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DISCLAIMER


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
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DEDICATION

This anthology is dedicated to;


❖     The Storytellers and the Story-listeners.



❖     To the elders who keep the old tales alive, and to the youth who are bravely writing the new ones.


May these stories serve as a bridge between generations, a mirror for our struggles, and a beacon for our hopes.


INTRODUCTION


This anthology, Facing Mt. Elgon & other short stories, is more than a collection of stories; it is a tapestry of voices emerging from the heart of Kenya, each thread coloured by the unique soil of its origin. The mountain itself, a silent, majestic sentinel watching over the lands of Kenya and Uganda, serves as a powerful metaphor for the themes explored within these pages—endurance, tradition, the weight of history, and the resilient spirit of the people who live in its shadow.


The stories you are about to read journey through the complex landscape of the human condition. They grapple with the painful grip of cultural rites and the defiant cry for change, as seen in "Facing Mt. Elgon" and "Barasa the Village Parrot." They delve into the spectral realm of justice and ancestral vengeance in "The Spirit of Vengeance," and navigate the treacherous paths of love, betrayal, and redemption in tales like "Home is Never Far" and "Grief of Happiness." From the poignant secrets kept "To My Grave" to the modern dilemmas of relationships in "A Bleeding Society" and "Marry Me Not," this collection showcases a remarkable range.

The authors, hailing from the very communities they often write about, do not merely tell stories—they breathe life into them. This anthology is a celebration of this new generation of storytellers, who are courageously facing their own mountains and, in doing so, are helping to shape the future of African literature. We invite you to listen closely, for in their voices, you will hear echoes of universal truths.
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BARASA THE VILLAGE PARROT

WHO WANTED TO MARRY HIS STEPMOTHER?

Isaac Anyolo Ongere

#SON OF THE SOIL

Isaac Ongere is a graduate from Mount Kenya University. He has produced plays that have won national competitions, such as The Bill, Dark Shadows, Tempest at the Cathedral, and Kisima cha Machozi. He is also the author of Son of the Soil. He has received an award from Enhancing Border Africa for one of his Swahili plays

Chant!


“Oyaya Flora soumbakho vindu.”


Whenever this arranged lyric, rhythmically chanted in its original tune as it is poured out of the village soloist’s mouth while the instrumentalists spice it with their instruments, it sparks ears and penetrates deeper into the souls of the people of the Mlembe nation announcing to them with goose bumps that the season has come. A season to separate men from boys, and chaff from the grain. A season to slaughter bulls and celebrate without forgetting the condemnation of the evil caused by people.

In the Bukusu community specifically, the line is sung on a special occasion of circumcision in August according to the Bukusu traditional rite of passage calendar, one of the Luhya sub-tribes found in the western part of Kenya. For anyone who had committed an atrocity, a song would be composed and sung during this special occasion for condemnation, (khuminya). Praise songs for warriors made up part of this celebration. This celebration was a community mirror that shaped responsible individuals to reflect accountable morals and discipline in the society. This was a ceremony of its own indigenous traditions which the whites brainwashed us to believe were demonic.

Atanasi, the famous Bukusu warrior, brought the initiation practice into existence during the early days of Bantu immigration to Kenya. He gained experience and skills when he single-handedly skinned alive a giant killer snake and thereafter chopped its head off at Mount Masaba with a well-sharpened machete. The snake had terrorized villagers for a long span of time. Praises were made of his bravery and his name was written on the hearts of many. To show bravery and maturity, it was a necessity for every Bukusu son of the origin of Mwambu and Sela to undergo this initiation by cutting the foreskin. Elders sat around a small, round, moulded clay pot (enyungu) full of traditionally brewed brew (kamalwa), sieving as they spat blessings to vasinde, the young boys awaiting to undergo the wrath of a knife. This was to initiate them from childhood into manhood.

You were to show bravery even when going through the torment of this tradition. It showed that you had become a warrior and a young man ready to have a family and make your own decisions. Any young man ready to go through this initiation rite was to approach his father for preparedness and arrange the required items. This ceremony was incomplete without aunties and paternal uncles. It is believed to this day that ladies have a soft spot for any brave man; a privilege any Luhya man couldn’t afford to lose. That even explained why whenever a lady fell into the enticing arms of a Luhya man, if she was your wife, that is when your marriage was stormed by thunder and lightning.

Don’t be surprised when I tell you Flora was the third wife of Kuchikhi. Kuchikhi was the richest man in our village back in those green days before the white man came to explore this virgin land and introduced us to the roots of modernization to our attraction. Wealth was measured- by the number of children, wives, and domestic animals someone had. Kuchikhi was a household name in Mumbo village. His name was uttered with respect of the highest order. Having begotten a lot of heroes and heroines, he was known in every corner of this land. This automatically gave him the privilege of being a key decision-maker in the inner kitchen cabinet of the council of elders.

He ran errands and pulled the strings of the shows in this council of elders’ kitchen. “Where elders are gathered nothing goes wrong”.

Having said so much, every market has its own mad person just like this Barasa, the village parrot who wanted to marry his stepmother, Flora. You don’t trespass where your father brought you through. Having been brought up in the right ways by his father Kuchikhi, Barasa grew up as a feared warrior having led many successive raids from a young age. His heroic acts made it easy for him to be loved by the hearts of many maidens. Maidens could easily get into fights as each one claimed she belonged to him. It was so serious that others could even go to the extent of seeking a witch doctor's charm to keep him for themselves. Despite the fact that Barasa knew their interest, he never gave them a listening ear.


The maidens finally fell out of the race when he finally met what softened his heart during one of the village night discos. This maiden’s spectacular beauty and her soothing vocals struck and melted Barasa’s heart. Indeed, this lady was an extremely pure beauty which was still blossoming. A maiden blessed to be the epitome of exotic beauty standards. Honestly, some ladies were far from beauty while others were beautiful from far, but this one was a gift from Wele khakaba. Her name was Nekesa, meaning that she had been born during the harvest season. She was a village star because of her soothing, talented, and melodious voice. As she sang on that chilling night at the village event, people were dancing with their partners; men holding women with both hands controlling the waist as the females’ hands rested on the males’ shoulders. Isukuti spiced the dance as others shook their Kamavega (shoulders) in- a vigorous- manner. Barasa’s mind sank into this singing voice as he fell deeply in love. After many wars, this warrior had finally been conquered with no weapons, just a smooth voice that had shaken and stormed this standing tree. He wanted to inquire more about her since he had never encountered her in this village. Barasa moved to one of his childhood friends. The maidens who he was dancing with had simply taken advantage of him, knowing that they were using him to be close to Barasa.


“Hey Wafula,” approaching him as they moved aside from the noise, Barasa enquired, “Who is she?”

Wafula asked, “You mean the singer?”

“Who else do you think I am asking about?” Barasa continued.


Wafula had every detail of all the ladies present and hence he had no problem informing Barasa.


“The singer is Nekesa,” he started, “she inherited this singing talent from her grandmother Nangekhe who came from the lineage of celebrated village singers of the early days. History narrates that Nangekhe’s beauty and singing talent during her early days melted our grandfathers’ hearts. Any man seeing such a lady of substance could not stop at anything to have her even if it meant bringing a breathing lion. Her father’s compound was always full of suitors daily staking their bets.

It is said that a brave, young warrior who had killed a lion and brought it to their compound finally became her chosen and they lived happily thereafter,” Wafula finished as he joined the maidens who were awaiting him.

Barasa was determined to marry this maiden. Time was running as fast as the seasons which passed within no time. Each day as the sun set to the west, Barasa’s love for Nekesa deepened in tandem with the depth of his soul. A clear message to all maidens that a suitor of their preference had chosen this particular blossoming flower. Nekesa was a flower with detailed beauty and no maiden could dare make the mistake of challenging her in the village contest. Competing with her was degrading yourself. It was so ironic that even beautiful maidens automatically appeared ugly whenever her presence was detected amongst them. Not that I am in her defence. I am a living testimony who, with my naked eyes, will proudly brag, “I the son of the soil,” witnessed this kind of raw cardinal beauty. Therefore, I will not be biased when giving credit where it is deserved. Prove me wrong if you have the guts when I state that, “Kizuri chaliwa na wengi,” attractive is dished out amongst many.

Time waits for no man as Fate twisted its direction and Barasa became a laughing stock. It was so heart-breaking that his biological father Kuchikhi married Nekesa.

“How could my father marry the one I intended to make my one and only better half?”

It’s a paradox. To date I can’t create words to explain the magic in this twisted script. Those questions kept ringing in Barasa’s mind. The culture did not allow him to question his father with the many queries that ran in his brain. Barasa was heartbroken and frustrated so much. He could not stand this to the point of being caught in the webs of drinking kamalwa. He was no longer that respected and glorified warrior. His dedication developed into drinking from morning to evening. His father had taken away his happiness. It would have been easier to bear if it had been another thing, but not this beautiful flower Nekesa. He drank and slept in trenches and bushes. Now a hopeless man, he was celebrated only by flies wherever he passed. Any secret in the village could be found at his exposition, and that is how he became the village parrot. This man was so depressed that he became a petty village thief.

The funny thing is how he went on to propose to marry his stepmother Flora to his father. Thus, the origin of the song; “Oyaya Flora soumbakho vindu.”

FACING MT. ELGON

Brian Dredan Simiyu

Dredan is a teacher of English and Literature. He holds a BED Arts from Kibabii University. Dre, as known by his audience, is an experienced writer having been published twice. His first book, a novel, was published online by Smashwords. His secondo book is an anthology of poems, African Extreme Poetry published by Elong’o Publishers in 2020. He is a known social media poet holding a brand called DRE Arts.

Sindebe village was the eye of the Elgon. The villagers were termed as the servants of the mountain. Every second moon they travelled to the Elgon to say their prayers to Were khakabha, the almighty being. They walked with their animal sacrifices side by side headed for the sacred slopes that led into the dark cave under the mighty Mountain Elgon. They whispered softly as they walked. Some talked about the experiences they would have later in the night, the dances of the night.

Adeyo, Alumahale's daughter, was coming of age. Her father, a village council member, was known for his boldness in issues concerning life. He made bold statements in every sitting the council had, and they were echoed and taken into account. One time, when Sagle, the village wrestler, thought he had grown strong enough to engage other people's wives, he found himself in cold fire after Alumahale walked into the council and asserted that he be thrown into exile. Sagle was ordered to leave Sindebe village for 10 years for his dirty behaviours.

Adeyo was a known dancer, for her waist swung like trees swaying in a windy afternoon. The flexibility that played under her agile body was one of a kind, admirable and tempting. On the dance floor, her face played- smiles of the ocean sending breezes to those watching admirably. Her feet, full of bangles, said songs that ran adjacently with the beats of the wide weird drums that were hit so hard on the night. Adeyo oh Adeyo khwa Alumahale, she rung lust and admiration among men watching her moves. All the other dancers were forgotten. Abole, her envious stepsister, would stop and walk off the floor in disgust. Cheers and jeers would pour out from the crowd.

"Aaadeyo! Aaadeyo! Aaadeyo! Aaadeyo..."

And the drums would play scents of her agile waist. Her feet creating a rhythm of life and laughter. Adeyo oh.

The night ran with excitement. After the dances, the wrestlers walked into the stage to entertain the way. The elders would nod when a wrestler jumped into the floor. Alumahale faced the ring with smiles. Wrestling was his favourite sport that ran the night. He, as whispered around the villages and the neighbourhood, was one of the greatest wrestlers to ever grace the ring.

He threw every wrestler to the ground and walked with confidence around the villages. That's the reason he easily found another wife. His younger wife, Yandya, walked herself into his life because of much admiration and love for his strength.

When wrestling started, Samboja, the young man from Afuela village, stole the show. He proved the night that there can be a wrestler away from Sindebe. Moons after moons, every wrestler that won the match was from Sindebe.

The night fell off the hills. When the sun rose, Adeyo was already walking home from the river. A sizeable pot stood on her head as she swung around her waist up the road. The agility that faced her proved her readiness for the knife, which her father really wanted to see of her. Adeyo, however, despised the act and never embraced any conversation leading to the idea of circumcision. She walked away from her father on several occasions that he threatened to beat her up but she could not just listen. A father cannot walk with pride around the village if his daughter is uncircumcised. Since the season was approaching, Alumahale sensed the need to prepare his daughter. He tried to pull her into the idea but Adeyo played hard and showed 'fear'. Alumahale grew worried of the situation.

"My wife, our daughter seems reluctant of the knife. Liondo has reached the stage of harvest, but cannot be harvested. What do we do, mama Adeyo?" Alumahale said to Yandya, his circumcised wife.

"This is hard for me my husband. Our daughter seems reluctant to adhere to our norms. How can we talk her into it?" Lamented Yandya. Her face sank into worry while her voice broke down to nothing. She sat with her legs spread on the bare floor, stretching her head on the left side while her weak eyes stared at her husband.

"Adeyo must accept what I say to her. Were Khakabha won't spare her stubborn head." He said, getting on his feet as he peeps outside. "Adeyooooo! Adeyoooo!" He called.

"Papa, you're calling me." Adeyo came running.

"Yes, my daughter. Relax your body on the floor. We must speak of your thoughts." Alumahale said, pushing himself around his stool. He stretched his hand to put his walking stick on the floor. "My daughter. The season is here and you're ready. You're nubile, with beauty and character. One thing is missing to complete the woman you are, circumcision. Have you decided yet?"

"Yes papa. I don't want to face the knife. Not now, not ever. Why is it a must for me to get circumcised? The other day you said you don't want me to be like the uncircumcised neighbours. Are they dead? They are living happily." Adeyo responded with vigour.

"My daughter, I don't want to be termed disrespectful. Our cultural values demand that every member of our community be circumcised. So, you have to be circumcised. Nekhali sina tawe, I would have slapped you." Alumahale said in anger and walked out of his younger wife's hut. Adeyo looked at her father as he walked out with pity. She loved her father but then some strings of modernity were pulling her away from impressing him. She held her breath for a few seconds then stood up to walk out before her mother stopped her.
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