beauty of the flower shall attract bees to itself even if it is in a crowd. But anyway, beauty is always in the eyes of the beholder.

She was in her adolescence stage and from the capital city commonly referred to as the capitol. She had grown up purely in the city and was very much more conversant with the so overrated urban life than the so underrated rural life; she referred to herself as a born town- everything with her was townish- be it dressing, deating walking, speaking... She went back home, in the rural land, to say hi to her lovely people back at home_ majority of the people from the rurals yearn so much to go to the city but she was languishing for the rurals_ one man's meat is another man's poison. But all the same, blood is thicker than water_ she could not forget people back at home.

It was only on her second day in the village after a very long absence when her loving mother proudly sent her to the river to fetch some water for their use at home.  She was so much elated to see her mother trusting her help, however small it was _what matters is what comes from the heart but not what falls on the hands _ the offering that comes from the heart means more than that which comes from the pocket. In the city she used very small containers to draw water and the distance was so small that she did not need to strain looking for water, life in the city was heaven on earth, not like in the reserve where life was totally a hell surrounded by a well; in fact, in some days somebody would bring the water to their doorstep smiling broadly, not like in the rural where one would sell stenchy water to you on a scrauny face and at the same time is busy saying that he doesn't receive liquid money and does not receive coins. She thus carried the water with a lot of ease and bliss. She could even receive her monthly shopping at the ring of a phone in her house. Those were nice days where they had a very much homily cafe that sold drinking coffee via the Amazon. One day, it was reported, she was sent some tobacco by her grandmother. Here is their dialogue: 'My daughter I want to send you to the shop,' she handed over a fifty shillings note, 'Nenda hapo dukani ukaniletee probox tatu.' (go to the shop and buy me tree pieces of probox)

'Probox tatu na fifty bob?' she exclaimed. (three cars on fifty shillings?)

Her grandmother added smiling: 'Then for the balance you can buy some sweets my daughter, I love you.'

Tobacco was locally referred to as probox but she was not aware_ she was from the city and was not familiar with that jargon. She thought that her grandmother wanted to buy three cars using fifty shillings.

This time round she was, however, using very large containers, first of all because the water was so much far away from home that she needed such large containers to save her time in fetching the water. She was thus forced to use a donkey to draw her water. A donkey was an animal very rare in her city, as rare as seeing a cat coughing, so she was not familiar with it at all. That particular day she was going to the river with a donkey for the first time and she made a mistake to go alone. She claimed that she did not know the route well for she had spent some time in the city but she was told that the donkey would lead her and she easily conceded, as easy as the housefly that was easily cheated that it can just feed on the waste and would not spend a lot of energy looking for food; the bee was wise. It decided that it would go make its own food and that's why its food is the sweetest of all, as sweet as honey. On the way she saw the donkey urinating, as a norm for any living thing, and started wailing madly claiming that her donkey had developed a puncture. She had never seen such an episode before. A born town she was. She cried for so long time that Uhuru, a tall handsome dude, who was lazily grazing nearby holding his short thick herding rod which his father authoritatively dedicated to him some years back as the next man of authority in the family, came running for her help _ the community had dictated it that all ladies irrespective of their age or relationship were supposed to be taken care of by any man in their presence and no lady would be reported to get harmed or killed in the presence of a living man; even a threat was not encouraged _ if the man was dead it was a case to be settled after subsequent seatings but not when the man was still responding to his lungs' rhythmic command however coward he was; if he could not win the war he had to sacrifice himself to be killed to prove that he at least tried to save her _ if a case would happen it was assumed that the man present on that particular scene was either responsible for her harming or in one way or the other connected with the genesis of the harm _ a case whose punishment was unbearable. He, as a man fearing this terrifying punishment, stood behind her pulling her shoulder curiously yearning to know what the issue was, 'What's up? What's up?'

Rosemary responded crying: 'My donkey has unfortunately developed a puncture. Who is going to repair it for me? What am I going to do? Oh my donkey. My donkey. Oh my goodness! What shall I do now?'

Uhuru was rather perplexed. He did not understand what she was really trying to communicate at that particular time of the day_ it was yet the drinking time but she behaved strange; her language looked strange to him_ from the very first view she looked neat, smart and eloquent but whatever was fleeing from her mouth represented a totally different alien; she could not be necessarily mad. Her dress code denied that personality. But dogs behave like dogs. What could be wrong? And she could not be drunk. Her walking style represented a different personnel. But what could be the problem with this gorgeous sweet angel? It is true that not that all glitters is gold. She looked very smart, yet beautiful flowers sit on graves. But some situations are unavoidable_ the owl can't spend all its life taciturn but its sound is ever associated with death _ it is believed that for every owl mourn a soul must fall. But how many owls do we have around? He pointed at the donkey rather confused not knowing whether he was right to ask the question. He asked in disbelief, shaking like Shakespeare, holding his rod which took after a spear from the neighbouring maasai community, 'Puncture?'

They were both staring at the donkey urinating not daring speak, perhaps it was strange to them or maybe that was not the right place and the right time for it to urinate. But they were both busy, as busy as bees or as busy as hellfire consuming a prominent prophet who did not make to go to heaven.

'Yes. Can't you see it is leaking? Don't you have eyes or are you kidding with me? I am sure that you are not blind, you busy bitch.'

Rosemary broke the silence after she remembered that she had a question to respond to.

He joyfully smiled to her, perhaps because of her shallow mind or to draw her attention, 'No. It is not a puncture. It is natural to...'

He as a friend tried to constructively console her but she cruelly cut him short in a figurative fury_ she interrupted him weeping bitterly, 'Oh my! Natural when I can't take water home? You are just sober talking of natural. What sort of a friend are you? You are a demon. Leave me alone,' she barked at him bitterly ordering him to leave her alone. He was just but playing around with her mind when she needed his help. She did not expect such a mockery from him, if he could afford to be her friend. That was to mean that he was not after helping her at all, he was just but mocking her. She would better look for another alternative but not him. She was very bitter with him. She began crying in sweet sorrow.

Uhuru, as a first time friend, tried to seduce her to see if she would at least bow low: 'You will definitely take water home, the way you should, believe me. Worry yourself not. Just go to the river, fill up the containers and then...' 

'There is no need oo,' she was not ready for his flourishing fooling. She knew very well that her donkey had already developed a puncture and she would not take water home yet he was here as busy as an ant seeing her a nincompoop trying to convince her to believe the unbelievable, to eat the inedible, to touch the untouchable, to taste the intastastible. Even if he was courting her, she could not easily fall for such a cheap cheating. That was too simple for her to compromise. He would have applied a more sophisticated one if he was to win her_ even if you are using witchcraft, you will be forced to crawl at sometimes to be sure that it will work for you.

Uhuru held her by her shoulder trying to sooth her sweet soul to make it abit soft: 'Just go and in case you manage to have any possible problem whichever it may be, I promise you that I will be there for your help. I am going to water my cattle. You can see I am a good livestock keeper.'

She finally admitted his words after she saw some sense in his words and hopefully led her donkey to the river very much angry for she still doubted that he was only but enjoying her _ men are known to joke with ladies even when it is not necessary_ it is not strange to see a barefooted madman in rags trying so much confidently to convince a very neat lady whose house has the most expensive rugs in the area going for a date in a very expensive car and at the same time you will find a mad lady who is pregnant but that market does not have a mad man; you will, however, never find a smart lady associating herself with a madman in any manner.  The river was not really much far from where they were. It cost her something like around fifteen minutes or so and she was already in the river ready to draw the water, hoping that she would get water home as he had promised her. On reaching the river, she stood on the river bank, with her mouth wide open scratching her head, looking for a tap but she did not see any, not even an old one. So this place has never ever produced any water before? Or could the donkey have misled her? How could she trust an animal if it was not easy to trust a fellow man? Why did she act so foolishly?

In town she used to go for the water from the taps which had attendants whose main duty was not to open the taps but to receive some money as people came to buy water but here now she could see no tap, not even an old broken unfunctioning one. Perhaps the water would not open that day. In the city the water was opening on Monday, Wednesday and Friday as a voodoo. They had to spare the water for the other days. So perhaps that day the water would not open. She was totally flummoxed. How could her mother fool her to send her to the river when she, as a resident in this area and in her old age, very well kenned that the water would not open that day? Was she still practicing the strange behaviours seen with the teens?

She led her donkey back home, totally dejected; she did not expect to meet anybody on the way for she was not in her moods. She felt rejected. She did not want to speak to anyone on the way. Not anyone. Not all.

On the way she, however, confronted Uhuru who was going to water his cattle in the same river she did not see any tap. She could not at all avoid him for whichever reason it was_ if it were someone else apart from this guy, she would have avoided him without any question and still remain the same but not this guy_ she had already seen something special with him and was not ready to lose him for any reason. She smiled to him amidst tears to at least draw his attention but he was by that time too busy for her. She called smiling broadly, 'Hey babe! Where are you taking the cattle to?' 

He did not respond immediately. He searched, all round_ back, forth, left, right, up and bottom, for who she was exactly talking to but could not at all see anyone.

'But this lady is not mad, what could be wrong with her?'

He soliloquized staring at her. He did not expect her to identify him as baby. So perhaps she was not talking to him. But her eyes were already glued on him meaning that she was definitely referring to him. But he looked old.  Why recognize him as a baby? No. That was not the best. That was disrespect of a high degree, which needed some response if he claimed to be a man. He could not at all sweep up that. He deserved better than that, as a man of his age and agility.

'Might you be mistakenly talking to me or to whom are you?' He asked more confused just staring at her expecting what she did not know.

She responded with a very shiny face smiling to him, 'Oh yes my dear. I am talking to you my sweetheart. And I am really happy to be talking to my love.'

She again smiled to him joyfully expecting him to smile back but he was not happy with that at all. That was not to mean that he could not smile but the only reason was that there was nothing to smile at by that moment, his brain was smart and he could not just go smiling on the way out of no reason.

He bitterly rejected all those titles. He did not expect that she would call him such, 'First of all what did you try calling me?'

He held his ears close to her ready to hear what she would say. She did not delay. She responded smiling to him, anyway_ she never knew the anger in his soul.

'Babe, honey,' she smiled to him trying to hug him but he resisted the hug. He was very much angered by that. He was almost foaming in fury. He never expected this.

'Enough of it', he barked at her madly. She was abit confused: 'Honey, you now deny my love? Now you divorce me out of nothing?' She broke into tears.

'Do you ken my age?' he barked at her again, bitterly.

'Nowadays age is just but a number my dear,' she answered smiling to him. Why did he take it so strange? She had nothing serious with that.

He then asked: 'Or do I look like a small baby that you identify me as a baby? Why call me such naughty names in this broad daylight? This shows that you don't respect me at all and that is what I will never stand not even in my casket.'

She smiled to him trying to explain herself further to the expected father of her future children, 'Calling you baby is not to concern you about your age. I mean that you are handsome and I love you without any resistance nor assistance. Your looks resemble those of a young innocent kid. Your face is as soft as that of a snail in the rain season.'

He exclaimed, 'No. That is too much. You have the temerity to call me a snail. Did you see me with a running nose? I have a handkerchief,' showing his handkerchief. 

She continued undisturbed, in a poetic style,

'You have no choice. 

You are my choice.

You are my love.

You are all what I have.'

He was a bit relieved by that. He now got her point better. He responded smiling to her, 'Well, thank you very important. But you need to know that some people here, if not all, call me Baba. As you can see, I am too old to be called a baby.' 

She admitted to that, innocently. 'Baba Uhuru, where to? I don't think...'

He showed his huge herd by the two of his rough palms_ the herd was so vast that he would have used his feet too if it were possibly possible, it was extremely large, so large that one had to shade his eyes when looking at them from one side, to see them well, one had to stand in the midst of the herd, and he was managing them all alone.

'I am taking this my large herd to the river. It is a large herd but I have to. I have no choice. It is a duty waiting to be met and I am the only one responsible. The anus would not serve the work it is serving in the body if it were possible, and this would earn it some accolade, but it has no choice. It has to do that specific work failure to which it will be useless to the body, but it is as important as any other part of the body __ each part has a specific duty.'

She complained to him anxiously, "But there are no taps today. I don't think whether we have enough water that will feed all that herd to their satisfaction. You can even see," pointing, "my containers are empty. Just go back. Don't just waste your energy when I am here, my love."

Uhuru was very much taken aback by that, 'How...?' 

He could not speak. He felt lost of words. Since they met she had some strange behaviours but he did not bother to follow that.

"Is her head upright?

What is she speaking about?

Is she drug?" Questions began flowing in his head, as he stared at her silently.

'I was there myself. Don't ask how,' she was, however, confident of what she was saying, "I am not at all mistaken."

'Who deceived you? You must be kidding,' he thought that she was making fun of it but she was extremely serious, as serious as someone from Seria. She did not find water in the river; she was there herself; she did not get it from the roadside gossipers, 'I was there myself and I spotted no tap. Not one even. Or perhaps the donkey misled me. This cannot be the place where we should fetch water.'

He was abit confused by the mention of a tap in a river. Could she be drunk? How dare one talk of a tap in a river? One needed to go and make a well himself. What was the purpose of the tap? He made it clear to her that one did not need a tap in the river. One needed to dig himself a well to get the water: 'But we seldom use taps here. The water is underground and you need to make a well to reach it. It is not as easy as you expect it to be.' 

She could not believe that, 'Sure?' 

He then added, 'As sure as death.'

He pulled her to follow him to the river.

'I am an old dog here. Just come with me and see the magic yourself. You may not easily believe my words. Just come and see it with your eyes. You know that seeing is believing. Again kuku mgeni hakosi kamba mguuni. (a new chicken will always have a rope tied on one of its legs) It is not your fault, I understand. ' 

She, together with her donkey and innocently, followed him back to the river. They shared stories as they walked slowly to the river__ it is obvious that a frog will always have a soft skin, perhaps it was not wishing to have the soft skin but so long as it is in the water it has no choice. Perhaps they would not have shared all these but they had no choice. At one point she inquired in a you-are-so-handsome look: 'And what's your name if you don't mind?'

She gazed at him smiling in a I-would-like-to-say-more-with-you gaze. He flashed his burning eyes to her and when his eyes met hers he bowed in fear, 'I am Uhuru and as I have told you majority here call me Baba.' 

She was so much amazed that one would think that she was reading The Drowning Fish from Amazon.com/author/kalonzo. Uhuru could not tell what was wrong with that. He asked her what was wrong and then she responded sweetly, 'You mean I guessed your name?'

To him that was not funny, either. He ignored her, 'Maybe.' 

Then he changed his mind. He was an ever busy man to waste his energy thinking about what would never add value to him__ he was ever money-minded. One could waste a lot of time questioning himself about the importance of the hair in the nose. Instead of that why can't one take it to the barber and forget about it? Or he can just take it to the salon.

She however did not really guess. She had a good reason (known to her alone) for saying that name. She exclaimed loudly, 'I can't believe this.'

He looked comic naturally though he was not aware of this. He responded to her statement, 'You have to, failure to which someone else will. So long as someone believes I am ok. It doesn't matter who believes. I can too believe it myself. And what about you? If I may ask?'

She answered smiling sweetly to him, 'I am Rosemary but you can call me Rozzie if you feel like. I am now ten and I have spent most of my life in the city. Thus all...' 

Uhuru was abit confused, 'Rosemary?'

'Yes', she confirmed smiling like a pregnant cockroach in the dark_ her smile almost made him unconscious.

He stared at her abit more confused trying to examine her for a moment from head to toe and then whispered deafeningly, 'Wonderful.' 

She smiled at that. She was very sure that he was simply impressed by her looks, one of the major aims she had on mind. What an achievement! But what was in his mind was different__ he was surprised to see a very big crack on her left heel__ she was allergic to the environment in that area. But he did not tell her that. He could remember the last person to see with a similar crack was his grandfather. He just created a saga out of the blues to cover that.

'I can see that your face looks old but the body is still small. So your body is the Rose and the face the Mary. You are two in one at ago.'

She shook her head forcing him to ask one more question, 'And are you the Rose or the Mary? Why did you not choose only one? People are lacking names out there because of you. You know people like Nameless, Doctor Who'.

She added that she had more names _ she had countless nicknames. Others she did not know, even_ people could give her any name they thought could fit her and it became hers without any contradiction or confusion. 

'Worry not. I did not ask for them. They just gave me all these,' she added in a do-you-want-to-add-another-one stare.

'Ok. I am now seventeen and I have spent all my life in the village and I know everything about this place _ all rat routes are familiar to me; I can walk in the darkest forest of this area in the thickest night without the help of a light. And I heard that we have very tall buildings in the city. Is this not a propaganda?' he asked to know more about the so much talked-of city. He had heard very many sagas about the city some of which were true and others fantasies; he never knew which was true; to him they all appeared true_ a fresh brain is ready to learn anything but once it is learnt it becomes part of the brain and unable to be changed. That is why professor Ngugi wa Thiong'o and professor Chinua Achebe have argued over the first language influence. 

She answered exaggerating, 'It is true. They are really tall. I tell you. We don't even see their peaks.' 

He was so much attracted by that though it was a hyperbole, perhaps. He inquired to know more, 'And do you climb to their tops, if I may ask? And if you do, do you use ropes or ladders? Or what do you use to climb so high? Or do you turn to be ghosts to fly?

He was more confused by that. He could not believe this. She could not help laughing at him but he was totally innocent_ as innocent as this kid whose fathers towel fell accidentally and then the kid held his father’s penis trying to support himself. She told him everything, 'Oh no. We use neither ropes nor ladders. The buildings are too tall for these to work. We use escalators and if it is extremely too tall for the escalators to work the lifts can be the better option. You just sit and then the machine will lift you to the room of your choice at your comfort.'

She began unbuttoning her blouse and he shouted to her resisting, 'No. I cannot do that today. I was not prepared but we can have a talk.'

She complained unconcerned, 'And it is very hot today. Do you want to mean that it is the same always?' 

Uhuru was laughing at her. How could she complain of high temperatures on a day which was colder than the others? She could not be serious. He responded laughing, 'It is even colder nowadays. Just come in March and you will take off all your clothing including your shoes. This place gets too hot sometimes to condone. I once spotted a squirrel which was spitting on its forelimbs before it crossed the road.'

She laughed after that. She knew that he was only but kidding. She could not believe herself walking on bear feet, 'My shoes on such a scorching land? Yesu Kayole! Not me. Not me.'

He insisted on his point, 'Just come in March and see people walk nearly naked.' 

By that time, they were almost into the river. She did not know how to fill her containers. She requested him to help her fill her containers and guess what! Men are really strange. A story is told when his father's friend was betrothing his early friend Bridgit. For him she was really beautiful and she was his choice. His mother, however, was against that relationship. She claimed that her family had a history of failing families. Her mother broke her leg after mistakenly dropping from a trailer as she was doing commercial sex in Emali town. He was ready to take her as his wife and promised to sacrifice everything for her. It now came to a time when she told him to prove that he loved her. He had promised to sacrifice everything for her. They were there before the chief settling the case. He was ready to lose anything for her, his mother included. It was on a Friday noontime when they were seated in the chief's office when he disowned his only mother only to have Bridgit his only love. As we speak today Bridgit got married to a pastor and he is still trying to reconcile with his mother. As she divorced him, she told him that she could not stand such a nincompoop who could sacrifice his mother for any idling harlot on the way_ if the going is so good, think twice.

Rosemary or simply Rose and Mary was a young damsel who was born and brought up in the capital city_ she actually knew more about the city than the rural lands, but she was intelligent enough, if not genius. She was beautiful enough to draw any man's attention including the aged of the community, the men who the community boasted with, the fathers of the community.

'I have no problem with that. The hand that gives is more blessed. I can do more if you do not mind. I have the zeal and I will.'

She was really impressed by that. She exclaimed loudly, 'Oh my dear sugarcane. I love you so much. '

He could not imagine being recognized as a sugarcane. He resisted that name, 'No. Do not call me that name. I hate it very much. I have a friend of mine who tried to bleach herself and today she looks like a sugarcane. Her body is full of scales and stretchmarks_ he looks like a zebra.'

They watered their cattle and filled the matoma together as they shared stories, very much happily. They revealed their past lives to each other openly. An hour later they were through and were ready to leave for their homes. They summoned their huge herd to take it back at home. Rose and Mary was very much happy for that treatment. She appreciated very much, 'Sweetheart, thank you very much. I have no way to appreciate for that.'

Uhuru was very much pleased by that; he was so happy that tears of enthusiasm dripped from his eyes. He looked like an old mzee who had been burnt by hot porridge.

"Worry not. I can still do more if you wish. I can do all for you."

She was very happy with that. She was in fact shedding tears of joy. She spoke out her soul, "So far I like you so much. You are the man I have been looking for. You shall be the father of my children. You are worthy."

She pressed his left shoulder in love. He was really a strong man. He was also pleased by that comment, "Thank you very much," he smiled broadly exposing a gap in his front upper teeth, 'I like you too.' And then he smiled again, shyly.

She was really moved by that. She never expected that from him. She tried to hug him now that he was improving, whispering to him, 'I love you.'

She was very sure that this time round he would not act timidly; he was showing some change.

He jumped away resisting that, getting angry. He was not familiar with what she was trying to do to him. He shouted, 'Oh no. Stop!'

Rose began crying in that he denied her love. Why deny her love? It was not even love but affection. Why? Or could he be already in love? Perhaps she was trying to buy a land that was already occupied. Which kind of a man could reject such a thing in that generation?

She cried out loudly, 'Why forsake my love? You are my player number one the rest are just but spectators. Why do this unto me if you truly love me?'

Uhuru tried to defend himself, 'I am betraying you not. The only problem is that my parents are very strict and in case they know this hell shall break loose. I fear. So be sure that I love you but let's leave it at that point. That is enough for today. We still have a next time.'

Rose tried to encourage him, smiling, 'You are a man. Fear not. They have loved each other and that is the reason as to why you were born. You should free yourself from that burden. I have a story that made me hate the advices from these aged people. My late grandmother was a victim of elephantiasis. When mothers were feeding their restless kids they would threaten them that if they eat standing the food will not go to the stomach but the legs. They then used my grandmother as an example of a victim who ate standing. They are only but trying to lay a yoke on your back when they have put theirs down. Don't you see that my dear?'

She asked looking direct into his eyes expecting a positive response. He smiled back and bowed his head, 'Well, and do you really mean that you mean it when you say that you love me?' 

She was abit shocked by the question. She thought that everything was set. Does this mean that he was yet to believe? She, however, responded in a romantic style, 'My dear friend true love does not require a definition for it is natural. You can't control it at all. You just find yourself loving for no reason. It has no boundaries. Love is not a duty but a living. So I guess I have answered your question.'

'And how can you prove that?' He asked to know.

She smiled broadly to him, 'It is only a matter of time wastage to prove a fact. My love to you is automatically automatic. You don't need to confirm it. But if you want a prove we can go to our abode and I will give it to you free of charge. I promise,' she said all that smiling yet he was not familiar to what she was talking about. He needed some more verbal explanation, 'What's that you are planning to give free of charge at this rate of economy today? Don't you fear? Last week our sub chief misplaced a shilling and the whole sub village had no peace yet you talk of offering things free of charge.'

She smiled to him brightly, 'Stop being so simple dear. Stop being as simple as a simple preposition, take up your position. I am talking of the most gracious gift of love, only meant for a few. But even if it were to cost me my everything, I belong to you.'

Still with that he, with no sign of pretending and without willing to offend her in any way, had not yet understood what she was really talking about. He innocently like a young kid who peeped between her pregnant mother’s legs and said that his mother would bear a baby boy for he had seen the beard, inquired more, 'What's that gift you are talking of?'

She in a flash dimmed her left eye broadly smiling to him expecting him to understand her gesture but unfortunately he could not at all understand that too. He was still in the dark, like a blind cockroach in the kitchen.

'What's that exactly supposed to mean? I am not getting you at all.'

She dimmed her left eye again smiling at him. Still with that he could not understand. She almost got bored by his simplicity _ as a man of that generation andat his age, he should have comprehended what she was gesturing. She at last told him to visit her at her home the following night and she would show him what she meant _ theory is only meant to make the practical successful. What matters most is the practical part. She was now parting ways with him. They would have spent more time together but it was neigh possible; not all wishes are horses. She had no other option other than letting him go. They had to part, even if it was after  fart. She waved at him wishing him a good bye. He waved back in the same mood and then they parted ways_ the land and the sun love each other so much that they spend a whole day together but once their time elapses they have to part.

He went home very happy. He had now won himself a good thing _ the man who gets himself a wife gets himself a good thing. The only remaining thing now was to take her home and then announce that she was officially his and his alone _ she no longer belonged to the community, neither her parents. On the way he saw a young billy goat mounting on an old nanny goat and the only thing he could do was to laugh at them. It could not make it. It tried to jump to meet its goal but it misstepped and fell in a pool of water without meeting its goal. Was this the right time to do what he was planning to? He happily led his cattle back home, but he never told anybody that he had won himself a good thing. He kept it a secret to himself.

Rose on her side was very much happy to find herself such a man, a married woman is always respected by all men in the village; she was no longer a community asset or liability but was now owned by an individual. They had to limit themselves then. Anybody talking about her had to mention her using her husband's name not hers. She at least relieved her father from sharing his name to many people_ she gave her mother abit more freedom to enjoy her husband's name. She led her donkey back home and she too did not tell anybody about that achievement. Only the two knew about this. She kept it a secret to herself and her husband to be_ when a lady conceives, it only remains a secret between her and her friend till the day she starts changing. They agreed to meet in the evening so that she could show him what she was talking about. He did not know what it exactly was but was expectant. He was a simple man. To him it was better to remain simple and keep his word than cheating after which people would forever lose trust in him. So he promised to visit her and did. He tried by all means to keep his promise.

When the evening came, as he had earlier promised, he went to see her at their home, to see what she had for him_ he was all anxious; curiosity was killing him. On reaching, he found her ready, perhaps she had seen him from far. She welcomed him warmly, smiling to him, with an extremely fair face. He, as a lover, never expected any harm from her, she was his love. She hugged him and after that kissed him sweetly; he was in fact sweating in joy. He would have, however, denied that were it not for the fear that ruled him. He received the kiss so nicely that she thought that he was an expert and doing so out of love. She was very much happy after that. She after that exclaimed loudly, 'Oh my dear. Thank you very much. I am now sure that you are serious with it. I promise that I will not at any given time fail you. I am really proud of you, as proud as a peacock. I love you. Nitakutunza kama mboni.' (I shall take care of you like an eyeball)

Uhuru was so happy with such a reception such that he found himself reflecting the love back to her unknowingly, 'I love you too.'

She was so much impressed by that. For the first time he proclaimed his love to her, practice makes perfect.

'Oh babe. I am so happy that you have at last confirmed it. I would like without much ado to fulfill my promises to you. A promise is a debt. I would like us to spend this night together so that you...'

Uhuru could not believe what he heard from her. He was so scared such that he found himself shouting unknowingly, 'What!'

She held him close to her blossom and then whispered to him deafeningly, 'A promise is a debt my dear. Again let me do everything for you because one day you will be paying me to keep the family compound neat. This is our family so you must pay me as I furnish it.'

Uhuru could not understand that _ from how he had been brought up, sharing a bed with a lady was a crime. In the night ladies could turn to demons and bite all the men around them. He learnt that one day when he was still a small boy. He saw his mother biting his father in the mouth as his father was crying. He began crying too and ran to save his father but his father slapped him so hard that even up-to-date he never forgot the scene __ he was trying to save his father and instead of appreciating he only slapped him. How fool he was! Perhaps he was occupied by a demon so that he could not ask for help.

'But we cannot share a bed. It is a crime,' he resisted, 'We are of the opposite sexes and anything may happen. Then after that the spirits of our ancestors may strike us dead. Or you can bite me in the dark. Ladies eat men in the dark.'

He said something about sex. Sex. Yes. The word is here again. The year before they were holding census in their country. This was Uhuru's first time to fill such a form himself. In the other censuses he was too young to fill the form himself. This time round he did it himself. He was given a form to fill.

It had some spaces which required him to feed them appropriately. They were:

NAME

SEX

AGE

OCCUPATION

NUMBER OF CHILDREN

TRIBE

He was abit clever by that time though not so much.  He was there filling the form. Under name he confidently wrote his name very well, Uhuru and then confirmed it; for the age he gave his age; under sex he wrote once a week. He was saying to himself that after he got married he would be doing it once a week. That would be his principle; under number of children he gave not applicable; occupation student __ he had to cheat though he was not schooling, he had not yet secured himself a job so he was trying to equivocate the mandatory tax by the government over all the non-students; a levy that covered all people earning a salary below five hundred thousand shillings.

She could not believe herself hearing him talk of spirits on their digital generation. They were living in a digital world and all things to do with spirits were left for their ancestors. Spirits were only seen in folktales and fox movies. People could talk of mono-eyed and trio-eyed ghosts. She exclaimed after that, 'Oh dear dare not again talk of spirits in my presence. We are living in a digital world where we have the mandate to enjoy all our freedom as much as we can. Let us change with time my dear. Our ancestors were in those days when they could not read and write talking about spirits and you are here again talking of the same. Aren't you a Christian?'

Uhuru tried to defend himself almost crying. He did this innocently for that's how he was brought up, 'I am but my parents have been talking of this. They have been giving me stories of people who have before perished because of this. I fear that the same may face us.' 

He was brought up in a very strict family and he had to live by the standards he had been brought up with. Rosemary tried to encourage him to be bold like a man __ men are meant to go through the hard life so that they are made strong to face the world with enough audacity; a man should be ready to walk with his penis standing strong before him showing him the direction. It is only after a challenge that one calls his mind to work and look for a solution. So he was supposed to be ready to face all what was before him.

'The future favours the bold my bold old dear here. And let me tell you one thing you know not. Your parents have spent all their lives in the village and I have been freely like a policeman moving from place to place _ cited cities, vast villages, elevated estates included but not limited to that. They cannot, for any reason, tell me nothing new.  Francis Ibunga the late play right said that what matters is the age of the fight in the dog but not the age of the dog in the fight. And get this from me today. We have nothing like ogres or ghosts. These were only suggested sagas created to scare young children to prevent them from walking in the night. These were meant to return hom early and to avoid goin to far places without the company f theie elders. Nothing like orgres exixted before.'

She was in fact so much proud of herself. The fact that she was familiar with the city and the village as well made her see herself far much beyond her elderly who spent all their time in the village. She forgot that an old man can squat and still see further than a boy climbing on top of a baobab tree. Only pride and prejudice was driving her and she was like a high-flyer. Her friend tried to cool her down, 'All that is true. I cannot oppose that. But my dear you need to reminisce that the men of the old said that the longer you live the more you see __ kuishi kwingi ndio kuona mengi. Again age is wealth. So do not overlook on their words claiming that you have ventured a lot. There is a difference between listening to sagas and seeing the practical part of life. They have seen the practical part of it. When an old man is squatting he can see further than a young boy climbing on top of a sycamore tree. I should not ignore their words depending on yours. We are almost the same and like monkeys we may not be helpful to each other. We still need to consult them in case.'

Rosemary smiled at that. She was abit shy by that proverbial confrontation by that traditionally adamant man. She never expected that from that coward-looking man. She expected him to admit all her words easily. But at this time round he confronted her fearlessly. She was silent for a moment and then came up with a wise point to support her idea, 'Well, that is true and I concur with you. In fact, you are undoubtedly very right. But you very well ken that experience is the best mwalimu.'

She turned rather serious, looking direct into his eyes, 'I know what I am talking of my dear. You better understand me better. Today my words may not make sense to you but later they will and it may be too late. They might haunt you later, prevention is better than cure.'

He did not want to anger her. He was forced to recede at that point not because he agreed with her but only to maintain her tempers. They were only but starting their love and he needed not to agitate her at an early stage.

'Well. But if worse turns worst I will blame you. All the guilty shall befall you. '

Rosemary smiled at that and told him not to worry over that. All was going to be well as she promised him. He had to trust her words (foolishly) under whichever case. Love was all about sacrifice and mutual understanding. Love is never peaceful.

'Blame me not. All shall be well.'

'But in case of any body contact,' he hesitated abit, 'you very well know that we are both human and anything may happen. In case of any body contact we will be forced to marry because...'

Hardly had he finished the statement than she was jumping up and down in joy, 'That is what I was talking of. You are now talking it. After a very long time you have now gotten my words. Babe I love you. I will forever be with you and for you."

She joyfully spread her hands to hug him as her love but he resisted again. She was angry with him. She could not imagine him denying her hug. If he could not hug her who else was he to hug?

'Why resist?' She cried out.

But why resist? What could be wrong with him? He shouted to her, 'First cool down. What's so funny with that? I will hug you but before that what is so funny with that?'

She changed her mood to draw his mind. She was very much jubilant. She could not help shedding tears of joy. She whispered deafeningly to his ears, 'I am very much happy that you have accepted my request. I will forever love you. I will forever do all for you. I am mad in love for you.'

Uhuru shook his head in worry, 'You are really mad. I need to take you to the hospital first. You need an immediate attention before things get worse. A stitch in time saves nine dear. I fear.'

He could not fathom her behavior. She was in fact behaving wild. She needed special care for she would bring a damage if immediate action was not taken. She, however, defended herself. She kenned herself very well. She was mad not. She knew what she meant. She was only lost in love for this guy and love can make one lose his personality; Romeo and Juliet died because of love. 

A story is told of a lady who was working with the United Nations some years back. One day she happily informed her friends that she would like to apply for an emergency loan from the bank so that she could span her business__ she was a very famous sanitary pads distributor. She had a depot from where the wholesalers would come for orders. One day she went for a loan to span her business__ every business person is after broadening his business, not forgetting the brothels.

When her friends learnt that they collectively agreed to escort her as her friends __ in possession of such money she needed more security. One of them approached her and informed her that they had come to a rapport to escort her for security as their friend. She was very much happy by such an offer__ a friend in need is a friend indeed.

When the day finally came they escorted her to the bank as her true friends. She, however, never kenned that when the going was too good she had to ask herself some questions_ when you are swimming in a river and the water gets extremely calm it means that you have reached the deeper parts of the river. 
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