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Dedication
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‘Love Trials’ is dedicated to my living siblings, nephews, nieces and cousins of my family. 

A baby is something you carry inside you for nine months, in your arms for three years, and in your heart until the day you die.
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Prologue
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Every early morning, the sun rays always appeared like yellow-hot arrows spearing the land as if it was an afternoon sunshine. 

It was in this country, Uganda where Mangweno Noah grew up and later became a science teacher. Despite his staunch cultural belief, he changed to coupling life and in his course of study while coupling, he developed a riddle theory of the world having three layers or tiers.

While executing his duty as a teacher, he committed love crimes one of which landed him into the inner prison. The agony he stumbled upon intensified the discovery that the life of a human being goes through the three layers, and that no person can describe or see a layer he or she had left or describe the next to go to. 
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Chapter 1
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Every early morning, the sun’s rays always appeared like yellow-hot arrows spearing and penetrating the land as if it was a plentiful afternoon sunshine. 

When Noah Mangweno the son of Judah Man-

gweno was still young, he and his friends of the same age used to sit on a hemmed rock to enjoy the dawn and dusk sunshine.  While at this place, he used to wave to the tourists’ passers-by who sometimes stopped and gave him and his friends some gifts like candies. 

It was in this country, Uganda where he grew up and later became a science teacher. Despite his staunch cultural belief, he changed to coupling life, and in his course of study while coupling, he developed a riddle about the world having three layers. 

While executing his duty as a teacher, he committed love crimes one of which landed him into the inner prison. The agony he stumbled upon intensified the discovery that the life of a human being goes through the three layers, and that no person can describe or see a layer he or she had left or describe the next to go to. 

Chewido valley found in Kasanja village became a natural arid locus due to constant burning sun rays that hammered the valley year after year. The denizens of this locus had creative cultural skills for their survival. They practised peasantry on a small scale which most of the time helped them to overcome severe hunger and sometimes famine.  

The people who lived in this locus were Basanja. Countless people, who used to tour the national park found in this locus, were amazed and pondered in their hearts why these people loved to dwell in this place despite its aridity although the geographical areas themselves were still virgin. It was the same for the people who dwelt on the outskirts of Mount Nelgona. This mountain used to erupt whenever there was a hefty rain in that locus, and the mud could flood the whole outskirts burying people alive six feet under the ground especially when it came during night. 

However much these people eyeballed at the death causalities, the survivors were always reckless by not running away, but hung around rather than to immigrate to peaceable loci. The regime provided free land to them, but they seemed to have little appeal to shift from this locus as it is said, one man’s meat is another man’s poison.  

Possibly, it was the cultural or ancestral belief such as not leaving cassava tubers of their dead laying in the bone yard and emotional state of belonging that gnawed their emotions similar to Masaaba people who used to face drought and famine nearly every year, but never had a soft spot for calling off their locus. Such kind of life exposed the human agony that could crop up to someone from birth and could even be passed on to life after death. For example, a person could start his or her agony ball that could roll from within the womb such as the impairment of the foetus that could be brought to earthly life until death do part and the reversal could be true too. 
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Chapter 2
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Mangweno Judah and his family were one of the people who lodged in Chewido Valley, however, the agony that denizens coped within this locus was not a burden to his family, for he was an industrious man in the community. He used to work as a village chief, a title equivalent to current Local Council I. A Local Council I leadership meant leading ten homes, but due to population evolution, the number of households could reach twenty or thirty.  

The Kasanja community was sparsely populated as it was a desert area. Aridity was the dominant problem that the village inhabitants wrestled with each year resembling the Masaaba’s area. The Kasanja chief and his family lived without much throb unlike the denizens because he survived on the outlays of the culprits. This came about because the anguish was severe. The adult youth could not bear it, but used to break the legal laws through stealing, raping and slaying as a way to hunt bucks and to voice their disapproval against the regime’s recklessness towards their livelihood. These crimes snowed in the area due to land eviction as there was hardly any fertile land in the valley, yet, as polygamy was the order of the day, the population was shooting up every year. This turned out to be a major reason why the chief had to wear a distinguished security uniform, a jacket and a cap on his head to penalize the culprits.  

One of the severe penalties which the chiefs used to inflict on the criminals was slavery; meaning the jailbirds were treated and given unbearable orders. This stemmed from the cultural belief that a criminal cannot dwell with the virgin meaning the flawless people. Mob justice used to be imposed and any culprit could be lynched by the people without the chief’s order.  

But by the chief’s enforcement of the law, the culprits had to fetch water to irrigate the community gardens from dawn until dusk. Mangweno had plentiful gardens that they irrigated thoroughly well. These gardens made him survive from starvation which his folks were prone to. A jailbird could be let to have a break during lunch-time and lunch used to be served late afternoon at around 4:00 p.m. and he had to ingest and finish it in just one or two minutes. Otherwise, a plate could be taken from him with five whips. 

In spite of everything, the food given to the internees was not enough either, but only for human survival and their evening meal was black tea with no sugar. To them, a piece of posho tasted great like a cake which was served with bean source that was spiced with as many as five cooked beans along with a full bowl of soup just turned into brown colour. It was only the salt that one could call for to add to his soup.  

Another sentence the chiefs used for discipline was to whip the jailbirds twelve strong rods late evening at around 8:00 and 9:00 p.m. The death sentence was being used on murderers and adulterers as Sharia laws were the dominant legal laws of the community. The jail itself was also another whip to jailbirds’ bodies as from 7:30 p.m. each jailbird had to be locked in and could be called later to face the music. Each cell was short in height suitable for one person to be lodged in, but four inmates used to be locked there. The cell’s measure-ments were about 4x4 feet which means an inmate who was tall couldn’t stand or sleep on the floor, but remain sitting or stooping until morning. In other words, fetching water was a relief for the jailbirds to stretch their bodies.  

From such incidents, some of them understood the human anguish and realised what a person goes through from time of birth to death, some of which extended to life in hell. Hence, because of such a person’s fate, they wished for they had not been born or had died in their mother’s womb.  

This was the case with chief Mangweno Judah as many internees writhed under his hand. Being a chief of the village, he had a huge family with lots of spouses and kids, but some of them were against the way he treated the inmates his son Noah and Sodia Nuhata, Noah’s mother being the chiefs. Sodia had critical thinking about how to divorce him because of his cruelty, but her parents were pauper who could not afford to recompense his dowry because culture demanded that if a woman planned to divorce her husband, the parents had to return the dowry that their son-in-law had salaried them. 

As it says, what will be a pumpkin is foreseeable by its stem-string, Noah was not simple to his father like his mother during his early age. Numerous kids of his age heard about the International Olympic Games’ paybacks benefits. As young as they were, they began preparatory exercises in his father’s yard and of the neighbours. The elder did not see any value of it and caned them severely because they coveted their kids to stay home to do domestic work. As for Noah, he was the worst to rebel against his father and the music he faced was unbearable. The father flogged him to the point of death as his buttocks could not sit, but lay upright days and nights. His mother just turned to nursing the wounds.  

This was the beginning of Noah sipping the three earthly layers comprising good health or peace, illness and prison. The three earth layers, according to him, were different from the three world layers which comprised the womb, the earth and hell or heaven that he thought about extremely during his adult age.  
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Chapter 3
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Mangweno had borrowed the tactics of treating the prisoners with heartless heart beyond reasonable doubts. He used to narrate a story to his family members and friends about Dhaluda Job who was chief of Baruti Island and Noah paid a lot of heed to these stories, but never mimicked him to hurt anybody among members of his peer group.  

“In not long-distant past,” he narrated, “there was a lynchpin called Dhaluda Job. He had a small round head with long hair, yet his chest was very huge whereby an observer could think that his head was cut from someone else and hybridised it with his chest. He had yellow-brown eyes and giant black lips as if he was a cigarette smoker, yet in reality, he was not. The legs were also thin but the feet were thick and lengthy like a block made of cement. He used to wear army clothes because, by then, he was a soldier.  

During his reign, he wanted his folks to be virgin or faultless similar to a baby after forsaking its mother’s mammary teats, sucking breasts becomes a disgust to that child until death do part. Therefore, he imposed tough measures that could yield to his strategy. 

For all his time of rule, there was a lot of acting up in trade because the inflation of the Island economy was too penury that the essential commodities like sugar, salt, soap and paraffin were being sold by special broadcast to the denizens to come and queue to buy half a bar of soap, a kilo of sugar and one kilo of salt, yet these quantities were not enough for a family a week. The dosh was not a big deal as one could be able to buy such as a full sack of sugar, but the commodities were the major burden. They were scarce. 

Because of a high plea for these items and since some of the people had dosh but could not access the goods they needed, the adult youth turned to smuggling means and were selling these items like hotcakes. They were at a high price. In fact, the regime of this chief used to sell these items at a reasonable price, but these youth multiplied ten times the normal or regime price.  The majority just turned to them and a person could buy any of these items at any time rather than waiting for the regime to air out to them as they used to broadcast twice a month. 

Despite the inadequate commodities, Dhaluda couldn’t swallow pills to such lifestyles, but plunged to combatting them.  One of the measures he laid down was to arrest any smuggler and be penalized severely. A person jammed with illicit salt, sugar, or a bar of soap was told to sit there and then had to chew those items. In fact, people who were given such hammers succumbed to death. He had also banned sandals to appear in any locus of the towns especially the capital city, but still, some youth wedged and bumped into the same penalty of chewing those sandals. 

The mini wearing was another curse to the lassies in the towns of the island. Despite his bar to this habit from society, some lassies still did not succumb to the law. A number of them were trapped and were put in intern. On the other hand, the culprits and rapists too used it as a podium for their means of gain. A handful of lasses were frightened by these culprits. They disguised themselves as constable men and the lassies’ items such as dough purses would be taken from them and their fragranced bodies still stood in for the false accusation.” 

From such harsh treatment, Mangweno too urbanised his own way to penalise the offenders. But as God sometimes mercies the afflicted, his service he rendered during his regime made his power to fall apart. An order from above for evicting the land assailed his locus which gave rise to him and his people trek to another land on the planet because they had wedged from immigrating to sterile acreage land that the regime had sited to them. This dreaded Mangweno and one who was once a brutal chief was now as feeble and terrified as a grasshopper.  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 4 
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A group that trekked with Mangweno and his family were confronted by Makangu tribe. Before they set to trek, they assumed to clash with such difficulties, and their tremor was true oracle because where they went, they actually bumped into a severe tribe which someone could call a man’s eater due to the animosity that was laid on them.  

As if that was not enough, they also battled with malaria and venereal diseases such as syphilis which ruined sundry of them. The Makangu tribe had stone kerbs rather limits about marriage, religious rituals, social norms, among others that could not match with them. Thus, the trekker booked another root that steered them to the Kitavi tribe a neighbour to the Nandhini tribe.  
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Chapter 5   

[image: ]






While they were still in Kasanja, most of the Basanja families hinged on peasant means of survival, and the land was inadequate to endow with lodgings to a number of people who used to cultivate there. In terms of health, herbs were the bossy means of curing the folks as the regime had no special blueprint to see the needs of the paupers. A malady like COVID 19 could have turned out to be a great slayer to them if it had materialised during that era.  

It was the regime strategy to keep them at bay and so vacate the region for its own hound with no fee in terms of land swap because it had sited a sterile locus for them.  Some denizens carped that the kingpins of their country looked more on their guts rather than on them because the land had lush natural minerals especially gold together with oil that could be mined and assist these God’s bits of bones, but they harvested only disillusionment.  Finally, the regime defence force was fully deployed to drive out the few bone tubers that had lingered behind in that place. These two minerals were being extracted to a lesser extent until all people ran from the land.  

Still, before they trekked from Kasanja, some people sustained their lives on hunting, but others had to hook jobs which had very little return. Mining was what made them outlive. A shilling realised from this type of labour could be used as a fall for the staple food such as millet, cassava, or maize flour along with beans, but leafy greens were natural growing-plants and could be picked for vegetable supplement. Before the regime evicted people from the land, these people used to sell gold from their own mining, but the expat traders too did not pity them either by buying them at little greenbacks, yet these traders used to sell these minerals at higher prices.  

The boys used to hunt birds. They plucked and cooked them as a sauce bird-meat to eat with any mingled floor of cassava or millet. Noah, his brothers and neighbouring boys enjoyed the game. They hunted in groups, and the prey they got could be divided among themselves based on family, not individual. They hunted using a local gun tool called slingshot or catapult. These guns were very instrumental to young and old boys and those who had grown up practising it as their hobby, continued even in their adult age. On the contrary, the young boys did not behave well with their slingshots. They used to fire the slingshot at no cost and sometimes they hurt some people around.  

One day late dawn, Noah, Ibrahim and Enoch went hunting, but they did not go into the interior of the bush or the forest. They based on the embankment of the road shooting at birds. As soon as they began their hobby, Noah targeted to shoot two birds that were on a tree which was beside the road like the saying, killing two birds with one stone. The tactic he aimed at did not favour him because the gun stone landed on a pedestrian and damaged her ear. He and his friend had nothing to do but took to the heel. When bad days come, fate must prevail. The pedestrian was one of the local people, and she had recognised who the children were. She reported her damage to Mangweno for herbs reparation. Mangweno did as he had to and relieved the woman.  

When the boys came home late as a way not to discover their fault, Mangweno received them with open arms. “I’m glad to see you, my visitors,” he said. Their hearts were like an earthquake had bypassed around them due to the dread that befell them. He charged and penalised them severely. He then put a slab on them not to possess the slingshots around. This slab mode spread to the neighbouring elders, and they too put slab to theirs.  
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Chapter 6   
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As it is written, what you do to others would be the same measure to you, Mangweno too had a leader above him and things did not turn out well for him. Having been that the situation was not pleasing in the area, many citizens trekked to Central, East and South of the country. They had nothing to carry because of intensive poverty they wore every day. They trekked without knowing whether they were to live to tell the tale where they were heading to.  

This situation affected even the local chiefs, and they had also to leave the land to stab somewhere else. Therefore, Mangweno’s family couldn’t hesitate to vacate the land. He was taken by surprise to realise that even the local chiefs were flung out by their regime as they too had to flee the land with no regime reparation. For Mangweno’s family and of others, marched to Kitavi tribe situated in Nakalaga village after Makangu tribe had bullied them.  

Mangweno’s physique was a unique one for which one could think that he had enough strength to trek. He was tall and thin like the black Sudania. His legs had four feet; from his waist to his neck was four feet; his neck only had one foot, and he had a long pointed head that if measured, could measure one foot too.  

Usually, the Southern Sudania were typical black and very tall, but it was not the case with Mangweno because he had a dark brown skin colour and curly hair of typical Africa hair. His eyes were red, a sign of brutality as he used to penalize the jailbirds in Kasanja village. From his tribe cultural belief, red eyes was also an omen of engaging in frequent sexual unity as he was a two-timing husband.  

He used to wear a yellow cassock which pictured his Muslim belief because it was the dominant religion in the region, but he himself did not adhere to the rule of Islamic teaching such as marrying at least four women. For him, he doubled the number of women he had as his concubines from his and other tribes and each wife had given birth for him to not less than five kids.  

Most of the kids and spouses never went to school, but gold mining was their means of earning and child labour was as common practice as getting dirt such as quarrying stones, mining gold and fetching water from long distances. His kids such as Noah smelt education only when they settled among Kitavi tribe in Nakalaga village. Noah and his mother were relieved from Mangweno’s ill-treatment to the jailbirds, but he still looked down on his father for profane marriage based on sharia law. One day, he passed criticism in the ears of his father, but his father never bothered to roll the cane on him. However, the father never quarrelled with him because he was too young to meet head-on with him. 

The Kitavi tribe resembled a lot the Basanja tribe in poverty. The bulky lush was that this locus had fertile land in nature. Tilling was an influential exercise whereby the majority practised peasantry, and their lushes were based on possessing a huge or distant land with a lot of immense gardens. The family arms were the blue-collar workers such as tilling. They could stride to toil in the garden from the crack of dawn to sundown. They used to lug foodstuff and tea escorts because tea and lunch would be taken from where they went to work. After all, some gardens were distant from their homes. In other words, they could travel five miles to reach the garden they had opted to slog on a certain day.  

A family could have a number of gardens, and the green growing method was mixed cultivation. They could plant two three or four dissimilar types of plants in just a single garden unlike the Jewish tribe that their God had bolted them from growing divergent plants in the same garden. The Kitavi tribe was not yet civilised as there was no modern observations of worshipping God on Saturday or Sunday, but they worshipped their own gods, so they used to labour every day, seven days a week. 

They also had digging clubs whereby the hands within the home could be organised and set up this type of a club. Its objective was that the hands could go and dig in one’s garden a full day as it is said, two heads are better than one, or that the teeth that are together are the ones that bite the beef. This was slated that they could take a week rotating around to work for their one member each day. A club could also be set up from other hands in the village and all these hinged on someone’s curiosity.  

The adult and old men delighted in brews although not with other villagers, but they sipped their beer at home at dusk after work. A home meant having a father with sundry wives, and the adult sons also could marry by bringing their wives on the father’s land. So, the family had enough mouths for brewing as a group. 

The type of beer that was dominant was a home-made beer emitted from a type of banana called sunana plant. This plant craved for no upkeep from human cultivation as it could mushroom by itself anywhere most especially under trees in forests. One plant could bear fifty to a hundred banana fingers. Therefore, there was a lot of beer in this locus.  

Women and children were under a set of a limit not to sip the beer, but they could take banana juice called somubisa meaning emitted juice before it had turned into beer. In order for women not to drink such beer, it was indoctrinated that a woman who abstained from brewing this beer could give birth to healthy and wise children, therefore, they had to refrain from brewing beer. It was also stipulated that this attitude could put a bar to bearing stunted children or women to become barren. On men’s side, those who curbed themselves from brewing were taken to be the wisest men in society and were the ones who stood in for community leadership.  

The wine itself was known as mawenge maigere which means wine feet because it was produced by persons treading on ripe banana peeled and placed in a pit dug in the ground which could bring to mind a pond dug in the earth. By then, there were no polythene materials that could be put in the pit to prevent the flow of juice to the ground, but their traditional method was that they used to cut the budding banana leaves which they used to roast a little to avoid their tear and wear. These leaves could protect and prevent the juice squeezed to flow into the bare ground. The women and children’s input to liquor this beer was to fetch water either from a spring or a man-made fountain.  

As the soldiers at war do not touch a woman until the end of it, and as Musa's Torah stipulates that men ought to stay away from their wives three days before meeting God, this tribe too had a similar taboo that they had to follow for the wine to come out alive. The wine that did not ferment properly they called it 'mawenge afiire' meaning the wine is dead. Such death was attributed to men who trod the banana in the pit that they had united with their wives. Therefore, men who were to produce sweet and good wine had to fast by separating themselves from their wives five days before.  
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Chapter 7
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Mangweno got a chance when one of the residents gave him free land by calling him a brother and he together with his family began to live a life and customs of the residents. He and his sons nested huts roofed with thatched grasses and each wife was given her own hut, and the yard was as busy as southern or African masked weavers nest their nests. If one could take a sky or Mountain View photo from distance, he or she could see the mushroom of huts posing like a herd of giraffe’s statues or the shapes of the weeping trees like masquerade or higan cherry planted in queues in the yard.  

His sons too nested their huts and espoused wives from their tribe because they were alarmed about the culture they had fused in. For example, incest was an abomination in their clan, yet the Nandhini a nearby tribe idolised it as a way to induct a young person into adulthood. It was a way of culturing and experiencing sexual unity practically before someone could tie the knot, moreover, in case of incest insemination, a foetus was to be aborted. They did not regard an embryo or a foetus of incest to be a true human born to their tribe because the gods could curse their kin.  

Mangweno’s tribe also relied on circumcision whereby being uncircumcised was a taboo as his kinfolk was much influenced by Islamic teaching. Yet, this practice was a myth to the new kinfolk they had merged with.  

The worst social setback they stumbled upon was butchering domestic faunae and birdies because they dearly esteemed purity rather than impurity. For Islamic habit could not regard any bird or fauna slaughtered by uncircumcised to be worth of intake even though Mangweno himself as well as his sons never abided by the sharia law such as to withhold from the brew and espousing four women neither did salaries dowry, but he and his sons just eloped girls to their homes and started to urinate kids for them. For fear of Allah to reward them in heaven, was not empathised by him and his sons apart from his son Noah, though young, had some conscience about it. Mangweno only salaried a dowry for four women including Sodia Nuhata, but the rest were conned. 
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Chapter 8 
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Mangweno had several kids. The lads were twentythree and lasses doubled over this number. His tribe had a similar creed to the tribe he had settled in about rearing kids. Lads were superior to lassies, and as an upshots, lasses had no chance of going to school because they were regarded as human beings who were going to benefit another family or kinfolk they would tie the knot with. 

Although boys could go to school, it was not the case with Mangweno’s boys because they were like logs, and each one was to crave for fees, therefore, he had to be a dictator on this by picking out some lads to go for studies with the idea that if they turned out to be prominent, they would help their brothers who were to linger at home. This practice was not that Mangweno forged it, but during that time, several elders could decide for their kids what career they would take in the future as it has been already mentioned earlier that lassies could not go for schooling. 

Out of the twenty-three lads, he decided to take only five sons whom he saw were capable to pursue studies. Some of the reasons were, a number of them were aged, and therefore, they were not suitable for elementary education; some were already married and others were too young for schooling. Certain lads also detested schooling because they felt as if they were being dissected from their kin and so some of those he chose such as Ibrahim, Enoch and Noah wept while setting out for school even if the program was a day schooling. 

The school rules needed kids of ten years old and above. They were the ones to be linked up to primary one. Danda Isaac fifteen years old, Gangata Ismal seventeen years old, Sonkalo Enoch eleven years old, Babomba Ibrahim fourteen years old and Mangweno Noah ten years old were the sons sent to school. Their surnames portrayed them that they originated from Bantu people and their first names were also as if they were christened, in spite of this, the Muslim religion too named them to their followers because it is said the Quran stemmed from the Bible, and they had faith in the three patriarch families of 

Abraham, Isaac and Jacob.  

It was not only Noah, Gangata and Ismal who wept for leaving their siblings, but their mommies too had some weaknesses during the first term, yet their father could not change, but insisted on forcing them to go by whipping them severely. As they got there, they started to like school life by digging up friends who had similar hurdles of schooling.  

Some schools were in distant areas whereby a number of pupils used to walk five to ten miles to school every day. By then, the roads were just paths that went through some long virgin forests as the population by then was sparse. Lessons used to begin at 8:00 a.m. and rounded up at 1:00 p.m. which meant that children used to wake up very early at dawn to set out for their journey, and some could take to their heel. The only good thing was that there were no severe animals that would have feasted on some of their fresh like a hyena feasting on mutton apart from huge serpents like timber and other small ones that threatened them, and some of the pupils succumbed to death.  
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