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    Christian


    As I step out of the aeroplane tropical heat sweeps around me – in the distance I can see Kilimanjaro’s snow-capped crown in the twilight. A group of black men are lounging about outside the single-storey airport terminal, smoking cigarettes next to a couple of scarred luggage vans.


    “Welcome to Africa,” Dad says, putting a hand on my shoulder as I step onto the tarmac. The aircraft engines have stopped. The only sound is that of cicadas. The airport has a single landing strip, and there is no plane there but ours.


    I look at the black men. A fat black woman is telling them off in Swahili. They grin and slowly lug the clattering luggage vans towards the plane’s belly. Their faces are blank now.


    When I got up this morning it was the day after Boxing Day, and I was a Danish boy who lived with my mother on the outskirts of Køge. Now I’m going to be living in Tanzania and attending an international school. Our family will be together again soon. Dad’s days of being a Mærsk man stationed in the Far East are over. My baby sister was born in October and Mum will be bringing her down in a few months. Everything has been turned upside down.


    “It’ll be a while before the luggage arrives,” Dad says. We pass some shoulder-high plants with leathery leaves and enter the concrete building, which is blacked out.


    “Why is there no light?” I ask.


    “I expect there’s a power cut,” Dad says. “They probably just need to start the back-up generator.” I stay close to him while the other white people, a few blacks and quite a few Indians enter the dark arrivals hall. We changed planes in Amsterdam and there were stopovers in Rome and Oman. Somewhere in the building an engine sputters into action, and a few seconds later some of the light bulbs in the ceiling start glowing faintly.


    “Niels, Niels,” a woman calls. Dad turns.


    “Hi,” he calls back and waves. “That’s Katriina,” he tells me, walking towards the glass partition. He’d told me that a Swedish family had taken him to the airport, and that they would be there to pick us up in his car. I look at the police officers, standing idly by with their machine guns strapped across their chests. I follow Dad.


    “So this is Christian,” the woman says and nods, smiling. “Hello, I’m Katriina.” She is wearing a flimsy summer dress and sandals.


    “Hello,” I say and try to smile. Dad tells her something about our trip here, and it seems odd that he should be standing chatting to a woman I don’t know and that Mum should be in Denmark.


    “Was it good to see your new daughter?” Katriina asks.


    “Yes, it was lovely,” Dad says. “And my wife is looking forward to coming down.” A sound makes me turn. The baggage carousel isn’t moving and suitcases are flying through the hole in the wall. A skinny black man in a grubby pale blue uniform crawls through the hole and scrambles over the suitcases, which he starts hurling onto the floor.


    We get our bags together and walk over to passport control. The officer stares for a long time at the photograph and then at me. I try to smile at him. Suddenly he grabs a stamp and hammers it onto an inkpad and then into my passport – three different stamps before he takes a pen and adds a few scribbled words. He hands me back my passport.


    “Welcome to Tanzania,” he says in strange English, smiling broadly. At customs control we come across a fat man who is sweating profusely. He signals for me to open my bag. He kneads my luggage with his meaty hands, grabbing my football and saying a lot of things I don’t understand. He smiles, slamming the ball into the ground and catching it again.


    “He thinks it’s a good ball,” Dad says.


    “It is,” I say, smiling at the man. I’m nervous. I don’t know what his smile means. Is there a problem? He puts the ball back, makes a quick mark on my bag with chalk and pushes it towards me, nodding:


    “Football, very good,” he says. Dad has gone on ahead. The Swedish woman is hugging him. Luckily she only shakes my hand. She has large breasts.


    “How old are you?” she asks in Swedish.


    “Thirteen,” I say.


    “I have a daughter who is eight. And my fifteen-year-old nephew is staying with us. Solja and Mika,” she says, grabbing one of my bags. “We’re going back to our place now for a bite to eat – we’re having a small welcome party for you. We’ve moved to a new house.”


    “One without rats?” Dad asks.


    “Yes,” Katriina says. “And we have a nanny called Marcus.”


    “A man?” Dad asks.


    “A boy,” Katriina says. “He’s an orphan and used to live with some Germans but they went home. Solja and Mika found him. He was living with a local parson in Moshi who had put him to work in his fields.”


    We go out to the car – a white Peugeot 504 with the steering wheel on the wrong side. The darkness is solid and as soft as velvet. We pass a guard at a barrier – leave the airport and drive through the night. The road is straight, the landscape flat. No street lamps, no buildings. The headlights sweep over greyish-green shrubs at the side of the road.


    Three months ago Dad started working as Head of Accounts at a sugar plantation called T.P.C. – Tanzania Planting Corporation. It used to be owned by Mærsk but has now been nationalized by the Tanzanian state, and Mærsk have been contracted for the next few years to teach the locals how to run it. It’s just outside Moshi, which is where my school is. Dad turns around in the front seat.


    “Are you alright, Christian?” he asks.


    “When will we be going out to the house then?” I ask.


    “We’ll go later,” Dad says. “It’s only seven.” He has told me it gets dark early and that it happens very quickly because we’re so close to the Equator. I feel lightheaded. What I wouldn’t do for a cigarette.


    “Alright,” I say and look out of the window and up to the sky, studded with bright stars stretching all the way to the horizon.


    We reach a T-junction. Wooden shacks and little brick houses cast faint light into the darkness. There are shops on the bare ground. Dark shapes move around between them. We turn right, towards Moshi.


    “This is one of the best roads in the country,” Dad tells me. “Almost no potholes.” The darkness envelops us completely. There is almost no traffic, and Katriina is going fast. There’s a bend in the road, then it dips into a ravine – our headlights illuminate the steep rock walls on both sides.


    “What?” Katriina shouts and steps on the brakes, turning the wheel to avoid slamming into a large leafy branch lying across our side of the road. The brakes lock, and the car skids into the branch, pushing it ahead of us until we come to a complete standstill.


    “There’s someone there,” Dad says. I can just make out a dark shape a bit further ahead, but with the leaves of the branch in the way, our headlights don’t provide much light.


    “Is it highway robbers?” Katriina asks.


    “I don’t think so,” Dad says, opening his door. “The branch is a Tanzanian warning triangle.” I get out with Dad and help him pull the branch away from the front of the car while Katriina reverses. Now I can see that the shape is in fact a lorry that has slammed into one of the rock walls and is blocking the road – a large fresh branch is poking from under the rear bumper. We lug the branch back to its position on the road. There is no-one to be seen.


    “What do you think happened?” I ask.


    “Dodgy brakes,” Dad says. “The driver probably drove into the rock wall to stop.” We get back into the car.


    “Fa’n!” Katriina says – damn, hitting the wheel before getting the car in gear and driving on more slowly. We can just about edge past the lorry. As the road straightens out again at the bottom of the ravine, Dad turns to me:


    “When you drive through here during the day, you’ll see a load of wrecked cars,” he says.


    After twenty minutes we reach the outskirts of the city and drive down some smaller roads.


    “Why does it smell of cow dung?” I ask.


    “The Maasai drive their cattle through here when they’re going to the abattoir at the other end of the city,” Dad says.


    “Almost there,” Katriina says as we turn into a bumpy dirt road that runs between two rows of white villas behind tall fences and gates.


    Marcus


    MARABU


    “Hey, are you there?” bwana Jonas shouts from the veranda.


    “Yes, bwana,” I call back from the kitchen where I am sitting, waiting for Katriina to return from the airport.


    “Bring out some beer,” bwana Jonas shouts.


    “Right away,” I answer and dash to the fridge. Solja comes out into the kitchen.


    “I am hungry,” she says – already she is good with the English language, even though this Swedish family has only been here four months.


    “I will fry some meat for you in a minute,” I tell her and run out with the beer to the veranda, where bwana Jonas is sitting with his colleague Asko and his wife from Finland. I put the beer down on the table. Asko is very big and fat. His wife, Tita, titters like a bird:


    “Thank you so much.”


    “Do you want me to make some food for Solja?” I ask.


    “If she’s hungry,” bwana Jonas mutters with his Swedish tobacco-dirt in his mouth, shrugging without even looking at me. I hurry back to the kitchen and take the chicken outside and put it on the barbecue. Looking after this eight-year-old girl is my ticket to the good life. I have been with this family for only two weeks, and it’s hard to understand what my role is. Am I a nanny, or am I being adopted? Life is hard when you have abandoned your own parents. I turn the chicken on the barbecue.


    “Do you like chicken?” Solja asks.


    “Yes, very much.” I love meat. When I was born – in 1965 – my family lived like marabous, scavenging for meat in Serengeti National Park. My father worked there because even though we are of the Chagga tribe from the slopes of Kilimanjaro we have no land. As a child I was almost a wild animal – running about in the dust while the tourists came in little planes to be driven around in Serengeti for one day only. They brought lunchboxes from the hotel in Nairobi – big white cardboard boxes. They want to sit down and eat, and us blacks, we keep an eye on them. We live on corn porridge and spinach – and these boxes contain white meat from the chicken, dark meat from the cow, they have lovely strong breads, a golden apple – loads of flavour. But meat is the most important thing – we are starving for meat in a place where meat is walking around on all fours. We’re not allowed to kill the meat, because the tourists want to see living animals. We keep an eye out for when these wazungu are done eating, and as soon as they leave the table we make a run for the boxes. The tourists laugh at us, call out to us. Sometimes they throw the chicken on the ground, so it becomes dusty and we must fight for it. We can wash the chicken, but we can also eat it with dust on. At other times the tourists throw the good food into a bin for rubbish, where the winged marabous come to feast. We throw stones at the birds. We fight for the food. The white people take photos of us as if we were strange monkeys. We’re not strange. We’re just hungry.


    The smell of grilled chicken rises to my nose. I dash over to the Swedish sauna hut next to the house and make sure there is a good fire in the oven so the white people can sweat a little more in the warm country. Then I set out a plate for Solja with chicken and bread and butter – and salad, which she never eats.


    “And a Coke,” she says. I take a Coke from the fridge and open it for her. She takes her food to the veranda to listen to the adults talking. But what should I do now? Should I get started on the rest of the food, so it’s ready when Katriina gets back from the airport with bwana Knudsen and his son?


    DANISH BOY


    “Thanks for dinner,” Solja says. Like the good girl she is, she brings her plate back to the kitchen. I take the chicken scraps and gnaw off the last bit of meat – lovely and fatty. Until two weeks ago I was living with the Lutheran parson in Moshi, who made me work in his fields. I have told these Swedes that I don’t have parents – they are dead from disease and a traffic accident. It’s safer to lie – maybe the whites can’t understand that my parents were so bad it would be better if they really were dead.


    A car honks its horn at the gate; the guard dashes out. Katriina is bringing bwana Knudsen and his son, who is my size and very quiet; not wild in the eyes like Mika, who has run into town saying he was going to the cinema. This Danish boy looks like Gerhard, my German childhood friend from Serengeti.


    I call on the house girl from the servants’ quarters, our shared ghetto. She is to help me in the kitchen, so the white people can eat. I put more meat on the barbecue and carry drinks to the veranda.


    “Coke?” I ask bwana Knudsen’s son, handing him the bottle.


    Christian


    Katriina’s husband is called Jonas. He is sitting on the veranda with a fat Finnish man – Asko – and Asko’s tiny wife, who is called Tita. They’re speaking a strange language I don’t understand at all.


    “Do you understand what we’re saying?” Katriina asks slowly in Swedish. I shake my head.


    “Swedish with a Finnish accent,” Dad says, laughing. A young black guy appears on the veranda and hands me a Coke before leaving again.


    “Is that the new nanny?” Dad asks.


    “I’m damned if I know what he is,” Jonas says.


    “Don’t say that,” Katriina says. “Marcus is very helpful, and we only give him food and lodgings.”


    “And his school fees,” Jonas mutters.


    “It’s nothing,” Katriina says.


    “Marcus is my friend,” says a little girl who has just appeared on the veranda – she must be Solja.


    Not long after, Marcus and a black girl bring the food. The black girl is young and silent, wrapped in a brightly coloured piece of thin fabric. We eat on the veranda with our plates in our laps. The adults drink beer, smoke cigarettes. The cicadas sing, the bats scurry through the air.


    “The sauna is ready,” Katriina says. They’re all talking and smiling as they get up – Dad too. People go into the sitting room.


    “The sauna?” I ask Dad.


    “The Swedes and the Finns are very keen on their saunas. Come along,” he says.


    “I’m not going in there,” I say and stay in my seat. He looks at me for a moment. I can’t read his look when it’s so dark on the veranda.


    “Alright,” he says and follows the others. Solja has gone – maybe she’s been put to bed. I look into the sitting room. They’re all undressing. I see Asko’s cock under his big paunch and look away. So weird. I look again. Dad has wrapped a towel around his waist and is going into the sauna, which has been added to the back of the house. I wonder what Dad has been up to for the five years he was stationed in the Far East without Mum? Going to bed early?


    Asko has left his cigarettes on the table. I started smoking last year with the other outsiders in my class. I can tell myself that I want to wake up at three a.m. Then I sneak out and go the corner shop, put coins in the machine and draw a ten-pack of Princes. When the drawer is open, my hands are just small enough that I can push my fingers in and grab onto the next pack and pull it out; I can empty an entire column for the price of just one pack. Or I could. Down here I have no idea how to get cigarettes. Asko’s cigarettes are called Sportsman. It’s quiet here – everyone’s in the sauna. Do I take one? But I’m afraid to. I wish Mum was here.


    My parents almost got divorced a year ago. Late one night my mum came into my room – I was already in bed. There had been a lot of rows on the phone with Dad in Singapore when she thought I was asleep. Mum sat down on the edge of the bed.


    “Christian, I need to talk to you about something serious,” she says.


    “Are you guys splitting up?” I asked.


    “No, of course not,” Mum said. She looked at me then turned away, holding a hand up to her mouth and swallowing. “No,” she said again. I knew they were getting a divorce.


    “Then where will I live?” I asked.


    “We’re not getting a divorce – I’m pregnant,” Mum said, smiling in a strange way. Once, when he was drunk, my dad had told me there was something wrong with Mum’s plumbing. She couldn’t have any more children.


    “Pregnant?” I asked.


    “Yes – you’re going to have a little brother or sister,” Mum said.


    “Is Dad coming home then? To stay?” I asked.


    “You bet he is,” Mum said.


    “O.K.,” I said.


    “Aren’t you pleased?” Mum asked.


    “Yes,” I said. The plan was for Dad to come back to Køge and work for Mærsk on Esplanaden in Copenhagen. I would believe that when I saw it.


    Mum arranged a party for the day he was to arrive. The day before, I heard her screaming into the phone:


    “We are divorced. We have been for ages. If you don’t want to be with us, I’ll sell the house and send you your half. I can’t do this anymore.” There’s a break – Dad is saying something from Singapore – and I hurriedly open my door just enough to listen in. Mum is speaking quite calmly again:


    “Either you get here, or I’m through with you.” She puts down the phone and comes to my room to say goodnight. I don’t ask her until she is almost out of the door again:


    “Isn’t Dad coming to the party tomorrow night?”


    She stops without turning.


    “I don’t know,” she says and leaves. Not long after I hear the car starting. When I turned twelve, she started working nights – it’s fine to leave me home alone. I get up and go outside, smoke a cigarette. I go inside and flick through all the pages in the notebook by the phone. Tap in the numbers.


    “Knudsen speaking.” The connection to Singapore crackles.


    “Dad?” I say.


    “Christian! Do you know what time it is here?”


    “Are you coming home?” I ask.


    “Where is your mum?” he asks.


    “At work,” I say. He sighs.


    “Something’s come up. I can’t leave for another few days. I’m sorry, Christian,” he says.


    “No,” I say.


    “Christian,” he says, “your mum is …” He doesn’t go on.


    “You said you’d be here,” I say.


    “There’s nothing I can do about it,” he says.


    “But …” I say.


    “I’ll be there as soon as I can,” he says.


    “Goodbye,” I say and hang up. My hand is shaking.


    The next day Mum had her party. She was dancing tight with a tall doctor – I hated her for it. Dad came through the door. I looked at him, he looked at her. He had made it. He raised his hand and smiled. She looked at him and went on dancing. She was pregnant, but it didn’t show yet. Why was she still dancing with that doctor when Dad was here? The doctor looked at my dad and stopped – let go of her. She smiled at the doctor and looked vacantly at Dad without moving. He was standing just inside the sitting-room door, still had his coat on and everything. I hurried over to him.


    “Dad,” I said.


    “Christian,” he said and held me up high in the air even though I’m too big to be lifted. Mum came over to us.


    Now I’m going to be living with him for a few months until Mum comes down. It’s a bit odd. I don’t really know the man. And when Mum comes down with my little sister, we’ll all be together, like a proper family.


    I hear a squeal from the other side of the house. Get up and take a couple of steps into the sitting room, look through the windowpane in the back door. Katriina is skipping about on the lawn. Her full breasts bob up and down – her nipples are very dark. Dad appears from the sauna with a garden hose in his hand. Its jet of water sprays onto Katriina, who stops, breathes heavily, shakes a bit. She’s standing still, letting the water wash over her – I can see the large dark bush between her legs. The jet of water hits her upper body, and she twirls into it. I look at Dad, who is smiling and holding the garden hose over his own head so the water flows over his naked body.


    I quickly go back to the veranda before they see me. Sit down for a bit.


    “Come out here, Christian,” Dad calls from the other side of the house.


    “Why?” I shout.


    “Don’t worry, no-one’s naked now,” he shouts. I go out. They’re sitting on benches around a table in a small fenced-off area just outside the sauna. The men with towels around their waists, the women wrapped in brightly coloured cloths like the one the black house girl was wearing. Katriina is sitting next to Dad. She takes his hand in hers.


    “I can’t wait till your wife brings your little daughter down,” she says.


    “Why is that?” Dad asks.


    “Because I’m pregnant as well,” Katriina says. Tita sighs and looks sad. She looks down. I look over at her husband, Asko. He looks ticked off. Maybe she would like to be pregnant as well.


    “Congratulations,” Dad says. “When are you flying back to Sweden then?”


    “I’ll be having the baby at K.C.M.C.,” Katriina says. “There are so many white doctors there.”


    Asko and Jonas are talking in Swedish. Tita doesn’t say anything. I look at Jonas. He is tucking chewing tobacco behind his upper lip, moving it around with his tongue and fixing his eyes on something in the darkness. I turn my head and follow his gaze. It’s the house girl. She’s standing at the corner of the house, bent over, scrubbing the barbecue grill – her arse is sticking out, bobbing up and down as she works.


    “What are you looking at?” Dad asks, laughing. “Do you like the look of her?”


    “I don’t know,” I say. I don’t tell him that I’m looking at what Jonas is looking at, just get up and step out into the garden.


    “Where are you going?” Dad asks.


    “I’m just going to have a look around,” I say.


    “Don’t get lost,” Dad says.


    Marcus


    MY MZUNGU


    All the wazungu have gone naked into the sauna – a big production in pink flesh. Katriina comes into the house:


    “Marcus, will you be sure to brush Solja’s teeth?”


    “I will do it,” I say, and Katriina goes back to the sauna party.


    “But I want Mummy to do it,” Solja says – she is eight, old enough to do it herself. Afterwards she goes to her room. But right away she calls:


    “I can’t find my nightie.” I go to her. Her nightie is in her wardrobe, right in front of her, but the girl wants the attention, so the negro must do his bit. Solja starts putting on her nightie.


    “Goodnight,” I say, leaving.


    “I can’t sleep, Marcus,” she says. “They’re being noisy.” It’s true, they’ve left the sauna and are sitting on the small wooden veranda, talking, drinking, shouting. “Can I sleep at your place?”


    “No, that won’t do,” I say. How will this bwana Jonas react if Solja sleeps in my ghetto? – I think he wants white and black to be kept well apart. I go to her bed and hold up the duvet up for her. She gets in and I smooth down her hair.


    “Tell me a bedtime story,” Solja says.


    “O.K.” I lie down next to her on the bed, and she puts her head on my shoulder. What should I tell her? About the marabou in Serengeti? About slaving for the Reverend? About the teacher’s rod at school? No. I must think of another story.


    “Go on,” Solja says next to me in bed. So I tell her about Bob Marley; how his father was a white man who soon went away and his mother was black, and Bob grew up in poverty and came to Kingston in Jamaica and sang about freedom. I sing quietly:


    “Won’t you help to sing, these songs of freedom, ’cause all I ever had, redemption songs.”


    “That’s a good song,” Solja mutters. I tell her about the descendants of the African slaves on Jamaica who created the Rastafarian religion. They call God “Jah”, which is short for Jehovah from the Bible. The religion took its name from the Emperor of Ethiopia, Haile Selassie I, who was christened Ras Tafari. They see the emperor as God’s incarnation on earth, because Haile Selassie was head of the only African state that was completely independent of white people. Rastafarians don’t accept that Haile Selassie is dead.


    Solja breathes quietly; but it’s too soon for me to move – she might wake up. This girl child is very important – I have to look after her.


    My first mzungu was Gerherd from Germany – his parents came to study wild animals. We lived in Seronera, and all the children used to play together, black and white. Gerherd is like me, except for the colour of his skin. His skin is always covered by sneakers, blue jeans, jeans jacket. My skin is on show. I only have old school shorts and a worn-out T-shirt with the word BAYER printed on it, a hand-me-down from Gerhard. We kids are bored because Seronera is just a small cluster of buildings surrounded by Serengeti National Park.


    “What should we do?” Gerhard asks.


    “We could play football,” I say.


    “But we’re not enough to make up two teams,” he says.


    “We’ll just go over to the village – there are plenty of children there,” an English boy suggests. It’s the village where the guards live with their families. You have to cross the grasslands to get there.


    “We’re not allowed; it’s dangerous,” Gerhard says.


    “I am not afraid of those animals,” the English boy says. “It’s the animals that are worried when they see so many two-legged beasts.”


    “What do you think, Marcus?” Gerhard says.


    “I’m used to the animals,” I say. We’re seven children who set off; waafrika, German mzungu, English mzungu – we don’t ask the adults, we go quickly. Then the earth shakes – it’s the heavy thunder of hoofs. Gerhard is next to me.


    “Rhino,” he shouts. The beast is coming at us at full speed. We’re running to all sides; Gerhard one way, me another. With a rhino you have to stand still – we know that. The animal doesn’t see at all well – it can only see movement. If we’re standing still, we could be trees. If it comes at me, I must jump out of the way at the very last moment, right before the burning spear rams into me. If I jump too soon, it has time to change direction. But can you stand still when the earth is trembling and you’re staring Death in face? We scatter, the rhino swings its lowered head; there’s Gerhard – on top of the horn now. The beast throws him into the air – he is simply flying, landing like a sack of rice on the ground. The rhino jogs off. We run over to Gerhard – a big hole in his stomach, bloody with white things hanging out – maybe from the chicken he had in the box today when he pretended to be hungry.


    “Start carrying him back, then I’ll run for help,” the English boy shouts and scrambles off through the grass. Along with the other waafrika I start to carry Gerhard back – he is even whiter now.


    “Marcus,” he says. “Don’t let me die here.”


    “Don’t worry – it’s only a small hole,” I say. But the hole is a big one.


    The adults bring a Land Rover, but the car only makes things worse on the bumpy road. Gerhard has passed out by now. Luckily there is a tourist plane – a small one. They carry him into it, take off. But he dies in the air above Arusha. Who will get Gerhard’s special shoes with bumps under them for playing football? I will. Gerhard’s father and mother want to be visited; they have two little girls, but I can play the part of the boy, even though he is dead in the ground.


    Soon I am wearing Gerhard’s clothes, and it makes my father angry. He thinks I am letting my own family down in order to be with the white people. My father beats me so hard I run to the safety of Gerhard’s mother and am adopted into a white life with my dead friend’s family.


    Gerhard’s parents are strange. All fruits must be scrubbed with washing-up liquid, and all vegetables must be rinsed in chlorinated water which stinks badly; otherwise they are dangerous for the white stomach. The woman sits all day, drinking coffee and reading books. She has waafrika for every job: washing, cleaning, cooking. But she pays them far too much and doesn’t see that they steal sugar and flour. At night the white woman sits on her sofa, drinking alcohol and smoking cigarettes like the man, and sometimes she speaks to him in a nasty way, but he never hits her while I’m there – at worst he sneers at her like a grumpy monkey. Sometimes the man kisses her, right in front of me – whatever will they do next?


    Then the Germans leave for another national park to study the hyena. They like to count the animals. I go with them, like a piece of luggage in their trunk. They take good care of me. Being fed well, having fun, riding bicycles – it overpowers my brain; I am being carried forward in life. If I just play with their children, they are happy. They even teach me to drive a car, so I sit behind the wheel in the national park while the German man uses the binoculars. But after a year their research is done, and they must go home to the white country. I am shocked. What will happen now? I thought they would take me with them to Europe. But the man sends me by car to Seronera like a tourist. They have given me money; I am wearing sneakers and jeans and a jeans jacket; my packed lunch has the white meat.


    My parents left Seronera – the work was over; they went back to Moshi. They couldn’t take me – how would they find me? I am fourteen. I take a bus to Moshi – several hundred kilometres, all alone in the world. I find the house my parents have rented in Soweto. The walls are sticks and mud, the floor is dirt, and the roof is a large tin can for cooking oil which has been cut open and tapped out flat – eaten by rust. My younger siblings are running around outside, dirty and half naked – grown like weeds in the year that has passed. Inside it is dark and it smells dirty. My mother looks almost like a stranger.


    “The Germans went to Europe,” I explain.


    “You can’t stay here,” she says. “You have to leave before your father returns – he’ll kill you.”


    “Why? He is my father,” I say.


    “You never do as you’re told, Marcus. You’re the oldest, so it’s important to the entire family that you be good. Otherwise the other children will be bad as well.”


    “I can behave.”


    “No,” she says. “You’re like the wazungu children; no respect for your parents. You can’t live here.”


    “But where will I go?” I ask.


    “Go to my sister in Majengo,” my mother says. “You can live with her – there’s no man in the house.”


    From that day I am alone in life and seek my fortune – preferably with white people.


    “Wh-wh-wh-wh-what is your n-n-n-name?” Mika asks outside – he is back from the cinema and is talking to bwana Knudsen’s boy.


    “Christian,” the boy says. I get up carefully from Solja’s bed and go out to them.


    Christian


    “A-a-a-a-are you a man or a mouse?” a young guy who must be Katriina’s nephew Mika asks, holding out a roll-up. He has appeared from the darkness in the garden and smells of beer, even though he is only a few years older than me. I don’t want to be a baby. I take a quick look into the sitting room to see if there are any adults. No. I take the cigarette – Mika holds a match towards me and smiles. The tobacco tastes strange.


    The black kid, Marcus, appears from the sitting room.


    “Tsk, Mika,” he says, taking the hand-rolled cigarette from my hand. He smells it and hands it to Mika, shaking his head.


    “It’s bhangi,” he tells me. “It’ll make you crazy.” He digs out a pack of filter cigarettes from his pocket. Sportsmans. Holds the pack towards me. I take one. I’ve just had my first drag of weed; how cool is that?


    “Thanks,” I say.


    “Let’s go down to my ghetto, so your father doesn’t see you,” Marcus says. It’s difficult to understand what he’s saying, because his English is heavily accented. I was taught English in school for two and a half years. And I’ve practised with Mum by repeating things from a cassette we borrowed from the library, and she’s played me records with Bob Dylan and the Rolling Stones and the Beatles and tried to teach me the words. Mika has disappeared into the house.


    “Alright,” I tell Marcus and follow him down towards a smaller brick building at the back of the garden. “Is this where you live?” I ask. I’m feeling a bit faint, and my feet don’t seem to touch the ground.


    “Yes,” he says. “It’s the servants’ quarters, for me and the house girl. The black ghetto.” He smiles at me in the dark, opens his door and goes inside. The room is pitch black. He lights a bat light – apparently they haven’t got electricity.


    “Do you like music?” he asks.


    “Yes,” I say. “Bob.”


    “Do you know Bob Marley?” he asks, surprised. I don’t really.


    “Bob Dylan,” I say.


    “I don’t know him. You should listen to Bob Marley,” Marcus says and puts on a small tape recorder that runs on batteries. The music has a slow pumping sound that enters my body. I light my cigarette and have to lean against the table.


    “Wow,” I say.


    “Are you feeling the bhangi?” Marcus asks.


    “I can’t feel the ground,” I say. Marcus grins. I hear a sound and turn nervously, trying to hide the cigarette.


    “It’s Mika,” Marcus says. The Finnish kid enters the room with a can of Carlsberg in his hand.


    “Ch-ch-ch-cheers,” he says.


    “You’re not allowed to take those beers,” Marcus says. Mika hands me the can, watching me coolly. What can I do? I take a gulp. Smoke my cigarette. Mika takes the beer from me and leaves. I get up unsteadily. Put out the cigarette in an ashtray.


    “I’m going out,” I say.


    “Are you not well?” Marcus asks


    “I’m going out,” I say again and stumble through the door, onto the ground, across it. My legs feel rubbery, and my head is reeling. I lean against the fence around the property and weave my fingers into the wire. Take deep breaths, letting them roll through my guts, and sit down on the grass. Marcus comes out.


    “Are you alright?” he asks.


    “Yes,” I say.


    “Wait here,” he says.


    “Don’t fetch anyone, alright?” I say.


    “I’m fetching you a Coke,” he says. I feel alright, I’m just very tired. What should I do? He brings the Coke. I nod and drink. I don’t want to have to explain anything to anyone. I raise my hand in a wave for Marcus and aim for Dad’s car, which is shining white in the darkness. The adults are still at the sauna at the back of the house. Luckily the car is open. I climb in on the back seat and shut the door.


    Dad coming back from Singapore didn’t change much. He was still working for Mærsk, only now it was at their head office on Esplanaden in Copenhagen. He got up before I woke up and came home just as I was going to bed. I could hear Mum at night:


    “But he needs you here. I can’t be his dad. I have no idea what he’s getting up to.”


    “Does he do things he’s not allowed to?” Dad asks.


    “I don’t know. I think so. I am sure he has started smoking, and sometimes his clothes smell of petrol. And I don’t know if he is alright, because he never tells me how he’s doing at school. I’m afraid he’s a bit of an outsider,” Mum says.


    “He’ll be alright,” Dad says. I don’t know. We are outsiders. We don’t wear polo shirts; we wear wooden-soled boots with steel fastenings. We fiddle about with an old Puch Maxi. And even though John Travolta has a cool walk in “Saturday Night Fever”, we don’t like the castrato singing of the Bee Gees – we prefer Pink Floyd.


    “What’s the use of you being here, if you’re always at work?” Mum shouts in the kitchen. I get out of bed and go in. They go silent – act like nothing’s happening.


    “Aren’t you asleep?” Mum asks.


    “You were being loud,” I say and go to the loo.


    “I’m sorry,” Dad says.


    “You do speak very loudly, Niels,” Mum says.


    “I’m not happy at Esplanaden either,” Dad says. “You have to be very aggressive all the time to fit in.”


    “Then get yourself something in a smaller company,” Mum says. “We’re having a baby, Niels. Finally. They don’t understand that at Mærsk. To them wives are just people who do what they’re told, look nice and iron their husband’s shirts to perfection.”


    “I’ll see what I can do,” Dad says. I go back to my room.


    “Goodnight,” Mum says.


    It went on like that. One night Mum was working the night shift and Dad was away on business in Los Angeles. I was standing at a Texaco petrol station at one in the morning with a friend. He was holding the nozzle of the hose to an empty Coke bottle, and I was jumping up and down on the petrol hose – the small vacuum created by my bodyweight pulled petrol from the hose so we could fill the bottle. At the crossing we poured petrol onto the road and waited a moment. Headlights approached, we lit the petrol; brakes jamming, tyres screeching, a sideways collision with a lamppost. We made a run for it. The next day the T.V. news reports a serious prank in Køge that might have gone very wrong. Mum gives me a weird look.


    “Your shoes smell of petrol,” she says.


    “Moped fuel,” I tell her.


    “You’re not allowed to ride a moped,” she says.


    “I was on the back of it,” I say.


    “You’re not allowed to do that either,” she says and confiscates my allowance.


    Dad returns. They row at night. Mum cries.


    “Sit down,” Dad says when he comes home from work one night. We sit down. He is standing, leaning forward with both palms on the dining table.


    “Africa,” he says.


    “What?” Mum says.


    “Mærsk runs a sugar plantation in Tanzania,” he says. “And the Head of Accounts has come down with a bad case of malaria. They need a replacement right away. Two years.” He looks at Mum. Mum looks at me. I shrug.


    “Is there a school?” Mum asks.


    “Yes,” Dad says. “A big international school. Lots of Scandinavians. Excellent place.”


    “Where would we live?” Mum asks.


    “You know, the sugar plantation has a number of houses – like detached houses with gardens,” Dad says.


    “I want to have the baby in Denmark,” Mum says. “Christian can go as soon as you’ve got yourself sorted down there.”


    “What do you say, Christian?” What could I say? I didn’t know.


    “Alright,” I said.


    I’m lying on my back in a Peugeot. Above me is the starry African sky. The Coke feels good in my stomach. I close my eyes.


    Marcus


    KNEADING


    “Hello?” bwana Knudsen says, knocking on my ghetto door. “Have you seen my boy – Christian?” he asks, standing at the door.


    “He’s on the backseat of your car, he’s tired,” I say.


    “Well, that’s practical at least,” bwana Knudsen says and adds: “Goodnight, then.”


    “Goodnight,” I say. Bwana Knudsen leaves. I can hear the Swedish ABBA music coming from the house. I go into the garden so I can spy through the windows. I have seen it once before. Bwana Jonas is never nice, but when he’s had something to drink, he pushes the furniture aside and takes Katriina in his arms, and then they fly about the floor in a very European style, and Katriina’s eyes swim with honey as she dances with this strange man.


    Soon the music stops. The party is over. I must get to bed, because the slave is the last one to go to bed and the first one up when the masters are hungover. Yes, my situation is unsure – I must hop to it so I can be key to a flowering of the joy that will carry me with it to a better life.


    I wake up with the thought of God’s white foot kicking my black arse. Leap into the kitchen to make toast for Solja, boil an egg, make orange juice for my white daughter.


    “Mum and Dad are hungover,” she says. Yes, it’s wonderful. They need a helper, and Solja likes me. She eats her breakfast, and bwana Jonas gets up, with a hangover that feels like a saw in his head. Should I stay or should I go?


    “Go down to your own house,” he says without looking at me, so I get out as quick as I can, until Katriina comes to my ghetto:


    “We’re taking Solja to see one of her friends, and then I’ll come back for you. We’re going shopping with Tita,” she says.


    “Yes,” I say. The car leaves. The house girl has gone up to clean after the night’s festivities. Finally Marcus the Marabou has a moment to attend to his own nutrition. I hurry to the kitchen in the main house and through the door I hear a squeal from the house girl. What’s going on in that kitchen? I look through the grille in the door. Bwana Jonas is standing at her side – kneading her bottom like dough with his hands. Very scared, I turn to leave without a sound, but I’m nervous so I stumble over the basket of clothes pegs on the back stairs. Eeehhh, it makes a terrible noise.


    “Marcus!” bwana Jonas shouts from the kitchen. I stop, turn around, a completely innocent look on my face.


    “Yes?” I say. Bwana Jonas opens the door and holds up his finger.


    “Don’t you breathe a word of this,” he says.


    “No, I won’t say a word,” I say and nod energetically.


    “If you do, you’re out of here,” bwana Jonas says.


    “I never say anything to anyone about anything.” I keep nodding with great energy. What do I have to offer? I’m not exciting like the house girl. On my way to my ghetto I see Jonas’ big Yamaha 350cc in the garage. Eeehhh, but it’s me who’s being stupid. Before I go into the house, it’s important I make absolutely sure who might be inside.


    I sit down outside my ghetto, so I won’t disturb the kneading of the black dough. When the house girl returns, she’s got a very proud and dismissive face on. She wants to go straight to her room without talking to me.


    “He is already a married man. Why do you let him knead your bottom?” I ask.


    “Tsk,” she says. “The man likes me – soon he will make me a present.”


    Christian


    I open my eyes and see a white mosquito net. Am in a bed. It’s daylight. A bright room with terrazzo flooring. A desk and a chair. In front of the wardrobe is my Diadora bag and suitcase. It’s clean, freshly painted. Dad must have carried me in last night. I must be in the house in the sugar plantation. I get up. The floor is cool under my feet. I peer into the garden – the lawn is well tended, very green, surrounded by flowerbeds. My head feels odd. I put on my jeans. Dad must have pulled them off me. Open the door quietly, hear sounds in the kitchen, go down the hall into a sitting room. There’s a note on the coffee table. “Hi, Christian. I’m at the office. Will be back at two. The cook will make you breakfast. Love, Dad.” The cook? I hear footsteps. Turn around. A black man with an apron and bare feet. He smiles and says something. I raise my hand in a sort of greeting. He invites me to come closer with a gesture – he wants me to follow him. Into the kitchen. He pulls out a chair at the dining table – I sit down. He opens the fridge and holds up an egg, looks questioning at me while speaking in something that could be Swahili. I nod. He holds up one finger, then two, then one again – looks as if he is posing a question. I hold up two fingers. Two eggs. He holds up a saucepan and a frying pan. I choose the frying pan. He smiles and nods. He serves toast, juice, coffee in a cup. Mum says I’m too young to have coffee. I drink it while the cook watches me. It’s strong. I sip the juice. The eggs are nice. I nod and smile at him. He smiles back.


    Marcus


    LITTLE BLACK HELPER


    Katriina returns in their red Peugeot estate, and we go to the Y.M.C.A., where Asko and Tita are staying while they wait for a house. We drive to the market on the edge of Swahilitown. If there are things in the car, I stay with it so it won’t be emptied, because the tailors sewing under the sunscreen across from the main entrance never see anything, even if you return to find the car has been stripped of its wheels.


    First the white ladies want to look at the brilliantly coloured fabrics at the tailors’, so I run over to the Rasta guy Phantom, who has a small kiosk at the entrance to the market, selling cigarettes, moisturizer, soap, pens, toilet paper, batteries, hair slides, chewing gum, razor blades, bits and bobs. The other day a little bit of money went missing in the Swedes’ house – it might have been Mika or the house girl who took it. I buy a cassette of Bob Marley music and five pieces of Big G gum for Solja and cigarettes I can give to Mika.


    I say goodbye to Phantom and go to the tailors’ to find my white ladies. But who is that? My mother, sitting on the ground with the two youngest children, who have runny noses and clothes in tatters. Mother is selling things right on the street outside the market, where you don’t have to pay to have a stall, and where the police can kick you off the kerb and confiscate everything you have. A piece of burlap on the ground with a few tomatoes and onions and bananas from the field my parents have in North Pare Mountains, because even though we are of the Chagga tribe from the slopes of Mount Kilimanjaro, our family has lost all its land.


    “Marcus, you have to help me,” she says. “Your father has lost his good job as a driver. There is no money for food now.”


    “Only because your husband is wasting all his money on drink,” I say.


    “It’s his worries with so many children to feed,” she says. “You’re doing well in life now – you have to help us, like we helped you.”


    “Is it a help if I hit you with a rod until you bleed all over like you beat me?” I say.


    BEATING


    During my childhood in Serengeti my father managed the youth hostel in Seronera. Wazungu and waafrika alike stayed there. My father was their guide as well; he knew where the elephant was, the lion, the hyena. Afterwards he showed the films made by people like Michael Grzimek and the other wazungu who created the park – European researchers of wildlife. I went to the school for the children of the staff – black and white mixed together. And the white wives taught us in English.


    “Now we decide everything for ourselves,” Father told me, “because our president, Teacher Nyerere, took our country back from the English before you were born and gave us uhuru.” Freedom. But it’s not true. The boss of Seronera was mwafrika, but who decides the quality of life?


    In school I mixed with the white children, and I was drawn to the foreign way of life. Their parents said: “It’s good that you play together.” I thought that I was happy, and I didn’t know anything about what would come later. I learned new things. Riding a bicycle. Eating special food from tins. Drinking cocoa, eating biscuits. The white children had money for fizzy drinks from the shop, owned by a cranky mhindi – if I came to the shop on my own, he would have his rod speak directly to my skin.


    My father changed jobs and went on expeditions to catch poachers. We children were alone with Mother. I was the firstborn but was busy at school and with my German friends, and I thought it was wrong that Mother was always sending me to the shop and to fetch wood and water and that she wanted me to mind the little ones who were screaming and shitting – I’m not a girl.


    When Father came home, he brought lovely joints of meat confiscated from the poachers, but I never got a single scrap. Mother told him plainly how I had refused to do my chores, and he invited me into the bedroom to talk to the rod.


    Mother was at home with the children. In the evening my father’s pipe filled the whole house with its stink, and his gaze became weird.


    “What is that you’re smoking?” I asked.


    “Dried elephant turds,” he said and laughed loudly, swinging for me, PAH – a blow over the back of my head.


    At the white people’s it was different. No stinking elephant turds, but posh white cigarettes. No blows, but fizzy drinks and biscuits.


    “Go and tidy your room,” the white lady told her son, Gerhard.


    “NO – I won’t do it,” Gerhard screamed. And then the house girl did it, while me and Gerhard had fizzy drinks.


    Now I start to ignore my parents totally, because I think they do the wrong things; they don’t have any fizzy drinks.


    “Marcus – you must sweep in front of the house and mind your little sister while I go to the shop,” Mother says.


    “NO,” I say.


    “You’re as hopeless as a mzungu brat,” Mother says. But I won’t give in. Until Father comes home and has had his dinner so his strength is up again. Then he invites me into the bedroom where we all sleep – the other children stay in the sitting room. A beating to make the skin come off the flesh like on a slaughtered animal. I run away. Sleep in a storage room on the grounds. I am hungry and shaking with fever when I go back to my parents.


    “Where have you been?” Mother asks.


    “At my friends’,” I answer.


    “Out!” Father kicks me. “You go and stay with your wazungu friends.” I go to the German family. The T-shirt is stuck to my bloodied back. They wash me. The woman puts the white ointment on my back and gives me pills against the fever for many days. I explain to them what happened to me. They say:


    “Ah, but that’s very wrong. You stay with us.” Then I just sleep somewhere in their house like a sort of pet.


    Primary school ended after Year Seven – I was thirteen. There was no secondary school in Seronera, and my family didn’t have any money and didn’t care about me. My white friends went to an international boarding school in Nairobi. My future was different. I went with Gerhard’s parents to a new national park to amuse their little children. But this German family disappeared and left me on a stony road in life. Until now – now I am struggling to become a member of the Larsson family from Sweden.


    PROTEIN


    After our shopping trip we drive to Kibo Coffee House by the Clock Tower roundabout – the place you go to meet people in this town. It’s wonderful to be with white people. I drink lovely coffee, eat lovely snacks; doughnuts – this is the life. Catch a wave, ride it. There’s good ice cream, there’s coffee, and coffee ice cream, and iced coffee with milk and cane sugar from T.P.C. and a spoonful of ice cream on top. And the car is right outside, so I can keep an eye on it, and the shopping baskets are full of protein, which I have been told is the best sort of nutrition.


    Back when Gerhard’s parents had gone away, I found my parents’ shack in Moshi’s slum, Soweto, but my mother sent me to Auntie so Father wouldn’t destroy me with his rod. Auntie had no money, but she is Christian and knows people. She sent me to K.C.M.C. – Kilimanjaro Christian Medical Centre – to apply for a job. I walked all the way on my thin legs. A great white building, the best hospital in Tanzania, constructed by the Israelis with money from God.


    I get a job at N.U.R.U., the Nutrition Rehabilitation Unit. Nuru means light in Swahili. The bosses are from England and train mothers to feed their children proper food. For weeks they live in barracks and are told that shit from animals and humans mustn’t fall close to the porridge pot. We have nurses showing how to be ready to give birth to a baby and about diseases like worms and bilharziasis. And the fathers must come to be taught how to build safe fires for cooking so it isn’t the children that end up being cooked.


    I work for George in the vegetable garden growing food for the children. The nurse shows the mothers how to combine things so the belly doesn’t stick out while the hair goes red and arms and legs go thin like matchsticks. I tell her about the time I was hungry for meat.


    “You were lacking proteins – they don’t have to come from meat,” she says. “You need eggs or beans or meat to build your muscle. And you need greens, rabbit food, which make the brain work well, milk for your bones and corn porridge for energy to make you run like a gazelle.”


    Every day I walk. That too is an education in the way life is meted out. In Majengo we have dirt roads and poor housing with no water or electricity, and lots of bars where men drink mbege and women can be bought. But beyond the roundabout by the Y.M.C.A., there’s Shanty Town, with big houses, good tarmac, posh cars. Auntie says that Shanty Town was a real shanty town when her father was young, but then the Germans brought the railway and Moshi grew. The important people had the shanty town removed so they could live there themselves.


    These days the area has many white people who are only here to help the negro, but wealthy black people live there as well, with their good clothes and stomachs that are never hungry.


    I like playing with the children in N.U.R.U. And I help George – the local man who manages the hospital’s farm. He teaches me. I look after the rabbits, the chickens, the vegetables. I give the money to Auntie, who almost doesn’t have room for me in her house, because it only has one room, and she already has two daughters and no husband. So I start to look for a new place to live where I can make myself useful all the time in return for a lift in life.


    Now I am sitting with two white ladies at Kibo Coffee House. Tita keeps looking at me. Her husband Asko is fat and pink like a pig with sunburn. Maybe Tita is doing a study of the black skin?


    Christian


    I go out into the garden. The sun is beating down on my head. There’s a faint smell of burnt sugar. At the end of the drive I stop. There’s a gravel road with detached houses behind well-tended hedges as tall as a man. I don’t know where I am. In the distance I see a tall, silvery chimney with the letters T.P.C. vertically down its front. That must be the sugar factory. I go back inside. My suitcase is empty. I open my wardrobe – all my clothes have been freshly ironed and are neatly stacked on the shelves; the cook has seen to that. So what am I going to do? A door opens.


    “Welcome to T.P.C.,” Dad says.


    “Hi,” I say, smiling.


    “Have you had breakfast?”


    “Yes,” I say.


    “Then come along.” We go down the street with detached houses on either side towards the chimney. “This is where the white-collar staff live,” Dad says. “You know, I took over the Head of Account’s house, and since he didn’t bring his family, we’re the ones without a swimming pool. But two houses down that way,” Dad say, pointing, “there’s the Rasmussens and their daughter, Nanna, who is about your age. They’re still on holiday, but you can go there and have a swim if you like.” We leave the detached houses behind.


    “These are the workers’ cottages,” Dad says and points at rows of little yellow houses with tin roofs. “There’s a family at either end of each of those small buildings.” The little houses have numbers, like cells. The bricks are sooty above the doors from the wood smoke that seeps out. Dirty children run around among the free-range goats and chickens. “It’s a good place to live if you’re an unskilled worker,” Dad says.


    We reach the factory area, and Dad greets the guard at the gate, saying in English: “This is my son.”


    “Ohhh,” the guard says, smiling. “Welcome to T.P.C.”


    “Thanks,” I say. The smell of burnt sugar is quite strong here. The factory seems very run-down. Inside we meet the factory manager, Mr Makundi, who has been here since T.P.C. was started in 1954. “You must call him mzee Makundi, because he is an old man,” Dad explains.


    “Yes, the old Mr Møller was clever,” Makundi says. “He came here to hunt, and then he had the idea of irrigating the dry soil with water from the rivers and growing sugar canes. T.P.C. was just a small garden where Mr Møller would holiday.” Makundi also tells us that he has a son of my age called Rogarth. He is at the school in Moshi as well.


    “I am going to have to work a little more. Can you find your own way back?” Dad asks. “Yes,” I say. “I can.” He hands me some money. “What do I need that for?” I ask.


    “There are some kiosks near the workers’ houses where you can get fizzy drinks. You can get them at the workers’ canteen right across from the factory as well. I’ll be back in two hours.”


    “Alright,” I say and leave, passing the workers’ canteen without going inside. Back to the house. What should I do? I need a cigarette. I find an open pack and some matches in the sitting room. The cook is in the kitchen. I go out and round to the back of the house, but you could see me from next door. There’s a hole in the hedge – I go over to it and push through. The golf course. Dad has mentioned it. Mum would like to play. No-one in sight. The grass is ankle-high – I wonder if there could be snakes here. I squat down and smoke.


    Later I go exploring. A few black men are walking around on foot. Most of them don’t pay me any particular attention. The ones that do nod and smile. I smile back. Their teeth are white as freshly fallen snow. I go to the workers’ canteen and walk over to the counter.


    “Hi,” I say in English to the large black lady standing behind it. She smiles. “Could I have a Fanta, please?” I ask, handing her my money. She takes some of it and nods, handing me the bottle and the change. I can see a small dirt field where there are some boys playing with a ball of sorts. I finish my drink and go over to them. The ball is made of strips of plastic and fabric that have been tied together into a ball with string and elastic bands. The boys are my age and slightly younger. They have bare feet. When they see me, one of them kicks the ball over to me. I flip it up with my foot and juggle it; foot, thigh, foot, head, thigh, foot, before kicking it back to them. They laugh, speak in Swahili, point at me. I grin. One of them divides us into two teams by pushing us together in groups. My team doesn’t wear T-shirts – we use them for goalposts. We play – they seem not to notice that they’re not wearing shoes; I can see that the soles of their feet are thick with callused skin. A boy my size points at himself:


    “Emmanuel,” he says and then points at me.


    “Christian,” I say.


    “Huyo jina lake ni Christian,” he tells the others, who all tell me their names.


    “I speak English, almost,” Emmanuel says.


    “Me too,” I say, and we laugh and go on playing. A guy in a shirt and gabardine trousers and freshly polished shoes approaches the playing field.


    “Hello,” he says. “My name is Rogarth. My father is the manager here.”


    “Hi,” I say and hold out my hand, saying my name. The other boys keep their distance and don’t speak to him.


    “Maybe you’ll be in my class at the international school,” Rogarth says.


    “Alright,” I say, nodding.


    “You’d better be careful with those guys,” he says with a gesture towards the footballers.


    “Why?”


    “They’re thieves,” he says. I don’t say anything. “I could teach you to play golf,” he says.


    “I’d like that,” I say.


    “Christian.” That’s my dad’s voice – he is standing by the road.


    “Yes,” I say and go to him.


    “So, you’ve met the lads,” Dad says.


    “Be back tomorrow,” Emmanuel shouts.


    “Yes,” I shout. We go to the house to have lunch.


    “Dad, that Rogarth told me to be careful with the guys I was playing football with – that they were thieves.” Dad laughs:


    “Perhaps they are,” he says. “But Rogarth’s dad is an even bigger thief, or Rogarth wouldn’t be able to go to the international school.”


    For lunch the cook’s made a sort of curry, served with rice – it’s nice.


    “I thought we might go into town and have a look at your school,” Dad says. “And tonight we’ve been asked for dinner with some English people here at T.P.C.”


    “Alright,” I say. We drive past the factory. Dad points out different things. The administration building where he has his office. The workers’ sickbay and canteen. The garages. The workers’ canteen is known as the messroom – something to do with when Mærsk founded the plantation. We’re driving on a tarmac road with fields of sugar on either side. The trees edging the road are full of purple flowers. On the roadside there are concrete canals for irrigation, and we keep passing railway tracks. At one point the road and the rails run parallel – a long cortege of open trucks loaded with sugar cane rumbles by.


    “The trains are coming into the factory around the clock,” Dad says. Here and there water from sprinklers in the fields sprays onto the road. We pass a clearing where men, sweaty and slim, walk around and slice through the sugar canes close to the ground with a long knife with a broad blade. “The knife is called a panga,” Dad says.


    “Don’t they have any harvesters?” I ask.


    “They broke down a long time ago, and the country has no foreign currency with which to buy spare parts. A panga and manual labour is cheaper.” The men’s clothes are filthy and tattered.


    “Do they come here every morning for work then?” I ask.


    “No, they live on the plantation in villages – 4,000 men and their families, schools, shops, everything.” We approach a roadblock and are waved through. The sugar fields are replaced by dry bushland. “That was the entrance to T.P.C.,” Dad says. Soon we see little brick buildings along the side of the road. We reach a roundabout. “T.P.C. roundabout,” Dad says. There are more and more buildings. Black people everywhere. Most of the men wear white shirts and gabardine trousers, the women flowery dresses – some of them carry babies on their backs. Quite a few Indians. “There are about 80,000 people in Moshi,” Dad says. We pass a large market, roundabouts with flowerbeds, leave the city centre through an old part of town and reach the school via a wide dirt road. It’s called I.S.M. – International School of Moshi. The school’s grounds are nice and green. There are classrooms, a sports hall, a dining hall for the boarders and buildings where they live. A playground for the youngest, a swimming pool, playing fields. The Christmas break won’t be over for another few days – there’s no-one here. It makes my tummy ache.


    “It’ll all be in English,” I say.


    “But no uniforms and no physical punishment. At first you’ll be in their special class, so you pick up the language quickly. You’ll be fine,” Dad says and puts his arm around my shoulder.


    That night we have dinner at John and Miriam’s, the English couple.


    “They were both born in Kenya. He is the plantation’s works manager,” Dad says. The grown-ups have gin and tonics; I have a Coke. Dinner is served. Potatoes boiled to oblivion, cauliflower boiled to kingdom come and a lamb that is excessively dead. Dad speaks to me in Danish:


    “This animal has been desecrated in the fine tradition of English cooking,” Dad says.


    “Do you like it?” Miriam asks.


    “Very much,” Dad says. After dinner John sits twirling the brandy in his glass. He gets out cigars, offers my dad one. Dad takes it and gets out his lighter.


    “Wait,” John says, holding up his hand.


    “Oh, stop it,” Miriam says with a silly titter – I think she’s tipsy. John takes a bell from the coffee table and rings it. The cook comes into the sitting room, takes a few quick steps towards John before falling to his knees so that he slides the last three metres across the polished floor, raising a lighter in his hand, and as he come to a halt beside John’s armrest, he lights it – giving John a flame for his cigar. Dad puts his cigar in the front pocket of his shirt.


    “I’ll have mine later,” he says. “We have to go home to call Christian’s mum.” We get up to leave. Dad puts his arm around my shoulder as we walk home. We can’t get through to Mum. Dad sits down and takes out his cigar. “Brits! They’re bloody mad,” he says.


    “Wait,” I say, snatching his lighter. I make a quick run for it, slide across the floor and light the cigar. We laugh.


    Marcus


    GOD’S WRATH


    Colonialism. The white man has electricity in his house and can sit in relaxation when he empties his bowels; use soft white paper to wipe away the filth. The black man must squat in the darkness of the ghetto-bog while cockroaches run over his feet, and he must wash his arse with his hand and water and get filth under his nails. And my tape recorder keeps getting tired – batteries are expensive to buy. I take a wire from the kitchen in the house, pull it to my room from the roof of the main house via a tree and in under my own roof. The light in my room creates its own problems.


    “Why don’t I have any electricity?” the house girl asks. She didn’t want to speak to me before, but now she sees me as her electrician.


    “I want a ceiling,” she says. “I can’t live in a way that lets you look over the partition wall while I’m getting changed.”


    “I’m not watching you,” I say.


    She pulls a face at me.


    “Then tell them you want a ceiling,” I say.


    “You’re the one who knows the wazungu,” she says. But I don’t know them. I just hope they are better than waafrika. After my stay with Auntie in Majengo I went straight back to the black hell. When I was at the N.U.R.U. farm at the hospital, I was observed for many months by a Lutheran parson. He came to speak to the sick Lutherans at the hospital and saw me working. He talked to the manager of the farm, George. George says I’m good. So the Reverend decides to take me. He lives close to Uhuru Hotel in Shanty Town. He goes from school to school and preaches, visits the sick and prays for them.


    The Reverend takes me to his private farm in Kahe, close to the T.P.C. sugar plantation. It’s hard; he wants labour, a slave. He gives me a triangular milk carton and bread. I must stand there and oversee the people who are growing corn and beans to make sure they do it right.


    “You have to water that. Remove the weeds,” I tell a man old enough to be my father – only the fear of God’s wrath stops him from beating me to the ground. Fifteen years old. You can imagine how popular I would be if I should tell of their laziness. My food is bread and milk that has gone off. I sleep in a shed. In Tanzania you cannot question the acts of great men, but I have experienced the white ways.


    I speak to the Reverend directly:


    “I must go back to school.” And my work is good, so the Reverend signs me up for Kibo Secondary School in Moshi and pays for the first year. The Reverend shows me the servants’ quarters behind his house: a small building with two rooms – the house girl is already living in one of them. At the end of the building is an entrance to a shower and the hole in the ground – it even has a flush. I’d have my own room, which is better than our whole house in Seronera. A step up in life, because I have left Auntie’s crowded house behind.


    “Alright,” the Reverend says. “You can live here while you go to school and learn things. But during your holidays you must help out at the farm.”


    “Very well, I will do it.”


    But school is a surprise for me. In Seronera we were allowed speak to the teacher like human beings. At Kibo Secondary School I am like a cow – if I step out of line, the teacher will adjust my direction with his stick, eeehhh.


    My good fortune led to tension at school, because the Reverend is an important man. “I’m an expert on fields, so he has taken me in and is paying my school fees so I can teach his employees to grow things,” I boasted. But boasting didn’t feel quite so good when the others went home to their mothers who had made them tea with milk and sugar and a snack, and they had time to play and a family around them. I went home to my work. I wanted to get away. From my time with the Germans in the national park, I had been used to a white life without dust and poverty. The Reverend was black, but he prayed to the white god, and his neighbours were white missionaries – some of them from the German country.


    Christian


    Rogarth comes to fetch me the next morning with a golf bag over his shoulder. I have one too; it was left in the house when Dad moved in. We go out – goats and cattle are grazing on a fairway, watched by a young shepherd.


    “It’s not a very good golf course,” Rogarth says.


    “Full of cowshit,” I say.


    “Yes,” Rogarth says. “There are special African rules. You’re not allowed to hit the animals, and you have to find your ball quickly, or it might be trod into a cowpat.” Boys in rags come running over to us. “Caddies,” Rogarth says.


    “Can’t we carry our bags ourselves?” I ask.


    “No, we can’t,” Rogarth says. I recognize Emmanuel and hire him. The caddies haul our bags, catch the balls and are always ready with the club you need. I end up in the middle of a herd of drowsy-looking zebu cattle grazing around my ball. I have to roll it out carefully.


    “Difficult conditions,” I say.


    “You’re allowed to take a free drop if your ball is eaten by a snake thinking it’s a bird’s egg,” Rogarth says.


    “Do you play?” I ask Emmanuel.


    “Yes,” he says, grinning. “But I only have one club.”


    Rogarth doesn’t speak to his caddie. When he’s ready to swing, he just reaches his arm back with his hand held out, and the caddie places the right golf club into it with the handle in his palm. Suddenly Emmanuel runs off, waving his arms about – screaming and shouting.


    “Monkeys,” Rogarth says, and then I see them. “They steal the balls.” Rogarth helps me with my grip. He plays well. I play very badly.


    After lunch I am bored. Dad is busy at work, so he doesn’t have time for anything. I tuck cigarettes and matches into my pocket, grab my old leather football and go over to play with the lads. I start picking up some Swahili.


    The next morning I go over to see Rogarth, but his mother says he isn’t home. I go to the golf course, and Emmanuel comes running. I give him the golf bag. We go to the first hole.


    “Would you like to play?” I ask.


    “Yes, very much,” he says. So we take turns. He hands me the club first – I hand it back to him so he can take a swing. It feels strange that he must carry the bag all the time – walk around with its weight on his bare feet. It makes the game rather unfair. As he swings, I throw the bag up on my shoulder.


    “No, let me take that,” Emmanuel says.


    “I can carry – no problem,” I say.


    “It’s better that I take it,” he says with a worried look. Alright. Some way behind us two white ladies appear – one of them is Miriam the Brit, with the cigar and the sliding cook. Emmanuel doesn’t want to take his swing when it’s his turn. “It’s not good if she sees me playing,” he says.


    “Why not?” I ask.


    “It’s not good. She doesn’t like it.”


    “Who bloody cares?” I say. He shakes his head.


    “She’s got a hunting rifle in her bag,” he says in a low voice because the ladies are approaching. “Have a look between her clubs.” I look: a bluish metal pipe.


    “Do you think she’ll shoot you if you play?”


    “No, no,” Emmanuel says and laughs. “It’s only if she sees an angry lion.”


    I play golf all morning, and after lunch I play football. That night my face is red, and I have large blisters on my shoulders and back – you can pull off my skin in large flakes.


    We call Mum at home.


    “Please don’t tell her you’ve got sunburn,” Dad says. “She’ll be so cross with me if you do.”


    “I promise I won’t tell.” Afterwards we go towards the messroom to eat.


    “We must say hello to the Rasmussens,” Dad says. “They’re back from Denmark.” Nanna reminds me of the girls who wouldn’t talk to me at school in Køge – beautiful and snooty.


    “Hi,” I say.


    “Hi,” she says. Her mum speaks:


    “Come over anytime and use our swimming pool – whenever you feel like it.”


    “Thanks,” I say. Nanna looks mopey. Her mum continues talking:


    “Nanna, you could tell Christian a bit about the school.” Nanna looks at her crossly:


    “What do you want me to tell him?” she asks. “It’s just a school.”


    “Rogarth told me about it,” I say.


    John and Miriam enter the messroom terrace. Sit down at the table next to ours. Miriam addresses my dad:


    “It’s not good that your son allows the caddies to play on the course,” she says. “It doesn’t look right.”


    “Why not?” Dad asks.


    “Because they must know their place. If we don’t show them their place, they get confused. Then they think that our place is their place. That we’re the same. And we’re really not,” Miriam says.


    “I see,” Dad says, looking at me. “Do you understand what she says?” he asks me in Danish.


    “Well, yes and no,” I say. Dad laughs.


    “What’s so funny?” Miriam asks in English.


    “Christian decides who he wants to play golf with,” Dad says.


    “You’ll find soon enough that I’m right,” Miriam tells him and looks away.


    The next morning Rogarth returns.


    “You mustn’t let the caddie play,” he says as we climb through the hole in the hedge.


    “Why not?” I ask, stopping.


    “He’ll get the wrong idea,” Rogarth says. “Now the caddie will think he’s like you. Then he won’t know his place.”


    “He is like me,” I say.


    “No,” Rogarth says. “The caddie is paid to work for you – that’s all; he’s not your friend. He’s just a negro from the bush.” Rogarth is a negro as well. Should I remind him of it?


    “And so what if he’s from the bush?” I ask.


    “He is without knowledge. He will steal the moment you turn your back.”


    “I don’t agree,” I say.


    “You’ll see,” Rogarth says. I change the subject. I need a cigarette. Maybe Rogarth will tell on me if he sees me smoking. I take the chance and get out my cigarettes, holding out the pack to him. He takes a quick look around and takes one. We light up, smoke in silence and go out onto the course. The caddies come running over to us. Emmanuel carries my bag. Rogarth and I play more or less in silence. Kilimanjaro is clearly visible. At the sixteenth hole you swing straight at the mountain – it looks different every day depending on the light and the clouds.


    That afternoon I go over to the Rasmussens’ house. My heart is pounding. Girls are incomprehensible. The mother opens the door to me.


    “Oh, you came. Nanna is out by the pool,” she says. I go through the house. Nanna is sunbathing in a bikini and sunglasses. She is starting to grow breasts, and I concentrate on not looking at them.


    “Hi,” I say.


    “Hi,” she says, not moving a muscle.


    “I thought I might take a dip,” I say.


    “Right, O.K.,” she says – nothing more. I let my towel drop on a chair and get in. Do laps. Her mum brings us fizzy drinks. I have one. I need a cigarette. Her mum is nowhere to be seen.


    “Do you smoke?” I ask.


    “No, yuck,” Nanna says.


    “Well, thanks for the loan of your … water,” I say with a gesture towards the pool. I go home and out through the hedge. African women walk past the golf course with things on their head; large bundles of firewood, several metres long; tubs full of water. Nice and easy down the paths that cross the fairway.


    Marcus


    WRONG PERSON


    Solja and Mika say to me: “Are you alright? Have you eaten? You can ride my bicycle.” But bwana Jonas sits on the veranda and says: “Don’t give your bike to that brat – he’ll just break it.” Jonas has bought an 80cc Yamaha for Mika. I’m not allowed to ride it, because it’s been bought with Jonas’ money. Mika will let me ride it, but not if Jonas is there. If Jonas comes, I have to get off.


    But Mika didn’t come to Africa to sit on an 80cc when there’s a 350cc around – Yamaha, as red as blood. No-one else is at home, and Mika wants to ride it. You have to eat first to have the strength to kick it started. And if does start, it doesn’t just go – it flies like a feather. It rears up, and then Mika is on his back in the drive and the Yamaha is scratched.


    “What were you thinking?” Jonas screams; the dirt in his mouth sprays onto my skin – I become an ashtray. “It’s your ruddy job to stop him.”


    First I’m a niggerboy, not allowed to borrow a bicycle, and then I am a king who must tell the white boy what he can and cannot do. I will never understand Jonas.


    “If I hadn’t been here, you would all be dead,” he roars into the night, drunk on the veranda. Apart from that, no-one tells me anything. What jobs must I do? I have to guess. That is the most dangerous thing that can happen to you: having a person control your life without directing it.


    There’s a knock on my ghetto-door. I open. The house girl is outside with my clothes in her arms. I put them in the laundry basket in the house. She takes them out and lets them drop to the floor.


    “I’m not your house girl – you can wash your own clothes,” she says.


    “You must wash my clothes,” I say. “The white people say so.”


    “I don’t believe that,” she says.


    “Then ask them.”


    “I’m not going to do that,” she says.


    “Do you want me to go and fetch them so they can come down here and tell you that, yes, it’s true – you must wash my clothes?” She pulls a face at me but picks up my clothes. Washes them.


    VODKA AIR


    In the evening Katriina and Jonas are going for a dinner party, and they take Solja with them.


    “My stomach hurts,” Mika says, because he doesn’t want to go. As soon as they have left, he lights the sauna. “You must come,” he tells me.


    “I’m not cold,” I say. But I go down into the shed with him to try out their foreign customs. There are two wooden benches – one on the floor and one right under the ceiling. In the corner is an oven, and there are hot stones on top of it. Hot as hell! Sweat is pouring from me. Mika throws water onto the stones – the steam tears at my lungs.


    “Wait,” he says and leaves. Not long after he returns with a glass of water. “When I pour it on the stones, you must breathe deeply.” I do it. A fire in my lungs and right away I am high. He has poured vodka onto the stones. “It goes straight into your system through the blood vessels in the lungs,” Mika says. He knows all about these things. Afterwards we must stand under the cold shower – your body becomes very alert and very tired at the same time. And when we have sat down on the bench outside the sauna under the open sky, Mika runs into the house and brings back Carlsberg beer in the special cans.


    “Here,” Mika says.


    “We’re not allowed to drink Jonas’ beer,” I say. “It’s very expensive.”


    “He’ll never know,” Mika says and opens one. He asks me if I have ever been with a girl.


    “No,” I say.


    “I have,” Mika says. “It hurt her badly, and she bled all over the bed. Her parents were SO mad at me.” He shakes his head. “But damn, it was good!” he says and makes the pumping movement. Me, I am thinking that the school holidays will be over soon and then I’ll see Rosie again. She is the most beautiful girl in my class, and now I am dreaming of kneading her bottom.


    DRINK


    Mika has been sent pocket money from Sweden. He gets it in dollars. I have introduced Mika to Phantom at the market, who does a black-market money exchange and makes Mika a Tanzanian millionaire. Mika is fifteen years old like me, but he is very tall and big.


    On New Year’s Eve he tells Katriina we’ll spend the day at the cinema. The idea that Mika could have a normal life is an idle one, because he drags me to the bar at Moshi Hotel. It’s very private on the first floor, so we can hide out there until the big New Year’s celebration. We drink until two a.m. The taxi has no petrol, so we walk all the way home under the street lamps. The regional commissioner has had all the lamps on Kilimanjaro Road fixed. It’s the only road outside the city centre that has any, because that’s the route the regional commissioner takes for his evening jog and he wants people to see him. He is the greatest thief – much respect to him – he has built a squash court for himself in his home village. If a white man says the regional commissioner is an idiot then that white man is on a plane to Europe within twenty-four hours. If the man is black, he is in the Karanga Prison on false charges, because the judge is the regional commissioner’s partner in crime when it comes to drinking beer and being corrupt.


    Mika and me, we struggle from lamppost to lamppost, hugging each of them until we feel a bit better and can stagger on to the next bright light. Then we have to rest and be sick. I am just waiting for the commissioner to come jogging past us.


    “Ma-Ma-Ma-Marcus, are you al-al-al-al-alright?” Mika stutters.


    You could ask: Why did I go? He’s a European, and I’m African – how could I say no? After all, he must know when things are right and when they are not, and how they should be done.


    We’re very noisy; we almost can’t see. They drag us to the bathroom, they fill the bathtub with cold water and dump us into it. We’re like dead people. We are sick down our own fronts without even knowing it. They let Mika have pocket money and let us run around at night, and now they’re mad at us.


    WHITE MADNESS


    I go to school and am paid neither by the Larssons, the Swedish aid organization, S.I.D.A., nor by the state. But I am allowed to look after Solja and be involved in bwana Jonas’ aid project, which is called F.I.T.I. – the Forest Industries Training Institute. I can never borrow the Larssons’ private bikes, but the project motorbikes – 125cc Yamahas – those I can ride – to get cigarettes in town for Katriina, to pick Solja up at school, to fetch meat from Karim’s.


    Jonas teaches the negro to fell the trees in the forest. They work south-east of the city on the other side of the railway on the fringes of the Elephant Forest. Once the rainforest here was full of elephants – now it’s full of bandits. The police are afraid to even set foot in there unless they are at least ten men. The bandits live in huts and produce gongo. On the road to the forest is that mad place the Hindus go, where they put their dead on a platform with a bonfire underneath, and then gather in a group and stare as they torch a friend or a father – they call it Garden of Heaven.


    F.I.T.I. has an entire group of Swedes and Finns who teach: felling trees, cutting timber and boards from the logs, making plywood.


    When Jonas and Asko speak English, all you hear is a building collapsing. Soon my job includes keeping an eye on the local builders who are building the storage rooms for F.I.T.I.’s sawmill. I hurry to work straight from school. If I’m just five minutes late, Jonas roars: “We’re not working according to African time here.” White time – every second counts. If you meet your auntie on the road in the sun and she’s lugging groceries like a mule, you must simply honk your horn and drive on. You mustn’t stop and say hello. You mustn’t help. Tsk, madness.


    I have to skive off from school to do the Swedes’ jobs for them, and afterwards the teacher beats me, but I make no sound. I know how it works from my father: if I am noisy, the excitement grows, and the blows rain down on me. When I am silent, the beating becomes dull. But the project motorbike lifts me into a new category at school. Before I was dirt poor, almost a beggar. I couldn’t even speak to Rosie, the princess of the class. Now she wants a ride on the back. Rosie so close to my back – her soft titi make my heart race. Eeehhhh. I stop at a kiosk and buy her a fizzy drink. We sit on a bench.


    “How is it, living with wazungu?” Rosie asks.


    “It’s very excellent,” I say. “A good house with high-fidelity music system, special food from Europe, imported beer – a relaxed lifestyle.”


    “It sounds lovely,” Rosie says and scooches closer to me. Eeehhh – the dream of Europe makes her cuddly. “Do they have the lovely music with ABBA?” she asks.


    “Yes, of course. They are Swedes – ABBA is from their own country,” I say.


    “Really?” Rosie says. “I am crazy about that music – do you think I can come over and listen to it?”


    “I will make you a cassette of it,” I say.


    “Really?” Rosie says. “That will make me very happy.” I am already very happy just thinking about how happy she will be when she gets the cassette. But I have to cut this bliss short, take Rosie home and dash off to F.I.T.I. to manage the builders.


    MASH


    Finally it is too dark for us to work, and I can go home, tired, tired. I switch off the motorbike before I reach the gate so my arrival is secret; I put it in neutral and roll down the drive. Jonas’ Yamaha is outside the house. The car isn’t there. The house girl mustn’t hear me either, because then she will argue about why I have electricity while she lives in the darkness like a negro. I park the motorbike in the garage and sneak into my ghetto, as quiet as a mouse. Lock my door and draw the curtains and lie down on my bed. The cicadas and insects are as noisy as hell – I hope the house girl doesn’t wake up and make her speech about ceilings and electricity. I can’t hear anything from her side, and soon I am asleep. There’s a flickering light when I wake up; the house girl’s paraffin lamp throws its light up onto the roof, and I’m thinking that if Jonas’ won’t pay for that ceiling then I’ll have to find the money for it myself. I can’t live the house girl’s life as well as my own. The two have to be separate.


    The dogs in the neighbourhood are barking like mad – it’s already pitch black outside, but I can hear another sound as well. What is she doing? Is that Jonas? The voice is thick, something about sawadi – a present. Very quietly I climb – from my bed to the floor and up onto the desk. I stand up – when I’m on my tiptoes, I can look over the wall into her room. Eeehhh, it is Jonas who is sitting on her bed, but what? Are my eyes deceiving me? His pump is sticking out of his trousers, and she is working her hand like a whisp making mash.


    “Nzuri sana,” he says – very nice. He has lifted her T-shirt, and he is groping her titi – they’re jutting out. Now he is trying to push her head down to his pump.


    “Ah-ahhhh,” she says, shaking her head, and letting go of the pump, she goes to the door and puts her hand on the doorknob. Where is she going? He knows next to no Swahili, so he holds up his hands as if surrendering, then pats the bed where she was before. She comes back, grabs his pump and goes on making mash. Now he wants to kiss her titi. “Ah-ahhhh.” He tries to run his hand up her leg under her kanga, but her legs are as closed as if it was Sunday and she was at church. She pulls hard, fast and mechanically at the pump until it sprouts the white seed. It’s very ugly to look at, but my pump, it also rises – like a little soldier it stands to attention before her titi. His pump is limp now. She pulls out a handkerchief and wipes his seed off the pump, off her hand. He gets up at once – his face is cross as he zips his trousers with his back turned to her. I am afraid he will look up, afraid to move and make a sound.


    “Asante,” he says – thank you – and leaves. She throws the handkerchief on the floor. His footsteps fade away as he reaches the house. She makes the testy sound “tsk”, and now her shoulders are shaking. She doesn’t hide her face in her hands, because the black hand has whipped up a mash and is dirty with the white seed. She hides her face behind her arm, and she sobs. And now I think that I must be silent until she goes out, because otherwise she will know that I have been here all along, and then she will have me kicked out in five seconds flat.


    “Ah,” she sneers, grabbing her towel and her soap, turning off her paraffin lamp and, locking the door behind her, going around to the gable end of the servants’ house, opposite the garage, where we have our shower and hole in the ground. I jump down from the desk. She doesn’t know I was there. I can hear Jonas starting his motorbike, driving off. This man is a hunter of house girls. He is going to Moshi Club, where the rich people drink. At Moshi Club the white man can play golf, tennis and squash, but more than anything he can give his eyes a rest from poverty and stupidity; the waafrika and wahindi who go to the club are all rich and corrupt.


    I open my door quietly and sneak around to the garage. I pull the motorbike all the way out and some way down the street. I start it and drive back, making a great noise, parking in front of the niche where are doors are, slamming open my door, turning on my electrical light and my tape recorder with Burning Spear singing “Do you remember the days of slavery?”


    SPYING ON THE GIRAFFE


    I sit down outside the door and smoke a cigarette. This house girl used to work for wahindi. Indians are strict with house girls. Work from morning to midnight, the children badgering her every minute, and whenever the man is alone with her he will grab her bottom, try to stick his pump in. But worst of all is working for waafrika – they treat the house girl like a scabby dog. Now she is with wazungu – everything is easy, if only she will whip up a bit of mash. And everyone says that wazungu are soft. You can borrow money from them if you say that your mother is very ill, and if you can’t repay them, it doesn’t matter.


    The house girl returns from the shower with her towel wrapped around her.


    “I’ll get you your electricity tomorrow – I’ll make it for you,” I say. She mutters something inaudible and goes inside. Not long after she asks from inside:


    “Do you think our mzungu is very rich?”


    “Yes,” I say. All wazungu are. The next day I go to Katriina and explain it to her: “The house girl wants a ceiling where we sleep.”


    “Why – is she afraid of snakes?”


    “No, she’s afraid that I will spy on her when she undresses.”


    “And do you, Marcus?” Katriina asks with a smile.


    “Me?” I point at myself. “No, she is half Maasai – I might as well look at a giraffe.” But I have seen her. That is why she is always cross – the Maasai say she is short with an arse as wide as hippo’s, and flat-nosed like a bantu, and we Chagga see her as a giraffe in the national park.


    “I will ask Jonas,” Katriina say. Already the next day she comes to me and says:


    “Marcus, we’ll pay for your ceiling – just you organize it.”


    “Thanks,” I say. “That won’t be a problem.”
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    Christian


    “You don’t have to,” I say the night before my first day at school.


    “But I’d like to take you,” Dad says.


    “You don’t have to. I know where the office is – I’ll just go there and register. And Rogarth will be there. And Nanna.”


    “Righto,” Dad says and adds, “It’ll be fine.” He gives me an awkward pat on the back.


    “Yes, of course it will,” I say, even though my stomach hurts. What good would it do if he did take me to school? The classroom is the real battlefield, and the halls. He won’t be there for that.


    It’s chilly in the mornings. I am quick to dispatch breakfast. T-shirt, jeans, sneakers – off to the edge of the T.P.C. residential area. Nanna, Rogarth and a few younger kids show up. The T.P.C. car arrives, we get in and are taken to school. I don’t say anything.


    I report at the office. The bell goes as a black lady shows me to my class. There’s black, brown and white children everywhere – from first-year infants to their version of gymnasiet. I make sure to keep a poker face and look around the classroom when they introduce me. Rogarth and Nanna aren’t here – they must be in a different set. During break the teacher takes me along so I can be given books. During the next break I go into the hall, which is merely a stretch of concrete decking under the eaves. There’s grass and flowerbeds between the school buildings, and children and young people of all colours and sizes.


    Rogarth comes over.


    “You alright?” he asks.


    “I’m fine,” I say. Nanna gives me a look and nods while passing with a friend; she probably won’t speak to me before she knows whether I pass muster with the other kids. Mika sees me and pulls a nasty smile:


    “The little Dane,” he says and makes as if he’s being sick – he must have seen me that night. Tosser. A white long-haired chap from my class comes over.


    “I’m Jarno,” he says. “Finnish. Do you play football?”


    “Goalie,” I say.


    “Any good?” he asks.


    “Give me a try,” I say.


    “We have an All Stars team which plays the local schools,” Jarno says and tells me when there’s practice.


    There’s a moment’s silence while the world hums about our ears.


    “Do you smoke?” Jarno asks.


    “As much as I can,” I say.


    “I’ll show you all the good spots after practice,” he says.


    Next lesson is English, and I am sent to a special class with some Germans and a Norwegian who are also new. The teacher is a rather wizened lady, but very sweet. Later we have P.E. with the class above us. First it’s running. I go towards the games field next to Jarno. In front of me is a black girl with bare feet. She already has breasts and a good-sized arse. Her eyes are beautiful.


    “She can’t run like that, can she?” I say.


    “Shakila. Just you wait and see. She’s the fastest in the school,” Jarno says. And he’s right. The track is covered in weeds, and their seeds are little prickly burrs. But Shakila runs faster on her bare feet than anyone else. After running practice we play football. The teacher is English. He comes over to me.


    “What position do you play?” he asks.


    “Goalie,” I say.


    “There’s football practice Tuesday and Thursday afternoons. Welcome to the team,” he says.


    After school we are picked up by the T.P.C. car. On our way through the fields of sugar cane, the young children wave at the conductors on the passing trains. They wave back, and it seems there’s a sort of game involving counting how many fingers they have. Rogarth explains it to me:


    “The point blades are worn down, so they get off the train and run in front of it so they can tap down the point, and then they put sugar canes down to hold them in place. If they’re not fast enough, they sometimes lose a finger.”


    *


    In the afternoon Rogarth shows me the way to the river. We sit there, smoking cigarettes, while women in shabby dresses wade into the water to fish with large nets held between them. On the bank children watch out for crocodiles. I am relieved about school. It went well.


    Afterwards I go home. Dad is there.


    “It was alright,” I say.


    “Good,” he says. “Shall we look at your homework?”


    “Alright,” I say and get my books. Dad never used to do prep with me. We sit at the dining table. It feels odd. I do it as best I can. It grows dark. We eat in the messroom and then go for a drive in the fields.


    “Watch out for lights pointing at the sky,” Dad says.


    “There,” I say, pointing. We find a dirt road between the sugar fields and make our way to the place where the plantation trains are loaded with sugar canes, which are taken to the factory around the clock. They only stop when it’s time to clean the machinery. We stand there watching while the stars shine brightly above our heads and the bats flit through the sky.


    Marcus


    ORGANIZER


    This home is insane. The house girl lives like a queen – she is always being given the day off by Jonas while I work late into the night minding Solja, and the rest of them are at Moshi Club. Everyone is hungry. I am hungry. Mika and Solja are hungry as well. Did anyone plan for dinner? Who must make it? So I prepare it because I have seen it done at the Germans’. And Jonas returns on the big Yamaha 350cc. We eat at the table. He says: “I’m out of here. I don’t like this food.” But no explanation as to why. And what does he want instead?


    Still, I have to make myself useful every day. The white people must understand that without Marcus they will be lost in the black land.


    The garden is dull on the eye, so with the help of the gardener I make arrangements; I explain how to plant flowers and shrubs in the beds. And sometimes I want to take part in the practical work, because a Chagga likes to root around in the soil. I have sunflowers by my ghetto, and once they come up, I sow a few bhangi seeds between them, hidden away. Bhangi plants help keep mosquitos away. I speak to the guard, who promises to water them late at night when there’s no water shortage. Him knowing isn’t a problem, because the guard smokes every night. They grow very well. Soon I will be able to harvest them.


    Every night here, some new oddity. Katriina is going to have the baby at K.C.M.C. She’s not afraid of the local hospital, because there are white doctors there as well. Doctor Freeman from Australia is going to be getting the baby out. He comes to the house. Into the sitting room. Right there, while Jonas is in the chair, the doctor makes Katriina lie down on the sofa, lifts up her top, touches her stomach everywhere, listens with special headphones that have a sort of trunk which reaches her navel.


    DREADLOCK


    Mika has met Alwyn at I.S.M. – he is the son of a great Chagga farmer who owns an enormous farm on West Kilimanjaro. He has cattle which produce milk for a hopeless cheese factory, and he grows wheat for the breweries. His son grows dreadlocks on his head and smokes a lot of bhangi and thinks he’s a Rastafarian.


    To me Alwyn’s lion’s mane is heresy – Bob Marley is a freedom fighter; Alwyn is just his father’s spoiled son.


    Out on his father’s land Alwyn throws seed on the ground far from the house, and the plants come up during the rains. Alwyn sells bhangi to the wazungu kids at school, and Mika is his best customer. Now Mika can smoke as well as drink – Africa has become a disaster for Mika. He almost only comes home to sleep. In the afternoons Mika stays at school. “I have games,” he tells Katriina. At night he dashes off to the city centre. “I’m going to the cinema,” he says, or “Alwyn and I are doing prep together at Alwyn’s.” Because Alwyn lives with an aunt in the city centre. It saves money that he doesn’t have to board. They don’t do prep. Mika comes home late, shifty-eyed from too much bhangi, but the grown-ups suspect nothing.


    One night I am sitting there leafing through a European magazine full of people in posh clothes in posh houses with posh furniture. Solja is sleeping like an angel, and the parents are at the club. There’s a car honking at the gate – Asko in the project Land Cruiser. I go outside. The guard has opened the gate. Asko parks right in front of the veranda, and out staggers Mika – drunk, stoned. In the back of the car is Mika’s 80cc motorbike.


    “Where are Jonas and Katriina?” Asko asks.


    “They’re at the club. What’s happened?” I ask. Mika grins goofily.


    “He was sitting in a bar in Majengo, drunk out of his head,” Asko says.


    “And what if I was?” Mika says – so drunk he doesn’t stammer.


    “He shouldn’t be in Majengo,” Asko says. “Get him to bed. I’m going out to speak with Jonas.”


    “They bleeding well don’t decide what I can do, Marcus,” Mika snickers and staggers into the house. Asko has already started the car. The question remains unanswered. Why was Asko in Majengo, when he has his fine wife, Tita?


    THE BIBLE


    In our house the Bible is called Ostermann Tax & Duty Free; a big book full of everything: clothes, furniture, sweets, tinned food, Hi-Fi decks … everything. It’s a Danish company that sells things to embassies all over the world. When wazungu find work in Tanzania, they are allowed to bring a container into the country full of all their things: fridge, freezer, car, stereo … everything, because you can’t buy anything here. They’re allowed to do it once – free of charge. Jonas goes to Dar es Salaam for four days and brings home the container. It’s not their own things, but things they have ordered through the Bible: strange tins of food, packets of chocolate, many Carlsberg beers, a very powerful vacuum cleaner. It is a feast to the eyes, and the sound of the stereo is crisp and clear.


    There is a big tube with paper inside it – a great big picture of a forest. Grass at the bottom and a lake, tall green trees, sunshine, but the gentle sort – not like the African sun. We’re going paste the picture onto the wall at the end of the room, so that the forest is inside the house – a strange white custom. I help Katriina do it, because her stomach is very round now. She smiles a lot.


    “This is how the forest looks at home in Sweden.”


    Asko and Tita have also had a container sent with a car and everything. They arrive in their car to see the forest on the wall; eeehhh – a very fine Mercedes Benz, like a dictator’s. But we still have to pick Tita up at the market while Asko rides his motorbike. If he’s going somewhere with Tita, he borrows the project’s Land Cruiser even though it’s illegal for the staff to use it in their own time. Where is the Mercedes? It’s in the garage at the F.I.T.I. forestry school on wooden blocks, with the wheels taken off and a large blanket over it to keep it warm.


    “Why must Asko’s car always sleep in the garage?” I ask Katriina. She sighs and smiles:


    “Because Asko is allowed to take it back to Finland without paying taxes and duties if he has had it at least a year while living abroad,” she says. So Asko’s help for the negro is also a big help for Asko himself – he will be bwana mkubwa in Finland, driving a big Mercedes – completely new and never exposed to the Tanzanian dust.


    At night I am standing in the kitchen with Solja, making popcorn as a snack. The ABBA music starts playing in the sitting room.


    “Now Mum and Dad are going to dance,” Solja says in English and smiles at me. I can hear them speaking the Swedish language in the sitting room. Solja’s face looks wrong as she listens to them.


    “What are they saying?” I ask, because Katriina has started sobbing in the sitting room.


    “Dad is being mean,” Solja says. “He says Mum’s too fat to dance. But Mum says it’s his baby that’s making her fat.”


    ABBA POWER


    Sunday. Solja is sitting in front of me on the motorbike’s fuel tank, holding on to the handlebars while I take her to a friend.


    “Haraka, haraka,” she shouts – fast, fast. The girl likes speed. Now I have the motorbike all day until it’s time to pick her up. I am wearing my good shirt and sunglasses I have borrowed from Mika – I am looking very sharp. I whizz off to Nechi’s family home across the street from the Police Academy. I hope Rosie will be there. The first thing I see is Edson the Acrobat walking on his hands on the drive. Why is he doing that? On the front steps Rosie is sitting between Claire’s knees, and Claire is plaiting Rosie’s hair into pretty narrow cornrows across her perfect head.


    “Do something else,” Rosie tells Edson, who immediately starts doing cartwheels into somersaults, and one-armed press-ups. Yes, he is very acrobatic and wants to impress Rosie with his strength – tsk. The girls giggle, and Claire whispers something in Rosie’s ear that makes her laugh and clap her hands. I sit down on the steps next to Nechi and offer him a cigarette.


    “Your hair is going to look nice,” I tell Rosie. She looks at me. I put my hand into my pocket. “Oh yes, I have that tape for you,” I say very casually and hand her the ABBA cassette.


    “Ohhh,” Rosie says and flies from her seat and kisses my cheek. “Thank you, Marcus.”


    “You’re welcome,” I say. Edson has stopped doing his cartwheels and is looking at Rosie – suddenly he’s looking tired.


    “Will you take me home, Marcus?” Rosie asks.


    “Yes, of course,” I say and start the engine. Eeehhh, it’s amazing when she puts her arms around me.


    NO LAND OF MY OWN


    “Marcus?” the gardener calls. “Your mother is here to see you.” What? I leave my ghetto, and my mother is standing in her Sunday best with my youngest sister on her back.


    “What are you doing here?” I say.


    “I just wanted to see if my oldest son was well,” Mother says.


    “I am well. Now you can go again,” I say. I won’t offer her so much as a chair to sit on. She looks at the ground. Here it comes:


    “You have to help me – just a little – I need money to feed the children.”


    “They’re not my children. You must speak to your husband – getting the money is his job,” I say.


    “But he has lost his good job, and there’s no work to be found,” Mother says.


    “No-one wants a driver who is drunk,” I say.


    “But the white people – you help them. They have lots of money,” Mother says.


    “It’s their money – not mine.”


    “But you can take a little. They must understand that you have to help your family.”


    “They pay for my food and my school and give me a house to live in. I mustn’t beg for money for my father’s drinking,” I say.


    “What have they done for you? They cheat you. They’ll leave just like the Germans. We’re your parents,” Mother says.


    “Yes, I know. Every night I must sleep on my front, otherwise I will feel the mess of skin my father made on my back.”


    “What should I do?” my mother asks and starts crying like at a funeral.


    “You have your shamba,” I say, because they have a good field in North Pare Mountains where land is cheap – food for the family and a little bit to sell.


    “He has sold the land to get money for drink,” she says.


    I ask about her family in the village on the mountain.


    “They don’t have room for us,” she says.


    It’s true. The mountain is swarming with Chaggas, because now the white people have been here for a hundred years, the babies hardly die – almost all children live to grow up and produce little Chaggas of their own. White medicine keeps death at bay, and the white missionaries have always lived in packs in the highlands. The lowlands are hot, but the mountain is cool like the white country.


    But when a Chagga has ten children and they all survive, then his land must be split into ten. In the end each family owns a stamp-sized bit of land, not big enough to feed half a cow, and the clever ones buy land from the less clever ones, and suddenly there’s a man like my father: a Chagga with no land on the mountain, pfffiii. He is nothing, has to leave the mountain, go out into the world. Now he can no longer be helped by his family, because the family has been scattered, and who wants to help a drunken Chagga who doesn’t even have land of his own to put his feet on, but is slinking around in the burning dust of the lowlands like a snake?


    I give Mother whatever money I have and send her away.


    Christian


    Football practice. Jarno points everyone out:


    “That mulatto there is Panos – our half-Greek centre-back. Stefano is Italian – midfielder. Baltazar – that blue-black guy over there – is on the wing; son of Angola’s ambassador. And then there’s the Arab, Sharif – our libero.”


    “And you?” I ask.


    “Central midfield,” Jarno says. After practice I go with him and Panos to the river and smoke cigarettes, talk about girls and music.


    Dad picks me up late afternoon.


    “Congratulations,” he says.


    “On what?” I ask.


    “Your sister was christened,” Dad says.


    “Right,” I say, smiling. “So what’s her name?”


    “We decided on Annemette,” Dad says.


    “How are they? Alright?” I ask.


    “Yes, fine,” Dad says. “Your mum is looking forward to coming down.” We drive from the school to the Larssons’. Dad needs to talk to Jonas about a trip to Arusha National Park. “We have to go on safari now, before your mum arrives. You can’t drive on those wretched roads with a baby,” Dad says. Soon Jonas will have a Swedish friend coming down for a visit – Andreas. And Andreas will want to see wild animals as well. John and Miriam from T.P.C. will tag along, but Katriina is heavily pregnant and is going to stay at home. We arrive at the Larssons’, but Jonas isn’t there.


    “He called and said he would be late. He won’t be here for another few hours,” Katriina says.


    “Well, in that case we’d better go home,” Dad says.


    “Why don’t you stay for supper?” Katriina says.


    “Can I go to the cinema then?” I ask.


    “Of course,” Dad says. Mika would like to go to the cinema as well. Solja badgers her mother to let her come with us, even though she is only nine years old.


    “Alright,” Katriina says and calls Marcus – I don’t think she trusts Mika. Dad takes us to ABC Theatre on Rengua Road; he gives me money before driving off again. We go into the foyer. Mika lights a cigarette and looks at us.


    “I can’t be arsed to see that film,” he says and walks out.


    “Tsk,” Marcus says. “Now he’ll be going to the bar.” We get tickets for expensive seats on the balcony where the chairs are upholstered. The film is brilliant: “Vanishing Point”.


    “That was stupid,” Solja says when we come out again. “All he did was go around in that car.”


    It was the coolest thing: the guy in the car playing hide-and-seek with the police. Marcus liked the blind black radio D.J. It’s late, and we’d promised to bring Solja straight home. We pass the Arusha roundabout and walk down the small residential streets in Shanty Town, take the back way so we can sneak through the hole in the fence behind the house. A bit further down the street there’s a red Toyota Land Cruiser. “That’s our car,” Solja says.


    “No, it’s not yours,” Marcus says. “It’s another car.” There are no street lamps here, but it does look like their car, and it looks as if it’s rocking slightly even though the engine is switched off.


    “But it is ours,” Solja says.


    “No, your car is different,” Marcus says firmly. I don’t know, but it could be their car. We’re just a hundred metres from it. Marcus puts his arm around Solja’s shoulder: “Let’s get home and have a snack.” He tries to guide her to the other side of the street from where we cross the undeveloped plot behind their house where people have planted corn.


    “It is ours,” Solja says, shaking his arm from her shoulder, half running towards the car.


    “Tsk,” Marcus says in a low voice.


    “But isn’t it theirs?” I ask.


    “Ssshhhh,” Marcus whispers. Solja has almost reached the car. Her feet crush some dry twigs on the roadside – making a sound; the car stops rocking, she stops running; sneaks the last few feet on the tarmac. “It’s Jonas,” Marcus says. “Solja mustn’t see him.”


    “In the car?” I ask.


    “Yes,” Marcus says. I’m about to ask what he’s doing there, but I think I know. Solja is squatting by the rear bumper. What should we do? If we call to her or go over and pull her away, Jonas will hear us and know that we know. And she will know it as well. Silence. Then the car starts rocking again. Marcus stands stock-still. Solja has positioned herself on the roadside next to the car. There’s a taxi coming from the opposite direction. Marcus turning into the cornfield leading up to the back garden is something I hear more than I see. Someone is moaning inside the car – a woman. The taxi approaches; Solja gets up and presses her face against the side window. For a brief moment the taxi headlights illuminate the cabin of the Land Cruiser. On the backseat, but facing the wrong way: a black woman with her shirt open. The black breasts bob up and down – she is leaning back towards the seat in front, moving up and down. She is sitting on top of Jonas. Solja squats down abruptly, leaning in towards into the back tyre. Fuck, this is not good. I reach out to take her hand, to get her out of there. Just as I grab hold of her, she pulls away. My turn to squat – I look at her dark silhouette. The moaning from inside the car grows louder and louder.


    “Jävla hora,” I hear Jonas saying inside the car – you fucking whore. Solja gets up abruptly, walks past me. Finally we get out of there – I follow her; she is walking stiffly, slowly. By the time we reach the edge of the cornfield I have passed her and stop to make sure she is coming. She is bent over.


    “Come on,” I whisper. She gets up, turning her back to me, raising her hand. Bollocks. A stone. There’s just enough time for me to say, “No,” before she has swung her arm, thrown the stone. The sound of glass shattering. She turns around, runs past me through the corn stalks. We hear car doors opening.


    “Who’s there?” Jonas shouts in English. The cornfield has already gobbled us up.


    The neighbour’s dog discovers us as we squeeze through the fence, and Katriina sees us from the veranda.


    “Hey,” she calls. “Was it a good film?” Solja doesn’t say anything. We’re standing in the corner of the garden. I don’t know what Solja will do next. What could she possibly do? Maybe she’ll tell her mum everything.


    “Yes, it was fine,” I say.


    “We have to go soon,” Dad says. We have to get back to T.P.C., because I have school tomorrow, and it’s already nine-thirty.


    “Is Jonas not back yet?” Marcus asks – I don’t know why he would ask.


    “No, maybe his car is acting up,” Katriina says. Marcus walks towards his servants’ quarters.


    “What are you doing?” Katriina asks, because we’re standing by the fence without moving, still not coming towards the house.


    “We’ll be right there,” I say, putting my arm around Solja’s shoulder, walking towards the veranda.


    “What’s the matter, darling?” Katriina says as soon as she sees Solja.


    “Nothing. I’m going to bed,” Solja mutters and goes inside the house. Katriina looks at me. What should I do? I shrug. She gets up and follows Solja into the house.


    “What was that about?” Dad asks.


    “I don’t know,” I say and sit down on the edge of a chair. “Can we go now?” I ask.


    “Was it a violent film?” Dad asks.


    “No, it was perfectly nice,” I say. Now I can hear Solja crying inside the house and the sound of Katriina’s voice – she is worried.


    “But what happened?” Dad asks.


    “Nothing happened. How the hell should I know what’s got into her?” I say.


    “No need for that language,” Dad says.


    “I’m going down to Marcus.”


    “You’re not going anywhere,” Dad says. Katriina comes out on the veranda.


    “Christian,” Dad says, “what happened?” I look at the floor.


    “I don’t know what’s going on with her,” I say and look up. My cheeks are burning, but I don’t think they can see that in the dark.


    “What does she say?” Dad asks Katriina.


    “But that’s just it – she won’t say. She’s just crying.” Katriina’s standing there, wringing her hands. “Marcus!” she calls. Just then we see headlights across the dirt road. It’s Jonas’ Land Cruiser. The guard runs to open the gate for him. I can see that Marcus is coming slowly across the lawn from the servants’ quarters. Jonas parks the car in front of the veranda – one of the side windows in the back is shattered. The others don’t notice it in the dark.


    “Hello,” he says in a dull voice. He looks at us, letting his eyes rest on me for a moment, trying to read the situation. Marcus is coming towards us. Katriina breaks the silence:


    “Solja is inconsolable. She’s in her bed crying, and she won’t speak to me.”


    “Did something happen?” Jonas asks.


    “She went to the cinema with Christian and Marcus, and then when they came home – only a little while ago – she went to bed right away and … just cried.” Jonas looks at Marcus.


    “What happened?” he asks. Marcus doesn’t say anything for a moment.


    “Maybe they’ve been cruel to her at school,” he says. “Nothing happened at the cinema.”


    “Did you go straight home afterwards?” Jonas asks.


    “Yes, but …” Marcus says.


    “What?” Jonas says.


    “When we came through the fence back there,” Marcus says and points towards the corner of the garden. Jonas interrupts him:


    “I’ve told you not to use that hole in the fence. It must be closed up.” Marcus doesn’t say anything. “Then what?” Jonas says.


    “Well – she wanted to take some corncobs from the field, and I told her not to steal them, because they belong to poor people who need to have to something to eat every day, but she said she didn’t care and ran into the field, and I lost sight of her. And then we waited for a little while, and I called her and was going to go into the field to look for her, but then she came back and we went through the fence.” Marcus says too much and much too quickly. It seems suspicious, because he doesn’t normally speak like that.


    “And then what?” Jonas says.


    “But perhaps that’s what upset her, because I spoke to her gruffly about not stealing,” Marcus says. Jonas looks at me.


    “Is it true?”


    “Yes,” I say.


    “Why didn’t you just say that at once?” Dad asks. What a fool he is.


    “I didn’t think it could have anything to do with that,” I say.


    “You’d better go and look in on her,” Katriina says. Jonas goes into the house. We’re all quiet.


    “Was there anything else?”


    “No, just go,” Katriina says angrily.


    “Bye,” Marcus says.


    “Bye,” I say. Jonas comes out again.


    “She’s already asleep.” I don’t believe for a minute that she’s sleeping – she’s just pretending. Dad looks at his watch.


    “We’d better be going,” he says.


    “Alright then, bye,” Katriina says in a monotone and goes into the house.


    “Right, well,” Jonas says. “I’m sure we’ll meet at the club.” I go over to the car, get in on the passenger side. Dad gets in behind the wheel. Starts, drives, doesn’t say a word until we reach T.P.C. The guard at the gate recognizes the car and raises the bar. As soon as we’re on the other side Dad stops the car and turns off the engine. A guard comes right over.


    “Shikamoo mzee,” he says.


    “Marahaba,” my dad says. “Hamna shida.” No problems – to get him to leave. The guard walks away. “What happened?” Dad asks.


    “What?” I say.


    “Don’t be stupid,” he says.


    “But …” I start; I feel as if I’m going to be sick. “Nothing happened.” My throat is constricted.


    “Get out of the car,” he says. I do, shutting the door behind me, standing there looking in through the open window – my dad in the faint light from the dashboard. “It’s a 25-kilometre walk home,” he says. “You can either walk, or you can tell me what happened.” I turn away from him, starting to walk – my shadow moving in jolts ahead of me, long and slender in the light from the headlights. Tears are coming into my eyes, and I bite back a sob, because I don’t want the guards to hear. Dad starts the engine and drives up next to me. “Are you sure you wouldn’t rather talk?” he asks. I shake my head. He keeps driving next to me. Fucking idiot, what’s he thinking? I stop, he brakes a little ahead of me. Marcus gave me some cigarettes – I get one out and my box of matches, stuffed with cotton wool to stop them rattling in my pocket. Get one out of the box, light it, light the cigarette, take a nice deep drag, wipe my eyes with the back of my hand, start walking again, pass the car. Exhale a cloud of smoke. Dad opens the car door.


    “I’ve damn well had it with you,” he shouts. I stop with my back to him. I can hear him getting out. I walk back towards the car; the headlights blind me, so I can only see his silhouette. He’s standing by the door – I go to the passenger side. He turns. We’re looking at each other over the roof of the car. I look away. Take the cigarette from my mouth, saying:


    “Jonas was fucking one of his whores in the Land Cruiser down on the backstreet when we came back from the cinema.”


    “No,” Dad says.


    “Yes.” I open the passenger door, get in and shut the door.


    “Did Solja see it?” Dad asks as he gets in.


    “What do you think?”


    “Did Jonas see you?” Dad asks.


    “No, but he heard something,” I say, sucking on my cigarette, which is stodgy at one end and tapers off at the tip like a bull’s cock. I snivel. “She threw a stone which broke one of the car windows.”


    “You shouldn’t smoke,” Dad says.


    “Really.”


    “It’s not good for you,” he says.


    “You’re surrounded by idiots,” I say and keep smoking until I can shoot the butt out into the sugar fields. Dad doesn’t say anything else. We drive home in silence.


    Marcus


    SMART CHILD


    Solja doesn’t speak for four days. Katriina takes the child to the wazungu doctors at K.C.M.C., but they can’t discover anything wrong with her. I sit with Solja next to me on the veranda and read to her from an English children’s book. Then Solja looks up at her mother.


    “Ninataka umbwa,” the girl says in Swahili – she’s completely mastered the language already. Katriina jumps up and says something in Swedish, clasping her hands. Solja just looks at her mother, who looks at me:


    “What is she saying, Marcus?” Katriina asks nervously.


    “She says she wants a dog,” I say.


    “Why?” Katriina asks.


    “Kwa sababu ya wezi,” Solja says.


    “She says it’s because of the thieves,” I say.


    “Do we have to have a dog?” Katriina asks, very confused.


    “Having a dog is good,” I say. “You see, we blacks are afraid of dogs.”


    “But we have a guard,” Katriina says, and goes over to stroke Solja’s cheek, muttering to her in Swedish. I explain:


    “The dog isn’t to stop the thief. It’s an alarm clock for the guard to wake him up when the thief is coming.”


    “Do you think the guard sleeps on the job?” Katriina asks.


    “What do you think he does?” I ask.


    “Say something else,” Katriina says to Solja.


    “Ninataka umbwa,” the child says.


    “Can you get us a dog?” Katriina asks.


    “Yes,” I say. Solja speaks in Swedish, words I can understand:


    “Thank you, Mother,” she says. Clever girl.


    DECAPITATED HEADS


    The parents think that everything is wild and dangerous in Africa; the children are not allowed to move around freely. “Idi Amin was a barbarian,” the grown-ups tell each other. Tanzania booted Big Daddy out of Uganda in 1979 because he attacked our country. And now come the stories about Amin’s insanity; he killed and tortured 300,000 people; he kept decapitated heads in his freezer so he could take them out and talk to them. He ate his wife. He buried his enemies alive or fed them to the crocodiles. People who were still alive were tied down and a metal bucket was put upside down on the bellies with a rat inside it, and then a fire was lit to make the rat escape the fire by eating its way through the living belly. Amin was black, and now wazungu think that all blacks carry the same barbarity in their blood.


    When I lived with the Reverend I became a small guard for the German children, because I knew my way in the black wilderness. The missionary children attend I.S.M. – International School of Moshi; that is where all the wazungu children and children of diplomats and the wahindi children and children of the most corrupt politicians go – the ones whose parents can afford to pay very great school fees.


    When I came home from school, I would play with the German children. I was only slightly older than them – three years. It was odd to eat at the same table as a new German family. They didn’t even know whether I could hold a spoon. How would I behave? It frightens them, because it is in their blood to be racist. One child would ask another child, “The black monkey – has it eaten?” The child points to me – forgetting that I know many words. Even the mother would say, “Has the black one had a shower? I think I can smell negro sweat.” But I start with the children – they have dinner at my place, but only when the Reverend isn’t around. Because if the Reverend comes and finds me playing with the Germans – that’s when it’s dangerous.


    The Reverend will come home late at night and find that the light is on in my room, and he will come down and remove the light bulb, because I am stealing his electricity for my homework, when my destiny is to work in his stupid fields. But first he will leave the light on so that he can see where to slap my face. God uses the bishop as his slave, and the bishop uses the Reverend. The Reverend needs a slave to beat so that he too can feel like a big man.


    CORRUPTION


    I gambled on being adopted by the German missionaries, but they ended up caught between the devil and the deep blue sea, or at least between the will of God and man’s earthly desires. The Germans worked in the same office as the Reverend. The German woman is the bishop’s secretary, and the man works as an engineer and architect. The man tells the Reverend:


    “Why do you fiddle the money from the European sponsors?”


    “What?” the Reverend says. “I don’t fiddle anything. The money goes towards paying for God’s kingdom on earth.”


    “No,” the German says. “The books say that a school has been built, but the school isn’t there. The money must have gone into someone’s pocket.”


    “Tsk,” the Reverend says. “Don’t bring your false allegations to me.” And the Reverend leaves the office with his pockets well lined, treating the German like an imbecile, ignoring him.


    To make matters worse, the German starts kicking up dust with the bishop. The German doesn’t understand that when the Reverend takes the money, the bishop’s wallet also grows fatter. And the white man is only a visitor to the black country. We have an apartheid of our own.


    “We can’t prove anything,” the bishop tells the German. “But we think that you have taken the money for yourself.” The German is given an hour to clear his desk and leave the office. At the same time, the bishop is building a new house in Old Moshi.


    But by the time that happens I have already seen the Larsson family, who had moved into a wooden house across from the Reverend. The new children see me as one of the Germans. I turn up at their school in the afternoon to ride horses, even though the Germans are already packing up. The Swedish family is a door to a better life, but the door is locked, and I am looking for the key. I am the little black helper who must be candid and kind.


    If I go to I.S.M. alone, they won’t even let me through the gates. Who must I challenge? The Headmaster?


    “Have you paid your school fees?”


    “No.” And yet I am sitting on his horse.


    DIRT IN THE MOUTH


    Mika explained how I am suffering with the Reverend. So Katriina spoke to her husband. I remember. Jonas was sitting with dirt in his mouth. Satanic Swedish juju. He popped his index finger in and pushed the dirt around between his lips and his teeth; when he opened his mouth his teeth were black. I didn’t understand a word, just that the man was hostile. Mika stutters at Katriina:


    “I-i-i-if you can’t help him, then that’s cr-cr-cr-cr-cruel.” And then Katriina speaks to me.


    “What’s your name?” she asks.


    “Marcus Kamoti.”


    “How old are you?”


    “Fifteen years old,” I say.


    “But you’re so … small,” she says.


    “When I was little, we didn’t have a lot of food in my family.”


    “Where are your parents?”


    “Dead,” I say and weep a single crocodile tear.


    “What do you want?”


    “I want to go to school, but the Reverend refuses to pay my school fees because he wants me to be a slave in his fields,” I lie. The fees have been paid, but life with the Reverend is not good.


    “I’ll see what I can do,” Katriina says. Bwana Jonas remains a problem. First he wants to know where I am from, which village, so he knows where to find me if I steal. He never asks me directly – he asks Katriina to find out while he himself whizzes off on his big Yamaha motorbike. And I grease Katriina’s mind with my helpfulness.


    The Larssons had only just arrived in Tanzania, and times were hard. You can’t get anything; sometimes you can’t even get toilet paper. But I can find these things for them; I know the prices and understand the Tanzanian ways.


    The timber house was full of rats, and the Larssons had complained to the government office – they wanted to move to a brick house. I stole rat poison from the Reverend and got under the floorboards, spreading the poison – solving the white people’s problem.


    Solja was my key to the opening of Katriina’s heart. Solja liked me. She went straight into the kitchen and ate everything she wanted.


    “Toka!” said the Larssons’ cook – get lost. He was old and didn’t want children on his turf. Solja was naughty. Soon she put her hand into the cake batter he was making and started eating.


    “Enough!” the cook said and pushed her away. She leapt forward and pushed the entire earthenware bowl onto the floor so that it broke, and then she stood there staring at the cook. WHAP! – he slapped her, and she screamed for Katriina who in turn was very furious and fired the cook on the spot. This was my chance. Who would now cook dinner? I had picked something up from the cook in the German home, and right away I turned myself into the useful negro boy: I helped with dinner. And while Katriina was looking for a new cook, I was always around, whenever bwana Jonas was out. Their shoes were dusty; I polished them. And washed the motorbike, sorted out food and coffee for the guard at night. No-one had to explain me anything – helpful and attentive; in no time at all they found they couldn’t do without me even if they wanted to, if they wanted their lives to run smoothly. The Reverend beat me every time I neglected my duties, but my investment in the Larsson house was my hope for a better future.


    After a while the Swedish door was opened completely.


    “You can stay in the servants’ quarters in the new house,” Katriina said. “And I’ll pay your school fees.” I moved in with them straightaway, and the Reverend was disappointed. His slave had gone missing – the beans withered in his garden. First chance I got, I popped a bit of bwana Jonas’ dirt in my mouth; it was like chewing on an old ashtray; my stomach was dizzy until all the food came out the wrong way, through my mouth.


    I began the artificial lifestyle of the servant. When bwana Jonas is around I try to be as invisible as possible. And I never speak to other people about the Larsson family; whenever anyone asks I always tell them everything is fine. My hypocritical mask is complete. Yes, soon it’s like I have the slave-owners hypnotized. When the black people don’t speak and gossip and grumble about the white peculiarities, it’s because we are as stupid as cattle. But in fact, we know everything. Do you want to know whether the egg is fresh, Katriina? – I know; the house girl knows. Do you want to know whether bwana Jonas has done his job or been as lazy as a dog? – we know.


    If bwana Jonas sees me, I am a lamb: “Shikamoo,” I say; Swahili for I hold your feet – the respectful way to greet one’s elders. “Would you like me to wash your motorbike, bwana Jonas?” “Would you like some coffee, bwana Jonas?” Every time he sees me, I beg for a new little job that can add pleasure to his existence. At first Katriina would laugh at me:


    “Don’t call him bwana. We’re all equals. His name is Jonas.”


    “As you please,” I say, because I thought the woman was good, but mad at the same time. Should I tell bwana Jonas to polish my shoes, so we could see a real flowering of equality?


    ROTTEN MOUTH


    Katriina has given me some pocket money, which I take to my auntie in Majengo as a present and a thank you for all her help when I first came to Moshi. I have to stay and eat corn porridge and fish with her and her daughters, because it would be rude not to. The corn porridge sticks to my teeth and feels like concrete when it lands in my stomach, while the fish gives a taste of rotten acid; I have now got totally used to the white food, nice and light.


    On my way back I pass the bars with drunken men and girls for sale. There’s one man whom I recognize … eeehhhh, it’s my own father, dirty, worn out, tottering even. And he has seen me, so I change my direction and go to greet him. The smell from his mouth is of rotten mbege.


    “Where is my present?” he asks me straight out, holding out his hand.


    “I don’t have one,” I say.


    “You live with wazungu, and you can’t even give your own father a small present after he has carried you through life on his shoulders?” he shouts and stumbles. The customers at the bar stop talking – they want to see if there is to be a show as well.


    “They pay for my school and my food – they don’t give me money,” I say.


    “You’re lying,” my father shouts and spits at me. “You’re not my son.” He reaches out an arm to push me away, but the link between his eye and his arm is disturbed by mbege – his arm slaps nothing but air, because I have stepped aside. My father lands on his face in the dust. People laugh because it is always jollifying to watch other people fall. Father mutters and reaches up an arm to be lifted from the ground. I turn and walk away while I light a cigarette and smoke it. I set my sights on the white family, my benefactors.


    THIGHS LIKE CREAM


    Tita and fat Asko finally have their own house and have moved out of the Y.M.C.A., but they still need a sauna.


    “I haven’t got the time to build it,” Asko says. He is the saw doctor at F.I.T.I.; he teaches black people to sand timber down, so that they can cut it out into planks and things.


    Tita twitters like a bird; she wants the sauna soon, otherwise it’s just impossible to live in the hot country. At the sawmill school Asko has his students practise their craft by cutting boards for the sauna. The boards are then taken to Asko and Tita’s house, and I am sent there to supervise the local builders, even though it means I have to skive off from school. And today is my birthday – sixteen years old. No-one knows, so the celebration takes place only in my mind. Tita explains in strange English how she wants the walls and the ceiling, and I pass the information on in Swahili.


    “Marcus,” she calls from the veranda on the front of the house. I go over. She’s lying on her front on a sunbed, almost naked in the sun. Skimpy yellow knickers, thighs like cream, lovely and round, her legs like a V, and I can see little blonde hairs sticking out of her flower. Her back is entirely bare. I don’t stand too close. That arse of hers isn’t as flat and dreary as that of other white women – Tita’s arse: it’s ready to dance.


    “What is it?” I say. She raises her upper body and looks at me. Out of the corner of my eye I see her breast, small and smooth.


    “Come here, do,” she says and sounds impatient. She points at an orange plastic bottle. “Take some of that and put it on my back.” I put some on my hand, smearing it onto her shoulder blades and down her back, but only along the middle, so that my black hand is nowhere near her titi and bottom. “Go on. Do it properly,” she says. “The sides as well.” The white skin says what the black hand must do on top of it. The sauna hasn’t been built yet, but inside me it is lit all the same – a great big fire. Is that my birthday present? “That wasn’t so bad, was it?” Tita says.


    “No,” I say.


    “You’re a good boy,” she says.


    “Yes,” I say.


    Christian


    Arusha National Park. Dad has borrowed a Land Rover, and we go around in it, looking at the wildlife. Jonas is in their Land Cruiser with Andreas. John and Miriam from T.P.C. have come along as well with Miriam’s little sister, Vera, who has come to visit from Kenya.


    We are back at the lodge before sundown. Shower in water that has been heated all day by the sun in the water tank.


    Everyone gathers on the veranda outside the restaurant for a “sundowner”. I go there with Dad. Jonas and Andreas are sitting with John, Miriam and Vera. Mika and Solja have both stayed at home in Moshi.


    “So, what soup are we having today?” Dad asks.


    “They’re calling it potato soup,” John grins.


    “I do miss the time when it was chicken soup,” Andreas says. We have the same soup for starters every night. The name has changed every day, but the soup is the same. Bouillon. At first they called it chicken soup – it had some meaty scraps in it. Then they ran out of chicken and dumped in a handful of carrots – carrot soup. Today – potato soup. The main course is the same every night. Tough beef with ketchup and chips and coleslaw.


    Andreas is a journalist from Sweden. He is here to write articles about how Jonas is training sawmill workers with Swedish aid money. Andreas leans towards Vera and speaks to her in a low voice. She titters, and it makes her breasts bob up and down behind the fabric of her dress. I gape at them. When we’ve finished eating, the grown-ups sit and drink. I go to my room to read Ian Fleming. From the way they’re laughing, I can tell they’re getting more and more drunk. Andreas is talking out of his arse – Vera laughs. I fall asleep before the old man gets back.


    I sleep until late. Today we’re driving back to Moshi and T.P.C. I go over to the restaurant.


    “You bastard!” I hear Vera’s voice as I step onto the veranda, and she rushes past me with tears in her eyes. I look after her, go inside, look at Jonas and Andreas and Dad who are all sitting there. Jonas is staring at nothing in particular.


    “There’s no reason not to be polite to her, is there?” Dad says to Andreas.


    “We slept together, that’s all,” Andreas says. When we’re about to leave, Vera comes over to our car.


    “Can I ride with you?” she asks.


    “Yes, of course,” Dad says. The Land Rover has no back seat – it has three seats in front instead – I have to sit with the gear lever between my knees. The dirt roads are beat up, the car tips and tilts; sitting like that is not very practical when the gears have to be changed constantly and there are no proper seatbelts – I keep bumping into them, first Dad and then Vera.


    “Sit up here,” Vera says and pulls me onto her lap so Dad can drive more easily. She snivels: “Why was he so mean to me?”


    “I don’t know,” Dad says. “It was stupid of him.”


    “Yes, I don’t understand it …” Vera starts but then stops, snivels, composes herself. “Christian shouldn’t have to listen to these things – he wouldn’t understand.”


    “Oh? I think he understands rather more than I like to think,” Dad says. I don’t say anything.


    “Perhaps,” Vera says and pulls me closer. Her sturdy soft thighs right under my bare legs – just the thin fabric of her dress between them. Vera bends in across me – tries to look at my face. I am thirteen years old. What does she think I’m feeling?


    “It’s not that I want to marry him,” she says. “Just that we were having so much fun and then suddenly …” She shakes her head, drying her eyes with a quick, almost furious movement of her hand. “Suddenly he treats me like some sort of whore. Why would he do that, do you think?” she asks.


    “You know – Scandinavian men; afraid of showing any emotion,” Dad says. Vera smoothes down my hair. The heat from her thighs is penetrating me. I am afraid she’ll notice my erection.


    “It’s not just Scandinavian men,” Vera says.


    “What?” Dad says.


    “Men. Who have a hard time showing emotions.”


    “No. I suppose not,” Dad says.


    “Why is that?” she asks.


    “I don’t know,” Dad says.


    “I want to be treated like a human being,” Vera says. My dad nods. I can feel the heat between our thighs. “I am a human being,” she says. Yes, you are. So am I.


    Marcus


    BRAIN


    I am very confused by my life with these wazungu, but the most important things work – Katriina is paying my school fees, so I can learn.


    But school is difficult as well: khaki shorts and a white shirt, be polite, sit still. If you’re noisy during lessons, you’ll have to meet the rod. Listen very carefully, because Teacher almost doesn’t care whether you understand anything – the salary is so bad.


    Kibo Secondary School has gone to rack and ruin, and yet it still costs money; in Tanzania only primary school is free. The blackboard in our class is so worn no-one can see the lines the teacher draws. How will we ever learn?


    At school you can buy yourself a good brain. If your parents give the teacher a present, your grades will skyrocket, even if your head is made of stone. But without money, your grade counts for little, even if your head is screwed on tight. You are but a cow, and your teacher is a stick. Edson is the only poor pupil who isn’t beaten. He is on a government scholarship because he is a master at acrobatics – very strong – and the teacher understands that Edson is so very stupid he might actually hit him back. Big Man Ibrahim is almost never beaten, because he only smiles when the rod hits him. I am beaten every time I boast of my wealth by driving my motorbike past the teacher as he walks in the dust. Nechi’s grades are good, because the family is powerful, so even though he is naughty, he is never slapped. Rose gets good grades as well, because she is very beautiful. I am at the very bottom of the class with Edson and Big Man Ibrahim, despite working very hard.


    SURVIVAL


    Have I moved forwards in life by attaching myself to the white confusion? For me it’s all about survival. Bob Marley puts it very accurately. First time I heard him, I was living with the Reverend. Every day I would run over to my German friends in the missionaries’ village to play. They gave me a tape recorder, and whenever the Reverend wasn’t around, I got it out and started listening to my tapes and doing my homework. I had the music of the Germans – ABBA, who are also white, and Boney M., who are black people that sound white.


    The German missionary heard me speaking German to his children, so he arranged with the Reverend to use me as an interpreter:


    “You’re to go on tours with some German tourists, Marcus,” he told me. An odd sort of lorry with very large wheels had arrived, full of Germans, who travelled with tents like poachers all over Africa. They were going to Marangu one day to walk to the first cabin on Kilimanjaro – not to the top because some of them had brought pregnant wives. I was to help them with the language.


    “Would you like some chocolate?” one lady in the lorry asked in German.


    “Ja, danke schön,” I say in German, and everyone laughs and they give me this amazing thing called a Mars bar, which I eat very quickly: if they had second thoughts, they could take it back. We’re driving on the main road towards Himo.


    “Do you like reggae music?” the German guide asks.


    “Yes, I like it very much,” I say because I have heard it in Phantom’s kiosk at the market. But I haven’t got the money for cassettes or recordings.


    “This is the new record by Bob Marley and the Wailers,” he says and puts a cassette on the car stereo. Eeehhh, a nice sound – not the stiff white music, but rhythmic, alive. “So much trouble in the world now,” Bob sings with a warm voice – not like ice cubes like that Boney M. The German shows me the cassette. “Survival” it’s called, the cover is covered in flags – even the Tanzanian flag is there. All the African flags are there. The German explains that under the word “Survival” there’s a picture of the slaves – how they lay very close together in the ships that took them to America.


    “But they went to America,” I say, because that’s better than here where the black boy is a slave to the Reverend. Bob sings: “Babylon system is the vampire. Sucking the blood of the sufferers.”


    When we return to Moshi, the German gives me the Bob Marley cassette. I am very happy and listen to it until late in the night.


    But the Reverend finds my tape recorder and takes it. I am given some sleeping bags by the Germans, and the Reverend takes them too. He has a family of his own – a boy, two girls, his wife. And he takes my things to give to them.


    At one point I told the Reverend that I want to travel with the German missionaries to Pangani on holiday.


    “No,” he said. “You must go to the farm in Kahe to work.” When I returned from Pangani, the Reverend kicked me out with God’s own foot – I’d had enough of living under his regime.


    Now I am under a new, white regime, with a Swedish man who is fooling around with the house girl and perhaps chasing malaya. Perhaps I have chosen the wrong path?


    SLAVE MUSIC


    I need to be instructed in the white ways. Who can I ask? From my time with the Reverend I know an American missionary family who live close to Uhuru Hotel. They have no children, just a little black dog from America, a shaggy one. It’s not coping well with the heat, so the man shaves it once a week – the dog looks like a plucked chicken in the oven.


    I have important questions, so I go to visit the Americans. But in the sitting room my eyes are caught by Hi-Fi electronics that spellbind me.


    “Do you know black American music?” the man asks.


    “I know Boney M. and Bob Marley.”


    “Bob Marley is from Jamaica and Boney M. suck,” he says. “It’s is nothing like that.” And he gets out cassettes – a full box of them – and he puts them on. The sound, eeehhhh – it’s wild. It’s honey and warm sweat and taut muscles. It is the sound of Africa combined with a very soft comfy chair and a sword of steel. It is Bill Withers, who can make the lady cry; Marvin Gaye for the lady’s heart; Isaac Hayes, who goes straight to her papaya; Stevie Wonder, who gives great spirituality; Jimi Hendrix, the mad witch doctor at a blood ceremony; Otis Redding, who makes everyone dance close. But they also have ladies singing: Dionne Warwick, who makes the man nice and sweet, while Donna Summer makes your pants lively. And Nina Simone – you wouldn’t want to run into her at night: she would bite you to death and eat your flesh raw.


    “Do you like it, even … though you’re white?” I ask. He roars with laughter.


    “Yes,” he says.


    “The black people in America – do they speak any African language?” I ask. He looks surprised at me.


    “No, no, no. They speak English like I do. They don’t come from Tanzania. They were taken as slaves more than two hundred years ago from West Africa, far from here.”


    “Weren’t there any slaves from Tanzania?” I ask.


    “Yes, but most of them were taken by the Arabs and sailed to Zanzibar to work on the clove plantations. And some of them were taken to the Arabian Peninsula to be slaves to the Muslims. Swahili is very similar to the Arab language. There weren’t many people from Tanzania sent to America.” This white chap knows everything. It doesn’t matter what I ask him, he always has an answer. Now his wife comes in:


    “How is Katriina’s tummy?” she asks.


    “Very well,” I say, smiling a lot, because I can’t ask hard questions in this house. I am floating in between; not white, not black, not child, not adult – without a home, but not on the street. If I try to be understood, it will come at a price. How can I get all these people to sit down and listen to me? Impossible. I allow myself to be used in order to use. Should I go to Katriina? “Hello, your husband is mad – he’s pumping all the black holes.” Throwing stones in the glass house. If I tell the Americans, it may travel straight to Jonas’ ear. Like flushing myself down the toilet never to be seen again. Can I ask this American man for a job? The only job here is shaving the dog, and the man does that himself.


    The dog I am getting for Solja is German, a German shepherd – a bitch, an ugly beast.


    “I am calling it Lille Gubben,” Solja says – it means Little Old Man and it’s the name of a horse in a Swedish children’s book. The only condition is that the dog is not allowed inside the house – it can live on the veranda in a big basket with a blanket.


    Christian


    Dad points to the sofa. Mum is arriving with Annemette tomorrow.


    “Sit down,” he says. Now what? Has he found out that I am smoking? But surely he knew that. I sit down.


    “What?” I say.


    “Christian,” he says, “if you’re going to smoke, drink or … mess around with girls, you can do it right where you’re sitting.” I look down at the sofa cushions, then up at Dad.


    “What do you mean?”


    “They’ve talked me into joining the school board as their accountant, so I’ll have to sit and vote about whether to suspend misbehaving pupils for a week or two or boot them out permanently. I want you to know that if your name were ever to come up, I would vote for the maximum penalty for you, just so that there’ll be no misunderstandings.”


    “Right,” I say.


    “Yes. And your mum told me that you got in pretty deep during those last few months in Denmark.”


    “You’ll vote for the maximum penalty?” I say.


    “I don’t want anyone to question my impartiality,” he says. Is he off his rocker? Thank God Mum is coming down now.


    “Alright then. Now I know,” I say, getting up.


    “Wait,” Dad says.


    “What else?” I ask.


    “Christian – all that stuff about Jonas Larsson fooling around – don’t tell your mum.”


    “Why not?” I ask.


    “She’s just had a baby, and now she’s coming down to a whole new life – that can make a woman a bit touchy,” he says.


    “Alright. Goodnight,” I say. Why is he being so odd?


    We’re standing on the viewing platform, watching the plane land. Mum is carrying Annemette off the plane. She’s pretty and noisy.


    “That’s how it is with babies – they spend most of the time screaming, shitting and sleeping,” Dad tells me.


    Miriam helps Mum hire a young woman who recently had a baby herself. The woman must be addressed as mama Brian – named after her firstborn – a little boy called Brian, who is hanging wrapped in a piece of cloth on her back. Mama Brian is to help Mum with Annemette as well as cleaning the house and doing the washing. Mum wants to do the cooking herself.


    The screaming is hurting my ears. I go out into the garden. A worker is busy mowing our lawn. Normally he would be felling sugar canes with his panga, but he’s on sick leave from the fields because he cut his leg. When workers who are ill are well enough to leave the T.P.C. sickbay, they are given the job of mowing the lawns on the golf course or in the staff gardens.


    Mum starts working a couple of hours a day at the T.P.C. hospital. The field workers are treated for minor cuts and the occasional snake bite. And then there are all the usual things: malaria, worms, diarrhoea, bilharziasis, malnutrition and typhus.


    “Your mum is nothing if not dedicated,” Dad tells me, smiling.


    “I can’t just go about being a grand lady,” Mum says. She is starting a programme where she and a local nurse go to the workers’ villages to examine their children. She advises new mothers on natal care, nutrition and hygiene. She finds old car and motorcycle tyres which she brings as gifts so that they can make car-tyre sandals. There’s a big problem with children and adults alike getting worms and thorns into their bodies through their feet.


    I slip out to smoke and play some golf. A young Maasai is standing on one leg leaning against his long cowherd’s staff, looking at me while I strike out. The ball lands in the long grass, and I can’t find it. When I have looked for a while, he goes straight over, picks it up and comes over, putting it in my hand. I thank him. He doesn’t move a muscle. I wonder what he’s thinking.


    Marcus


    COLD CASH


    Katriina receives a visit from Miriam, a British lady from T.P.C. I am given the job of looking after Solja and preparing tea and sandwiches in the kitchen. Tita is here as well, and I think about her creamy thighs.


    “Do you have children?” Tita asks the British lady.


    “Yes, two girls of eight and ten. They’re at boarding school in Kenya,” Miriam says.


    “Why in Kenya?” Tita asks.


    “John and I were both born in Kenya – our parents are farmers,” Miriam says. “What about you – do you have children?”


    “No,” Tita says with a deep sigh.


    “Aren’t you having children?” Miriam asks.


    “My husband, he doesn’t …”


    “Asko shoots blanks,” Katriina says.


    “No, really?” Miriam says.


    “Yes, I’m afraid so,” Tita says, sighing.


    THE PORTUGUESE INDIAN


    Jonas returns from Moshi Club with a bald man from Goa, bwana D’Souza; the tips of his moustaches reach past his mouth and stretch out to the sides where they join great big mutton chops – but on his head there’s only a scant circle of hair. His white shirt is stretched out by his beer gut but is left open at the neck, so you can see curly hair on his chest. His belt sits under his paunch. His collar outside his jacket. Pinstriped, flared gabardine trousers. Highly polished tan leather shoes. “I am a Portuguese and a Catholic,” he says if you ask him. He is a colonialized Indian from Goa who has come to East Africa to cheat the negro.


    D’Souza and Jonas negotiate. D’Souza is going to buy some things and will find a local bwana mkubwa who will buy the rest but won’t take them home. Payment over twenty-four months; the fridge and washing machine only to be handed over when the wazungu family go back to Sweden.


    D’Souza sees me in the house. I go to the kitchen to make Solja a sandwich. I can hear him speaking:


    “Your house boy – don’t trust him too much. They all steal,” D’Souza says.


    “Don’t worry. I don’t leave anything lying around,” Jonas says. Don’t leave a handful of coins out – the house boy might steal it; but do let him watch over your child every night – that after all has no value.


    The Australian Dr Freeman comes to the house to examine Katriina. She is like a fish on land, snapping for air – the new mtoto inside her makes her stomach a balloon. And the doctor is standing right in the sitting room, feeling Katriina with his hands while Jonas watches.


    In my own ghetto, workers have built a roof over the house girl’s room. Sometimes I hear her go in and then later I hear the door opening again. Now she’s going out, I think – I wonder where she’s going? But no. She’s not going out. It’s Jonas coming in.


    ROSIE’S PARTY


    “Will you invite us to a party at your house soon?” Rosie asks at break. Does she think it’s hard for me?


    “Yes,” I say. “We can do it on Saturday.”


    “Really?” Rosie says.


    “I’ll fix some food and some imported beer. Then we can have a small disco,” I say. Later I leave school with Big Man Ibrahim.


    “That girl is going to get you into big trouble with your wazungu,” he says, laughing.


    “They’re going to Hotel Tanzanite in Arusha from Saturday to Sunday,” I say. And I make the arrangements. I sneak Carlsberg out of the larder, and a packet of triangular chocolate, Toblerone. And I have a package of Asko’s cigarettes which he forgot one day when he was drunk and is almost full.


    Saturday the Larssons drive off to Hotel Tanzanite, and I buy chicken and vegetables at the market for a good dinner.


    “Come and help me make dinner,” I tell the house girl.


    “You can’t use the house for your friends. When you are unkind to me again, I will tell mama Katriina,” she says.


    “I am always nice to you – already I have made sure you have a roof built so that you can keep your activities private,” I say.


    “Tsk,” she says. “You’re against me, just because bwana Jonas likes me better than he likes you. I will tell mama.”


    “I could tell mama Katriina stories as well,” I say. The house girl looks very confused. But luckily Big Man Ibrahim comes just then, and his tongue is very smooth:


    “Eeehhh,” he says, looking her up and down. “Your dress is very nice. I hope you will dance with me tonight.”


    Nechi arrives with Vicky – she is two years below us at school, and her father is a teacher at the Police Academy with Nechi’s brother. Nechi helps us operate the barbecue while the girls lay the table and Edson makes himself useful as entertainment.


    “What’s that in the shed?” Rosie’s friend Claire asks, pointing at the sauna. I explain about the Swedish activity.


    “Naked? Men and women together?” Claire asks. She is very shocked. I nod. Big Man Ibrahim laughs and slaps his thighs.


    “They’ll be as dry as twigs,” he says.


    “Afterwards they fill themselves with beer,” I say.


    “But why would they want to sweat?” Claire asks.


    “They say it purifies the body,” I say.


    “But sweat is dirty,” Claire says.


    “Perhaps it’s something unique to the white skin,” Rosie says.


    We eat the good food, and I have a Carlsberg for each guest, and afterwards I pass around the special triangular Toblerone chocolate and offer them cigarettes from the pack of American wonderful Marlboro while the music plays in high-fidelity quality in our ears.


    Later Ibrahim ends up under the house girl’s private roof – perhaps she shows him her methods for making mash. Edson is on the veranda with Claire, but she is too Christian to go with him in the darkness. Nechi walks little Vicky home to her house by the Police Academy. For myself, I have Rosie in my arms, all soft and warm, as we dance in the sitting room to ABBA’s music.


    The next day I am one big cleaning machine removing all traces. The house girl doesn’t help – she has run to church to confess her wickedness. The cushion covers have to come off to be soaked, because there was naughtiness with hands and tongues and titi, so much that Rosie spilt my tomato juice and vodka – a large red stain.


    When the Swedes come through the door, all the covers are hanging on the clothes line, and I immediately dish up an explanation:


    “I am doing a big clean while you’re away.” Jonas sniffs like a sceptical hyena – can he smell the negro’s joie de vivre?


    The next day Katriina calls me to the house:


    “You have had a party in our house while we were away,” she says.


    “What? How do you know?” I ask.


    “The neighbours are talking,” Katriina says. Tsk, the other wazungu on the street know that the Larsson family was in Arusha, and yet there was great disco-noise from the house.


    “I am sorry,” I say.


    “You had girls here,” Katriina says.


    “They were only some friends from school,” I say. Katriina sighs:


    “Marcus. Don’t you know that one must always be very careful with girls?” she asks.


    “I’m always kind to girls,” I say.


    “Careful,” Katriina says. “Do you know how to be careful so that the girl doesn’t get in trouble?” I look down – Katriina thinks we do that sort of wickedness. Maybe she herself got in trouble with bwana Jonas when she was young.


    “I know. But we don’t do that sort of thing at all,” I say.


    “Suddenly you will be doing it – then it’s best to be prepared.”


    “Certainly,” I say. Like she’s a sort of father to me and I am the wicked son.


    GREAT THIEF


    “There is an enormous forest. The trees are ready for felling. There are great opportunities, and no-one has touched it,” Jonas says, very excited. He has been to West Kilimanjaro with Asko and seen the forest which was planted by the Norwegian people in the 1960s. Since then the trees have grown big and fat. The mountain also has precious African trees – ancient. You can pick money straight off those trees. And Jonas is fed up with teaching at F.I.T.I. “The students don’t understand what I say,” he says. Because Jonas speaks English with a heavy Swedish accent and Swahili like a deaf man. But the students – they do understand him. The problem is Jonas – he doesn’t understand English with an African accent, because he can’t listen when his head is full of hangovers from Moshi Club, and on top of that comes the paranoia from smoking bhangi. And the teaching starts early in the morning – Jonas can’t get out of bed in time.


    “It could be done,” bwana D’Souza says. He has a small sawmill on the other side of the mountain at Rongai. Jonas meets him at Moshi Club and asks him about labour, the timber market, transport, government contracts – because it is the government who owns all land in Tanzania. Whose palm must be greased?


    D’Souza knows everything; he even has children at International School of Moshi – that’s how corrupt and how great a thief he is. I.S.M. is very expensive. The parents of the local children at the school are wealthy wahindi businessmen, Maasai with more cattle that you could count, or corrupt politicians and government officials. Their only thought is that their child must have the white education so that it can escape the mess that is Africa. And if you fail to escape, then you will still have learnt enough to cheat the poor negro.
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