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12 Tbe prophetess 

of the table came into focus. The doek stopped, and the boy heard the 
screech of a chair being pulled; and the doek descended somewhat and 
was still. There was silence in the room. The boy wondered what to 
do. Should he grope for a chair? Or should he squat on the floor 
respectfully? Should he greet or wait to be greeted? One never knew 
with the prophetess. Why did his mother have to send him to this 
place? The fascinating stories about the prophetess, to which the boy 
would add graphic details as if he had also met her, were one thing; 
but being in her actual presence was another. The boy then became 
conscious of the smell of camphor. His mother always used camphor 
whe�ever she complained of pains in her joints. Was the prophetess ill 
then? Did she pray for her own water? Suddenly, the boy felt at ease, 
as if the discovecy that a prophetess could also feel pain somehow made 
her explainable. 

'Lumela 'me,' he greeted. Then he cleared his throat. 
'Eea ngoanaka,' she responded. After a little while she asked: 'Is there 

something you want, little man?' It was a very thin voice. It would 
have been completely detached had it not been for a hint of tiredness 
in it. She breathed somewhat heavily. Then she coughed, cleared her 
throat, and cough�d again. A mixture of rough discordant sounds filled 
the dark room as if everything was coming out of her insides, for she 
seemed to breathe out her cough from deep within her. And the boy 
wondered: if she coughed too long, what would· happen? Would. 
something come out? A lung? The boy saw the form of the woman 
clearly now: she had bent forward somewhat. Did anything come out 
of her on to the floor? The cough subsided. The woman sat up and her 
hands fumbled with something arou.nd her breasts. A white cloth 
emerged. She leaned forward again, cupped her hands and spat into 
the cloth. Then she stood up and shuffled away into further darkness 
away from the boy. A door creaked, and the white doek disappeared. 
The boy wondered what to do because the prophetess had disappeared 
before he· could say what he had come for. He waited. 

More objects came into focus. Three �bite spots on the table 
emerged. They were placed diagonally across the table. Table mats. 
There was a small rou�d black patch on the middle one. Because the 
prophetess was not in the room, the boy was bold enough to move near 
the table and touch the mats. They were crocheted mats. The boy 
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remembered the huge lacing that his mother had crocheted for the 
church altar. ALL SAINTS CHURCH was crocheted all over the lacing. 
There were a number of designs of chalices that carried the Blood of 
Our Lord. 

Then the boy heard the sound of a match being struck. There were 
many attempts before the match finally caught fire. Soon, the dull, 
orange light of a candle came into the living room where the boy was, 
through a half closed door. More light flushed the living room as the 
woman came in carrying a candle. She looked round as if she was 
wondering where to put the candle. Then she saw the ashtray on the 
middle mat, pulled it towards her, sat down and turned the candle 
over into the ashtray. Hot wax dropped �n to the ashtray. Then the 
prophetess turned the candle upright and pressed its bottom on to the 
wax. The candle held. 

The prophetess now peered through the light of the candle at the 
boy. Her thick lips protruded, pulling the wrinkled skin and caving in 
the cheeks to form a kind of lip circle. She seemed always ready to kiss. 
There was a line tattooed from the forehead to the ridge of a nose that 
separated small eyes that were half closed by large, drooping eyelids. 
The white doek on her head was so huge that it made her face look 
small. She wore a green dress and a starched green cape that had many 
white crosses embroidered on it. Behind her, leaning against the wall, 
was a long bamboo cross. 

The prophetess stood up again, and shuffled towards the window 
which was behind the boy. She closed the curtains and walked back to 
her chair. The boy saw another big cross embroidered on the back of 
her cape. Before she sat down she picked up the bamboo cross and 
held it in front of her. 

'What did you say you wanted, little man?' she asked slowly. 
'My mother sent me to ask for water,' said the boy putting the bottle 

of water on the table. 
'To ask for water?' she asked with mild exclamation, looking up _at 

the bamboo cross. 'That is very strange. You came all the..,way from 
home to ask for water?' 

'I mean,' said the boy, 'holy water.' 
'Ahh!' exclaimed the prophetess. 'You did not say what you meant,. 

little man.' She coughed, just once. 'Sit down, little man,' she said, and 



-.J 

14 Tbe prophetess 

continued. 'You see, you should learn to say what you mean. Words, 
little man, are a gift from the Almighty, the Eternal Wisdom. He gave 
us all a little· pinch of his mind and called on us to think. That is why 
it �s folly to misuse words or not to know how to use them well. Now, 
who is your mother?' 

'My mother?' asked the boy, confused by the sudden transition. 'My 
mother is staff nurse Masemola.' 

'Ao!' exclaimed the prophetess. 'You are the son of the nurse? Does 
she have such a big man now?' She smiled a little and the lip circle 
opened. She smiled like a pretty woman who did not want to expose 
her cavities. 

The boy relaxed somewhat, vaguely feeling safe because the prophe­
tess knew his mother. This made him look away from the prophetess 
for a while, and he saw that there was a tmge mask on the wall just 
opposite her. It was shining and black. It grinned all the time showing 
two canine teeth pointing upwards. About ten feet away at the other 
side of the wall was a picture of Jesus in which His chest was open, 
revealing His heart which had many shafts of light radiating from it. 

'Your mother has a heart of gold, my son,' continued the prophetess. 
'You are very fortunate, indeed, to have such a parent. Remember, 
when she says, "My boy, take this message to that house," go. When 
she says, "My boy, let me send you to the shop," go. And when she 
says, "My boy, pick up a book and read," pick up a book and read. In 
all this she is actually saying to you, learn and serve. Those two things, 
little man, are the greatest inheritance.' 

Then the prophetess looked up at the bamboo cross as if she saw 
something in it that the boy could not see. She seemed to lose her 
breath for a while. She coughed deeply again, after which she went 
silent, her cheeks moving as if she was chewing. 

'Bring the bottle nearer,' she said finally. She put one hand on the 
bottle while with the other she held the bamboo cross. Her eyes closed, 
she turned her face towards the ceiling. The boy saw that her face 
seemed to have contracted into an intense concentration in such a way 
that the wrinkles seemed to have become deep gorges. Then she began 
to speak. 

'You will not know this hymn, boy, so listen. Always listen to new 
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things. Then try to create too. Just as I have learnt never to page 
through the dead leaves of hymn books.' And she began to sing. 

If the fish in a river 
boiled by the midday sun 
can wait for the coming of evening, 
we too can wait 
in this wind-frosted land, 
the spring will come, 
the spring will come. 
If the reeds in winter 
can dry up and seem dead 
and then rise 
in the spring, 
we too will survive the fire that is 
coming 
the fire that is coming, 
we too will survive the fire that is 
coming. 

It was� long, slow song. Slowly, the prophetess began to pray. 
'God, the All Powerful! When called upon, You always listen. We 

direct our hearts and thoughts to You. How else could it be? There is 
so much evil in the world; so much emptiness in our hearts; so much 
debasement of the mind. But You, God of all power, are the wind tqat 
sweeps away evil and fills our hearts and minds with renewed strength 
and hope. Remember Samson? Of course You do, 0 Lord. You created 
him, You, maker of all things. You brought him out of a barren 
woman's womb, and since then, we have known that out of the desert 
things will grow, and that what grows out of the barren wastes has a 
strength that can never be destroyed.' 

Suddenly, the candle flame went down. The light seemed to have 
gone into retreat as the darkness loomed out, seemingly out of the very 
light itself, and bore down upon it, until there was a tiny blue flame on 
the table looking so vulnerable and so strong at the same time. The 
boy shuddered and felt the coldness of the floor goi�g up his bare feet. 

Then out of the dark, came the prophetess's laugh. It began as a 
giggle, the kind the girls would make when the boy and his friends 
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chased them down the street for a little kiss. The giggle broke into the 
kind of laughter that produced tears when one was very happy. There 
was a kind of strange pleasurable rhythm to it that gave. the boy a 
momentary enjoyment of the dark, but the laugh gave way to a long 
shriek. The boy wanted to rush out of the house. But something strong, 
yet intangible, held him fast to where he was. It was probably the 
shriek itself that had filled the dark room and now seemed to come out 
of the mask on the wall. The boy felt like throwing himself on the floor 
to wriggle and roll like a snake until he became tired and fell into a 
long sleep at the end of which would be the kind of bliss the boy would 
feel when he was happy and his mother was happy and she embraced 
him, so closely. 

But the giggle, the laugh, the shriek, all ended as abruptly as they 
had started as the darkness swiftly receded from the candle like the 
way ripples run away from where a stone has been thrown in the water. 
And there was light. On the wall, the mask smiled silently, and the 
heart of Jesus sent out yellow light. 

'Lord, Lord, Lord,' said the prophetess slowly in a quiet, surprisingly 
full voice which carried the same kind of contentment that had been in 
the voice of the boy's mother when one day he had come home from 
playing in the street, and she was seated on the chair close to the 
kitchen door, just opposite the warm stove. And as soon as she saw 
him come in, she embraced him all the while saying: 'I've been so ill; 
for so long, but I've got you. You're my son. You're my son. You're 
my son.' 

And the boy had smelled the faint smell of camphor on her, and he 
too embraced her, holding her firmly although his arms could not go 
beyond his mother's armpits. He remembered how warm his hands 
had become in her armpits. 

'Lord, Lord, Lord,' continued the prophetess, 'have mercy on the 
desert in our hearts and in our thoughts. Have mercy. Bless this water; 
fill it with your power; and may it bring rebirth. Let her and all others 
who will drink of it feel the flower of newness spring alive in them; let 
those who drink it, break the chains of despair, and may they realise 
that the desert wastes are really not barren, but that the vast sands 
that stretch into the horizon are the measure of the seed in us.' 

As the prophetess stopped speaking, she slowly lowered the bamboo 
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cross until it rested on the floor. The boy wondered if it was all over 
now. Should he stand up and get the blessed water and leave? But the 

· prophetess soon gave! him direction.
'Come here, my son,' she said, 'and kneel before me here.' The boy

stood up and walked slowly towards the prophetess. He knelt on the
floor, his hands hanging at his sides. The prophetess placed her hands
on his head. They were warm, and the warmth seemed to go through
his hair, penetrating deep through his scalp into the very centre of his
head. Perhaps, he thought, that was the soul of the prophetess going
into him. Wasn't it said that when the prophetess placed her hands on
a person's head, she was seeing with her soul deep into that person;
that, as a result, the prophetess could never be deceived? And the boy
wondered how his lungs looked to her. Did she see the water that he
had drunk from the tap just across the street? Where was the water
now? In the stomach? In the kidneys?

Then the hands of the prophetess moved all over the boy's head,
seeming to feel for something. They went down the neck. They seemed
cooler now, and the coolness seemed to tickle the boy for his neck was
colder than those hands. Now they covered his face, and he saw, just
before he closed his ey�, the skin folds on the hands so close to his eyes
that they looked like many mountains. Those hands smelled of blue
soap and candle wax. But there was no smell of snuff: The boy
wondered. Perhaps the prophetess did not use snuff after all. But the
boy's grandmother did, and her hands always smelled of snuff. Then
the prophetess spoke.

'My son,' she said, 'we are made of all that is in the world. Go. Go
and heal your mother.' When she removed her hands from the boy's
(ace, he felt his face grow cold, and there was a slight sensation of his
skin shrinking. He rose from the floor, lifted the bottle with its snout,
and l:,acked away from the prophetess. He then turned and walked
towa1ds the door. As he closed it, he saw the prophetess shuffling away
to the bedroom carrying the candle with her. He wondered when she
would return the ashtray to the table. When he finally closed the door,
the living room was dark, and there was light in the bedroom.

It was night outside. The boy stood on the veranda for a while,
wanting his eyes to adjust to the darkness. He wondered also about the
dog. But it did not seem to be around. And there was that vine archway
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with its forbidden fruit and the multicoloured worms that always 
crawled all over the vine. As the boy walked under the tunnel of vine, 
he- tensed his ·neck, lowering his head as people do when walking in the 
rain. He was anticipating the reflex action of shaking off a falling worm. 
Those worms were disgustingly huge, he thought. And there was also 
something terrifying about their bright colours. 

In the middle of the tunnel, the boy broke into a run and wa;s out of 
the gate: free. He thought of his mother waiting for the holy water; and 
he broke into a sprint, running west up Thipe Street towards home. As 
he got to the end of the street, he heard the hum of the noise that came 
from the ever-crowded barber shops and the huge beer hall just behind 
those shops. After the brief retreat in the house of the prophetess, the 
noise, the people, the shops, the street lights, the buses and the taxis 
all seemed new. Yet, somehow, he wanted to avoid any contact with all 
this activity. If he turned leff at the corner, he would have to go past 
the shops into the lit Moshoeshoe Street and its Friday night crowds. 
If he went right, he would have to go past the now dark, ghostly Bantu­
Batho post office, and then down through the huge gum trees behind 
the Charterston Clinic, and then past the quiet golf course. The fatter 
way would be faster, but too dark and dangerous for a mere boy, even 
with the spirit of the prophetess in him. And were not dead bodies 
found there sometimes? The boy turned left. 

At the shops, the boy slowed down to manoeuvre through the 
crowds. He lifted the bottle to his chest and supported it from below 
with the other hand. He must hold on to that bottle. He was going to 
heal his mother. He tightened the bottle cap. Not a drop was to be lost. 
The boy passed the shops. 

Under a street lamp just a few feet from the gate into the beer hall 
was a gang of boys standing in a tight circle. The boy slowed down to 
an anxious stroll. Who were they? he wondered. He would have to run 
past them quickly. No, there would be no need. He recognised Timi 
and Bubu. They were with the rest of the gang from the boy's 
neighbourhood. Those were the bigger boys who were either in 
Standard Six or were already in secondary school or were now working 
in town. 

Timi recognised the boy. 
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:Ja, sonny boy,' greeted Timi. 'What's a picaninny like you doing 
alone in the streets at night?' 

'Heil, bra Timi,' said the boy, retur.ning the greeting. 'Just from the 
shops, bra Timi,' he lied, not wanting to reveal his real mission. 
Somehow that would not have been appropriate. 

'Come on, you!' yelled another member of the gang, glaring at Timi. 
It was Biza. Most of the times when the boy had seen Biza, the latter 
was stopping a girl and talking to her. Sometimes the girl would laugh. 
Sometimes Biza would twist her arm until she 'agreed'. In broad 
daylight! 

'You don't believe me,' continued Biza to Timi, 'and when I try to 
show you some proof you tum away to greet an ant.' 

'Okay then,' said another, 'what proof do you have? Everybody 
knows that Son to is a hard girl to get.' 

'Come closer . then,' said Biza, 'and I'll show you.' The boy was 
closed out of the cirde as the gang closed in towards Biza, who was at 
the centre. The boy became curious and got closer. The wall was 
impenetrable. But he could clearly hear Biza. 

'You see? You can all see. I've just come from that girl. Look! See? 
The liquid? See? When I touch it with my finger and then leave it, it 
follows like a spider's web.' 

'Well, my man,' said someone, 'you can't deceive anybody with that. 
It's the usual trick. A fellow just blows his nose and then applies the 
mucus there, and �en emerges out of the dark saying he has just had 
a girl.' 

'Let's look again closely,' said another, 'before we decide one way or 
the other.' And the gang pressed close again. 

'You see? You see?' Biza kept saying. 
'I think Biza has had �at girl,' said someone. 
'It's mucus, man, and nothing else,' said another. 
'But you know Biza's record in these matters, gents.' 
'Another thing, how do we know it's Son to and not so�e other girl? 

Where is it written on Biza's cigar that he has just had Sonto?'Show 
me where it's written "Son to" there.' 

'You're jealous, you guys, that's your problem,' said Biza. The circle 
went loose and there was just enough time for the boy to see Biza's 
penis disappear into his trousers. A thick little thing, thought the boy. 
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It looked sad. It had first been squeezed in retreat against the fly like a
concertina, before it finally disappeared. Then Biza, with a twitch of
alarm across· his face, saw the boy. 

'What did you see, you?' screamed Biza. 'Fuck off!'
The boy took to his heels wondering what Biza could have been

doing with his penis under the street lamp. It was funny, whatever it
was. It was silly too. Sinful. The boy was glad that he had got the holy
water away from those boys and that none of them had touched the
bottle.

And the teachers were right, thought the boy. Silliness was all those
boys knew. And then they would go to school and fail test after test.
Silliness and school did not go together.

The boy felt strangely superior. He had the power of the prophetess
in him. And he was going to pass that power to his mother, and heal
her. Those boys were not healing their mothers. They just left their
mothers alone at home. The boy increased his speed. He had to get
home quickly. He turned right at the charge office and sped towards
the clinic. He crossed the road that went to town and entered Mayaba
Street. Mayaba Street was dark and the boy could not see. But he did
not lower his speed. Home was near now, instinct would take him
there. His eyes would adjust to the darkness as he raced along. He
lowered the bottle from his chest and let it hang at his side, like a
pendulum that was not moving. He looked up at the sky as if light
would come from the stars high up to lead him home. But when he
lowered his face, he saw something suddenly loom before him, and,
almost simultaneously, felt a dull yet painful impact against his thigh.
Then there was a grating of metal seeming to scoop up sand from the
street. The boy did not remember how he; fell but, on the ground, he
lay clutching at his painful thigh. A few feet away, a man groaned and
cursed.

'Blasted child!' he shouted. 'Shouldn't I kick you? Just running in
the street as if you owned it. Shit of a child, you don't even pay tax.
Fuck off home before I do more damage to you!' The man lifted his
bicycle, and the boy saw him straightening the handles. And the man
rode away.

The boy raised himself from the grounq and began to limp home,
conscious of nothing but the pain in his thigh. But i� was not long
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before he felt a jab of pain at the centre of his chest and hi� heart
beating faster. He was thinking of the broken bottle and the spilt holy
water and his mother waiting for him and the water that would help to
cure her. What would his mother say? If only he had not stop�ed to
see those silly boys he might not have been run over by a bicycle.
Should he go back to the prophetess? No. There was the dog, there was
the vine there were the worms. There was the prophetess herself. She
would �ot let anyone who wasted her prayers get away without
punishment. Would it be lightning? Would i� be the fire of hell? What
would it be? The boy limped home to face his mother. He woul� walk
in to his doom. He would walk into his mother's bedroom, carrymg no
cure, and face the .Pain in her sad eyes.

But as the boy entered the yard of his home, he heard the s?und of
bottles coming from where his dog had its kennel. Rex had Jumped
over the bottles, knocking some stones against them in his rush to meet
the boy. And the boy remembered the pile of bottles next to the kennel.
He felt grateful as he embraced the dog. He selected a bottle from t�e
heap. Calmly, as if he had known all the time what �e would do m
such a situation, the boy walked out of the yard agam, towards the
street tap on Mayaba Street. And there, almost mechani�ally, he
cleaned the bottle, shaking it many times with clean water. Fmally, he
filled it with water and wiped its outside clean against his trousers. He
tightened the cap and limped home.

As soon as he opened the door, he heard his mother's voice in the
bedroom. It seemed some visitors had come while he was away.

'I'm telling you, Sisi,' his mother was saying, 'and take it from me:, a
trained nurse. Pills, medicines, and all those injections, are not enough.
I take herbs too, and. then think of the wonders of the universe as our
people have always done. Son, is that you?' . . 'Yes, Ma,' said the boy who hadjust closed the door with a deliberate
bang.

'And did you bring the water?'
'Yes, Ma.'
'Good. I knew you would. Bring the water and three cups. MaShange

and MaMokoena are here.'
The boy's eyes misted with. tears. His mother's trust in him: w?uld

he repay it with such dishonesty? He would have to be calm. He wiped
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his eyes with the back of his hand, and then put the bottle and three
cups on a tray. He would have to walk straight. He would have to hide 
the pain in his thigh. He would have to smile at his mother. He would 
have to smile at the visitors. He picked up the tray; but just before he 
entered the passage leading to the bedroom, he stopped, trying to 
muster courage. The voices of the women in the bedroom reached him 
clearly. 

'I hear you very well, Nurse,' said one of the women. 'It is that kind 
of sense I was trying to spread before the minds of these people. You 
see, the two children are first cousins. The same blood runs through 
them.' 

'That close!' exclaimed the boy's mother. 
'Yes, that close. MaMokoena here can bear me out; I told them in 

her presence. Tell the nurse, you were there.' 
'I have never seen such people in all my life,' affirmed MaMokoena. 
'So I say to them, my voice reaching up to the ceiling, "Hey, you 

people, I have seen m�ny years. If these two children really want to 
marry each other, then a beast has to be slaughtered to cancel the ties
of blood . . .  "' · · 

'And do you want to hear what they said?' interrupted MaMokoena. 
'I'm listening with both ears,' said the boy's mother. 
'Tell her, child ofShange,' said MaMokoena. 
'They said that was old, crusted foolishness. So I said to myself. 

"D h ' aug ter of Shange, shut your mouth, sit back, open your eyes, and 
watch." And that's what I did. 

'Two weeks before the marriage, the ancestors struck. Just as I had 
th�:mght. The girl had to be rushed to hospital, her legs swollen like 
trousers full of air on the washing line. Then I got my chance, and 
opened my mouth, pointing my finger at them, and said, "Did you ask 
the ancestors' permission for this unacceptable marriage?" You should 
have seen their necks becoming as flexible as a goose's. They looked 
this way, and looked that way, but never at me. But my words had 
sunk. And before the sun went down, we were eating the insides of a 
goat. A week later, the children walked up to the altar. And the priest 
said to them, "You are such beautiful children!"' 

'Isn't it terrible that some people just let misfortune fall upon them?' 
remarked the boy's mother. 

The prophetess 23 

'Only those who ignore the words of the world speaking to them,' 
said MaShange. 

'Where is this boy now?' said the boy's mother. 'Son! Is the water 
coming?' 

Instinctively the boy looked down at his legs. Would the pain in his 
thigh lead to the swelling of his legs? Or would it be because of his 
deception? A tremor of fear went through him; but he had to control it, 
and be steady, or the bottle of water would topple over. He stepped 
forward into the passage. There was his mother! Her bed faced the 
passage, and he had seen her as soon as he tunied into the passage. 
She had propped herself up with many pillows. Their ey(?S met, and 
she smiled, showing the gap in her upper front teeth that she liked to 
poke her tongue into. She wore a fawn chiffon doek which had slanted 
into a careless heap on one side of her head. This exposed her undone 
hair on the other side of her head. 

As the boy entered the bedroom, he smelled camphor. He greeted 
the two visitors and noticed that, although it was warm in the bedroom, 
MaShange, whom he knew, wore her huge, heavy, black, and shining 
overcoat. MaMokoena had a blanket over her shoulders. Their doeks

were more orderly than the boy's mother's. The boy placed the tray on 
the dressing chest close to his mother's bed. He stepped back and 
watched his mother, not sure whether he should go back to the kitchen, 
or wait to meet his doom. 

'I don't know what I would do without this boy,' said the mother as 
she _leaned on an elbow, lifted the bottle with the other hand, and 
turned the cap rather laboriously with the hand on whose elbow she 
was resting. The boy wanted to help, but he felt he couldn't move. The 
mother poured water into one cup, drank from it briefly, turned her 
face towards the ceiling, and closed her eyes. 'Such cool water!' she 
sighed deeply, and added, 'Now I can pour for you,' as she poured 
water into the other two cups. 

There was such a glow of warmth in the boy as he watched his. 
mother, so much gladness in him that he forgave himself. What had 
the prophetess seen in him? Did she still feel him in her hands? Did she 
know what he had just done? Did holy water taste any differently from 
ordinary water? His mother didn't seem to find any difference. Would 
she be healed? 
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'As we drink the prophetess's water,' said MaShange, 'we want to 
sar ho� grateful we are that we came to see for ourselves how you are.'

I think I .feel better already. This water, and you ... I can feel a 
soothing coolness deep down.' 

As the boy slowly went out of the bedroom, he felt the pain in his 
leg, and felt grateful. He had healed his mother. He would heal her 
tomorrow, and always with all the water in the world. He had healed 
her. 

NADINE GORDIMER 

Amnesty 

When we heard he was released I ran all over the farm and through 
the fence to our people on the next farm to tell everybody. I only saw 
afterwards I'd tom my dress on the barbed wire, and there was a 
scratch, with blood, on my shoulder. 

He went away from this place eight years ago, signed up to work in 
town with what they call a construction company - building glass walls 
up to the sky. For the first two years he came home for the weekend 
once a month and two weeks at Christmas; that was when he asked my 
father for me. And he began to pay. He and I thought that in three 
years he would have paid enough for us to get married. But then he 
started wearing that T-shirt, he told us he'd joined the union, he told 
us about the strike, how he was one of the men who went to talk to the 
bosses because some others had been laid off after the strike. He's 
always been good at talking, even in English - he was the best at the 
farm school, he used to read the newspapers the Indian wraps soap 
and sugar in when you buy at the store. 

There was trouble at the hostel where he had a bed, and riots over 
paying rent in the townships and he told me -just me, not the old ones 
- that wherever people were fighting against the way we are treated
they were doing it for all of us, on the farms as well as the towns, and
the uni�ns were with them, he was with them, making speeches,
marching. The third year, we heard he was in prison. Instead of getting
married. We didn't know where to find him, until he went on trial. The
case was heard in a town far away. I couldn't go often to the court
because by that time I had passed my Standard 8 and I was wo�king
in the farm school. Also my parents were short of money. Two of my
brothers who had gone away to work in town didn't send home; I
suppose they lived with girlfriends and had to buy things for them. My
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pa
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an
d 

w
he
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 m

y 
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ot
he

r 
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n 
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 v
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 N

o 
ca
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th
at

. 
W

he
n 

I 
sa

w
 h

im
 in

 t
he

 c
ou

rt
 h

e 
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ok
ed
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ea

ut
ifu

l i
n 

a 
bl
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 s

ui
t 

w
it

h 
a 
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pe
d 

sh
ir

t 
an

d 
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ow
n 
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e.

 A
ll 

th
e 
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se
d 

-
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s 
co

m
ra

de
s,
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e 

sa
id

 -
w

er
e 

w
el

l 
dr

es
se

d.
 T

he
 u
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 b
ou

gh
t 

th
e 
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ot

he
s 
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 t
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t 

th
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ud
ge
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 p
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r 
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ou
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w
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he

y 
w

er
en
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 d
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w

it
h 
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s 
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en
 w
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 d
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t 
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 t

he
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ig

ht
s.

 T
he

se
 t

hi
ng

s 
an

d 
ev

er
yt

hi
ng

 
el

se
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bo
ut

 t
he

 c
ou

rt
 a

nd
 t

ri
al

 h
e 

ex
pl

ai
ne

d 
to

 m
e 

w
he

n 
I 

w
as
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w
ed

 
to

 v
is

it
 h

im
 in
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il.

 O
ur

 li
tt

le
 g

ir
l w
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 w
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he

 t
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al
 w

en
t 
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nd
 

w
he

n 
I 
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gh
t 

th
e 
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 t
o 
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ur

t 
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e 
fir
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 t
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e 

to
 s

ho
w

 h
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s 
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m
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de
s 
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gg

ed
 h

im
 a

nd
 t

he
n 
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ed
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e 
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ro
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he

 b
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ri
er
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f 

th
e 

pr
is

on
er
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 d
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k 

an
d 

th
ey
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ad

 c
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ed
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og
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r 
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e 
m

e 
so
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e 
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ey
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 a

 p
re

se
nt

 fo
r 

th
e 
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by

. H
e 

ch
os

e 
th

e 
na

m
e 

fo
r 

he
r,

 I
nk

ul
ul

ek
o.

 
T

he
n 

th
e 

tr
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l 
w
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 o

ve
r 

an
d 

he
 go

t 
six
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ea

rs
. 

H
e 

w
as

 s
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t 
to

 t
he
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. 
W

e 
al

l 
kn

ew
 a

bo
ut

 t
he

 I
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an
d.
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ur

 l
ea

de
rs

 h
ad

 b
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n 
th

er
e 
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lo
ng

. B
ut

 I
 h

av
e 

ne
ve

r 
se

en
 th

e 
se

a 
ex
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pt

 to
 c

ol
ou

r 
it

 in
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lu
e 

at
 s

ch
oo

l, 
an

d 
I 

co
ul

dn
't

 im
ag

in
e 

a 
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e 
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 e

ar
th

 s
ur

ro
un

de
d 

by
 it

 .. 
I 

co
ul

d 
on

ly
 

th
in

k 
of
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. c

ak
e 

of
 d

un
g,

 d
i;o

pp
ed
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y 

th
e 

ca
tt

le
, 

flo
at

in
g 

in
 a

 p
oo

l 
of

 
rai
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at

er
 t

he
y'

d 
cr

os
se

d,
 t

he
 w

at
er

 s
ho

w
in

g 
th

e 
sk

y 
lik

e 
a 

lo
ok

in
g­

gl
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s,
 b

lu
e.

 I
 w

as
 a
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ed
 o

nl
y 

to
 th

in
k 

th
at

. H
e 

ha
d 

to
ld

 m
e 

ho
w

 t
he

 
gl
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s 

w
al
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 s
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w

ed
 t

he
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av
em

en
t 

tr
ee

s 
an

d 
th

e 
ot

he
r 
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ild

in
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n 

th
e 

st
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et
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nd
 t

he
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ol
ou
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 o

f t
he

 c
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s 
an

d 
th

e 
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ou
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s 

th
e 
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an

e 
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fte
d 

hi
m
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 p
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or
m
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ig

he
r 

an
d 

hi
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er
 t

hr
ou

gh
 t

he
 s
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 t

o 
w

or
k 

at
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he
 t
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 o

f 
a 
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ild

in
g.

 
H

e 
w
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w

ed
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ne
 l

et
te

r 
a 

m
on

th
. 

It
 w

as
 m

y 
le

tt
er

 b
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au
se

 h
is

 
pa

re
nt

s 
di

dn
't

 k
no

w
 h

ow
 t

o 
w

ri
te

. 
I 

us
ed

 t
o 

go
 t

o 
th

em
 w

he
re

 t
he

Y, 
w

or
ke

d 
on

 a
no

th
er

 fa
rm

 t
o 
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k 

w
ha

t m
es

sa
ge

 t
he

y 
w

an
te

d 
to

 s
en

d.
 T

he
 

m
ot

he
r 

al
w

ay
s 

cr
ie

d 
an

d 
pu

t 
he

r 
ha

nd
s 

on
 h

er
 h

ea
d 

an
d 

sa
id

 n
ot

hi
ng

, 
an

d 
th

e 
ol

d 
m

an
, 

w
ho

 p
re

ac
he

d 
to

 u
s 

in
 t

he
 v

el
d 

ev
er

y 
Su

nd
ay

, 
sa

id
 

te
ll 

m
y 

so
n 

w
e 

ar
e 

pr
ay

in
g,

 G
od

 w
ill

 m
ak

e 
ev

er
yth

in
g 

al
l r

ig
ht

 fo
r 

hi
m

. 
O

nc
e 

he
 w

ro
te

 b
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k,
 T

ha
t'

s 
th

e 
tr

ou
bl

e 
-

ou
r 

pe
op

le
 o

n 
th

e 
fa

rm
s,

 
th

ey
'r

e 
to

ld
 G

od
 w

ill
 d

ec
id

e 
w

ha
t'

s 
go

od
 fo

r 
th

em
 s

o 
th

at
 t

he
y 

w
on

't
 

fin
d 

th
e 

fo
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e 
to

 d
o 

an
yt

hi
ng

 to
 c

ha
ng

e 
th

ei
r 

liv
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. 
A

fte
r 

tw
o 

ye
ar

s 
ha

d 
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ed

, 
w

e 
-

hi
s 

pa
re

nt
s 

an
d 

I 
-

ha
d 

sa
ve

d 
up

 
en

ou
gh

 m
on

ey
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ap
e 
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ow
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it
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. 
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sl
ep

t 
on

 t
he

 fl
oo

r 
at

 t
he

 s
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ti
on
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nd
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sk

ed
 t

he
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ay
, 
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xt

 d
ay
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 t
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fe
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. 
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eo

pl
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w
er

e 
ki

nd
; 

th
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ll 
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te
d 
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e 

fe
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it

 
w
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se
 y

ou
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od
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 y

ou
rs
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n 

th
e 

Is
la
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. 

A
nd

 t
he
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 it

 w
as

 -
th

er
e 

w
as
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e 

se
a.
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t 

w
as
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en
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n
d
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e,
 c
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bi

ng
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d 
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ng
, b

ur
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in
g 

w
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te
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ll 
th

e 
w
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 to
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. A
 t

er
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th
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la
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, b
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 p
eo

pl
e 
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o 

w
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ti
ng
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r 

th
e 

fe
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 p
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ed
 w
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d 
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ou
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 b
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s 
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o 
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th
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ll 

ov
er

 t
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 w
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ld
, 

bu
t 

th
e 

fe
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 o

nl
y 

fo
r 

th
e 
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la

nd
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n'
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he
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 th

e 
w
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ld
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nl
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e 
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ev
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w
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ti
ng
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, 
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ke
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t p
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e 
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 b
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an
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m
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r 
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m
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w
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w
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 c
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ld
 b
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d 
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er
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he
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t 

fa
rm
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ls
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 h
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ou
gh
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lax
er
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he
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 c
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hi
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y 
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 c
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f t
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 c
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n
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 m
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he
r 
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r 
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ai
st

 o
ve

r 
he

r 
dr

es
s,

 a
 fa

rm
 w
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f t
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y 
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d 
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l 
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d 
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er

 a
nd
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e 

th
e 
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 l
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 O
ne

 m
an
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ep
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un
d 

w
it

h 
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ov
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 d
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w
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 c

ou
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e 
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d 

th
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e 
w
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e 
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o 
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n 
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d 
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 d

id
n'
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w
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t t
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W

e 
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l 
m

ov
ed

 u
p 
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 p
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an
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n 

ch
ar
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d 
ev
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s 
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 t
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n 
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 c
am
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 d
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W
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 p
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W
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 c
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 c
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e 

to
 t

he
 f

er
ry

 fo
r 

th
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, 
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 p
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e 
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o 
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a 

pr
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n 

th
e 
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. 

I 
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d 
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sk
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. T

he
 w
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d 
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e 
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e 
ou

t o
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m

ou
th

. 
W

e 
w
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e 

tu
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ed
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ay
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e 
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w

 t
he

 fe
rr

y 
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ck
, 

bu
m

pi
ng

 t
he
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nd

in
g 

w
he

re
 w

e 
st

oo
d,
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ov

in
g,

 l
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ed
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nd
 d
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ed
 b
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l 
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at
er
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ge
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g 
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r 
an

d 
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r 
un

ti
l 

w
e 
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't
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w
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 w

e 
w
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e 
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al
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g 
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 o
r 
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e 
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s 
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 b

la
ck

, d
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p 
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d 
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 p
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A.ames
ty

 

bi
sc

ui
�

 fo
r h

im
. H

e 
w

ro
te

 a
nd

 s
ai

d 
he

 g
ot

 t
he

m
. B

ut
 it

 w
as

n'
t a

 g
oo

d 
le

tte
r. 

O
f c

ou
rs

e 
no

t. 
H

e 
w

as
 c

ro
ss

 w
ith

 m
e;

 I
 s

ho
ul

d 
ha

ve
 fo

un
d 

ou
t, 

I 
sh

ou
ld

 h
av

e·
kn

ow
n 

ab
ou

t t
he

 p
er

m
it.

 H
e 

w
as

 ri
gh

t -
I 

bo
ug

ht
 th

e 
tr

ai
n 

tic
ke

ts
, I

 a
sk

ed
 w

he
re

 t
o 

go
 fo

r 
th

e 
fe

rry
, I

 s
ho

ul
d 

ha
ve

 k
no

w
n 

ab
ou

t 
th

e 
pe

rm
it.

 I
 h

av
e 

pas
sed

 S
ta

nd
ar

d 
8.

 T
he

re
 w

as
 a

n 
ad

vi
ce

 o
ffi

ce
 to

 g
o 

to
 in

 to
w

n,
 t

he
 c

hu
rc

he
s 

ra
n 

it,
 h

e 
w

ro
te

. B
ut

 t
he

 fa
rm

 is
 s

o 
fa

r 
fr

om
 

to
w

n,
 w

e 
on

 th
e fa

rm
s d

on
't 

kn
ow

 ab
ou

t t
he

se
 th

in
gs

. I
t w

as
 a

s h
e 

sa
id

; 
ou

r i
gn

or
an

ce
 is

 th
e 

w
ay

 w
e 

ar
e k

ep
t d

ow
n,

 th
is

 ig
no

ra
nc

e m
us

t g
o.

 
W

e 
to

ok
 th

e 
tr

ai
n 

ba
ck

 a
nd

 w
e 

ne
ve

r 
w

en
t t

o 
th

e 
Is

la
nd

-
ne

ve
r s

aw
 

hi
m

 in
 th

e 
th

re
e 

m
or

e 
ye

ar
s h

e 
w

as
 th

er
e.

 N
ot

 o
nc

e.
 W

e 
co

ul
dn

't 
fin

d 
th

e 
m

on
ey

 fo
r 

th
e 

tr
ai

n.
 H

is
 fa

th
er

 d
ie

d 
an

d 
I 

ha
d 

to
 h

el
p 

hi
s 

m
ot

he
r 

fr
om

 m
y 

pa
y.

 F
or

 o
ur

 p
eo

pl
e 

th
e 

w
or

ry
 i

s 
al

w
ay

s 
m

on
ey

, 
I 

w
ro

te
. 

W
he

n 
w

ill
 w

e 
ev

er
 h

av
e 

m
on

ey
? 

T
he

n 
he

 s
en

t 
su

ch
 a

 g
oo

d 
le

tt
er

. 
T

ha
t's

 w
ha

t I
'm

 o
n 

th
e 

Is
la

nd
 fo

r, 
fa

r 
aw

ay
 fr

om
 y

ou
, I

'm
 h

er
e 

so
 th

at
 

on
e 

da
y 

ou
r 

pe
op

le
 w

ill
 h

av
e 

th
e 

th
in

gs
 th

ey
 n

ee
d,

 la
nd

, fo
od

, t
he

 e
nd

 
of

 ign
or

an
ce

. T
he

re
 w

as
 s

om
et

hi
ng

 e
ls

e 
-

I 
co

ul
d 

ju
st

 r
ea

d 
th

e 
w

or
d 

'p
ow

er
' t

he
 p

ri
so

n 
ha

d 
bl

ac
ke

d 
ou

t. 
A

ll 
hi

s l
et

te
rs

 w
er

e 
no

t j
us

t fo
r m

e
;

th
e 

pri
so

n 
offi

ce
r r

ea
d 

th
em

 b
efo

re
 I

 c
ou

ld
. 

•
 

H
e 

w
as

 c
om

in
g 

ho
m

e 
af

te
r o

nl
y 

fiv
e 

ye
ar

s! 
T

ha
t's

 w
ha

t 
it 

se
em

ed
 t

o 
m

e,
 w

he
n 

I 
he

ar
d 

-
th

e 
fiv

e 
ye

ar
s 

w
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su

dd
en

ly
 d

is
ap

pe
ar

ed
 -

no
th

in
g!

 -
th

er
e 

w
as

 n
o 

w
ho

le
 y

ea
r 

st
ill

 t
o 

w
ai

t. 
I 

sh
ow

ed
 m

y 
-

ou
r 

-
lit

tle
 g

irl
 h

is
 p

ho
to

 a
ga

in
. 

T
ha

t's
 y

ou
r 

da
dd

y,
 h
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s c

om
in

g,
 y

ou
're

 g
oi

ng
 to

 se
e 

hi
m

. S
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r c
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 d
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 p
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 d
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 m
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 b
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 m
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t p
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 m
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t d
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 p
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f p

eo
pl

e 
da

nc
in

g 
�n

d 
w

av
in

g 
-

I 
sa

w
 a

t 
on

ce
 i

t 
w

as
 a

t 
th

at
 f

er
ry
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 m
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w
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 p
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 c
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 c
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 m
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 c
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 t
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 c
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w
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 c
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Som
etim

es in the daytim
e I do try to tell him

 w
hat it w

as like fo
r m

e, 
here at hom

e on the fa
rm

, five years. H
e listens, he 's interested, just 

like he's interested w
hen people fr

om
 the other fa

rm
s com

e to visit and 
talk to him

 about little things that happened to them
 w

hile he w
as 

aw
ay all th

at tim
e on the Island. H

e sm
iles and nods, asks a couple of 

questions and then stands up and stretches. I see it's to show
 them

 it's 
enough, his m

ind is going back
 to som

ething he w
as busy w

ith befo
re 

they cam
e. A

nd w
e fa

rm
 people are very slow

; w
e tell things slow

ly, he 
used to, too. 

H
e hasn't signed on fo

r another job. B
ut he can't stay at hom

e w
ith 

us; w
e thought, af

ter five years over there in the m
iddle of that green 

and blue sea, so fa
r; he w

ould rest w
ith us a little w

hile. T
he com

bi or 
som

e car com
es to fetch him

 and he says don't w
orry, I don't know

. 
w

hat day I'll be back. A
t first I asked, w

hat w
eek, next w

eek? H
e tried 

to explain to m
e: in the M

ovem
ent it's ·not like it w

as in the union, 
w

here you do ypur w
ork every day and after that you are busy w

ith 
m

eetings; in the M
ovem

ent you never know
 w

here you w
ill have to go 

and w
hat is going to com

e up next. A
nd the sam

e w
ith m

oney. In the 
M

ovem
e�t, it's not like a job, w

ith regular pay -
I know

 that, he 
doesn't have to tell m

e -
it's like it w

as going to the Island, you do it 
fo

r all our people w
ho suffer because w

e haven't got m
oney, w

e haven't 
got land -

look, he said, speaking of m
y parents', m

y hom
e, the hom

e 
that has been w

aiting fo
r hiin

, w
ith his child: look at this place w

here 
the w

hite m
an ow

ns the ground and lets you squat in m
ud and tin huts 

here only as long as you w
ork fo

r him
 -

B
aba and your brother planting 

his crops and looking after his cattle, M
am

a cleaning his house and 
you in the school w

ithout even having the chance to train properly as a 
teacher. T

he fa
rm

er ow
ns us, he says. I've been thinking w

e haven't 
got a hom

e because there w
asn't tim

e to build a house befo
re he cam

e 
from

 the Island; but w
e haven't got a hom

e at all. N
ow

 I've understood 
that. 

I'm
 not stupid. W

hen the com
rades com

e to this place in the com
bi 

to talk to him
 here I don't go aw

ay w
ith m

y m
other after w

e've brought 
them

 tea or (if she's m
ade it fo

r the w
eekend} beer. T

hey like her beer, 
they t�lk about our culture and there's one of them

 w
ho m

akes a point 
of putting his arm

 around m
y m

other, c:µ
ling her the m

am
a of all of 

them
, the m

am
a of A

frica. Som
etim

es they please her very m
u�h by 

Am
n
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telling her how
 they used to sing on the Island and getting her to sing 

an old song w
e all know

 fr
om

 our grandm
others. T

hen they join in 
w

ith their strong voices. M
y fa

ther doesn't like this noise travelling 
across the veld; he's afraid that if the B

oer finds out m
y m

an is a 
political, fr

om
 the Island, and he's holding m

eetings
 on the B

oer's 
land, he'll tell m

y fa
ther to go, and take his fa

m
ily w

ith him
. B

ut m
y 

brother says if th
e B

oer asks anythingjust tell him
 it's a prayer m

eeting. 
T

hen the singing is over; m
y m

other know
s she m

ust go aw
ay into the 

house. 
I stay, and listen. H

e fo
rgets

 I'm
 there w

hen he's talking and arguing 
about som

ething I can see is im
portant, m

ore im
portant than anything 

w
e could ever have to say to each other w

hen w
e're alone. B

ut now
 and 

then, w
hen one of the other com

rades is speaking I see him
 l�ok at m

e 
fo

r a m
om

ent the w
ay I w

ill look up at one of m
y fa

vourite children in 
school to encourage the child to understand. T

he m
en don't speak to 

m
e and I don't speak. O

ne of the things they talk about is organising 
the people on the fa

rm
s -

the w
orkers, like m

y fa
ther and brother, and 

like his parents
 used to be. I learn w

hat all these things are: m
inim

um
 

w
age, lim

itation of w
orking hours

, the right to strike, annual leave, 
accident com

pensation, pensions, sick and ev
en m

atern
ity leave. I am

 
pregnant, at last I have another child inside m

e, but that's w
om

en's 
business. W

hen they talk about the B
ig M

an, the O
ld M

en, I know
 

w
ho these are: our leaders are also back fr

om
 prison. I told him

 about 
the child com

ing; he said, A
nd this one belongs to a new

 country, he'll 
build the fr

eedom
 w

e've fo
ught fo

r! I know
 he w

ants to get m
arried but 

there's no tim
e fo

r that at present. T
here w

as hardly tim
e fo

r him
 to 

m
ake the child. H

e com
es to m

e just like he com
es here to eat a m

eal 
or put on clean clothes. H

e picks up the little girl and sw
ings her round 

and there! -
it's done, he's getting into the com

bi, he's already turning 
to his com

rade that fa
ce of his that know

s only w
hat's inside his head, 

those eyes that m
ove quickly as if he's chasing som

ething yo u can't see. 
T

he little girl hasn't had tim
e to get used to this m

an. B
ut I know

 she'll 
be proud of him

, one day! 
H

ow
 can you tell that to a child six years old? B

ut I tell her about 
the Big M

an and the O
ld M

en, our leaders, so she'll know
 that her 

fa
ther w

as
 w

ith them
 on the Island, this m

an is a great m
an, too. 

O
n Saturday, no school and I plant and w

eed w
ith m

y m
other, she 

t9 . 
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sings_ but I don't; t think. On Sunday there's no work, only prayer
meetings out of the farmer's way under the trees, and beer drinks at 
the mud and·tin huts where the farmers allow us to squat on their land. 
I go off on my own as I 1,Jsed to do when I was a child, making up 
gam� and talking to myself where no one would hear me or look for 
me. I sit on a warm stone in the late afternoon, high up, and the whole 
valley is a path between the hills, leading away from my feet. It's the 
Boer's farm but that's not true, it belongs to nobody. The cattle don't 
know that anyone says he owns it, the sheep - they are grey stones, 
and then they become a thick grey snake moving - don't know. Our 
huts and the old mulberry tree and the little brown mat of earth that 
my mother dug over yesterday, way down there, and way over there 
the clump of trees round the chimneys and the shiny thing that is the 
TV mast of the farmhouse - they are nothing, on the back of this earth. 
It could twitch them away like a dog does a fly. 

I am up with the clouds. The sun behind me is changing the colours 
of the sky and the clouds are changing themselves, slowly, slowly. Some 
are white, blowing themselves up like bubbles. Underneath is a bar of 
grey, not enough to make rain. It gets longer and darker while the 
other clouds are all pink, it grows a thin snout and lo�g body and then 
the end of it is a tail. There's a huge grey rat_ moving across the sky, 
eating the sky. 

The chil� remembered the photo; she said, That's · not him. rm 
sitting here where I came often when he was on the Island. I came to 
get away from the others, to wait by myself. 

I'm watching the rat, it's losing itself, it's shape, eating the sky, and 
I'm waiting. Waiting for him to come back. 

Waiting. I'm waiting to come back home. 

LINDIWE MABUZA 

Wake ... 

FOR THEM: NAME THIS DAY GRAVE IN JUNE 1976: 

FOR HER 
NOW AND AFTER 

BECAME FOREVER 

i became aware: wake up to 
ii became conscious: i.e. after sleep 
iii became militant: wake up and fight 
iv vigil for the dead 
v furrow of water following ship 

This was funeral day in Soweto. One day was an eternity to forget all 
other days leading to it. People had emerged to pay their last pretext 
to it. Respect was no longer spoken of. On such a day everyone has 
written permission to pretend the dead have always been· alive. Yet 
even the womb of the earth knew by the smells and languages of 
Johannesburg that every African hand represented charged wires of 
dead labour. 

Tkina Silangaz;ela 
lkhaya Laphezulu 

(We crave 
that home above) 

The drums and chorus of the Zion Christian sects competed with 
pennywhistle cries of reed and rib ingenuity. There was smoke and 
dust too, even in these early hours, vainly rising and. slithering to choke 
the various hints of township jazz. Thokozile had been first at fat-cake 
auntie's house. Now, the greased newspaper rested peacefully under 
the eight-year-old armpit. One would have thought tears had drowned 
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36 Wake ... 

a funeral orchestra with its invisible strings stretched like a coffin 
a.�l'OYS yawning graves. The chorus is also echoed in the language of 
clicks and deep hymns where people smile and even chuckle at the 
awesomeness of dare and death. Condolences. 

Live on. 
'Ho� many deaths for us, you of our own?' A shrill voice wonders at 

death's cynicism. Weak from tears and the weight of unanswered 
ques�ons, many voices danced the staggering steps of a drunkard, 
shufflmg the weary steps of the vigil. They had sat up all night. 
Thousands of people in different homes. Waiting together for death to 
teach then as it does everyday in the newspapers. The death toll had 
reached five hu�dred. Then no more news! Soon, it would be expensive 
news. The regune would sell the dead children back to parents. 
Otherwise? Otherwise! 

(Kutheni na? 
Kutheni na?) 
(Kutheni na? 
Kutheni na?) 
(Kutheni na? 
Kutheni na?) 
(Lolulzamho? 
Lunengozi . • • ) 

(What happened? 
what happened?) 
(what happened 
what happened) 
(what happened 
what happened) 
(this journey? 
has danger .. . ) 

They sang, recounting the tedium of turmoil. They counted on 
forgetfulness, vainly. They hoped it would deliver them out of the land 
of pain and dreams. No such relief. At best, not yet! Anger and 
tiredness had lost appetite. So, the newspaper-wrapped fat-cakes which 
Thoko had bought just stared, drying themselves out much like the 
land blighted by droughts. 

There was no drama to the eight hundred deaths. No mystery either! 
Only the quantity and nature of violence. The fascist government 
wa?ted Af�cans to think, breathe, evaluate and conceptualise in 
Afrika�ns. Only dogs and _slaves are defined by their masters,' said 
Fredenck Douglass. The students said no! to indoctrination and 
demonstrated. The police shot them. The fascists of South Africa said 
shoot 'at any cost'. Absolutely no drama to hot pursuit and murder, in 
cold blood! 

Wake ... 37 

Now at Thoko's home, every room was filled to ·bursting capacity. 
Even then, in the living room which has now acquired the sadness of a 
mosque or cathedral were two strips or 'nests' of unoccupied space 
representing the missing ones. 

Please do not feed too long on this emptiness, for your heart could 
overflow, the silence said. In the valley of life we fear no death. In the 
valley of death we fear all evil. But where is the cup to receive our 
precious blood? And in Soweto, people devise ways of drinking sorrow. 

The corpses of Thoko's brother and sister wait at a local mortuary. 
Distance the pain! God! Molimo! Things of this earth! When one corpse 
is one too many it is enough then that nests should tell, as with their 
books and school uniforms, that the occupants have whirred away. 
That's just how one felt when they skipped rope, especially in the 
major league of the sport. They created their unique styles but the envy 
of all was the birdfly. Thoko and Lwazi were the regional champions 
by peer acclamation 

Loluhambo lunengozi: 
{This journey has danger) 
Loluhambo lunosi;:.i: 
(This journey had grief ) 
Kutkeni na: Kutkeni na? 
{What happened: what happened?) 
Kutheni na: Kutheni na? 
{What happened: what happened?) 

'Oh! Our sister, do not trouble yourself. Kumalo will get the slip.' 
'Our brother, they burned down the office. We need permission to 

bury the .. : dead.' 
'Yes, yes, our sister. How can I forget? But I also know my brother­

by-custom. We wouldn't have married you to a tree. I know him. I 
swear by those under, he will get that slip.' 

'Yes, our brother, hope does not kill.' 
'Don't chuck hope away. My brother is a man. He will knock and 

knock until he sees a crack atjohannesburg City Hall. You'll see. He'll 
come back. We'll bury them today.' 

More tears streamed as Thoko's mother's strength defied the sombre 
dignity of factory hands and machinist control. 
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she was a woman but she was a man too. Naledi, we called her that
because in Sotho it means star. We have the name in Zulu - Nkanyezi- but it sounded nicer in Sotho because her mother was a Sotho girl· when I married her. But Naledi, she had her feet firmly rooted inSoweto. Why on earth should she not say no, Johannesburg! No,Pretoria! No, Witbank! Why shouldn't she, Earth? What else does thisAfrikaans language hide that my star saw? That's why they killed my
children, killed all children! They saw what they were not supposed to see. Slavery. Trickery. Chaining the mind! No! No! No! No! That's not
right, man. At fourteen they kill her! Yesterday the wife had these 

sleeping spells. Naledi's mother is a good woman. If she was there on
the street she would have run between the bullets and the children. She 

always said she wou�d die for the children to live longer and better. No!She'll _be all right with my brother-by-custom on her side. She'll rest
from any worry. I know my brother. 

Then he raised his head; he was stunned. He had missed Phefenistation and was at Dube. That disturbed him. A man ought to measurecorrectly even when there is death in the family. No! That's being a willow. Weak. No! That's not Naledi's father. He wished himselfconvinced that it wasn't thinking too long that made him miss hisdestination. Just to be sure he was correct he was going to think about
his Naledijust so that bad lutj( would know him. But the present wasthere in the vibrating rhythm of. the station. Dube's sulk painted a 

painful monotony of acute sombreness and loaded sobriety. Quite 

unusual for Saturday morning when reprieve, though short-lived,
tenaciously holds workers, and workers engage in varieties of thanksgiv­ings to themselves and the day. Quite phenomenal for a day, the onlyone in the week, when most of Soweto workers consciously or uncon­sciousiy forget Friday and Monday or whatever broods between. Where 

are the attires bought, made, borrowed or ritualistically taken from citystores? 
This day, domestic workers even managed to borrow without

discussion from their employers' wardrobes, the same boss!!s that
reluctantly let them come to 'that Soweto'. 'I'm not against nice
things,' Naledi would say. Yes, let me think about her! Hawu! That
child! I can almost hear her voice every evening as I returned from
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City Deep Gold Mines. She would leave whatever else she was doing
and come to me. 

Naledi: Sawubona Baba

(we see you father) 
Kumalo: Awu Mnlungwa, Mbulazi,

wena owadl'umunlu,

umyenga ngendaba 

(Oh you of the Mntungwas
defensively pretentious 
You who finished a person 
beguiling him with story) 
We see you Princess of Ours

Naledi: The water for your feet is ready but I must make you a cup
of tea first to wash away the thirst of the day and sweat. 

• 

· ki ch M ke the tea place milkN l d. ld then proceed to the t en.. a ' d
a:d e s:;;

uon a tray' bring it over to the living room where I woul 
h e taken off my shoes . • • a�aledi: N·o, father. (So she woul� always warn in her warm tone,
and bright her eyes.) You just rest. I 11 do that. 

• .

ld h n o and get the warm water, addAfter serving the teal she woud s�r:b!ng stone next to the bowl, thensalt, place the towe ' soap an . stick her own foot in just to test it. 

Naledi: All right Baba, careful now when you place the child�:��n. 
N ch'ld f the cities only women's feet are c I ren mKumalo: o, 1 0 ' 

Zulu- abantwana. f1 lk' dNaledi: If it were not for the stings inside your feet rom wa mg an 

.. 
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standing, shifting paper, I would insist my father has child fi r: too ... my brother also... 
ren or ,eet

Kumalo: .Qluz. It has no tt 
. B I like us. ma er. ut know you say it because youNaledi: Like you, Baba? I die of you! Are the thorns c . 

? Kumalo: Awu! It scratches th h r • ommg out. from Mahau? e eart. Are you still learning nicelyNaledi: Badl� nice, Baba. It is so nice it can't be expl : d 
. 

Kumalo: School fees almost finished o a.me . 
with two of you in high school no y, y ur mother and me this yearstrong and carry himself n ht hw. OU must_ help your brother to be. g so e can do the work Naled1: Ha, Baba. You do not know Th . 
slaughtered his first arithmetic half- ear ex _em�a. He has alreadyelse? He says he will be a chemist y k ammation. You know what K 1 Th , you now. um� o: at too scratches the heart But h . . country! · w ere • • •. not m thisNaledi: Well, teacher Mahau sa sit is a . comes to South Africa I th. k h y: matter of time before Angolathe elephant tearing u; thei�nlan� 7ieans before we do what they did to and climbing and flying high in �ure ��� we shoul� �o� stop reachingthe earth who brought us Mah H ng. Hay1, It is those below laboured. au. e really treads where theyKumalo: No! I like that. I like what he Nal d' (W' . says. . e i: ipmg Kumalo's feet) Now thank me Bab (She wouldwait proudly, attentively.) ' a. 
Kum�o: Abundance is rejected only by a wizard ;a1e'!1; �Do, B�ba

! not that one. One that soothes ilie heartum . o. on t tire even tomorrow? Naled1: No, Baba! You know which one I m Kumal .11 

ean. . o: ,v,1.ntungwa mhu ... You of the N tungwas Naled1: Not that either. Thank me. Remind . f everyday, moving in and out ofJohannesbu r. me o the hero you seeKumalo· (F · · · . · rg .. 
B . e1grung sudden tllummation: teasingly) Oh th oth: The Rand Gold Storage is the Rand Cold Storage� . . at one!

• 
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This "is how the ceremony would always end. Kumalo was at the
backdoor of his rented house ... Orlando West. With .most of the grown-ups languishing in the depth of the generaland specific character of mass agony, Thoko chose a spot near thekitchen window where she became lost in the enveloping mood. Shehad brought the fat-cakes as. asked. But as with the adults her own appetite for food had deserted, and in its stead was a more rapaciousgnawing presence. It was an eight-year-old desire to know the natureand character of death. When she was five, Thoko had been very sickat her grandmother's in Natal. Her grandmother had said the doctor
had said the cause was corn-meal sickness. Thoko must have been verysick because one day her grandmother even decided to miss work. Buton that same day a man in a postal-house uniform had brought ayellowish-orange envelope. After reading it, Thoko's grandmother hadcried and cried so hard Thoko started crying too. Then she heard hergrandmother tell the passersby, those who had been attracted to thehouse by the sounds, that her grandmother's parents had both died thesame day in another part of the country. And then the grandmot�erwould call them: 'Mama We! Awu Baba'. They were not in the house when she called. They had not walked in as called people usually do.So where did they go? Thoko asked herself. Thoko's com-meal pains were back as if to claim their portion from her reservoir of weaknessand tears. She was still crying that evening when her grandmother, allin black, went to the train station, leaving Thoko with auntie Rose, aniece of Thoko's grandmother. D eath, she thought, must be big likethe bishop or someone very high up for her grandmother io have toleave her sick like that. Her gogo had left so ... so ... On funeral day, as she sat by the window, her head supported bythe cupped hand, she wondered about death. Where did he live andwhat mansions did he possess to want to claim so many people, also somany people whom she -knew, all at once? She suspected how seriousdeath was this day because even though all those adults saw her sittingthere 'like an orphan' - as they referred to that posture - no oneactually reprimanded her for 'wishing marvel' or motioning to death,sitting in a posture that was a premonition of his coming . Tears are not always letters, clearly spelling mysteries, yet even toThoko, death tears did suggest that it was also much better to know
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• 

Lwazi: Because they named me Nolwazi. That's how I know D know what Nolwazi means? · 0 you
Thoko: (Feeling a little shamed) Huh' Well N 1 L . M . . .. o. 

(k waz1: any people do not know. It means I'm mother of Uk .nowledge) nokuhlakanipha (wisdom). waz1 
Thok?: Hey! You are happy.Lwaz1: Why do you say that? Thok?: Because mine does not say that. Ldwa l�I: Ya! What does it say? Thoko. What does it mean? Somethinggoo , m sure. 
ihok�:MThoko is really no� my whole name. My name is Thokozile.wazi. n:immm, Thokozlle. Thoko: :es! Sithokozile! We are happy. My parents were happywhen I arrived. 

d L�aAzi: Dloes �t -�ean they did not mind? They mind and then theyon t. m saymg It Thokozile? 
. .

A little song.
• 

:h�ko: Thoko. Thoko. Thokozile. Sithokozile (We . . . 0 Joy 1s a little lady). · are reJoicmg. ur
Lomtwana 1!'etliu intombi. Hawu Sithokozile. �he ;ng is repeated. Lwazi joins in. Once. Twice. Then again Andag��- ow, again, eager to return to her point, not disappointed p01ntmg: ,

Thoko: yes, they didn't mind. But look at. th d . . pool there. You still don't th' k th fi . ose rops m that bttle 

L . m ey are ghtmg? 
activi�ty

az�: Wthoo
fc

ooo! _Th�y all want space, fast. (Excitedly, pointedly: the m e ormmg puddle.) · Look, Loek!

Wake .•• 51
Thoko: Yes, look how they fight for space. (Satisfied and content to

digress). But you don't know why Naledi is Naledi and Themba isThemba. Lwazi: No, I don't. Thoko:- (Authoritatively, tantalising) Well, do you want to know? Lwazi: (Sensed dependence) I wouldn't miQd. Naledi saysinformation. Both: Frees: (Beside herself with wonder and laughter.) Naledi: Wo! You two are something else. You know ... Thoko: Well, Naledi is Naledi, star; and star is right here with us.Now have you ever seen stars cooking? Like this one righ� now?(All three laugh). Lwazi: Not really. No (Indicating with finger on the pane). But I have seen stars die or fall after cooking in the sky. Dwi ... i ... i ... i.Thoko: Yes! I know that others take their place in the sky. So youknow this, N aledi. Lwazi: Yes! But what about Themba? Thoko: Themba! Well! Themba is really not his full name. His real name is Thembalethu. It means our hope or the hope of all of us, ofthe people. Lwazi: (Now pensive, wondering now) Strange how we get names... heh ... but Thokozile is my best one. It would be nice if we were both Thokozile. We are happy. Or maybe mine should have bee�
Thoko, short for Sothokoza ( we will be happy) for the full name. (Springing back from momentary reverie) Hey! I just remembered.My mother's sister is going to have a baby. She also works in thekitchens. She asked me to give a name for her baby. And whatevername I give, that's what the baby will be called. 

Thoko: So what are you thinking? Lwazi: I'm thinking of naming her baby Sothokoza (we shall rejoice)
if it's a boy, or Duma, short for ... Thoko: Awu Suka! Why Duma? It could be �umazile! (we are
disappointed) Lwazi: Because when people use the short form only, Duma, thoselistening will think it might be the short form of Dumile · (famous) or
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Dumazulu (Heaven's thunder) I ·n b Nodumo! Mother of renown. 
. WI e happy if it's a baby girl.

Thoko: Oh! .Let's talk about the rainLwazi: All right. For a goQd while the two sta ed th through the w · d r to�e er watchmg the rain activitym ow pane. As if the icy st h d confusion, rain drops were no tr . ones a not been enoughw s eammg continu l B r. eyes, the strokes seemed to tak . . ous Y • e,ore the1radvantageous space. For an adv:nro;::ts,_ each v_ying for the most chose to land on clefts or gut·t . urmg. As if those drops that fc • ers or streams had 1 or their cumulative collective acti· ·ty 1· ?1ore resu ts to showb VI • t was notJust Nal d. · • ut they were actually seeing this thin h e I saying it,puddle, there was an anthill A . g ap�en. Not too far from thedifference. It seemed as if tho�e jain, �aled1 made them watch the could be traced only fcor a rops
fi

t at �hose to laµd on that hillmoment urrowmg th · down. But after a while th Id eir scattered waysno puddle Naled' . , 
d 

ere w�u only be furrows left behind and' I pomte out between cookin d . creations spiced generously with her moth ' g. an tastmg her own
their own language derived fr . er s artistry born of want. Inarticulat�d the dangers offollow;:g t�e1tg na

f
t
l
ure, T�oko and Lwazi· e me o east resistance in life. 

• 

Th
L
oko: Sometimes I don't understand what Sis' Naled' waz · · Sh 1 means 

time. I. . e means that at least we should not be like that �II of theThoko: Like what? 
Lwazi: Like soft-soft! weak-weakl w . Naledi: Why not? It's easy' A d 

. an�1ng to keep gomg downhill.L . · n sometimes fun, waz1: Yes, it's easy, but all of the t' ;, . 
Nal di ime. 
Th e

k 
: 
W
Why not? You haven't answered that one yeti o o· ell b if · 

time, the�e is n� g:�:;:p. 
you keep going downhill all or most of theNaledi: But why? t insist! Why? (After some silence, and Thoko and L . Because after a while all the path d waz1 �evealed uneasy smiles.)

8 an space will be ... ? 

Both: They will be for going down!
Naledi: Yes! Thank you!

• 
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And as time moved faster than life-in-a-dream capsule, Thoko whis­pered to herself about the two 'goodest' women she-kn.ew besides hermotheF! ·Lwazi and Naledi. But she was afraid to whisper any further
lest her voice should echo too loud like the slightly muffled resonanceof flights above the clouds on a rainy day. And she searched for another
thought to break the pattering chatter of the roof. (Naledi and Lwazi
had disappeared.) The dream remained. 

She heard the wagon train but could not see it. She moved from the seat chilied by her own fears. She moved closer
to the window so that Lwazi and Naledi might remember where they
left her and woul9, come back for her too. Honest, she would be a goodsport! With her face pressed against the window round and flat, flatly
round she heard something bounce behind her. She turned around in
life pressed round into a dream. She saw the bouncing ball and was
afraid. Could it be the void she did not understand, she. never thought,
never knew! Could it be her mind, the enchanted fairytales or lifeembodied in a ba:11? How could one ball keep badgering her, bouncingand laughing? Sometimes it tapped Thoko's shoulder slightly from
behind, injecting thoughts that exploded the tongue in the mouth., giving grief the taste of bitterness. She wanted to puncture the poignant 
bounce out of that hollow tormentor! Oh! But if only she could catch .
the ball! If only her hand could squeeze it once, much as she has pressed her face against the window pane! Squash it. Squeezing ...She could d«;> that! Would her hand be too little? And she alone. Alone, she could. But then she remembered, as she followed the bouncing ball,
she remembered Naledi telling her and Lwazi that victory co.uld not beas thrilling to a triumphant but closeted wrestler as it would be to a
team. No! She did not understand Naledi's sayings sometimes, but that
hardly mattered now because the louder and longer she tried to
straighten a point the more hysterical the laughter from the ball. Shecould not absorb and saturate herself with that ridicule, standing andseeming fost in the forest of despair. Never! And still consider herself
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Lwazi;s friend and Naledi's sister! Never! Her father's protegee too!
Never. No more of that. You could see her little -strength ascend with
each strengthen�ng breath. She was now ready and determined to slice and punch the _life out o� the demented thrills of the laughing ball that 

usurped her mmd and kitchen space forcing her to follow it right into
the open • • • and ... and then ... no ... she could not believe what
happened • • • except ... well! It happened. At precisely her moment
of strength the ball bumped the highest it had ever reached. The 

exalted one! And as. it spun down its arrogance exhausted and as
always, vulnerable, it dived straight into a puddle where the man 
drops arres�ed and swallowed its impetuous elasticity. She move�
forw�d feehng close to the puddle, in her own way. She now wanted 

no�hmg more than to rescue this semblance of a ball. But the ball
�h1ch now seemed like any other tormentor exploded its air, and where
it sank,_ cou�tless happy bubbles emerged with sparkling sounds
alternatmg with the music of raindrops. Thoko wanted to touch these 
�lowly, sh� had to tie it with her will, slowly her hand moved as though
it were directed to the gathering forms before her eyes. The rain
stop?ed, c�mpletely. And the foq.n. grew out of the drying puddle with
the 1�tens1ty and fire of marchers' steps singing from the direction of
the river. There was a rainbow �f banners and slogans that proudly
arched and encored against the spread of the western sunset. She could
have sworn that the marchers wore school uniforms. Yet each uniform
transformed chameleon-like into a soldier. Thoko's eyes on the march­
ers, her band touched the silky silted surface that was the puddle wh 

h d d f . . ere
un re s o mm1ature coffins arose all drenched in the colour of earth and blood, earth, blood!

�gh� there on the land of martyrs Lwazi rose from her narrow
1mpnsonment, offe_ring Thoko both her hands. They both looked at the 

lavator.y. Both smiled and then joined their hands, making a bridge
and befor� they could even finish squeezing the pests between their thumb nails, t?e hundreds ?f coffins lightly rested on the joined hands.The m3:rchers song rose like bells at morning break and the bridge 

and reason for all moved to meet the marchers. Rising to crown the

Wake ... 55

human rainbow was Naledi's banner, no longer an aloe in the deserd
'It is not wrong to fight for justice.' 

On funeral day the banner climbed and climbed with the ascending
volume till it was finally pitched on the highest mine dump in the
Rand, guarded by three gifts from friends: a tank, a rocket and a gun. 

When recognition finally came with the eye of th� sun, when
reckoning itemised the score, as it always must, 'Soweto' was sowing
the fallen seeds in NANCEFIELD or NtCEFIELD depending on who might
be inclined to pronounce a fertile cemetery created by the marriage of
law and order to dead labour. Also, NICEFEEL underlines the peculi­
arities of the tongue contorted into foreignness as respect hovered over
the only space left in Johannesburg where police did not demand a
pass. Isn't it the only land Africans possess citizenship after death? 

But seeds ·are bound to germinate. For funeral day, the seeds were
now bound to the mother of us all and underground they had privileged

rights to spread wide, widely extending themselves a�d prospering �n 

the eternity of creation. I oadcast. And if one reaps what one sows, m
a land where the latter is black and the former white, they all worked
for fieids and feels of sumptuous bullets, banquets of blasting rights of
privilege .. At the moment _of benediction, from grave to grave of soil-

. streaming mounds with her, mount Free�om banner. 
As each shovel blanketed our reservoirs of tears and grief, the little

girl followed the ministerial 'dust unto dust' with verses from class
recitation:

it is ours 

this land 

the air 
the water and sun
it is ours
when someone says nay nay nay
say I beg your pardon, nay. 
also ours the mountains
the fruits in valleys 

· from end to endless end
ours all
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the breath in Jive bladesthe pulse of our windaltogether ours
when some say mine mine minesay I beg, beg your pardon,nay ours ours
remember our sweat
too is ours
dead people's sweat
we will not forget
when we still bleed
our pain also pours
ours the s�ttered grainsto cement
to build
and to build over.
Amen. Five times - differing melod· th 1 1es, e. �t deep in the throat and the chest - h k pos1t1ve. us Y,

Amen? Johannesburg is the child of'Soweto' Aahl A S Don't be alarmed at such an umbilic I . . . men tranger! 
question would be more ap . a existence. The reverse of the
'S . propnate to answer but . h"l owe-to' significantly differs fl J h 

since a c 1 d of
again ask the question direct· .;:m �

J
o
h

annesburg darling we shall
Ifth . ere is o annesburg witho t 'S ,,e cemetery suggests itself. bl . u oweto . 
earth we trample.

, ame it on the gold deposited below the
Withoutjohannesburg, Soweto lives and dies n· S Township, dies as dependence and 

: ies as outh Western
peoplehood! Ours. gold. Lives as full humanity,

Amen. So be it.
This will be.

• 

DANIEL MANDISHONA 

A wasted land 

Uncle Nicholas came back froqi England after the war in January
1981. He spent the entire fourteen hours that the journey lasted trussed
up in a straitjacket between two burly cabin crew. On arrival at the
airport ·he was met by a four-car police escort and taken straight to the
psychiatric unit at Harare Hospital. For his waiting relatives, most of
whom had not seen him for twenty-five years, it was a traumatic
homecoming.

I had been born in his absence and only knew him from a sepia­
edged black and white photograph which he had sent to my father on
his arrival. It was of hipi and a friend standing ankle-deep in fresh
snow with pigeons perched on their heads and arms. Throughout most
of my childhood my memory of him consisted of that hazy, unsatisfac­
tory likeness that was twenty years out of date. Yet it told me nothing
about his behavioural quirks: how he talked, how he walked, how he
laughed; whether he drank or smoked. In short, i could not visualise
the.whole without knowing its parts.

When he killed himself in March 1982 by cutting his wrists, all I was
left with were confused memories of weekly visits to the hospital bed of
a druggy and pathetic old man, who soiled himself and had to be
chained to the bed posts to curtail the intermittent orgies of self­
inflicted violence provoked by deep bouts of melancholy. h was an
inescapable yet poignant irony that he had gone overseas to better
himself, not to come back in disgrace to swell the ranks of burned-out;
unhinged 'been-to.s' with minds contaminated by too much learning.

For the last eight years of his exile he had stopped writing altogether.
My father wrote to him regularly-but in the end stopped because all
his letters were returned saying there was no such person known at
that address. Nobody knew what Uncle Nicholas was doing or where

56 WIike ... 
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ther fair or necessary for my mother's heartbreak to be compounded
, the revelation that our comfortable lifestyle had been fraudulently
:ianced. 

• 

�he judge declar� him a bankrupt in his absence and . order�d
equestration of all movabl� assets. All the court cases against him
ivere dropped because there was nobody to prosecute. Bailiffs arrived
:>ver the next few days to apportion the remaining things in the shops
and the house to pay off his creditors. They literally left us in the
clothes we were standing in. Mother had to borrow money from
relatives to pay for the funeral. Michelle came to tell us that she had
booked into a cheaper motel and would be staying for the ·second
funeral. Mother was so touched by this gesture �hat she dropped her
pretended hostility and even invited Michelle and her boyfriend to a

N>meal. But they never came. When l went to their motel I was told they
<Ohad left urgently. I wrote her a letter, speculatively using one of Uncle

Nicholas's old addresses, but it came back saying there was no such
person known at that address. 

• 

We moved house after that but .we could not erase the memory of
Father's death. One cannot rid a room of its bad associations by 
rearranging the furniture. Father died in April 1981, exactly a year
after Independence. Those debts accumulated during the war proved
too much even for a man of his resilience. Like Uncle Nicholas and so
many others, he survived the war only to die of its effects when the
peace arrived. 

MIA COUTO 

The biJ"ds of God 

Begging yo�r pardon, I don't know anything more like a pilgrim than 
.... ��-e tjy_c;� .The waves pass by on a journey which has no end. For how 
long has it been water's job to do that? Alone in his old dugout, Ernesto 
Timba measured his life. At the age of twelve he had entered the school 
of pulling fish from the water. Ever in the· waft of the current, his 
shadow had reflected the laws of the river dweller for the last thirty 
years. And what was it all for? Drought had exhausted the earth, the 
seeds were not fulfilling their pro�ise. When he returned from fishing, 
he had nothing to defend himself from his wife and children, who 
impaled him with their eyes. Eyes like those of a dog, he was loath. to 
admit, but the truth is that hunger makes men like animals·: 
-While ·he contemplated . his suffering, Timba made his ·craft glide 

slowly along. Under the mafurreira tree, there on the bank where the 
river narrows, he brought the boat to rest so that he might drive away 
his sad thoughts. He allowed his paddle to nibble the water and the 
dugout clung to the stillness. But he could not stop his thoughts: 

'What life have I lived? Water, water,just nothing else.' 
As it rocked to and fro, the dugout caused his anguish to multiply. 
'One day they 'll jish me out of the water, swallowed up by the river.' t · :.. ! , ·., \ •. ' • 

He foresaw his wife and children watchi�g him being pulled from 
the mud, and it was as if the roots of the water were being torn up. 

Overhead, the mafurreira retained the sun's fierce dispatch. But 
Timba wasn't listening to the tree, his eyes were peeping into his soul. 
And it was as if they were blind, for pain is a dust which drains light 
away. Still higher,abave, morning called and he caught the smell of the 
. 

bl 
. \ , . {· I, . . ; --····· -·--··-···- ., .. .mt�µ�e ue. r'., /.(-,,, c: ...... t i.. ti / .. i • . ,: • 

'If on� I belonged to tke sky,' he sighed. 

'i 
.: 
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. And he felt the burden of thirty years of tiredness upon his life. He 
remembered the words of his father, uttered to teach him courage: 

'See the hun_ter there, what he does? He prepares his spear the moment he sees 
the gazelle. But the fisherman can't see the jis� inside the river. The fisherman 
believes in s9mething he can't see.' 

That w� the lesson of the bound-to-be of life and he now recalled 
those wise words. It was getting late and hunger told him it was time 

to go home. He began to move his arm while casting a last glance 

upwards, beyond the clouds. It was �e� that a hu?e bird passed over 
the sky. It was like a king, pleased with its own maJesty._The creature,
high on the wing, held his eyes and an uncanny amuety took root 
within him. He thought: 

'If that bird were to fall on my canoe now!' 
He uttered these words aloud. Hardly had he finished speaking than 

the bird shook its huge wings and quickly flew in a downward spiral 
towards the boat. It fell as if expelled from life. Timba picked up the 

damaged bird and. holding it in his hands, saw that the blood had not 
w yet unbuttoned its body. In the boat, the animal graduall� recov�red,
0 until it stood up and climbed onto the prow to take stock of1ts survival. 

Timba grabbed it, and· weighed its flesh in order to work out how many 
meals it would provide. He put the idea out of his mind, and with a 
shove, helped the bird to take off. 

'Be off witkyou, bird, go backftom where you came!' 
But the bird turned round and headed back to the boat. The 

fishe�an once again drove it away. Yet again it returned. Ernesto 
Timba began to despair. 

'Get ho.ck to your life,you bloody bird.' 
Nothing. The bird didn't move. It was then that the fisherman began 

to wonder: that thing wasn't a bird, it was a sign from God. The 

warning from heaven would destroy his peace of mind �or ever. . Accompanied by the animal, he returned to the village. His wife 
celebrated his homecoming: 

'Let's have the bird for lun�h!' 
Delighted, she called the children: 

. 'Little ones, come and see the dicky-hird.' 
Without answering, Timba pl�ced the bird on the mat and went to 

the back of the house to fetch some wooden boards, wire and reeds. 

The birds of God 69 

Then he set to work to build a cage so large that even a man could fit 
inside standing up straight. He put the animal inside and fed it the fish 
he had caught. 

His wife was flabbergasted: the man was mad. Time passed and 
Timba only cared about the bird. 

His wife would ask, pointing at the bird: 
'Seeing � how hunger is pinching us, don't you want to kill it?' 
Timba would raise his arm, emphatically. 'Neoer! Whoever touched the

bird would be punished by God, would be marked down for life.' 
And so the days passed by, while the fisherman awaited fresh signs 

of divine intentions. Countless times he lingered in the moist afternoon 
heat while the river sat there in front of him. When the sun went down, 
he would go and check the cage where the animal was growing ever 
fatter. Little by little, he began to notice a shadow of sadness fall over 
the sacred bird. He realised the creature was suffering because it was 
lonely. One night he asked God to send the solitary fowl a companion. 

_T�J�!�?.:W!1:1g �ay, the cage had a new inmate, a female. Timba silently 
thanked the heavens·· for this -new gift .. At the. same time� anxiety took 
root in him: why had God entrusted him to keep these animals? What 
might be the message they brought? 

He thought and thought. That sign, that lightning flash of white 
plumage, could only mean that heaven's humour was about to change. 
If men would agree to dispense their kindness to those messengers from 
heaven, then the drought would end and the season of rains would 
begin. It had befallen him, a poor fisherman of the river, to play host 
to God's envoys. It was his task to show that men could still be good. 
Yes, that true goodness cannot be measured in times of ab.undance but 
when hunger dances in the bodies.of men. 

······:tlis" wife� who--haci ;etiirnecr from-the -m.achamba, interrupted his
thoughts:

'So there are two of them now, are there?' 
She came over, sat down on the same mat and looking long and hard

into her companion's eyes, said: 
'Husband, the pot's on the fire. I'm asking you for the neck of one of them,just

one.' 
It was a waste of time. Timba promised severe punishment towhoever mistreated the divine birds. 
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CHARACTERS 

CHORUS of the daughters ofDanaos 

DANAOS 

PELASGOS, King of Argos 

HERALD of the sons of Aigyptos 

HANDMAIDENS of the daughters ofDanaos 

Armed attendants 

SCENE 

A sacred grove outside the city of Argos 
with an altar and images of several gods 

[ 3 J 
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PARODOS 

The CHORUS enters from the left, led by DANAOS and 

carrying branches wreathed in wool as tokens of supplica­
tion. They are followed by HANDMAIDENS, who seat 
themselves at one side of the orchestra, where they will 
remain in silence until the Exodos. 

CHORUS 
Zeus, 

suppliant lord, 
turn your eyes 

kindly toward us, travelers who raised sail 
where the Nile slides through rippling sands 
to the sea. We fled your land, the sun-stunned 
pastures that stretch to Syria, not 
because our townsmen banished us 
for the stain of bloodshed; no, we flee 
by choice, escaping men and chains we detest: 
unholy marriage to Aigyptos' sons, 
our kinsmen. 

Danaos, our father and the leader 
of our rebellion� chose to play this pawn 
as best among sorrows: so we skimmed 
the salt rolling sea and reached harbor 
here in Argos. We are Argive. We boast 
birth from the fly-maddened heifer whose womb 
the touch and breath of Zeus filled___:_Io. 
What land would receive us more gently, armed 

[ 5 ] 
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as we are only with suppliants, weapons,
these olive branches tufted with wool? 

City, earth, trembling waters, 
receive us! 

Gods of sky and soil-dwelling spirits 
whose home and honor lie deep, 

receive us! 
And you, Zeus Savior, third and last, 
who guard the houses of the just, 

receive 
this suppliant troop of women, breathe 
your mercy on us. Send sweet breezes. 

The men, Aigyptos, brawling swarm,
destroy them! 

Hurl their proud ship back onto the breakers 
before one foot fouls this marsh. 

Destroy them! 
Rain-heavy gales pound, hurricanes 
lash with lightning, thunder shake them, 
sea swell crush and drag them to death. 

Destroy them 

before they mount (justice forbid!)

beds they have no right to, to rape their cousins.

During the following l}'rics, the CHORUS leaves its for­

mation to dance. 

20 

30 

Calf, Strophe I 

child of Zeus 
beyond the sea, I call you now 

to defend me, 
child of our flower-browsing mother 

by the breath of Zeus, 
by the touch that ri1:1ened 

[ 6 ] 

at the hour appointed for Io 
to give you birth, rightly 

called Epaphos 

Child 
of His Touch. 

Now, in meadows where she on_ce grazed, 
I remember 

the mother of us all, her pain 
long gone that vouches 
for the story I tell. 

I will show birth tokens, trusty signs 
to astonish Argos 

with truth in time. 

If a reader of birdsongs comes near 
he will hear 

m my cry 
. the crying of Tereus, wife,
hawk-harried nightingale, 

who mourns for the green-leafed streams of 
home 

barred to her, 
and the child 

killed by her hand, her own hand 
in fierce unmothering rage. 

I too love the dirge, and with wild song 
rip cheeks smooth-ripened in Nile sun, 

devour a heart 
unused to tears. 

I pick grief's flowers and graze on buds of fear: 
are there no friends here 

for my flight from the land broad as air, no kin 
to care for me? 

[ 7 ] 

Antistrophc 1 

50 

Strophe 2 

Antistrophe 2 

61 

Strophe 3

70 
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Gods of my race, you birthgods, hear me! 
Look where justice lies: do not waste 

my youth on what 
must never be; 

hate rude force and you arejust to marriage. 
One altar shelters 

even the warworn, one refuge fm: exiles: 
awe of the gods. 

Zeus's will be done-
though his desire is hard to track 

and the paths of his mind stretch shadowed, 
tangled in thickets 

where I cannot trace or guess. 

What Zeus has decreed 
by his nod stands fast, unshaken. 

It blazes out everywhere, flares 
even in darkness 

the black flame of doom for men. 

From their heaven-storming towers of hope 
Zeus hurls men to ruin, 

yet his strength wears no armor, 
his force is all ease. 

In the pure stillness where he thrones 
he wills thought to deed 

and the deed is done. 

Let Zeus see men's insolence swell, 
the stalk unfurling wild 

fresh tendrils to entwine us, 
flowering with wanton 

wicked thoughts, frenzied with desire. 
Lust goads them to ruin: 

folly traps the fool. 

[ 8 J 

Antistrophe 3 

So 

Strophe 4 

Antistrophe 4 

90 

Strophe 5 

Antistrophe 5 

100 

Such suffering my keening tells, my shrieks 
shrill with pity, 

heavy with tears. 
Ai Ai Ai 

Still living I sing 
my own dirge, my only prize. 

Hilly grazingland of healing Apis 
hear me! 

Strophe 6 

IIO 

Earth, you know my savage tongue.
See, I tear my softspun Sidon veil

to tatters. 

But if death stands aside and all is well, 
these rites of death 

run stained toward god. 
Ah Ah Ah 

Wave on wave of grief, 
where are you carrying me? 

Hilly grazingland of healing Apis 
hear me! 

Antistrophe 6 

120 

Earth, you know my savage tongue. 
See, I tear my softspun Sidon veil 

to tatters. 

Oars and a rope-rigged shelter 
against the sea 

sped us stormless, 
for the winds were kind. So far 

I find no fault, 
and still I pray: 

all-seeing Father, grant us 
gracious issue. 

[ 9 J 

Strophe 7
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Help us, the brood of a mother you hallowed, 
es·cape the beds of men, 

Oh Oh Oh 

flee untamed, unwed! 

Pure maiden daughter of Zeus, 
will as I will. 

Guard of the gate 
to the hallowed shrine, guard me 

with all your strength. 
. Unbroken maid, 

keep me unbroken, ward off 
my pursu,er. 

Antistrophe 7

140 

Help us, the brood of a mother you hallowed, 
escape the beds of men, 

Oh Oh Oh 

flee untamed, unwed! 150 

If not, if sky gods spurn our sun-black tribe, 
we must turn to the god 

who dwells in earth and welcomes wanderers, 
Zeus of the dead, 

we must turn these sacred fillets 
to nooses. 

Ah Zeus, for envy oflo 
oh, how gods' vengeance 

still stalks us. 

Strophe 8 

I know the heaven-toppling anger 160 

of your queen: 
rough winds draw storms behind them. 

Then my just reproaches will catch Zeus out, 
for he disowns the child 

[ IO ] 

Antistrophe 8 

he himself once begot of the heifer, 
turning his glance 

away from our prayers. No, hear us 
from on high! 

Ah Zeus, for envy oflo 
oh, how gods' vengeance 

still stalks us. 
I know the heaven-toppling anger 

of your queen: 

170 

rough winds draw storms behind them .

[ I I ] 
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CHORUS LEADER

Which of these gods shall I call to witness next?

DANAOS 

Here is a trident, emblem of the god .

CHORUS LEADER 

who gave 

us safe passage. May he keep us safe on land.

DANAOS 

And this is Hermes, as the Greeks portray him.

CHORUS LEADER 

Let him herald happy news of our freedom. 

DANAOS 

Honor the altar these lords all share, sheltered

in their purity like a flock of doves

huddled in fear of hawks that wear the same feathers 220 

but defile the race, kinsmen and enemies at once.

Can bird devour bird and be pure? Can a man

marry against the will of the bride, against

her fathees, and be pure? No, even in death

he would have to stand trial in.Hades' house,

where they say a second Zeus judges

wrongdoing, against whose judgments there is no appeal.

Take care now to answer as I have instructed you.

Our cause will win. 

PELASGOS and his attendants have entered the orchestra 

from the right, and now come to a halt before the CHORUS. 

PELASGOS 

Foreigners, where are you from?

I greet a gathering splendid in robes and headdresses 230 

such as no Argive wears, or any woman 
of Greece. And your daring astounds me, seeing 
you have come without criers to announce you 

or patrons to prepare your way. Still, you have set 
branches before the gods assembled here 

in the manner of suppliants seeking refuge. 
That is all a Greek can be sure of; for the rest, 
though I might guess, your own voices will answer. 

CHORUS LEADER 

What you say about our appearance is true. 

But how should I address you? Simply Sir, 
or Reverend Priest of this shrine, or Royal Highness? 

PELASGOS 

_
Address me with trust and assurance: I am Pelasgos 

son of Palaichthon, child of Earth, and I rule 
this land. My people, called Pelasgoi after 
their king, work the soil here and reap 
its bounty. All the lands that stretch along 
the sacred river Strymon toward sunset 
belong to me. I rule the north beyond 
what eye can see, past Mount Pindos to the land 
of the wild Paionians and as far as Perrhaibia 
and Dodona's ridge, where the oaks of Zeus 
quiver out their oracles. Then the sea holds me back. 
I rule whatever lies within these bounds. 
Time out of mind the plain here has been named 
for Apis, the healer, Apollo's son. From·Naupaktos 
across the gulf he came long ago 
to prophesy and cure when bloodshed defiled 
Earth's womb and made her spawn a deadly .brood 
of serpents to share our homes. A pis purged 
the land of these monsters·, cut out the sore 

with perfect art, worked healing to save us, 
and earned as wages a monument in grateful prayer. 
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PELASGOS 

A hC:avy burden-it will mean a dangerous war.

CHORUS LEADER 

Justice shie�ds the man who fights for her. 

PELASGOS 

If she shared the struggle from the start.

CHORUS LEADER 

Honor the helm of state wreathed by my branches.

PELASGOS 

I shudder_ to see their shadow in this sacred place.

CHORUS LEADER 

The wrath of Zeus Suppliant is a heavy burden.

In the following exchange, the CHORUS dances and sings; 
PELASGOS remains stationary. 

CHORUS 

330 

Son of Palaichthon, hear me Strophe 1 

with a kind heart. Lord of the Pelasgoi, 
look on your suppliant, this exile, 

a heifer trapped by wolves on a steep crag 
trusting still in her herdsman's strength, 

bleating for his help. 

PELASGOS 

I see them nodding, this company of gods assembled

in the shade of your fresh-cut branches. But may 340 

the cause of these strangers, our kin, not bring us disaster,

not bring war without warning to a city caught

unprepared. Of such things we have no need.

CHORUS 

Themis, suppliant goddess, Antistrophe 1 

daughter of Zeus Allotter of Shares, 
see that our flight is free of disaster. 

My lord, though old in wisdom, learn from youth: 
Revere your suppliant's righteous claim 

and win the gods' grace. 

PELASGOS 

This is not my hearth where you sit. If the whole 
community risks infection, the people must find 
a cure together. I can promise nothing 
until I share the counsel of all my citizens. 

CHORUS 

You are the citizens, you are the state! 
A king fears no judgment: 

your nod is vote enough to rule 
this altar, this common hearth; 

your throne and your sceptre 
alone command in every need. 

Beware defilement! 

PELASGOS 

Defilement be with my enemies! But how 
can I help you without terrible harm? 
And ifl should refuse to honor your prayers? 
No one would call that gracious, or wise either. 
I a.pi at wit's end, fearing to act, 
or not to act and take what chance may send. 

CHORUS 

Look up to him who watches from the heights, 
patron of all who crouch 

at neighbors' hearths, waiting in vain 
for justice. The wrath of Zeus 
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Know that your children 
and your whole house, 

whatever choice you make, will reap rewards 
or pay back 

in kind. Think! The rule of Zeus is just. 

PELASGOS 

I have thought and thought, and am run aground 
on necessity's steep shoals. Like a ship 
with bolts fastened tight, gripped by ropes 
and winches, I am being dragged to war 
with these or those. Nowhere is there a harbor 
free of pain. If a house is plundered, Zeus 
the Enricher may send new wealth for old, 
a shipload, more by far than what was lost. 
If the tongue shoots its arrows amiss, its barbs 
of bitter anger, speech may still heal speech. 
But to keep from shedding kindred blood 
we have mighty need of sacrifices. 
Many victims must fall to many gods 
to ward off ruin. Yes, I shrink from this struggle: 
better to be ignorant of evil than an expert. 
Yet may all be well, ·despite my judgment. 

CHORUS LEADER 

Hear the last of many righteous pleas. 

PELASGOS 

Speak! You may be certain I shall hear. 

CHORUS LEADER 

I have belts and sashes to tie my robes. 

PELASGOS 

Such things are suited to women. What of it? 

Antistrophe 5 

430 

440 

450 

CHORUS LEADER 

Well, you see, they give me a fine device. 

PELASGOS 

What kind of talk is this? Come, speak plainly! 

CHORUS LEADER 

If you fail to make us a firm promise . 

PELASGOS 

How will your device of sashes serve? 

CHORUS LEADER 

To adorn these images with strange new offerings. 

PELASGOS 

This is a riddle. Tell me what you mean. 

CHORUS LEADER 

We mean to hang ourselves from these gods-right now! 

PELASGOS 

The words I hear are whipstrokes to my heart. 460 

CHORUS LEADER 

Then you understand. I_ have opened your eyes and you see. 

PELASGOS 

Yes-see troubles to wrestle wherever I turn, 
a flood of evils churning like a river 
that sweeps me toward a bottomless sea of destruction, 
treacherous to cross, and with no haven from harm. 
Ifl do not settle your claim in full, you threaten 
defilement that cannot" be overtopped; but if 
I take my stand before the walls and fight 
Aigyptos' sons, the issue will be bought 

[ 25 ] 



at bitter cost indeed: men's blood staining 
the plain for women's sake. Yet:the wrath of Zeus 

Lord of Suppliants commands our awe and reverence. 
His fear is highest. 

(to DANAOS) 

You, the girls' old father, 
take these boughs and go to other altars 
of our gods. Let all the citizens see a sign 
that you come as suppliants, and not take me 
to task, quick as they are to blame their leaders. 
The sight may even stir pity and dispose 
some to despise the violence of the men. 
The people will favor you in this extremity, 
for everyone grants good will to the weak. 

DANAOS 

It is no small thing to gain a righteous patron, 
and one so kind. But send an escort to guide me 
safely to the altars that stand before your temples, 
homes of the gods who guard this state. I look strange; 
the race Nile breeds is unlike lnachos' tribe. 
Alone, my boldness might give birth to fear, 
and men have killed friends through ignorance before. 

PELASGOS 

(to a group of his attendants) 

March with him, men; the stranger, our guest, is right. 

470 

Lead him to the city's altars and the seats of the gods. 490 

And don't prattle with passers-by. You are simply 
escorting this sailor as a suppliant to the gods' hearths. 

[ 26 ] 

Exit DANAOS right, attended and carrying a bundle of 
branches. 

CHORUS LEADER 

He has your orders and is on his way. 
But what of me? How can I hope to be bold? 

PELASGOS 

Leave your branches here as a sign of your troubles.

CHORUS LEADER 

I leave them. I am obedient to your word.

PELASGOS 

Now move along toward this open precinct.

CHORUS LEADER 
How can a space that is open to all protect me?

PELASGOS 

We'll not give you up for winged monsters to seize.

CHORUS LEADER 
What of those more hateful, more vicious than vipers? 500 

PELASGOS 

My words have been fair. Let yours not be ill-omened.

CHORUS LEADER 

Do you wonder that fear drives out reason?

PELASGOS 

But a woman's fears are always excessive.

CHORUS LEADER 
Then cheer my spirit with your words and deeds.

[ 27 J 
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C> 

EPISODE 2 

Enter DANAOS from the right. 

DANAOS 

Children, take heart! The people have voted 
to support us with the full force oflaw. 

CHORUS LEADER 

Dear old man, best herald of my hopes! 
Tell us: What was the final decision, how 
did the majority rule in the show of hands? 

DANAOS 

It was a sight to make my old heart young 
again-the air bristling with hands raised 
unstintingly, without a moment's doubt, 
as the Argives decreed that we may settle 
here in freedom, safe from seizure and assured 
of protection. No one, native or foreign, 
shall drag us off, but if enemies try force, 

600 

the price to any citizen who refuses aid 610 
is loss of rights and exile. King Pelasgos 
won our case with a warning not to fatten 
the wrath of Zeus Lord of Suppliants. 
Twofold defilement, he said, arising alike 
from claims of natives and strangers, would wander the 

state, 
grazing unchecked, insatiable for suffering. 

[ 32 ] 

The people of Argos heard and stretched their hands
high even before the vote was called.
Skillful turns of speech persuaded them,
but Zeus put his seal on the outcome, too.

DANAOS moves to the altar and stands looking to the left 
during the following song. 

CHORUS 

Come, let us pray for Argos,
returning good for good.
May Zeus Lord of Gu�sts and Strangers
guide blessings from the mouths of guests
faultless to their goal. 

[ 33 J 
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c..n 
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STASIMON 2 

The CHORUS dances. 

Zeus-born gods, 
hear us now as we pour 

libations of blessing on Argive kin: 
Let lewd Ares, who harvests men 

where others sowed the seed, 
never raise his cry, 
desolate music 
fit for no dance, 

above the fire-toppled towers of Pelasgos' town. 

For they pitied us, 
cast a vote in all kindness, 
honored Zeus's suppliants, 
this unenvied herd. 

They did not 
spurn a woman's battle 

to vote with men. They watched the avenging 
eye of Zeus, exactor of debts, 

the gaze that can not be 
outfought. What house 
would ask for Vengeance 
to perch heavy, 

defiling the rafters like some bird of ill omen?

[ 34 ] 

Strophe 1 

630 

Antistrophe 1 

640 

Argos honors kin, 
suppliants of Zeus the Pure, 
and so her spotless altars 
will win the gods' grace. 

Let prayers eager to bring honor 
fly up from my veil-shadowed lips: 

that no plague empty 
the town of men, no strife 

drench this soil with its children's blood· ,

that the flower of youth 
grow ungathered, 

that Ares Manslayer, 
who beds Aphrodite, 

not mow down their blooms. 

And let the altars where elders 
assemble blaze at their tending. 

. The state is governed 
well when Zeus gets his due, 

the strong guest god whose law guides straight. 

May this land bear leaders 
always, we pray, 

and may the Farshooter 
Artemis watch over 

each mother's birthpangs. 

Let no killing quarrel rip 
the state to tatters, 

rousing Ares to arms, 
father of tears, who hates the dance, 

who shuns the lute, 
arming brother against brother. 

650 

Strophe 2 

660 

Antistrophe 2 

Strophe 3 
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M
ay the hatefu

l sw
arm

s of sickness 
settle fa

r aw
ay. 

M
ay

 A
p

o
llo

 W
o

lfg o
d

 
be kind to the young. 

Z
eus grant earth to sw

ell w
ith fr

uits 
in perfect ripeness 

season upon season. 
Let the cattle that graze this plain 

bear countless calves. 
Let all blessings flow

 fr
om

 the gods. 

Let harpers raise their hym
ns of praise 

at every altar. 
Letsongs

thatlove
the

lyre 
pour out fr

om
 pure lips. 

T
he people rule this ci

ty: 
m

ay they guard their rights w
ithout flinching 

and govern w
ith fo

rethought 
fo

r the com
m

on good. 
A

nd let them
 grant fa

ir term
s to strangers, 

not arm
 A

res fo
r battle: 

do justice, not harm
! 

G
ods dw

ell here and keep this land: 
w

orship them
 in the ancestral w

ay, 
cutting the laurel and 

slaughtering cattle 
as your fa

thers ordained. For Justice 
has m

ade honoring parents 
her third com

m
andm

ent. 
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For these prudent prayers, m
y children, I have 

nothing but praise. A
nd now

 you m
ust listen bravely 

to your fa
ther's unw

elcom
e, unexpected new

s. 
From

 this refu
ge fo

r suppliants, m
y lookout, I spot 

their ship. T
here is no m

istaking those sails, the sides 
shielded w

ith hides, the eyes of its prow
 scanning 

a course through the w
aves, eager, all too eager 

to do the tiller's bidding, but no fr
iend to us. 

N
ow

 I see sailors, black lim
bs glistening against 

w
hite tunics; now

 other vessels-
a w

hole fleet 
carrying troops to do their m

asters' bidding. 
T

he lead ship has fu
rled sail close to shore 

and is row
ing in at fu

ll stroke. 
C

alm
 

and prudence are needed now
, and you m

ust never 
neglect the gods that shelter here. I shall go 
rouse advocates to defend you, fo

r a herald 
or a w

hole delegation m
ay try to seize you, 

drag you aw
ay as booty. N

o! T
hey shall never 

touch you. N
o need to trem

ble on that account. 
B

ut if our help is slow
, you can do no better 

than rem
em

ber this refu
ge, all your strength. 

C
ourage! In tim

e, on the destined day, every 
m

an w
ho scorns the gods w

ill surely.pay. 

In
 th

e f
ollow

in
g ex

chan
ge, the 

C
H

O
R

U
S

 dan
ces and sin

gs, 

D
A

N
A

O
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 an
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CHORUS LEADER 

Father, I am frightened. Their ships have wings. 
Qnly moments divide us now. 

CHORUS 

I tremble with terror! 
Has all my running really come to this? 

I die from fear, father. 

DANAOS 

Courage, children! The Argives' vote was final 
and they will fight for you, I know. 

CHORUS LEADER 

Aigyptos' tribe is accursed, wild with lust, 
battle starved. You know that, too. 

CHORUS 

In dar�-cheeked, strong-hulled 
ships 

they sailed against us, a great black army. 
Their anger hits its mark! 

DANAOS 

Yes, but row on row of men, limbs toughened 
under the sun, will meet their charge. 

CHORUS LEADER 

Do not desert me, I beg you! A woman alone 
is nothing . .There is no strength in her. 

CHORUS 

But the men are 
full of blood lust, treacherous, 

impure of heart, 
ravens eager to defile an altar. 

[ 38 ] 

730 

Strophe 1 

Antistrophe 1 

740 

Strophe 2 

DANAOS 

We are the winners, children, if they add 
the gods' hatred to our own. 

CHORUS LEADER 

No awe of tridents or the gods' other emblems 
will keep their hands from me, father. 

CHORUS 

750 

So arrogant, 
swollen with unholy rage, 

Antistrophe 2 

the shameless dogs 
will hardly hear the gods commanding "No"! 

DANAOS 

Wolves are stronger than dogs, the proverb says. 
Papyrus is no match for wheat. 

CHORUS LEADER 

This is a raging, lustful beast, an unholy 
terror. We must protect ourselves! 760 

DANAOS 

A fleet needs time to get under way and time 
to put in at port. Even when ·a ship 
rides at anchor and the hawsers are secured on shore, 
the wise steersman is still wary, moored 
off a harborless coast, with the sun sinking 
into the sea. Night brings pangs like childbirth 
to the sailor shepherding his flock of ships. And no troops 
will disembark until their vessel is secure 
in her moorings. You are frightened, I know; but keep 
your wits about you and don't neglect the gods. 770 

(I go to make all ready for you, once) 
I have persuaded our allies to help. Old 
as I am, they will find my wits and words still young. 

Exit DANAOS right. 
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STASIMON 3

The CHORUS dances. 

0 hills and pastureland 
worthy of so much awe, 

what must we suffer? 
Is there in all Apis' country 
no dark hollow to hide me? 

O to fly up, away, black smoke 
among Zeus's clouds, 
or wingless dust 

vanishing into sheer nothing! 

No escape from this fate! 
My heart shudders darkly. 

I am trapped, trembling 
in the net father's watching set. 
Better death in a noose's 

embrace than let the man I loathe 
graze my skin wit� his 
greedy fingers. 

Sooner Lord Hades possess me! 

Can I find some high throne 
where dripping clouds congeal to snow? 

Or must a sheer brooding crag, 
goat-shunning, 
vulture-haunted, 
aloof, 

Strophe 1 

Antistrophe 1 

790 

Strophe 2 

watch me fall before brute force makes a marriage 
to break my heart? 

Then let dogs feast, let birds 
tear my flesh, no matter. To die 

is to stand clear of evils 
that fatten 
on groans and tears. 
I choose 

death, not marriage. How can I cut a path to 
deliverance? 

Burst heavenward, my cry: 
let my lament find fulfillment 

from the gods, 
find some release! 

Father, look with eyes of justice 
fl.ashing· out hatred of force: honor 

your suppliants, almighty 
Landruler Zeus! 

The spawn of Aigyptos 
pursue me with ruthless male pride, 

swaggering, 
howling their lust, 

storming this refuge to take me 
by force. But your hand holds the balance; 

men achieve nothing except 
you will it so. 
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EPISODE 4

The HERALD of the sons of Aigyptos enters left with 

armed followers. 

CHORUS 

Aaah! 
He has crawled ashore, this sailor, 
and comes to seize me! 
before you take me, you die! 

HERALD 

Move down to the ships, now, 
move along! 

CHORUS 

I'll scream! 
I see the suffering 
start, the violence against us. 
Aiai! 
Run! Make for safety, 
for our refuge! 
They're savage-minded, 
their lust unbearable 
on land, on sea. 
Lord of the land, 
defend us now! 

HERALD 

Get going! 
Move along, 

[ 42 ] 

830 

along to the ships. 
What? You won't? 
You won't? I'll tear 
out your hair, pluck 
you clean, brand you. 
I'll chop heads from 
blood-gushing stumps! 
Get going, damn you. 
To the ships! 
Move! 

CHORUS 

The salt waves 
should have swirled over you, 

the current engulfed your rugged ships­
and your masters' brutal pride. 

HERALD 

I'll drag you 
bleeding, throw you 
into the boat. 
Stop screaming. 
.{\re you mad 
to die? Hey! 
Away from the altar! 
To the ships! 
You have no rights, 
no honor. 
You think I'll 
feel reverence? 

CHORUS 

I pray you 
will never see again 

the flood that brings forth cattle, that warms 
and ripens blood to bear life. 

[ 43 ] 
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HERALD 

To the ship now, 
to the ship quick! 
Like it or not, 
I'll drag you off 
by force, right now, 
by force. 

CHORUS 

A., 1. Ai! Ai! 
May you die helpless 

in the sea's cold embrace, 
stiff gales drive you headlong 

across her salt plain, 
smash you against the sandbar they call 

Sarpedon's barrow. 

HERALD 

I order you on board, quick! Our prows 
point seaward. No more delay: I'll not be 
ashamed to drag you off by the hair. 

CHORUS 

Ah! Ah! Ah! 
Outrage! Mad dogs howl 

lecherous at my heels. 
May great Nile see you rut 

and turn you away 
with your ignorant pride and stupid 

arrogant power. 

HERALD 

Howl, shriek, cry to your gods: still 
you'll not jump ship on Aigyptos' sons! 
Fiercer screams! New wails to match new woes. 

[ 44 ] 

Strophe 2 

880 

Antistrophe 2 

890 

CHORUS 

Father, your help fails me, 
the altar tricks me. 

Like a spider he traps me, 

Oh! 

drags me seaward 
step by step. A dream? 

A black nightmare! 

Oh! Oh! 
Mother Earth, 

Mother, save me! 
Turn away 

his frightful shout! 
Father Zeus, 

o son of Earth!

HERALD 

I am not afraid of the local gods. 

Strophe3 

900 

910 

They did not rear me, they will not feed my old age. 

CHORUS 

A huge two-legged snake 
darts close, eagerly 

lunges at his helpless prey­
hideous viper, 

Oh! 

he grasps my foot in 
horrible jaws! 

Oh! Oh! 
Mother Earth, 

Mother, save me! 
Turn away 

his frightful shout! 
Father Zeus, 

o son of Earth!

[ 4S ] 
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HERALD 

If you don't give in and move along to the ship, 
I'll have no pity, I'll tear your clothes to shreds! 

CHORUS LEADER 

Rulers of this land, they are breaking me! 

HERALD 

Since you won't listen to me, it seems 
I shall have to drag you off by the hair. 

CHORUS LEADER 

Lord Pelasgos! We are done for! The pain! 

HERALD 

If it's a lord you want, you'll soon see lords 
enough-sons of Aigyptos! You won't lack masters. 

As the HERALD and his men continue to pull the 
CHOR us from around the altar, PELASGOS enters 

left with a band of soldiers. At his first words, 

the struggle ceases. 

PELASGOS 

You there! What are you doing? How dare you treat 
The land of the Pelasgoi with such contempt? 
Or did you imagine only women live here? 
Barbarians who play these insolent games 
with Greeks soon find they have badly missed the mark. 

HERALD 

Are my actions unjust? What gives offense? 

PELASGOS 

First, you don't know how strangers should act. 

930 

940 

HERALD 

How so? I am just recovering lost property. 

PELASGOS 

What patron's support have you called on here in Argos? 

HERALD 

The greatest there is: Hermes, patron of searchers. 

PELASGOS 

You claim a god's support for sacrilege? 

HERALD 

The gods I honor live beside the Nile. 

PELASGOS 

And the gods of Argos are nothing. Is that what you mean? 

HERALD 

I mean to take these girls, unless you steal them. 

PELASGOS 

Lay one hand on them and you'll howl with pain! 

HERALD 

This is how you befriend a foreign guest? 950 

PELASGOS 

Steal from the gods and you're neither friend nor guest. 

HERALD 

Very well. I'll report this to Aigyptos' sons. 

PELASGOS 

What do I care? You don't graze my meadows. 

[ 47 ] 
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HERALD 

Before I go-a herald's first duty 
is precision. What shall I tell my lords? 
Who robs them of their cousins? Ares will 
not call witnesses in this dispute, 
nor settle it by levying a fine. No, first 
many will fall, many cast off their lives. 

PELASGOS 

Why tell my name? You and your whole crew 
will learn it soon enough. But you shall have 
the women only if they wish it so, 
only if honest persuasion wins their consent. 
Our people will never give them up to force; 
Argos voted as one man, and bolted it 
clear through, like a hull, to hold it fast. 
This is not something scratched on tablets or sealed 
in scrolls; it is the plain speech of a free tongue. 
Now get out of my sight and be quick about it. 

HERALD 

So, we stand on the brink of a dangerous war, 
it seems. Victory and power to the men! 

PELASGOS 

)(ou'll find men here, too-who drink a stronger 
brew than barley-beer. 

The HERALD and his followers exit left. PELASGOS turns 
to the CHORUS. 

Take heart, 
all of you! Go with your own attendants 
to the safety of our city, impregnable 
behind strong walls and towers designed 
with deep cunning. You will find there 

960 

970 

many h.ouses belonging to the people, 
and my house, too, laid out with a generous hand. 
You are welcome to share lodgings with others, 
or to live apart in separate dwellings, 
if that should please you more. The choice is yours. 
I am your patron and sponsor, along with all 
the citizens whose vote brought this about. What 
higher authority can you be expecting? 

CHORUS LEADER 

May the good you have done, 
most godlike of the Pelasgoi, 
blossom with good in return. 
But we ask one more favor: 
send us boldhearted Danaos, 
our father, to guide our thoughts. 
He will know where we should dwell. 
Although you now welcome us kindly, 
people �re quick to fault foreigners. 
May it all end for the best. 
May our reputation stay fair 
and without reproach in Argos. 

PELASGOS and his followers exit right. The CHORUS 

LEADER now addresses the HANDMAIDENS, who have 
been seated at one side of the orchestra since the beginning 
of the play. 

Handmaidens, each of you stand 
beside the mistress whose dowry 

990 

Danaos made you, to serve her. 1000 

As the HANDMAIDENS move to the side of their mis­
tresses, DANAOS enters right, accompanied by an armed 
escort. 

[ 49 ] 
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DANAOS 

Children, we owe prayers to the people of Argos, 
burnt offerings and outpourings of wine, as if 
to the gods of Olympos, for they are truly saviors. 
What happened here they heard with loving care 
for you, their kin, but hatred for your cousins. 
And to me they have assigned this company 
of spearmen, to do me honor and protect me 
against plots to strike me down, making 
my death an everliving burden on the land. 
In return for such favors, let thanks fill 
the sails of your hearts, and add one prudent thought 
to the many your father has written in your minds: 
Time will be our judge, for we are strangers 
here. Slander stands on every tongue, 
ready to defile us with a hasty word. Do not 
bring me shame! You are at the age that 
turns men's eyes. Ripe fruit is hardest to guard, 
for men will covet and plunder, even birds 
and beasts will ravage it. And why not? 
Aphrodite herself hawks this fruit 
of her fairest season bursting with sweet nectar, 
and passers-by, struck by desire for lush 
maiden beauty, shoot volleys of enchanting 
glances. Do not fall to what we have struggled 
to flee, plowing the furrowed seas. No shame· 
for us, no pleasure for our enemies! 
Live where you like: both Pelasgos and the city 
offer quarters free of cost. That much 
is easy. Only hold firm to your father's command: 
Honor modesty more than life itselfl 

CHORUS LEADER 

The gods grant all else, but as for my ripe 
fruit, father, take heart. Unless the gods 
lay strange �ew plans, I'll not stray from my track. 

[ 50 ] 
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EXODOS 

The c�oRus sings and dances the.first strophic pair, the 

HANDMAIDENS perform the second. 

CHORUS 

Glory and honor to the gods, Strophe 1 

blessed lords of Argos 
who hold the town in their hands, and who dwell 

along Erasinos 
ageless, everflowing. Attendants, 

mark my song: I shower praise 
on Pelasgos' state 1040 

and my hymns no longer honor 
Nile spilling seaward, 

but sing the rivers that rise here, Antistrophe 1 

gentle, shining waters 
that pour through the land to sweeten the soil 

and make it rich with young. 
Pure maiden Artemis, turn your eyes 

toward our troop in pity, 
spare us marriage rites 

compelled by force. I'd seek that prize 1050 

on the shores of Styx. 

HANDMAIDENS 

We are your friends, but our flock 
will not scorn Aphrodite 

[ 5 I ) 
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the Wily, honored for her awesome power, 
who stands with Hera nearest Zeus's throne. 
Her darling daughters are at her side, 

Desire and Persuasion, 
who cast inescapable spells. 

Harmony, too, has her part 
in lovers' whispers 

down well-worn paths of loving. 
1060 

I fear for the fugitives: Antistrophe 2 

stormwinds are rising, cruel griefs 
and blood-smeared war threaten. Why else the smooth 
crossing, swift pursuit? If fate has ordained 
a thing, it will be. The mind of Zeus 

is trackless, unbounded. 
Marriage has come to so many 

women now and in time past; 
I too add a prayer 

for willing consummation. 

The third strophic pair is divided between the two groups 

facing each other on opposite sides of the orchestra. 

CHORUS 

1070 

Great Zeus, guard us from 
marriage with Aigyptos' sons! 

Strophe 3 

HANDMAIDENS 

And yet that would be best. 

CHORUS 

Your charms will not charm me. 

HANDMAIDENS 

You know nothing of the future. 

[ 52 ] 

CHORUS 

No. Can my eyes pierce 
to the depths of Zeus's mind? 

HANDMAIDENS 

Then moderate your prayer. 

CHORUS 

What must the limit be? 

HANDMAIDENS 

Don't ask the_gods for too much grace. 

CHORUS 

Lord Zeus, spare us 
bitter marriage to mates we despise. 

You who delivered 
Io from pain with hands of healing, 

making gentle your might, 
give women power and victory! 

I am content 
if my portion of evil is mixed 

with a share of good, 
if Justice renders judgment for me. 

Lord, grant me some cunning 
device to win my deliverance! 

Antistrophe 3 

1080 

Strophe 4 

Antistrophe 4 

1090 

DANAOS and his attendants exit right in solemn proces,­

sion, followed by the CHORUS and HANDMAIDENS.

[ SJ ] 
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NOTES 

I suppliant lord: Zeus, the most powerful of the Olym­
pian gods, was regarded by the Greeks from Homer onwards 
as the protector of wanderers and all who seek refuge. 

23 Zeus Savior, third and last: an allusion to the custom 
of pouring three libations after a meal, of which the last was 
offered to Zeus as protector of home and family. 

45£. Child of His Touch: Aeschylus plays on the name 
Epaphos and the common noun ephapsis, "touch." 

5 8 Tereus' wife: usually called Prokne, she punished her 
husband for his rape of her sister Philomela by murdering 
their own son ltys. Tereus' wife was transformed into a night­
ingale, Tereus into a hawk (elsewhere, a hoopoe). 

I I I hilly grazingland of healing Apis: the Greek words 
Apian bounin refer to the land of Argos, for which Apia was 
an alternate name (cf. the reference at 255 to Apis, the heroic 
healer), but also glance at the maidens' claim to be Argive by 
oblique allusion to Io (in the phonic similarity of bounis and 
bous, "cow") and to Apis, an Egyptian calf-god identified 
with the Greek Epaphos. 

139 Pure maiden daughter of Zeus: Artemis, virgin god­
de�s of the hunt, a resolute protector of virginity. 

I 54 Zeus of the dead: Hades, lord of the underworld; cf. 
224ff. 

[ 55 ] 
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160£ the heaven-toppling anger of your queen: the jeal­
ous wrath of Hera; see 279££ 

208 this bird, sacred to Zeus: must be the eagle, a regular 
companion of Zeus, but in the following line the Chorus 
identifies it with the sun, apparently alluding to the Egyptian 
solar hawk of Amun-Re. 

210 once exiled from heaven: Apollo killed the Cyclopes 
because they made the thunderbolt with which Zeus killed his 
son, Asklepios. For this, Zeus banished him from Olympus 
for a year, during which he served the Thessalian king Ad­
metos as a shepherd. 

214 a trident: symbol of Poseidon. 

216 Hermes, as the Greeks portray him: apparently an­
other instance of "translating,, between a Greek representa­
tion and the corresponding Egyptian one. This Hermes pre­
sumably appears as an heroic human figure; the Egyptian 
messenger-god Thoth was represented as ibis- or ape-headed. 
Alternatively, Danaos may make euphemistic reference to a 
phallic image of the god such as could be seen everywhere in 
the Athens of Aeschylus

, 
day. 

234 patrons to prepare your way: proxenoi were individ­
uals who announced the arrival and represented the interests 
of foreigners; the Danaids will appeal to Pelasgos himself to 
become their patron (4n), and Danaos will call him patron 
when he has accepted their suit (482).

243 Palaichthon: the name means simply Ancient Land; 
through him, Pelasgos claims what the Greeks referred to as 
autochthony, the racial purity of a line sprung directly from 
Earth, and thus not subject to the uncertainties of migrations, 
invasion, or even sexual generation. 

246 All the lands: the kingdom grandly claimed by Pelas­
gos encompasses essentially all of mainland Greece, from 
Thrace in the northeast to Epirus in the west. 

291 Argos: by most accounts had a hundred eyes and enor­
mous strength; to kill him,. Hermes had first to lull him to 
sleep eye by eye with his music. 

300 named for the prize Zeus ·seized: a second etymol­
ogy of the name Epaphos (the first is alluded to again in 298,

the touch of Zeus's hand.) The play on words here is more 
complex; Epaphos is said to be named after rhusia, meaning 

· something taken or seized as compensation; the missing ver­
bal connection is the ·verb of seizing, ephapto; the conceptual
connection is that Epaphos' name, by alluding to the divine
seizing oflo, declares him to be its true compensation.

301 A line has dropped out; the bracketed words supply the
needed question. Libye is evidently associated here with the
fertile region of the Nile, not the area encompassed by mod­
ern Libya. (The Greeks commonly used the name to refer to
Africa as a whole.)

344 Themis: as a common noun, "custom" or "law,,; He­
siod makes the deity Zeus's bride, by whom she bears Jus­
tice ·and Good Government, among other offspring; here,
she is his daughter or simply his agent, but in any case per­
sonifies the force that binds societies together and regulates
conduct.

3 50 my hearth: the hearth and its fire were the sacred center
of domestic life, and every settlement also had a public hearth
that in some way both symbolized and guaranteed communal
life. The hearth of a home would be the appropriate place to
supplicate a powerful individual. (We know that a contem­
porary of Aeschylus, the great statesman and general Themis­
tocles, became a suppliant at the hearth of Admetos, king of
the Molossians, when he was ostracized from Athens.) Pelas­
gos distinguishes such private supplication from the demand
that the Danaids are making of the whole Argive people. The

· Danaids reply by assimilating the altar to the public hearth
and the King's will to that of the whole state (354-60).

[ 57 ] [ 56 ] 
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DEDICATION Viii Marry When I Want
To all those who have been at the forefront in the <levefopment o�===================== 
literature in Gikuyu language through songs and boo�;�Mijthiri�,and Mau Mau composers; contemporary compos�rs lik�JC�aaru, 
D. K. Kiraatu, Wahoome, Ruguiti, Gathaithi · Choir,::;:Mwikulracters
Mwikii Orchestra; and to all the other Kenyans who:J1ax� beeni 
developing literature in all the other Kenya national :1a1Jguagc'.... . r l b through songs and books. . .. _· ._:'. .· IGUUNDA, r_a�".! a ::,ur�r

In particular, we can never forget the contribµtion ofq�---ANoeca, Kig�unda s wife
wa Wanjau who lo�g before !he Mau Mau armed _an.ti-:•i1,11pe� __ GA_THON1, The!r!_l�ug�ter 

struggle used to wnte books m Gikuyii language·. And. �V�ijiijCAAMBA, K1guunda s neighbour, a factory worker
Gakaara was detained by the British for his patriotic anti�j111p�t.iJ!JOOK1, Gicaamba's wife 
!iterat�re

.! 
he never gave up �is struggle to create 3: l!atrioticljl��-Al:fAB KiOI � A_�AN?RU. Wealthy farmer and businessman

m Gikuyu language. On bemg released from poltt1c�l'dete�t1Q�ZEBEL,K101 s wife 
continued to write and publish books and magazines in GikiiyiE 

1
\MUEL NDUOiRE, Nouveau riche farmer and shopkeeper 

· :.ELEN, Ndugire's wife
All patriotic Kenyan writers? accept this, our offering! 1uuA WA NOITJKA. Kiofs busi11ess partner

RUNK

;AITER
S'iCURICOR WATCHMAN

; 

.•,,mERS. DANCERS. MUSICIANS. CHILDREN. WORKERS. MAU MAU 
_JJERRILLAS. BRITISH SOLDIERS. AFRICAN IIOMEGlJARDS 
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:ACT ONE 

kiguunda's home. A square, mud-walled, white-ochred, one-roomed
�ciuse.· The white ochre is fading. In one corner can be seen Kiguiinda 
,nd Wangeci's bed. In another can be seen a pile of rags on the floor. 
The floor is Gathoni's bed and the rags, her bedding. Although poorly
:lressed,GATHONI is very beautiful. In the same room can be seen a pot 
�n three stones. On one of the walls there hangs a framed title-deed/or 
�ne and a half acres of land. Near the head of the bed, on the wall, there
tiangs a sheathed sword. On one side of the wall there hangs 
Kiguunda' s coat, and on the opposite side, on the same wall, 
'yf angeci's coat. The·coats are tom and patched. A pair of tyre sandals
:md a basin can be seen 011 the floor. 
• 1 As the play opens, WANGECI is just about to finish peeling potatoes. 
}he then starts to sort out the rice on a tray and engages in many other
:,ctions to do with cooking. 
J KiGOONDA is mending the broken leg of a folding chair. GATHONI is
busy doing her hair. The atmosphere shows that they are waiting/ or 
iiime guests. As KioOONDA mends the chair, he ac�identally causes the
�itle-deed to fall on the floor. He picks it up a11d gazes at it as if he is 
spelling out the letters. 

-ltANGECI: 
� Wh�t do you want to do with the title-deed?

Why do you always gaze at it 
As if it was a title for a thousand acres?

tiGOONDA: 1 These one and a half acres? 
These are worth more to me 
Than all the thousands that belong to Ahab Kioi wa Kanoru. 
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These are mine own, 
Not borrowed robes 
Said to tire the wearer. 
A man brags about his own penis, 
However tiny. 

WANGECI: 

And will you be able to mend the chair in time 
Or are our guests to squat on the floor? 

KioOONDA: (Laughinga little] 
Ahab Kioi son of Kanoru! 
And his wife Jezebel! 
To squat on the �oor! 

WANGECI: 

Go on then and 
Waste all the time in the world 
Gazing at the title-deed! 

WANGECI contin�s with her cooking chores. KIGOONDAputs the 
title-deed back on the wall, and resumes mending the chair. Suddenly a 
drunk passes through the yard singing. 

DRUNK: (Singing) 
O") I shall marry when I want, 
-.J Since all padres are still alive. 

I shall get married when I want, 
Since all nuns are still alive. 

[Near the door he stops and calls out) 
Kigiiiinda wa G�thonif 
Son ofMiirima! 
Why didn't you come outfor a drink? 
Or are you tied to your wife's petticoats? 
Do you suckle her? 
Come, let's go! 

WANGEa: [Runs to thedoorand shoutsang,ily] 
Go away and drink that poisonous stuff at the bar! 
Youwretchl 
Has alcohol become milk? 
Auuu-ul 
Have you no shame urinating there? 

�ct One 

(She looks fora stone orany other missile. But when she again looks 
·:ut, she finds the drunk disappearing in the distance. She goes back to
�r seat by the fireplace)

He has gone away, legs astride the road, 
Doing I don't know what with his arms. 
Has drinking become work?. 
Or have beer-halls become churches?· 

KiG00NDA:" 
Was that not Kamande wa Miinyui? 
Leave him alone, 
And don't look down upon him. 
He was a good man; 
He became the way he now is only after he lost his job. 
He worked with the Securicor company. 
He was Kioi's nightwatchman. 
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But one day Kioi finds him dead asleep in the middle of the night. 
From that moment Kamande lost his job. 
Before the Securicor company he was an administrative 

policeman. 
That's why when he takes one too many, 
He swings his arms about as if he is carrying a gun. 

WANGECI:. 

Alcohol will now employ him! 
)oOONDA: 

Poverty has no heroes, 
He who judges knows not how he will be judged! 

1'uddenly a hymn breaks out in the yard. KiGOONDAstops work and 
Jstens. WANGECI listens for a little while, then she continues with her 
activities. GATIIONI goes out into the yard where the singers are. 
.J.OLOIST:. 

The Satan of poverty 
Must be crushed! 

CHORUS: 
Hallelujah he must be crushed, 
For the second coming is near. 

I SOLOIST: .. 

H e  destroys our homes, 
Let•s crush him. 
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)RUS: 
HaUelujahlet�crushhimandgrindhim
For the second coming is near. 

.01sr: 

The Satan of theft
·Must be crushed/

:>RUS: 
Hallelujah he must be crushed,
For the second coming is near. 

..01sr: 

Crush and cement him to the ground,
Crush him! 

oaus: 
Hallelujah crush and cement him to the ground,
For the second coming is near. 

l.OIST: 
He oppresses the whole nation,
Let's crush him/ 

ORUS: 
Hallelujah let's crush and grind him,
For the second coming is near. 

�OJST: 
The Satan of robbery
Must be crushed! 

[ORUS: 
Hallelujah he must be crushed,
For the second coming is near. 

LOIST: 

Bury him and plant thorn trees on the grave.
lORUS: 

Bury him and plant thorn trees on the grave,
For the second coming is near. 

ILOIST: 
He brings famine to our children,
Let's crush him! 

IORUS: 
Hallelujah let's crush and grind him,
For the second coming is near. 
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SOLOIST: 
The Satan of oppression
Must be crushed! 

CHORUS: 
Hallelujah he must be crushed,

i For the second coming is near: 
bLOIST: 

· Crush and cement him to the ground,
Crushhiml 

';loaus: 
· .H�Ilelujah crush and cement him to the ground,Crush him! . , 
�LOIST: 

He holds back our rising awareness
Let's crush him. 

QIORUS: 
Hallelujah let's crush and grind him,
For the second coming is near. 

SOLOIST: 
Our people let's sing in unity,
And crush him! 

CHORUS: 
Hallelujah let's crush and grind him,
For the second coming is near. 

�LOIST: 
I can't hear your voices

, Let's crush him! 
iORUS: 

Hallelujah let's crush and grind him,
. For the second coming is near . . .  �e group_ LEADER now enters KioOONDA's house and stands by the f)Qr holding a container for subscriptions. GATHONI also enters and

, fla_�ds where she had previously sat. 
.�DER: 

Praise the Lord! 
ieoOONDA} WANGECI . [ Looking at one another as if unable to know what to say)

Wearewell, 

7 
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And you too we hope. 
LEADER: 

We belong to the sect of the poor. 
Those without land, 
Those without plots, 
Those without clothes. 
We want to put up our own church. 
We have a haraambe. • 
Give generously to the God of the poor 
Whatever you have put aside 
To ward off the fate of Anania and his wife. 

KioOONDA! [Making a threatening step or two towards the LEADER] 
We can hardly afford to feed our bellies. 
You think we can afford any for haraambe? 

The LEADER goes out quickly. The group resumes their song. 

SOLOIST! 

The devil of stinginess 
Must be crushed! 

CHORUS: 

Hallelujah let's crush him 
And press him to the ground, 
For the second coming is near. 

SOLOIST! 

He is making it difficult for us to build churches, 
Let's crush him! 

CHORUS! 

Hallelujah let's crush him and press him down, 
For the second coming is near. 

SOLOIST! 

The devil of darkness 
Must be crushed . . .

KiGOONDA: [ Rushing to the door] 
Take away your hymn from my premises 
Take it away to the bush! 

*Haraambe: Public fund-raising

,,a one 
1,! 

They go away, their voices fading in the distance. GA lHONJ sits down 
·--,id resumes doing her hair.

�io00NDA!
That we build a church in honour of poverty! 
Poverty! 
Even if poverty was to sell at five cents, 
I would never buy it! 
Religions in this village will drive us all crazy! 
Night and day! 
You are invited to a haraambe fund-raising for the church. 
Which church? 
Of the White Padre and Virgin Mary. 
You are invited to a haraambe for the church. 
Which church? 
Of the P.C.E.A • The Scottish one. 
Haraambe for the church. 
Which church? 
Of the Anglicans. 
Of the Greek Orthodox. 
Of Kik�yu Independent. 
Of Salvation Army. 
Of the Sect of Deep Waters. 
Are we the rubbish heap of religions? 
So that wherever the religions are collected, 
They are thrown in our courtyard? 
And now the sect of the poor? 
Religion, religion, religion! 
Haraambe, haraambe, haraambe! 
And those church buildings are only used once a week! 
Or is this another profitable business? 

(ANGECI: 
You know they were here the other day 
Trying to convert me! 

-.p .C.E.A.: Presbyterian Church of East Africa 

9 
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Kio00NDA: 

Who?The same lot? 
WANGECI: 

What do they call themselves? 
The ones that came from America very recently, 
Those ones: their haraambe is not local 
They say you take them a tenth 
Of all you earn or harvest. 
Even if it's a tenth of the maize or beans 
You have grown in your small shamba* ... 

KiGOONDA: 
All that haraambe, 
To America. 

WANGECI: 
What are they called now? 

KiGOONDA: [ Pretending anger at ht. 
And why don't you follow them 
To Rome, Greece or that America 
Singing (Sings in mimicry] 
The devil must be crushed, 
Crushhim! 

-..a For darkness is falling . ..

c:, [WANGECI and GATHONI laugh) 
WANGECI: 

That voice of yours attempting foreign songs 
Could frighten a baby into tears: 

KiGOONDA: (Suddenly seized by a lighthearted mood) 
This voice that belongs to Kigiiiinda wa Gathoni? 
Don't you remember before the Emergencyt 
How I used to sing and dance the Miiciing'wa dance? 
Was it not then that you fell in love with these shapely legs? 

*Shamba: farm
tEmergency: Kenya was under a British imposed State of Emergency from
1952to 1962
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WANGECI: 
· You, able to dance to Miiciing'wa?
1000NDA: 

Gathoni, 
Bring me that sword on the wall. 

tA THONI goes for the sword) 
I want to show this woman 
How I then used to do it! 
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. A THONI hands the sword to KiG00NDA. KiGOONDA ties the sword round 
liis waist. He starts the Mucung'wa. In his head he begins to see the 
11,Sion of how they used to dance the Mucung'wa. Actual DANCERS now 
'JJpear on the stage led by KiGOONDA and his wife. 

KioOONDA: (Soloist) 
I am he on whom it rained 
As I went up and down 
The Muitiriri mountain. 

-D�"'CERS: 
I am he on whom it rained 
As I went up and down 
TheMuiliriri mountain. 

loOONDA: 
I was late and far away from home 
I spent the night in a maiden's bed 
My mother said they should go back for me 
My father said they should not go back/or me. 

\$.NCERS: 
I was late and far away from home 
I spent the nig!zt in a maiden's bed 
My mother said they should go back/or me 
My father said they should not go bac/�forme. 

KiGOONDA: -

Maiden lend me your precious treasures 
And I will lend you my precious treasures 
Maiden, the treasures I'll lend you 
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Will make you lose your head 
And when you lose your head you'll never find it again. 

DANCERS: 

Maiden lend me your precious treasures 
And I will lend you my precious treasures 
Maiden, the treasures I' II lend you 
Will make you lose your head 
And when you lose your head you' II never find it again. 

Ki000NDA: 

Whose homestead is this 
Where my voice is now raised in song, 
Where once my mother refused a marriage offer 
And I wetted the bed? 

DANCERS: 

Whose homestead is this 
Where my voice is now raised ir .tong, 
Where once my mother refu.se1.a arriage offer 
And I wetted the bed? 

KioOONDA: 
My mother's bridewealth was a calf taken in battle, 
The calf was tended by young warriors. 
Many hands make work light. 

DANCERS: 

My mother's bridewealth was a calf taken in battle, 
The calf was tended by young warriors. 
Many hands make work light. 

KiOOONDA: 

Mother ululate for me, 
For if I don't die young I'll one day sing songs of victory. 
Oh, yes, come what come may 
If I don't die young n1 one day sing songs of victory. 

DANCERS: 

Mother ululate for me, 
For if I don't die young I'll one day sing songs of victory. 
Oh, yes, come what come may 
If I don't die young I'll one day sing songs of victory. 

KiGOONDA: 
The crown of victory should be taken away from traitors 

i i . , 
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And be handed back to patriots 
.! Like Kimaathf's* patriotic heroes.
,4NCERS: 
i The crown of victory should be taken away from traitors 

And be handed back to patriots 
Like Kimaathi's patriotic heroes. 

"fill the DANCERS leave the arena. KioOONDA goes on alone _and repeats 
thelast verse. 

1GUUNDA: 

The crown of victory should be taken away from traitors 
And be handed back to patriots 
Like Klguimda wa Gathoni • ..

fANGECI: [ Culling him short) 
Sit down! 

_. An aging hero has no admirers! 
\,ftiguunda unties the sword and hangs.it back on the wall) 
� Who prevented you from selling out? 

Today we would be seeing you 
In different models of MercedezBenzes, 
With stolen herds of cows and sheep, 
With huge plantations, 
With servants to look after your massive properties. 
Yes, like all the other men around! 
They are now the ones employing you,. 

Jobs without wages! 
Hurry up and mend that chair, 
K�oi and his family are about to arrive. 
Hasn't that chair been in that condition all this time, 
Without you doing anything about it? 
If they anive this very minute, 
Where will they sit? 
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Kio00NDA: (Hurrying up with the work. When he finishes repairing it, 
� sits on it, trying to see if it's firm) 

What can they do to me even if they enter this minute? 

!nedan Jamaalhi: Mau Maugue"illaleader



14 I Will Marry When I WIIM

Let them come with their own chairs 
Those spring and sponge ones that seem to fart 
As you sink into them. 

[He sings as if he is asking WANGEa a question]
Whose homestead is this?
Whose homestead is this?
Whose homestead is this? 
So that I can roll on the dust
Like the calf of a buffalo! 

KioOONDA waits for an answer. WANGECI merely glances at him/or 
about a second and then continues with her work. KioiJONDA nowsinlf,
as if he is answering himself. Still singing, he stands up and walks to the
title-deed, pulls it off the wall and looks at it.

· This is mine own homestead
This is mine own homestead
This is mine own homestead
If I want to roll on the dust
I am free to doso.

WANGECI:
I wonder what Mr Kioi 

-.J And Jezebel, bis madam, 
N Want in apoor man'shome? 

Why did they take all that trouble to let us know beforehand 
That they would be coming here today? 

KiGiJONDA:
You, you woman, 
Even if you see me in these tatters 
I am not poor. 

[ He shows her the title-deed by pointing at it. Then he hangs it back on
the wall]

You should know 
That a man without debts is not poor at all. 
Aren't we the ones who make �hem rich? 
Were it not for my blood and sweat 
And the blood and sweat of all the other workers, 
Where would the likes of Kioi and his wife now be? 
Tellme! 

Where�ould they be today? 
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WANGECI:

Leave me alone, 
� ou'II keep on singing the same song 
Till the day you people wake up. 
A fool's walking stick supports the clever. But why do you sit idle 
While this bed&ame 
Also needs a nail or two? 

-'°GOONDAtalces the hammer and goes to re. air th b d.l'.er face and �ees GATIION1's bedding on th?t,oor.
e e • WAN0Ec1 turns

Gathom, Gatboni! 
GATHONI: 

Yes! 
/ANGECI:

Gathoni! 
'1ATHONI: 

Yeees! 
tlANGECI:

Can't you help me 
In peeling potatoes, 
In sorting out the rice 
Or in looking after th� fire? 
Instead of sitting there, 
Legs stretched, 
Plaiting your hair? 

GATIIONJ:
Mother you love complaining 
Haven •t I just swept the floor?

\'ANGECJ: 
An� what is �at bedding doing over there? · Can t you put it somewhere in a corner
Or else take it outside to the sun 
So the fleas can fly away? 

<1ATHONI:
These tatters! 
Are these what you call bedding?
And this floor, 
Is this what you call a bed? 

15
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WANGECI: 
Why don't you get yourself a husband 
Who'll buy you spring beds? 

GATHONJ: 
Mother, why are you insulting me? 
Is that why you refused to send me to school, 
So that I may remain your slave, 
And for ever toil for you? 
Picking tea and coffee only for you to pocket the wages? 
And all that so that you can get money 
To pay fees for your son! 
Do you want me to remain buried under these ashes? 
And on top of all that injury 
You have to abuse me night and day? 
Do you think I cannot get a husband? 
I'll be happy the day I leave this home! 

WANGECI: (With sarcasm) 
Take to the road! 
There's no girl worth the name 
Who is contented with being an old maid 
In her mother's homestead. 

-.J GA111ONI! 
CA) Sorry! 

I shall marry when I want. 
Nobody will force me into it! 

WANGECI: 
What? Wh�t d�d you say? 

GATIIONI! 
I shall marry when I want. 

WANGECI: 
You dare talk back to me like that? 
Oh, my clansmen, come! 
You have started to insult me at your age? 
Why don't you wait until you have grown some teeth! 

[With sarcasm] 
You! Let me warn you. 
If I was not expecting some guests 
I would teach you never to abuse your mother. 
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Take these potato peelings and throw them out in the yard. 
�A THONI takes the peelings. As she is about to go out, her father shouts 
her) 

'KiGOONDA: 
Gathoni! 

GATHONI looks at her father fearfully] 
Come here. 

[ GA THONI makes only one step forward still in/ear] 
If ever I see or hear that again ... ! 
Utaona cha mtema kuni. 
Do you think that we mine gold, 
To enable us to educate boys and girls? 
Go away! 
.Na uchunge mdomo wako. 

[GATHONI takes the peelings out] 
�ANGECI: 

What's wrong with the chil�? 
She used not to be like this! 

KiGOONDA: 
It's all the modern children. 
They have no manners at all. 
In my time 
We could not even sneeze in front of our parents. 
What they need is a whip 
To make them straighten up! 

WANGECI! 
No! 
When children get to that age. 
We can only watch them and hope for the best. 
When axes are kept in one basket they must necessarily knock 

against each other. 
She'll soon marry and be out of sight. 
There's no maiden who makes a home in her father's backyard. 
And there's no maiden worth the name who wants to get grey 

hairs at her parents' home. 
.-'r.JGOONDA: 

Do modem girls marry. 
Or do they only go to the bars 
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· Accompanied by men old enough to be their fathers,
And the girls cooing up to them, sugardaddy, sugardaddy!
Even for those who have gone to school up to secondary
Orup to the Makerere grade of Cambridge
The song is still the same!
Sugardaddy,sugardaddy!

GATIIONI enters and goes back to where she was before and conttnues

with doing her hair as if she is getting ready to go out 
WANGECI: 

Have you gone back to your hair? 
What's wrong with this child!
Bring me the salt. 

[ GATIIONI brings soda ash instead] 
Oh, clansmen, did I ask you for soda ash? 

GATIIONI: 
I did not find any salt. 

WANGECI: 
So you suggest we put soda ash in the stew? 
Look for the salt. 

GATHONI: 
There is.no salt. 

� Wasn't itfinished last night? 
WANGECI: 

Where shall I now tum? 
Give me some money so Gathoni can run for salt! 

KloOONDA: · (Searches his pocketr]
I have no money. I gave it all to you. 
Dido 't you buy cooking oil, rice and salt? 

WANGECI: 
Thirty cents' worth of cooking oil 
And half a kilo of sugar! 
Was that all ti.tat exhausted your pockets? 

KiG00NDA: 
The given does not know when the graoa� as empty . . 
Do you think that taking out is the same thmg as baokaog? 

WANGECI: • • d · 
He who puts on dancing finery knows·how_he as going to ance n,t

the arena! 

You were the one who said that we should cook food forthe 
visitors, not so? 

oOONDA: (Not happy with the subject, trying to change it)
Do you know that in the past, 
The amount of money I gave you 
Would have bought more than· three kilos of sugar? 
Today, am I expected to cut myself to pieces 
Or to increase my salary by force 
To enable me to keep abreast with the daily increase in prices? 
Didn't they increase the price of flour only yesterday? 

ii\NGEC1: [ Sarcastically) 
The difference between then and now is this! 
We now have our independence! 

,G00NDA: 
I ran away from coldland only to find myself in frostland! 

WANGECI: 
--·· -, 

But even if prices rise 
Without the wages rising, 
Or even if there are no jobs, 
Are we expected to eat saltless food? 
Or do they want us to use ashes? 
Gathoni! 

OATIIONI: 
Yees. 

,NGECI: 
Can you run over to Gicaamba's place 
And ask them for some salt! 
Those are never without anything 
Because of their fonnightly pay. 

;ATIIONI begins to move]
· AndGathoni!
�THONI:

Yees. 
W.t\NGECI: 

And .... eem ... and .•• eem, 
Don't tell them that we have guests. 
This food cannot feed guests 
And feed the whole village. 

19 
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[ GATI-IONI goes out) 
KIGOONDA: [As if his thoughts ar.e still on wages and price increases] 

You talk about prices, 
But tell me a single item whose price has not gone up? 
In the past a mere thirty shillings, 
Could buy me clothes and shoes, 
And enough flour for my belly. 
Today I get two hundred shillings a month, 
And it can't even buy insecticide enough to kill a single bedbug. · 
African employers are no different 
From Indian employers 
Or from the Boer white landlords. 
They don't know the saying 
That the hand of a worker should not be weakened. 
They don't know the phrase, 'increased wages'! 

WANGECI: 

Are we the pot that cooks without eating? 
o� THONI enters panting. It looks-as if she has something on her mind.
OATHONI: 

We have been given a lot of salt! 
Before GA�ONJ sits down a car hoots from the road. OATHONI does no 
know if she should sit down or run out, she shuffles about doubtfully. 
WANOECJ: 

What kind of a person is this? 
He never enters the house to greet people! 

[The car hoots again, now with more force and impatience] 
WANGECI: 

Go, you are the one being called out by John Mdhiiiini. 
Why don't you get out before he makes us deaf with the hootil

[GATHONJgoesout] . . ;
· Do you know that Gathoni began to be difficult

Only after this son o!_Kioi started this business of hooting for
her? ··•- .•

[KioOONDAgoes on with his work as if he has not heard anything]· 
The son ofKioi! 
What does he want with GathoJii? 
Gathoni being a child, 
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_ • �oes she realiz� that men have prickly needles!
l{IQUUNDA: 

You should have said that it is the modern men 
Who have got prickly needles. 
Give me water to wash my feet. 

;NANOECJ brings him water in a basin. KioOONDA goes and gets his tyre 
irandals from the floor. He now imitates the gait of young men as he 
walks towards the basin talking all the time. 

Modern young men? 
You can never tell! 
Ask them to put on bell bottoms 
And to put on platform shoes, 
And then to whistle whistles of hypocrisy, 
That's all they are able to do. 

··But it has well been said that
The father and mother of the beautiful one have no ears.

r�ANGECJ: [Starts as if an idea has suddenly occurred to her] 
Could it be the reason why ... ? 

KiG00NDA: 

Why what? 
NANOECI: 

Miihiiiini's father and mother, Kioi and Jezebel, are visiting us? 
They have never before wanted to visit us! 

cioOONDA: 
To visit, yes- to say what? 

WANGECI: 

It could be that ... 
�ioOONDA: 

You women! 
You are always thinking of weddings! 

VANGECI: 

Why not? 
These are different times from ours. 
These days they sing that love knows no fear. 
In any case, can't you see 
Your daughter is very beautiful? 
She looks exactly the way I used to look-a perfect beauty! 
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KioOO�DA: [Stopping dusting up the tyre sandals] 
You? A perfect beauty? 

WANGECI! 
Yes. Me. 

KiG00NDA: 

Don't you know that it was only that 
I felt pity for you? 

WANGECI: 

You, who used to waylay me everywhere all the time? 
In the morning, 
In the evening, 
As I came home from the river, 
As I came home from the market, 
Or as I came back home from work in the setders' farms? 
Can't you remember how you used to plead with me, 
Saying you had �ever in your life seen a beauty like me? 

KiGOONDA: [ Going back in time] 
That was long before the state of Emergency. 
Your heels used to shine bright, 
Your face shone like the clear moon at night, 
Your eyes like the stars in heaven. . 

·

-.J Your teeth, it seemed, were always washed with milk. 
a, Your voice sounded like a precious instrument. 

Your breasts were full and pointed like the tip of the sharpest 
thorn. 

As you walked it seemed as if they were whistling \,eautiful 
tunes. 

WANGECJ: [Also m�merized by 'memories of their past youth] 
In those days 
We used to dance in Kineenii forest. 

KfGOUNDA: 
A dance would cost only twenty-five cents. 

WANGEa: 

In those days there was not a single girl from Ndeiya upto 
Githiiga 

Wh·o did not die to dance with you. 

i 
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K(G00NDA: 

You too would swing your skirt
Till the guitar player was moved to breaking the strings.And the guitars used to sound tunes
That silenced the entire forest 
Making even the trees listen .. '. 
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The sound of guitars and other instruments as if KioOONDA and 
'ft'AN�ECI can hear them in the memory. KfGOONDA andwANoEcrstart 
(ancing. Then they are joined by the guitar players and players of other 

"i/lStruments and DANCERS. They dance, KiGOONDA and WANGECI among 
them. 

Nyaangwicu let's shake the skirt 
Nyaangwicu let's shake the skirt 
S�ter shake it and make it yield its precious yields.Sister shake it and make it yield its precious yields.

Nyaangwicu is danced on one leg 
Nyaangwicu is danced on one leg 
The other is merely for pleasing the body. 
The other is merely for pleasing the body. 

Wangeci the beautiful one 
Wangeci the beautiful one 
W�th a body slim and straight like the eucalyptus.With a body slim and straight like the eucalyptus.

Wangeci the little maiden 
Wangeci the little maiden 
When l see her I am unable to walk. 
When l see her I am unable to walk. 

Wangeci let's cultivate the fruit garden 
Wangeci let's cultivate the fruit garden 
This garden that belongs to Kiguunda wa Gathoni.This garden that belongs to Kiguunda wa Gathoni.



-.J 
-.J 

24 

Wangeci, our mother, we now refuse 
Wangeci, our mother, we now refuse 
To be slaves in our home, 
To be slaves in our home. 

I Will Marry When I Wa, 

When this is over, WANGEcisays. 'Oh my favourite was Mwomboko.' 
And KiGOONDA replies: 'Oh in those days we used to tear the right or leJ. 
side of trouser legs from the knee downwards. Those were our bell 
bottoms with which we danced Mwomboko. 'Now the guitar players 
and the accordion players start. The Mwomboko DANCERS enter. 
KioOONDA and WANGECtlead them in the Mwomboko dance. Guitars, 
iron rings and the accordions are played with vigour and the dancers' 
feet add embellishments. 

The Mwomboko dance is not difficult, 
It's just two steps and a turn. 
I'll swing you so beautifully that, 
Your mother being in the fields, 
Your father in a beer feast, 
You'll tell me where your father's purse is hidden. 

Take care of me 
I take care ofyou 
Problems can be settled in jokes. 

Limuru is my home 
Here l have come to loaf about 
Wangeci, my young lady 
Be the way you are 
And don't addfrUls 
To your present gait. 

Take care of me 
l take care of you
Problems can be settled in jokes.

This is your place 
Famed/or ripe bananas 
I'll sing to you till you cry 
Or failing to cry 
You'll be so overcome with feelings 

.ct One 

That you'll take your life. 
Take care of me 
I take care of you 
Problems can be settled in jokes. 

I brewed liquor for you 
And now you've turned against me! 
A cripple often turns against his benefactors 
Our son of Gathoni 
Good fortune, unexpected,found Wacu·in the Field 
And she sat down to feast on it. 

Take ca,:e of me 
I take care of you 
Problems can be settled in jokes. 

Have you taken one too many 
Or are you simply drunk 
I'll not say anything, 
Oh, Wangeci my litde fruit, 
Until seven years are over . . •  

2S 

-he voices of men and the sound of guitars, accordions and other
·~ J.Struments en� abrupt/)!. The DANCERS leave the stage. KiGOONDA and
!ANGEC! re"'!'infrozen in the act of dancing. KiGOONDAshakes his 
fad as if he IS still engrossed in memories of the past. They disengage 
owly! 

KiG00NDA: 

Oh, the seven years were not even over
When we began 
To sing new songs with new voices, 
Songs and voices demanding 
Freedom for Kenya, our motherland. 

procession enters the stage singing freedom songs. 

Freedom 
Freedom 
Freedom/or Kenya our motherland 
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A land of limitless joy 
A land rich in green fields and forests 
Kenya is an African people's country. 

We do not mind beingjailed 
We do not mind being exiled 
For we shall never never stop 
Agitating/or and demanding baclc our lands 
For Kenya is an African people's country . •.

As the SINGERS leave the stage WANGECJ takes over the remembranceo) 
things past. 

WANGECI: 

I myself have always remembered 
The Olengurueni women, 
The ones driven from their lands around Nakuru 
To be exiled to Yatta, the land of black rocks. 
They passed through Limuru 
Caged with barbed wire in the backs of several lorries. 
But still they sang songs 

-..a With words that pierced one's heart like a spear. 
00 The songs were sad, true, 

But the women were completely fearless 
For they had faith and were sure that, 
One day, this soil will be returned to us. 

A procession of women SINGERS enter the stage singing. 

Pray in Truth 
·· Beseech Him with Truth
.. For he is the same Nga;• within us. 

One woman died 
After being tortured 
Because she refused to sell out. 

•Ngai:God

t4ct One 

Pray in Truth 
Beseech Him with Truth 
For he is the same Ngai within us. 

Great love I found there 
Among women and children 
A bean/ell to the ground 
�nd it was shared among them. 

Pray in Truth 
Beseech Him with Truth 
For he is the same Ngai within us. 

fhe SINGERS leave the stage. 

KiG00NDA: 

It was then 
That the state of Emergency was declared over Kenya. 
Our patriots, 

. Men and women of 
Limuru and the whole country, 
Were arrested! 
The Emergency laws became very oppressive. 
Our homes were burnt down. 
We were jailed, 
We were taken to detention camps, 
Some of us were crippled through beatings. 
Others were castrated. 
Our women were raped with bottles. 
Our wives and daughters raped before our eyes! 

\Moved by the bitter memories, KIG00NDApauses for few seconds) 
But through Mau Mau 
Led by Kimaathi and Matheenge, 
And through the organized unity of the masses 
We beat the whites 
And freedom came .•. 
We raised high our national flag. 

A jubilant procession of men, women and children enters the stage 
'singing songs and dances in praise of freedom. 

27 
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It is a flag of threecoloun 
Raise the flag high 
Green is for our earth 
Raise the flag high 
Red isfor ourblood 
Raise the flag high 
Black is for Africa 
Raise the flag high. 

/They change to a new song and dance) 
SOLOIST: 

Great our patriots for me • • . . 

Where did the whites come from? 
CHORUS: 

Where did the whites come from? 
Where did the whites come from? 
They came through Miuang'a, 

I Will Marry When I Want 

And they spent a night at Waiyaki'shome, 
If you want to know that these foreignen were no good, 
Ask younelf: 
Where is Waiyaki's grave today? 
We must protect our patriots 

-.J So they don't meet Waiyaki's fate. 
C.O SOLOIST: 

Kimaathi's patriots are brave 
Where did the whites come from? 

[They continue singing as they walk off the stage.] 
KiG00NDA! 

. . 

How the times run! 
How many years have gone 
Since we got independence.? 
Ten and over, 
Quite a good number of years! 
And now look at me! 

[KioOONDA looks at himself, points to the title-deed and goes near it) 
One and a half acres of land in dry plains. 
Our family land was given to homeguards. 
Today I am just a labourer 
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On farms owned by Ahab Kioi wa Kanoru. 
My trousers are pure tatters. 
Look at you. 
See what the years of freedom in poverty 
Have done to you! 
Poverty has hauled down your former splendour. 
Poverty has dug trenches on your face, 
Your heels are now so many cracks, 
Your breasts have fallen, 
They have nowhere to hold. 
Now you look like an old basket 
That has lost all shape. 

WANGECI: 

Away with you, 
Haven't you heard it said that 
A flower is robbed of the colours by the fruit it bears! 

Changing the tone of voice] 
Stop this habit of thinking too much about the past 

29 

Often losing your sleep over things that had better be forgotten. 
Think about today and tomorrow. 
Think about our home. 
Poverty has no permanent roots! 
Poverty is a sword for sharpening the digging sticks ... 

Pauses, as if caught by a new thought) 
Tell me: 
What does Kioi and his family 
Want with us today? 

:ioOONDA: 
. Well, they want to see how their slave lives! 

To see his bed for instance! 
VANGECI: 

. Of all the years you have worked there, 
Is it only now that they have realized you have a home? 

�iGOONDA: [ Lightheartedly J 
They want ... to come ... to tell you ... that .. . 
You must tell ... your daughter ... to stop .. . 
Going places with their son! 



30 I Will Marry When I Wantl 

WANGECI: 
Yes, for I myself did not feel birth pangs forGathoni? 
Should they dare to say such a thing, 
I'll make them tell me whether it's Gathoni 
Who goes to hoot a car outside their home day and night. 

KiGOONDA: [Suddenly remembering something] 
Wait a minute! 

WANGECI: 
What is it? 

KioOONDA puts his hands in his pockets, obviously searching for 
something. He takes out a letter. He reads it silently. Then he goes to 
where the title-deed is and pulls it off. 

WANGEc1: [ Repeating the question) What is it? 
KiG00NDA!· 

You know the rich fellow 
They call Ikuua wa Nditika? 

WANGECI: 
The great friend of Kioi? 

KiG00NDA: 
� Yes. That's the one. 

It's really true that a rich man 
Can even dig up forbidden sacred shrines! 
He wrot� me this letter 
And told me that there is a company 
Belonging to some foreigners from America, Germany 
Aild from that other country, yes, Japan, 
Which wants to build a factory 
For manufacturing insecticide 
For killing bedbugs! 
They want to buy my one and half acres 
For they say the plot is well situated in a dry flat plain 
And yet very near a railway line! 
Ikuua wa Nditika and Kioi wa Kanoru 
Are the local directors of the company. 
It's therefore possible that Kioi is coming 
To talk over the matter with me. 

let One 

WANGECI: 
Stop. Stop it there. 
Aren't they the real bedbugs, 
Local watchmen for foreign robbers? 
When they see a poor man's property their mouths water 
When they get their own, their mouths dry up! ' 
Don't they have any lands 
They can_ share with these foreigners 
Whom they have invited back into the country 
To desecrate the land? 

A knock at the door. KiGOONDA quickly hangs back the title-deed and 
11� the letter back into his pocket. WANGECI runs about putting things 

__ ,�1ght here and t�ere �or she thinks that Kio1 and his/ amily have 
arnved. She excla'!"1: T_hey have come and the food is not yet ready!' 
1nother k�ock. GICAAMBAand NJOOKI enter. They are a worker and his 
?asant "!ife and they look mature;,, mind and body. GiCAAMBA is 

.. "essed ,n overalls. KiGOONDA and WANGECI are obviously 
disappointed. 

WANGECI 
GiCAAMBA 

OOKI 

: Soit's you? 

: Yes ... How are you? 
. ,NGECI 

KioOONDA : We are well.
OOKI: 

Give us what you have cooked.
WANGECI: 

The food is still cooking. 
GOONDA: 

Karibu•, karibu. 
WANGECI: 

Aren yt you sitting down? 

*Karibu: welcome

oOONDA 
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oiCAAMBA takes a chair. KiGOONDA also takes a chair near GiCAAMBA. 
They sit in such a way that the men are able to talk to one another, and 
the two women the same. 
NJOOKI: [ToWANGECI] .. Gathoni told us that you had v1s1tot:s. 

And so I asked myself, 
Who are these secret guests? 
Could they be whites from abroad? 

f . ? And you know very well a white has no avounte. 
WANGECI: 

Gathoni is too quick with her tongue. 
It's Kioi and his family 
Who said they would like to pass by 
On their,way from thechurch.

NJOOKI: 
Just passing by?l wonder. . . . 

? Since when have rich men been known to v1s1t their servants. 
WANGECI: 

We don't know what they really w�nt. 
in fact you found us asking ourselves the same question. 
They sent a word the day before yesterday. 
Even their son, John Miihiiiini, 
Has just come for Gathoni this very minute. 
He is a real particle of Godhead. 
But he hardly ever talks with people. 
He, for instance, never enters the h�use. 
He just hoots and whistles from the road. 

NJOOKI: 
. d Let me caution you for even a wise man can be taught w1s om. 

Ask Gathoni to cut off that relationship. 
Rich families marry from rich families, 
The poor from the poor! 
Can't you see that the children of the big men, 
And of these others who brag that they are mature men 
All go to big houses! 
Or have you become Jesus-is-my-saviour converts 
And I have never heard you shouting 'Praise the Lord!' 
And giving testimony ... 

1ct One 

KiG00NDA: 
... but you are slightly better off,For you are paid every fortnight.

GJCAAMBA: 
Even though we are paid fortnightly Wages can never equal the work done. Wages can never really compensate for your labour.Gikiiyii"' said: 
If you want to rob a monkey of a baby it is holdingYou must first throw it a handful of peanuts.We the workers are like that monkeyWhen they want to steal our labour They bribe us with a handful of peanuts. We are the people who cultivate and plantBut we are not the people who harvest! The owners of these companies are real scorpions.They know three things only:

To oppress workers, 
To take away their rights,
And to suck their blood.

__ he two women stop their own chatter to listen to GiCAAMBA. GiCAAMBAspeaks with a conviction that shows that he has thought deeply about the�en:zatt�rs. He uses�lot ofmovement, gestures, mimicry, miming, n1tat1on, impersonation, any and every dramatic device to convey his:1-11essage. 
GiCAAMBA: 

Look at me. 
It's Sunday. 
I'm on my way to the factory. This company has become my God.That's how we live. 
You wake up before dawn.
You rub your face with a bit of water· Ju�t to remove dirt from the eyes!

"'Gikiiyli: name of the �oun�er �f the Gikiiyii nationality but in this 
:ontext means person1ficat1on of the whole community. 
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It was a mou·ntain made of those <;hcmir;als!

He was summarily retired with twenty-five cents as 
compensation. 

What has life now got to offer him? 
Is he not already in his grave though still �reathing? 
Since I was employed in that factory, 
Twenty-one people in that section have died. 
Yes, twenty-one people! 

KioOONDA: 

Oooh, this is a very serious matter! 
If I were to be told to work in that retex section 
I, son of Gathooi, 
Would then and there part ways with that company. 

GiCAAMBA: 

I wouldn't mind, son of Gathoni, 
If after selling away our labour, 
Our village had benefited. 
But look now at this village! 
When was this company established? 
Before the Second World War. 
What did it bring into the country? 
A few machines, 
And money for erecting buildings to house the machines. 
Where did they get the land on which to build? 
Here! 
Where did they get the charcoal for use by the machine? 
Here! 
Was it not this factory together with the railways 
Which swallowed up all the forests around? 
Is that not why today we cannot get firewood 
And we can't get rain? 
Where do they get the animal skins? 
Here! 
Where do they get the workers to work those machines? 
Here! 
Where do they get the buyers for those shoes 
Here! 

�one 

The little amount of money they give us, 
We give back to them; 
The profit on our work, 
On our blood, 
They take to Europe, 
To develop their own countries. 
The money they have already sent to Europe 
Paid for those machines and buildings a long time ago. 
Son of Gathoni, what did ltell you? 
A handful of peanuts is thrown to a monkey 
When the baby it is holding is about to be stolen! 
Hall the wealth we create with our hands 
Remained in the country, 
What would we not have in our village? 
Good public schools, 
Good houses for the workers, 
Good houses for the peasants, 
And several other industries 
In which the unemployed could be absorbed. 
Do you, son of Gathoni, call this a house? 
Would you mind living in a more spacious house? 
And remember the majority are those 
Who are like me and you! 
We are without dothes. 
We are without shelter. 
1bepower of our hands goes to feed three people: 
lmperialis� from Europe, 
Imperialists from America, 
Imperialists from Japan, 
And of course their local watchmen. 
But son of Gathoni think hard 
So that you may see the truth of the saying 
That a fool's walking stick supports the clever: 
Wrthout worken, 
There is no property, there is no wealth. 

· The labour of our bands is the real wealth of the country.
The blood of the worker
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40 I Will Marry When I Wana 

Who are like that! 

Have you ever seen any tycoon sweating? 
Except because of overweight? 
All the rich wherever they are ... 
Tajiri wote duniani . .. 
Are the same, 
One clan! 
Their mission in life is exploitation! 
Look at yourself. 
Look at the women farm labourers, 
Or those that pick tea-leaves in the plantations: 
How much do they get? 
Five or seven shillings a day. 
What is the price of a kilo of sugar? 
Five shillings! 
So with their five shillings: 
Are they to buy sugar, 
Or vegetables, 
Or what? 
Or have these women got no mouths and bellies? 

00 Take again the five shillings: 
CJ1 Are they for school fees, 

Or what? 
Or don't those women have children 
Who would like to go to school? 
Well, independence did indeed come! 

NJOOKI: 

You •n have to shut those mouths of yours! 
It hates less he who sights it 
Than he who shouts its presence. 
Was it not only the other day 
That the police beat you 
When you went on strike 
Demanding an increase in wages? 
Did you get anything 
Apart from broken limbs? 
Your rumour-mongering 
Will cost you lives. 

ct One 

WANOEcr: 

Was it not the same language
You people used to talk during the rule of the wealthy whites?When will you ever be satisfied? You people!
Dwellers in the land of silence were saved by silence!iG00NDA: 
Dicussions breed ideas. 
And ideas cannot be hauled about like missiles.
Discussions breed love, Gikiiyii has stated.

41 

GICAAMBA lifts up KiGOONDA 's arm. They sing. GiCAAMBA sings solo 
llf'd then they both join in the chorus. They dance around the stage the 

vo women looking on. 

GICAAMBA: 
Here at wa Gathoni's place 
/.will spend night and day 

· .i:;II1 am sent for by post.
CHORUS: 

-Here at wa Gathoni's place
I will spend night and day
Till I am sent for by post.

iCAAMBA: 
I'll talk about workers 
And also about peasants 

· For in unity lies our strength.
�ORUS:

i. ·'I'll talk about workers
· And also about peasants
For. in unity lies our strength.

-CAA�BA: 
:·, . Foreigners in Kenya

· ._, · Pack your bags and go
/c::The.owners of the homestead have come.
,oaus:.:. 
· · '· ·z F0.reigners in Kenya 
·'· · Ptickyourbagsandgo

The owners of the homestead have come.
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ALL! 

ALL: 

I' JI defend my fatherland 
With the sword of revolution 
As we go to the war of liberation. 

I'll defend my fatherland 
With the sword of revolution 
As we go to the war of liberation. 

GiCAAMBA: 

Poverty! Poverty! 
Nobody can govern over poverty 
For poverty is like poison in a body. 
Exploitation and oppression 
Have poisoned our land. 

I Will Marry When I Wan 

A knock at the door: all turn their eyes to the door. AHAB KiOI WA 
KANORU, JEZEBEL, SAMUELNDUGiRE and HELEN enter and stand near th" 
door. so that for a time there are two opposing groups in the house. 
AHAB KiOI and JEZEBEL are dressed in a way that indicates wealth and 
wellbeing. But the NDUGiREfamily is dressed in a manner which show 
that they have only recently begun to acquire property. Kiotfor 
instance is dressed in a very expensive suit with a hat and a folded 
umbrella for a walking stick. JEZEBEL too has a very expensive suit wi,i, 
expensive jewellery. But NDUGiRE and HELEN have clean, tidy but 
simpler clothes. They all take out handkerchiefs with which they keey 

wiping their eyes and faces because of the smoke in the house. They 
also cough and sneeze rather ostentatiously. KiGOONDA and WANGECJ 
are worried because there are not enough seats in the house. GiCAAMB, 
and NJOOKJ look at the visitors with completely fearless eyes. As KiOI 
and his group enter moving close to one wall of the house to avoid 
contact with the GiCAAMBAS, one of them causes the title-deed to fall t< 
the ground. They don't pick it up. And because of their worry about ·
seats and the excitement at the arrival of the Kio1s, KiGOONDA and his 
wife do nots�em to have the�r mi�ds on the fallen title-deed. oicAAME! 
walks to the title-deed and picks 1t up. All eyes are now on oiCAAMBA � 
and they give way to him. GiCAAMBA looks at the title-deed, then at the 
Kioigroup then at the KiGOONDAfami/y. He hangs the title-deed back
on the wall. oicAAMBA and NJOOKI go out. 

Jtone 

KIGOONDA: [ Relieved) 
Comeio,comein · ·· Why are you standing?

43 

As�� says that, he is giving them seats. K101 sits on the chair which 
��UN�A h'!d been repairing. NDUGiRE and his wife sit on the bed, and 

_.J,• s wife sits on an �mpty wa!er tin or small water drum. They sit in 
�w!{,,h a way th�t the K101 group rs on one side and the KioOONDAfamily
on the '!ther side, at least they should be seen to be apart, or to be in two

bosing camps. WANGECI now cleans her hand with a rug or with her 
per garment or with her dress, and shakes hands all round. She then 

�emoves the pot from the fire and busies herself with plates and engages 
· in '>ther chores connected with the reception of the visitors. 

)J: 

We are not staying ... 
You were at our place this morning 
I take it? 

' 

._Jl00NDA: 
Yes, I am the one who milked the cows 
And I even helped the tractor driver to load it. 
But it was very early, 
You had not yet woken up. 
The only other person whom I saw was the Securicor guard 

._ _ �s the company car came to fetch him away.
IUGIRE: 

Who is the tractor driver? 
c>I: 

He is an old hand at thefan:.i. 
Even when the farm belonged to the white man 
We had nicknamed him Kanoru ... 
We gave him the same name as my father ... 
The tractor driver worked there. 

KiGOONDA: 

Kanoru's? 
I too used to work there

1 Before I was sent to detention at Manyani.
JEZEBEL: [To NDUGiRE but loud enough for everybody to hear] 

That tractor driver is very mature. 
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He does not argue back. 
He does not demand higher wages. 
He just believes in hard work, 
Praising our Lord all the time. 
He is a true brother-in-Christ. 

I Will Marry When I Waij 

NDUGiRE: 

You have spoken nothing but the truth. 
If all people were to be saved, 
And accepted Jesus as their personal saviour, 
The conflicts you find in the land would all end. 
For everybody, 
Whether he does or does not have property, 
Whether an employee or an employer, 
Would be contented 
To remain in his place. 

WANGEciscoops out rice on plates and hands a plateful to everyone. 
JEZEBEL: (Looks at the food as if she is finding/ ault with the cooking 

You know, with me, when lunch time is over, 
However hungry I might have been, 
I am not able to swallow anything! 

KiOI: 

I am also the same, 
But I could do with a cup of tea. 

WANGECI: 

I'll make tea for you. 
But you can't come into my house 
And fail to bite something. . 

KiGOONDA starts to eat heartily. WANGECI is busy putting water for tea 
the firestones. 
KiOI: 

Let's say grace. 
Sister-in-Christ! 
Say grace before we eat. 

HELEN: [ Eyeing the KiGOtiNDAS with ferocious disapproval] : 
Let's all pray . . . 
God, Creator of Heaven and Earth, 
You the owner of all things on earth and in heaven, 

:t One· 

L: 

We pray you bring to an end 
The current wickedness in the Jand: 
Breaking into banks and other people's shops, 
Stealing other people's coffee, 
Placing obstructions on highways, 
All this being Satan's work to bring ruin to your true servants. 
Oh, God our Father 
Tame the souls of the wicked 
With thy sword of peace, 
For w,e your servants are u�able to sleep 
Because of the terror inflicted on us by the wicked. 
You to whom all the things on earth do beiong 
Show the wicked (hat everybody's share comes from Heaven, 
Be it poverty or riches. 
Let us all be contented with our lot. · · 
We ask you to bless this food, 
And add unto us that of the Holy Spirit; 
We ask you in the name of your only Son, 
Jesus Christ, our Lord. 

Amen. 

45 

nfter the grace, KiOI and JEZEBEL take a spoonful each and then they are 
sa.tisfied. ButNDUGiRE and HELEN eat without any inhibitions. 

')I: 
You might perhaps be wondering 
Why we have come here today. 
Do you know him? 
He is our brother-in-Christ. 

,,ouoiRE: · (Standing up to give testimony] 
-My name is Samuel Ndugire

: lam a man w�o has received the tender mercy of the Lord. 
; · Since the year 1963. 
· Before then I used to be a very bad home guard.
I used to kill people,
. And to do many other terrible deeds
As \\'.as the habit among the homeguards of those days.

, , In our village they had baptized me Kimeendeeri 

00 
-..a 



46 I Will Marry When I Wai 

B"ilUR of tbc way I UKd tomub pcop)c'1head1, 
But the Lord called unto me in 1963, 
It was the midnight of December twelve, 
And he told me: 
Ndugire ..• the only good freedom is that of the soul. 
Leave your fishing net behind 
Follow me now, 
And I shall make you a fisher of men. 

The Ki01groupsings 
I shall make you fishers of men 
Fishers of men, fishers of men, 
I shall make you fishers of men, 
lfyou follow me 

If you follow me 
Ifyoufollow me 

I shall make you fishers of men 
If you follow me. 
Since then my affairs started improving. 
I and my sister-in-Christ 
Were given a few shops by God. 

o:. It's from those shops, 
O:t That we now and then get a shilling or two 

For clothes for our children, 
For school fees,· 
And for petrol. 
And quite recently, 
God showed us a tiny garden.in the settled area. 
It is a tiny garden of about a hundred acres. 
But it has a good crop of tea. 
The same Lord then took us by the hand, 
To inside a bank 
Where he enabled us to get a loan with which to buyit. 
Now you see I did not take out 
Even a centfrom my pocket. 
And yet I am milking cows, 
And I am harvesting tea. 
That's why I always praise the Lord 
Without any fear. 

7 

,ct One· 
. 

·, 
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KiOI, JEZEBEL, HELEN andNDUGiREsing while KiG00NDA andWANGECI 
ft completely amazed. 

We praise you 
Jesus lamb of God 
Jesus your blood cleanses me 
I praise you Lord. 

ns they come to the end of the verse they are seized by the spirit. 
NDuoiREstarts.another hymn. He claps and the other three join in, 
(anci�g about with joy. 

I step gently on the road 
On my way to heaven.· 
.Jam sure that I'll get there 
To rest for ever with the other saints. 

· Thank you Lord my guide
, With Jesus Christ as my bread of life 

And the Holy Spirit tis my water of life 
I'll never go hungry or thirsty. 

Wild animals and diseases 
And even poverty can't get at me 
For they 11:re frightened by the bright flames around me 
For I am completely dressed up in the splendour of God. 

oOONoA: (Shouung at them) 
What do you �ant? 

ZEBEL is startled by the sudden· unexpected shout and she falls down. 
)UOillE and HELEN rush to where she.!,�fallen on thefloor .. They fuss 

,-4�oundher, lifther toherfeet anddustoffherclothes, allthetime· 
i� :cqsti11gmurderoµs gla.nc.es.at KioOONDA. ·w ANOECI is WCJ."ied and she 

fes.to make.the tea.' She looks about/or the tea-leaves. Then she 
iouts:. 

iWANOECI: 
t •·. Oh; ��ar, we have no te�-leaves. . . 

. · They :were fi.nis�ed last night 
AncUforgc;,tto buy more. 

. ($hawing them the sugar] 
:· : lonly remembered to buy sugar. 
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KIOI: 

It does not matter ... 

Even without having given witness, 
I would like to say this: 

I Will Marry When I Wa,{ 

The other day the Lord our Master 
Came to me and to my sister-in-Christ 
And he told us: 
How can you light a lamp, 
And then cover it with a tin? 
After praying hard and humbling ourselves before him, 
The Lord our Master told us 
That we should show people the way 
To enter the church of God 
So that we can all praise the Lord together! 

KiGOONDA: [ Slowly, without shouting] 
What do you want? 

KiOI: 

We want you to enter the Church! 
JEZEBEL: 

You and your wi-wi-wi­
And Wangeci. 

HELEN: 
Come out of the muddy trough of sins! 

NDUGiRE: 
Praise the Lord. 

Kio1: 

To enter the Church is easy. 
But you must first stop living in sin. 

JEZEBEL: 
You must be baptized. 

NDUGiRE: 
You do a church wedding. 

HELEN: (Showing her wedding ring] 
Give Wangeci a wedding ring. 

KiGOONDA: 

Sin, did you say? 

One 

JEZEBEL: 

Yes, you and Wangeci have been living in sin. 
IIGECJ: 

But God has blessed us and given us children. 
11'iii.EN: 

Children of sin. 
�OONDA: 

--... 1: 
Sins ... Sins! 

We have brought you the tidings 
So that when our Lord comes back 
To separate goats from cows 

' You 'II not claim 
That you had not been warned. 
Repent. Come out of the darkness. 

:BEL } (S' . 
] HELE� 

: mgmg 

_N....IWGIRE 

Whe,iJesus comes back 
To take home his amazing ones, 
The amazing ones being the people 
Saved by the Lord. 
They will shine bright as the star 
The great norihern star 
And the beauty of his amazing ones 
Will shine like the stars 
And you children, and you children . ..

49 

�(IONDA shouts at them, moving threateningly towards them,. 
tiicking them at the same time. Inf right, JEZEBEL drops her bag 0�1 

·,rn:-floor. She does not pick it up as she and HELEN flee to near the door.
Neqr;the door, JEZEBEL remembers her handbag on the floor and she

/,�Q,gesti(re to HELEN to go back/or the handbag. But HELEN refuses.
_E.f:lE� �oves stealthily towards the bag, picks it up and runs back to

wfiere IIELEN is standing. All this time KiGOONDA is giving Kirn and
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so I Will Marry When I �

NDUGiREapieceof his mind. As he moves towards them, they move· : ·. 
backwards ( eyes to the door) at the same time gesturing to KioOONo";l. 
be cool andpatienL 
KiGOONDA: · 

And you the 
The amazing 

This is mine own 
Gathoni's 
I have properly married 
Having paid all the b
According to our national 
And you dare call her a 
That we should now be blessed by a human like 
Has he shaken hands with 
Let me tell you one thing Mr 
Every home has its own 
And no outsider should interfere in other people's homes! 
Go away,

.
you devils! · ,

As he says the last words, he rushes for the sword. Seeing him tqke I-­
sword, the Kio1s and the NDUGiRES flee followed by KiGOONDAholding 
the sword. KiGOONDA comes back, laughing and swinging the sword3
a kind of victory dance, mimicking them. · , · 

KiG00NDA: 

Jesus should hurry up 
And come back for his amazing ones .•. 

WANGECI: [ Upset) 

1 

.! 
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l . GATHONI removes her handbag/ram-one shoulder to theother,·thenshe 
lks across the stage haughtily, and she cannot take her eyesfrom her 
vself. She walks about as if she is still in a beauty contest or fashion 

par_ade. 

J-IONJ: 
' Oh, this dress? 

-. John Miihiiiini bought it for me. 
.'IGECI: , 

. 

. What about these shoes? 
UATHONI: 

. Platform shoes/ He bought them too. 
OQNDA: 
; Miihiiiini, son ofKioi? 

Son of Ahab Kioi wa Kanoru? 
:'HONI: 
·Yes!

An°'ther hooting. GATHONI takes out a.lipstick and begins u, paint her 
t,r�d. 

J,.'9_00NDA: 

Listen. 
: When di� Kioi's son marry you? 
) want you to take back this dress to him! 
. And all these other fineries ofa whore. 

��GEC:1:i .. . 
£::·��enJ�ese shoes worn by rebels!·
1110�1::,, . . . .· . 

See what you have now done, 
Chasing:away ourguests. · _ · · . · : ..... 

J . _iJ\-1� I go back to my rags? 

· You did noUetthem say _what had_really .. brought themh�re� 
· . Tomorrow:you�ll bewithfluta job! • · ·: · · · ··. ·., ,: . <·· · \. .. ;· ·:

Before_KIGOONDA�itw�r�,:��ar-�oots::Aftera secon,4·0Am�flll_c9f'J_lf,s 
nmnlng: Slz.e.is dressed'in:,:,e.w clot1'es, newpla(o�·�'f,p�q,11"-.IJaf'fa 
�ew handb,ag. She has also got new earrings� She npwstands as,if ��-
in a fashion parade. · · · · · · · · · · · · · · 
WANGECI: 

Gathoni, from where did you get these clothes? 

JJONDA: 
; 1: A11u1�.b.:;igs al>out.liis penis however small.· 

'; :-A.po9rh�use,'but m_ine! 
·-�··,:I· J?9n_ito�e.rstep-t�e;bo,undaries, else you get lost.

r.rQ1'Jl,t1[f,or."�e�ontls(pppi,ig,applying.lipstick) ... 
,.. ;, :Wit� isJ�¢-girlw�o do�s,nof like;being·well dressed? 
: ·. -', ' 'WJto4oes.n9J li_ke to feel that she is human at times? 

'. ;;SPth°�t:whe.n· �()� and.then she.steps on the road 
· ,eoP.le,�s eyes tum to her, -
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And gasp, there goes Miss Gathoni. 
It's poverty and not riches 
That forces a woman to go without perfume. 

WANGECI: 
Do you see how you answer your father? 
Don't you know a maiden once drowned in a sea of sweetness!i 
And where are you going? 

GA1llONI: 
John Miihuiini wants me to accompany him to the coast. 
Mombasa, for a week. 

WANGECI: 
Mombasa! Swahililand? 
Do you think to be smiled at is to be loved? 
You'll now get lost. 

KiGUUNDA: 
If you go to Mombasa, 
Then find another home! 

Now the hooting continues. GA1llONI puts things back in herhandbat 
For a ti� it looks as if she is torn between her loyalty to her parents al 
her loyalty to John Muhuuni. When she hears another hooting sound 
she walks to the door, turns once to her parenis and says 'Goodbye'. 
She goes out. KiGOONDAsits down on a chair and supports his head� 
his cupped hands, dejected. WANGECJslowly walks to the door and 
peers outside. Then she comes back and she too slumps intoaaeat� 
There is sUence between them, there is complete silence in the house.,. 
After some time, WANGECI begins to nod her head as ifa new idea has 
occ""ed to �r. She stands up and walks slowly to herhusband'ssuA. 
and puts a hand on his shoulder. 

WANGECI: 
Don't be so dejected. 
A parent is never nauseated 
By the mucus from his child's nose.

A she--goat suckles its young 
However deformed. 
I have just thought of something, 

.ct One 

rSmiling] 
Couldn't that be the reason? 

JG(JONDA: 
The reason what? 

.aa'ANGECI: 
Why the K.iois want you and me 
To first have a church wedding? 

KiG00NDA: 
Why? 

"ANGECI: 
You have eyes and can't see? 
Or has the language of the eyes 
Become as hard as the language of the ear? 

• WANGECI walks to the title-deed and takes it off the wall]
You yourself had earlier thought 
That they were visiting us 
To talk to you about this, your one acre, 
Because of the insecticide factory 
They and their foreign friends want to build: 
Didn't you even show me the letter from Ikuua wa Nditika? 
Kioi did not say a thing about it. 
And if they had come here 
On account of your piece of land, 

·. Kioi would have brought Ikuua along.
Our title-deed is now out of danger!

r WANGECI returns the title-deed to its original place on the wall] 
·. So what else would make them want

'. ··To see us-two in a church wedding? 
Think! 

ifGOONDA: 
Sowhat? 

I 

'.NANGECI: 
· Gathoni! Gathoni and John Miihiiiinil

: .· Didn't you also think that they were coming
. ·-,To tellus_that

! -··>.Our daughter should not keep the company of their son?
pid they mention anything of the sort? 

S3 
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Did they say they don't want Oathoni and John Miihiiiini

together? · 
KIGOONDA raises his head. He and WANGECI look at each other. Then
KioOONDA nods his head several times as if he too has suddenly seen the
light. 

END OF ACT ONE 

·,qCTTWO

I 

iceneOne 

Inside Kiguunda's house. Another day. KiGOONDA, WANGECJ, 
tlCAAMBA and NJOOKI are al/seated as if in an intense discussion. They 

. ire eating porridge. WANGECI and NJOOKI are also shelling maize grains 
from maize cobs. They are all wearing working clothes. It's evening . 

. 
fhe sun is setting. In the course of this scene, it progressively gets dark 
rdwANGECI has to light a hurricane lamp. 

GICAAMBA: 

... Leave these people alone. 
They are just playing about with you, 
In the same way a cat plays about with a mouse, 
Kowing that the mouse will end up in the cat's belly! 

joOONDA: 
We are looking at it this way! 
It's obvious that Kioi does not want his son 

I To marry from mere pagans!
►iCAAMBA: [Doubtingly]

Ahab Kioi wa Kanoru.

Is that what he told you? 
;io00NDA: 
I Eh ... Eh ... What? 

GiCAAMBA: 
That he wants his son 
To marry Gathoni, your daughter? 

'°wANGECI: 
Not in so many words 
They only hinted at it ... 
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GiCAAMBA: 

Promises do not mean delivery. 
Clouds may be in the sky 
But it does not mean it'll rain! 

NJOOKI: 

You people! You people! 
A tooth smiles at a spear. 
The rich never marry from the poor. 
The rich only want to find ways 
Of continuing to drink people's blood. 

GiCAAMBA: 

And how does reljgion come into it? 
Religion is not the same thing as God. 
All the religions that now sit on us 
Were brought here by the whites. 
Even today the Catholic religion 
Is still called the Roman Catholic Church. 
P. C.E.A. belongs to Scottish protestants.
The Anglican church belongs to the English.
The Orthodox belongs to the Greeks.
The Baptist belongs to the Americans.
There are many more religions
Which have been brought here by imperialists from America,
And which tell us we should give them a tenth of all that we

produce. 
Where does the ten per cent go? 
To America. 
Then they send back to us ten shillings 
Taken from the tenth portion we sent them. 
And they tell us: 
This is American aid to your local churches. 
And we give them a standing ovation. 
When the British imperialists came here in 1895, 
All the missionaries of all the churches 
Held the Bible in the left hand� 
And the gun in the right hand. 
The white man wanted us 

-·'

kt Two., Scene One 

To be drunk with religion 
Whilehe, 
In the meantime, 
Was map�ing and grabbing our land,
An<;I startmg factories and businesses

. On our sweat. 
He drove us from our best lands 
Forcing us to eke a living from piots on roadsidesLike beggars in our own land, 
Some of us dying in his tea and coffee plantationsOthers dying in his factories. 
Had we not woken up 
And sworn a readiness to die 
Fighting against the British imperialists,Where would Kenya be today? 
The white man had arranged it all 
To completely soften our hearts 
To completely cripple our minds with religion!And they had the audacity to tell us 
That earthly things were useless! 

'nging] 
Goats and cows and money 
Are not important. 
What is important 
Is the splendid face of Jesus. 

I glance here 
I glance there 
Andi see a huge bonfire 
In Devil's Hell 
And I ask myself: 
Whatcanldo 
To avoid the Hell's fire? 

But they, on.this earth, this yery earth, They are busy carousing on earthly things, our wealth,And you the poor are told: 

57 
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They iometimes use traditional tunes 
To fit in religious words! 

NJOOKI: 

Yes! 
But the song is the same song ... 
The word the same word ... 
The aim the same! 
And the intentions are still the same! 
You! 
You don't need to have words rammed down your throat! 
You! 
The earthly water is bitter! 

GiCAAMBA: 

[Singing] 
And even today the earthly water is still bitter 
From homesteads to workplaces, 
From the children to grown-ups 
The earthly water is bitter, what shall we drink? 

ALL: [Joining in] 
If you go to any office to seek help,
You find the occupant is glum, 
If you try to enter inside, 
Hegrowlsat you, 'l'mbusy· 
All because the earthly water is bitter. 

NJOOKI: [ Continues singing alone to prove that the aim of all these 
religious hymns is to point the way to heaven] 

Even now, the earthly water is bitter 
From homesteads to workplaces, 
Drink Jesus and he'll quench your thirst 
For the earthly water is bitter. 

[Stops singing but changes to preaching] 
Rest not your souls on this earth. 

[ Goes to the wall, takes the title-deed and raises it high) 
Lay not your treasures on this earth. 

ALL: [Singing} 
This world is not my home
I am just a passer-by. 

-:t Two, Scene One 

All my joys await me in heaven 
Where all the saved have gone. 
I'll never worry over earthly homes. 

-.. AMB,Y. 

What about their homes of twenty storeys and more?Have they burnt them down'! 
It's simply that they don't want us 
To think too much about our shanties
And ask ourselves, why! · 

61 

�OKI: [ To KiGOONDA, as if preaching to him but still holding high thenfle-deed) 
Blessed are th�y tha! go t�irsty and hungry 
And endure tnbulat1ons m their hearts 

. : For they shall inherit the Kingdom of God!GICAAMBA: [ Now really worked up] 
The Kiois of this earth 
Where do they rest their souls? 

.ruo�• points at the title-deed as if she is answering GiCAAMBA 's iestton. �he then hangs back the title-deed on the wall walking as if
� h� a rich man's big belly. She then walks back to h;, seat still.

_ ttating the walk of a rich man with a big protruding belly. 
GICAAMBA: 

Why dido ·t Kioi come 
To tell rou that he has increased your wages?Or to gtve you a piece of his own lands? 
Yes_, �or th� earthly treasures are not that important!Or !s _it a sm to increase a worker's wages?
Rehgton • . . religion ... ! 
Religion is the alcohol of the soul! 
R�ligion is the poison of the mind! 
It s not God who has brought about our poverty!All of us were born equally naked.
Wa Gathoni, 
Ifs !1ot that we don't work hard: 
I dnve a machine all the day 
You p�ck tea-l�aves all the d�y. 
Our waves cultivate the fields all the dayy 
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And someone says you don't work hard? 
The fact is 
That the wealth of our land 
Has been grabbed by a tiny group 
Of the Kiois and the Ndugires 
In partnership with foreigners! 
Accompany them to church, if you like! 
No one regrets the going as the returning. 
Take care you don't lose four 

._ While running after eight. 
/ KiGUUNDA: 
i Listen. 

I am not much after the church. 
I don't even go·to these haraambes 
For stone church buildings 
Daily being erected 
As if in competition. 
But, 
And there you have not answered me, 
Shall I punish my own daughter and ruin her future 
By refusing to have our marriage blessed? 

GiCAAMBA: 
There is no marriage which is not blessed. 
How else would God have given you Gathoni? 
Didn't you pay the bridewealth, 
.Seeking our people's communal blessings? 
Isn't the Ngurario ceremony the true blessings 
Of all your family and the nation? 
The voice of the people is the voice of God. 

NJOOKI: 

Marriage is between a man and a woman. 
Marriage is a covenant between two people, 
Their flesh and soul becoming one 
Without money coming into it, 
Love pulled by love: 
Love the price of love. 
Today it's not one human that marries another 
But property marrying property, 

Ft Two, Scene One 

M�ney marrying money, 
This House marrying that House 
Hearts being taken to the market' 
And the customers asked: 
How many kilos of love do you want? 
That's why you find that 
Even if modem couples go to church 
Or to the District Commissioner 
With the rings and flowers, 
The� don ',t spend more than two nights together!
Darhng, I m �rry, but it was not you I loved. 
Sugarmumm1es and sugardaddies 
Are now all over the land: 
Boys with their mothers, 
Girls with their fathers! 
What happens to the herd 
When the leader has brokenlegs? 

'tJiCAAMBA: 
They go to church as a fashion. 

· Some go back to the church only on the day
They are being buried.

WANGECI: 
You! 
They can't say prayers over your body 
Unless you have been baptized 
And you have been a churchgoer . 

:'AAMBA: 
Yes, if you are poor. 
Bu� if you are a man of property 
Or 1f you have been a leader of this or that 
They will pray for you 
And sing aloud 
How hardworking you used to be. 
Haven't you heard it said that 
A rich man's fart does not stink? 
How many bishops came to the funeral 
Of the rich old man who died rec�ntly, 

63 
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And you know very well that 
He never even knew the door to any church? 
Do you want to say that 
If Ikuua wa Nditika died today 
His body would not be taken to the altar 
By his friends the Kiois? 
Don't tell me this and that. 
A blessed marriage is when 
A human quality is attracted by another human quality.
A blessed marriage is when 
Two people accept to be two patriots 
Defending their home and nation. 

WANGECI: 

What's wrong in having a marriage blessed? 
NJOOKI: 

Were you not told just now? 
There's no marriage which is not blessed 
Except the one founded on measured love 
Or on bank savings! 
My wedding for instance was very blessed 
Though I didn't take it to their churches. 
The Ngurario* ceremony was attended by the whole land.

GiCAAMBA: 

Men, women and children, 
The whole community rejoiced together. 

KiG00NDA: 

I too was there 
And I saw it all! 
The women's ululations 
Were like trumpets of purest joy ... 

The national Ngurario wedding ceremony of oiCAAMBAandNJOOKI. 
Women from the side of the bridegroom enter from one side carrying 

•Ngurario: the final ceremony in a marriage. Once a couple go through this
ritual, they are supposed to be legally married.

Two, Scene One 6S 

liquo� a�d o_rher gifts trilling the five ululations for a boy. Women from
j·br�de s side e�ter from the other side answering back with the four 

.... 
la!,ons for a glrl. They meet in the middle and form a circle and the 

two sides exchange compliments and gifts through the Gitiiro opera 
dn�ce and song. 

bACIKO [The bride's clan J
Let me give away the hand of Njooki, 
I swore I would never exchange her 
For anybody's property. 
B�t l'll exchange her for a  gourd of honey. 
Give me now the honey 
For which I once took an oath. 
I' II now keep the honey beside the bed 
So every time I wake up I taste a little. 
I, woman of the Njiku clan, 
Have cultivated hills and slopes 
Making sure that Njooki has enough to eat. 
That's why I swore I would never exchange her for property 
That I would only exchange her for honey. 
Huuu! I said I would take her to the home of Gicaamba Son of 

Kihooto 
Where rich honey is kept in skin drums. 
Yes, this is Njooki whom I now take 
Where honey is kept in skin drums, 
Delicacy of many seasons 
A/east in valleys far away. 
1s01 [Womenfrom thebridegroom'sclan] 
Wo�an with a beautiful gap in the teeth 
I'm still on my way to the Njiku clan 
Looking for Njooki, my bride. 
For I keep on asking myself 
Where will I get the woman 
Who will fill my granary with millet grains? 
I'll come to you, stealthily walking against the walls, 
. The same walls against which 
The black goats of the Mbii.i clan 
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Warm them.selves and scratch their skins. 
Woman of the Njiku clan 
I have everything you may now demand of me, 
Except that which was stolen from me by the whites. 
I have got your honey. 
But I'm also hungry though I'll not beg. 
Hand me now my Njooki 
Through the main entrance into my homestead 
And even then, woman of the Njiku clan, 
You'll give me my yam with which 
To fill the broken gap in my mouth, 
For I long ago tightened a belt around my waist 
And I swore I would only untie the belt 
At Njooki's mother's homestead. 

AAGACIKO: 

Here is the millet gruel, woman of the Mbui clan, 
You who know how to welcome guests! 
Now hand me my honey 
And my earrings and tobacco 
For the beautiful one from the Njikuclan. 
As for you the beautiful one from the Mbui clan, 
I have got your yam, 
And a crop of ripened bananas. 

The AAGACIKO clan trill the four ululations for a girl. The AAMBOI trill 
the five ululations for a boy. 
A.AGACIKO: 

Now you have seen 
We have given away the hand of Njooki 
To the Mbui clan 
So famous in war and peace. 
Let's now go back to cultivate our fields 
While seeking ways of getting back 
Lands stolen from us by the whites. 

I\AMBOI: 

Yes, we join ourtwohands 
To see if we can defeat the enemy 
Of this, our/and, 
Our beautiful land of Mount Kenya. 

�t Two, Scene One 

When they finish the Gitiiro opera sequence they sing and dance yet
:,ther sequence, expressing joy and triumph. 
· Give way

Give way
Else you'll be trodden
By the herds belonging to the Mbuiclan
Herds with bells around their necks.
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As
_
soon � th�y finish a_nd �it, children rush onto the stage pulling the
de, encirdmg her, singing and dancing. 

Hail our herds 
Hail our bride 
She'll fetch water for us from the valley 
And should she refuse 
We back-a-bite her 

And� soon as the child:en_ exit, men now enter the stage singing and
· ,,ang. They form a big czrcle.

In whose homestead do you raise the dust of vigour?
In whose homestead do you raise the dust of happiness? 

I holding a gun in the mountains 
-For I see the soot here hangs long and loose from the roof 

I holding a gun in the mountains. 
Whose homestead is this? 
Whose homestead is this? 

I holding a gun in the mountains 
So I can roll down like the young of a rhino 

I holding a gun in the mountains. 
Mother ululate for me· 
Mother ululate for me 

I holding a gun in the mountains 
Fora white woman once raised hue and cry against me 

I holding a gun in the mountains. 
_-,.--�men ululate. The dancers get off the stage still singing and dancing. 
GiCAAMDA takes over. 

\AMBA: 

It was soon after this 
That the colonial government 
Forbade people to sing or dance, 
It forbade a gathering of more than five. 



c.o 

c.o 

68 l Will Marry When l WJ

But we went on meeting clandestinely. 
We the workers in factories and plantations said in one voice: 
We reject slave wages! 
Do you remember the 1948 general strike? 

A procession of workers with placards bearing political slogans ente 
They shout different slogans: 'We want higher wages; Down with 
prices; Up with Uhuru, Down with Imperialism; Down wilh traitors, 
Up with patriots; the factories and the country belong to us.' They th" 
form a line sitting in twos, ready to take ihe oath of unity in struggle. 
The leader utters a particular: resolution and the mass repeats after him. 
After each resolution, two people go through the arch of banana Ieavs

A, 

to the other side, where two patriots, a woman and a man, arestandi. 
giving out guns. As soon as they get the guns, they stand in a line 
marking time ready for the war of liberation. 

LEADER: 
I speak the truth and swear before God 
And before the people present 
And before the ancestors 
I swear by the oath of the masses 
And by the blood of the Kenyan people. 

ALL [Repeat) 
LEADER: 

I'll never let this soil go wit� foreigners 
Leaving the people of Kenya wretched! 
If I ever let it go, 
May this, the people's oath, destroy me 
And the blood of the masses tum against me. 

ALL: [Repeat) 
LEADER: 

I'll never aid the missionaries in their preaching 
Or follow them 
Betraying our culture and national traditions. 
Ifldo so, 
May this, the people's oath, destroy me 
And the blood of the masses tum against me. 

Act Two, Scene One 

.. _!\LL: [ Repeat] 
EADER! 

If I am asked to hide weapons 
I shall obey without questions. 
Ifl am called upon to serve this organization 
By day or night, 
I'll do so! 
Ifl fail to do so 
May this, the people's oath, destroy me 
And the blood of the poor tum against me. 

ALL: (Repeat) 
"'EADER: 

I'll never make a girl pregnant 
And then leave her without a husband 
lfldo so, 
May this, the peopl�'s oath, destroy me 
And the blood of the masses turn against me. 

ALL: (Repeat) 
!,.EADER: 

I 

I'll never never divorce 
Ifl do so, 
May this, the people's oath, destroy me t And the blood of the masses turn against me. 

L: (Repeat] 
ADER: 

I'll always help this organization, 
. With. all my strength and property, 
I'll help members of this organization, 

· So.�at if a bean falls to the ground
We split it amongst ourselves. 

�tt.=- ·.[!lepeat] 
iEADER: 

Therefore I'll never eat alone 
:: . Forgetting fellow comrades and patriots, 

IHdoso, 
··· ?day this, the people's oath, destroy me
· And the blood of the masses turn against me ..
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ALL: [Repeat] 

When all are in line with weapons, the LEADER makes them go through 
military drills, he then inspects a guard of honour ( or the other way 
round), and then they march out singing joyfully and defiantly. 

We were happy as we went to battle 
We were happy-as we returned victorious 
Our spirits were high 
As we went and returned. 

When we got to Ruiru River 
We found it in floods 
Waruingi ordered us to make a bridge 
Death in struggle is welcome. 

A little further on 
We came across a traitor, 
Who threatened to shout our presence, 
Waruingi said, let him shout 
And a bullet will show him down. 

GiCAAMUA: 

It was soon after this that 
I too fled into the mountains 
To join the people's guerrilla army 
Here in Limuru 
We were led by Waruingi and other patriots. 

A battle between Mau Mau guerrillas and British .mldiers with their 
A/ rican Jzomeguards breaks out. The Mau Mllu guerrillas are 
victorious, killing a few e11emy soldiers, capturi11g some of their 
weapons atrd clothes, capturi11g one or two enemy soldiers, and 
making the others r1111 away. The Mau Mau patriot.v now march Oil the 
stage singing ,•ictory songs. 

When our Kimaathi ascended the mountains. 
He asked for strength and courage 
To defeat the imperialist enemy. 

After marching. they go out, still singi11g. 

aAct Two, Scene One 

GiCAAMBA: 

We were not given freedom 
We bought it with our blood, 
We the peasants, workers and children. 
WaGathoni, 
Do you want to say that 
That blood was not blessed? 
If we had agreed with those 
Who used to tell us, 
Get saved, surrender, 
Think of your life only and 
You 'II go to heaven, 
Kenya would still be under colonial rule. 
Blessings! Blessings! 
Blessings are born of patriotic unity! 
Blessings come to a people, 
When they love their country 
And they unite to produce wealth, 
Uniting in toil 
And in sharing out without greed, 
And without discrimination between sexes! 
Blessings come to a people 
When they reach a stage where 
If a bean falls to the ground 
They split it among themselves. 
Blessings will �me to us 
When we struggle and fight for our rights 

.. · And defen� Kenya against internal and foreign exploitation.
�AN9Ec1 [Standing up and speaking bitterly J 

I don't much care 
If Gathoni marries into the Kioi family or not. 
All I care is for Gathoni to marry a man 
Who will look after her. 
Whether she marries into a rich man's home 
;t,ike that of Kioi's business partner, 
Ikuua wa Nditika, 
Even though he never goes to church, 
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Or she m:irrie� one of your sons. Gicaamba, 
All I want is for her 
To live well. 

WANGECI starts collecting things together and lighting up the lamp in a 
way that shows that the GiCAAMBAS are no longer welcome 
NJOOKI [ Getting the hint and turning to GiCAAMBA] 

You have talked too much 
A priest without a collar! 

GiCAAMBA: 
I am a priest of peace
And patriotic unity. 

NJOOK1: 

Why then don't you go to a seminary! 
Let's go home now 
For tomorrow is back to work. 

GiCAAMBA: 
Give us leave to go.
But think about what I've said. 
For although Gikiiyii once said 
That nobody ever repents another man's sins 
Yet a leader who never listens 
Is not a leader at all. 

NJOOKI and oiCAAMBA leave. KiGOONDA remains seated but deep in 
thought. But WANGECI goes on with her activities still angry. 
KiGOONOA: 

The spear of Gicaamba's words 
Has truly pierced my heart. 

WANGEa [Angrily] 
Go ahead and let your daughter suffer 
All because of the words of a political agitator. 
Since when did a person 
Try to build his hut 
Exactly like that of his neighbo.ur? 

KiG00NDA: 
Gicaamba is an honest man. 
He has never turned his back against the people. 
He has never betrayed the Mau Mau.oaths. 

itct Two, Scene One 

[. WANGECI: 
,. � It's all alright. 

You join Gicaamba in his drunkenness. 
You listen to him and get lost.
You! 
The burdens of the masses 
Are tied with a cord easy to cut 
Or carried in a basket full of holes. 
Remember when we received Uhuru! 
Some people roamed the whole land 
Telling us that we should not buy land 
For which we had all shed blood! 
Wasn't Ikuua wa Nditika one of those agitators 
And he had·been in detention at Mageta? 
Those who had the money 
And those who joined hands with homeguards 
Or those that got loans 
And did not listen to foolish words 
Weren't they the ones 
�o bought all the best lands? 
We who listened to foolish words 
Where are we now? '
Just this verandah for a ho�se. 

l'he goes to the wall and pulls off the title-deed] 
And this piece of waste land, 
One and a half acres only. 
And even then Ikuua wa Nditika 
Is still after it! 
Let me tell you. 

.�
e �oward went home safely to tell the tale 

i.A-�d le� the brave lying for ever safe on the battlefield! 
iGathom 's father, 
:Jfet,us go to Kioi'� place eatly tomorrow morning.
;�t: s go and tell him that we agree with his plans. 
IJ,l1s words are good. 
1His ways are straight. 
'.Jijutyle of life is proper. 
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His church is holy. 
His church sliows us the only way to life and happiness.
Gicaamba 's words arise out of envy. 
Do you hear, 
Or am I talking to the deaf? 

KioOONDA [ He is still deep in thought. He stands and in confusion and 
agitation walks about the stage. Then he goes and stands near 
WANGECI] 

We shall not wait for tomorrow morning.
Let's go there this very minute. 
Hand m� my sword 
For a man does not go in the dark with empty hands. 

w ANGECI puts the title-deed on the seat. She goes to get the sword. 
KioOONDAputs on his coat. Then he takes the sword from WANGEC1and 

hides it under the coat. WANGECI also puts on her coat. Then KioOONDA 

sees the title-deed on the seat. He picks it up. He looks at it. Then he 
slowly walks to the wall and hangs it back, WANGECI looking on. 
KiGOONDA then turns to WANGECI: 

KiG00NDA: 
Let's not go there now, in the dark, for it is very late.
Let's go there tomorrow early in the evening!
Come to think of it, 
We do not even have the money 
For the wedding ceremony. 

END OF SCENE ONE 

SceneTwo 

Kioi's home, in the evening. A big well-furnished house. Sofa seats, 
1V, radiogram, plastic flowers on the table, and so on. Electric lights. 
On the walls are several photographs. On one wall can be seen a board 
with the words: ·cHRIST IS THE HEAD OF THIS HOUSE, ntE UNSEEN GUEST 
AT EVERY MEAL, ntE SILENT LISTENER TO EVERY CONVERSATION'. There I 
also a picture of a hairy Nebuchadnezzar turned into an animal. 
JEZEBEL NDUGiRE and HELEN are at table. The table has all sorts of 
dishes. There is also water on the table in a huge glass container. A 

!ct Two, Scene Two
1S 

WAITER stands by. IXUUA WA NDJTJXA, a man with a belly as huge as that 
[!' a woman !"'o�t to �eliver, is seated away from the dining table and is 

L
usy· collec"!'g his things, bits of paper and so on into asmallsuitcase 
OJ ,s sta�d,ng near him waiting/or1KUUA to go so he can join the 

f thers at table. As soon as JKUUA/inishes collecting his things he 
,tands up and makes as if to move. 

JEZEBEL: 

Are you sure you won't take a bite? 
A cup of tea even, 
And it is easy to get it ready. 

JKUUA: · 
I prefer a beer 
Or a glass of wine, 

r-r'h 
But I know that you are all saved, Jesus-is-my-Saviour

(ii,t&l ey all laughJ 
Anyway you know very well that 
When I am not in a hurry 
I do take your meals. 
1 left my Range Rover way down at the gate
An� the driver might fall asleep . 
Besides, his home is very far from my place
And on driving me home he has to walk back all that wayLetme go. 

{He makes as if to move and then he turns to KiOL They walk a ste or rx:a�t talk as if in a private conference but loud enough/or the:thers

Listen Mr Kioi. 
Don't fo�get �at business about the insecticide factory.
Our foreign friends want to start as soon as possible.
As you know, 
The main problem with such a factory 
Is that it's bou�d to produce a lot of smelly gases
And therefore 1t cannot be built in an area 
Where important people live. 
What we need is a place like Kiguiinda 's 
O.a; any other place similarly situated. 
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Tl!e paar ire min� in K!ny1. 
[They laugh] 

Their laziness is what is driving them 
. To sell their strips ofland. 

But if you don't want your name as one of the local directors to 
appear, 

We can use your wife's name 
Or that of John Miihiiiini, your son. 
That's what most people are doing these days, 
Because of income tax, 
And also to cover up a little, 
For poverty has no governor. 
It's better to sometimes cover up our eating habits 
Rather than show the poor our mastications! 
Being a local director of foreign firms 
ls not a very taxing job; 
What they want is just an African's name. 
All we are required to do 
Is to be their watchmen. 
Yes, we could be called their watchdogs! 

[They laugh] 
Yes, watchdogs for foreign interests! 

JEZEBEL: 
Your words Mr lkuua are very unbecoming, 
They might send you into the everlasting fire. 
You have even refused to renew your marriage in church! 
All you would have been required to do 
ls to throw away one wife. 
It does not matter if the knife falls on the eldest 
And you are le� with the youngest 
Provided you go through a proper church ceremony! 

IKUUA [Laughing] 
I am contemplating marrying a third! 
Mr Kioi think about the matter, 
But anyway I am coming back soon 
So we can go over the accounts again. 

[ Goes out. Kio1 joins the others at table] 

(:t Two, Scene Two 

HELEN: 

That man has become really wealthy. 
'ZEBEL: 

Oh, he is wealth itself! 
NDUGiRE [Trying to change the subject) 

So your son John Miihlluni 
_ Has not yet returned? 

KiOI: 

From Mombasa? No. 
I had also sent him to Malindi 
To check on a plot I bought n�ar Watamu Bay! 

HELEN: 

: .What for, so far away? 
::n: 

I just want to erect a small hotel! 
About three storeys or so. 
That's why in fact I'm dragging my feet 
Over this business of an insecticide factory. 
At Mombasa and Malindi 
Hotels are very profitable. 
Profits from hotels are more than 
You can get from factories 
Or even from smuggling in coffee or gold or ivory
All because of our visitors from abroad!
What do you call them? Watalii. 
Yes, tourists from America, England, France and Germany

-�� . 

' Are !hose the ones I normally see in buses 
Passm� by Kinee?ii on the way to the Rift Valley,
Sometimes stoppmg by the roadside 
To buy fruit and sheepskins? 

�UGiRE: 
Tourists? 
I have heard on the radio 
Th�t ther7 is not a single government �inistry 
Which brmgs as much money into the country
As the Ministry of Tourism. 
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Would give up the habit altogether. 
Besides, Kigfiiinda is a hard worker 

I Will Marry When I Wa, 

And that's why although he raised a sword against us 
I did not dismiss him. 

JEZEBEL: 
You? 
Don't you remember those Mau Mau days? 
Wasn't it the servant, supposed to be faithful, 
Who used to spy on and betray his European employer? 

Dogs bark fiercely. There is a knock atthe door. They a/1/ook to the 
door with terrified faces. No one wants to open the door. Kior turns to 
the WAITER. 
KiOI: 

Go ... and ... and ... open the door. 
The SERVANT/WAITER is also a little scared. He gingerly walks to the 
door and opens it. A secuarcoa WATCHMAN enters and speaks in 
Kiswahili. 
WATCHMAN: 

KiOJ: 

Sir! 
Madam! 
There is a man and woman here 
And they say they want to see you. 
Shall I let them enter? 

Tell them to enter. 
Enter KioOONDA and WANGECJ. Kio1 and his friends are relieved. They 
literally sigh with relief. 
ALL: 

So it was you? 
KiGOONDA

} G d . ? 
WANGECJ : 00 evenmg. 

The WATCHMAN goes out. 
THEOTHERS: 

Good evening. 
KiOJ: 

We are at table. 
Take seats over there. 

Act Two, Scene Two 81 

KiG00NOA: 
We have come because ... 

KiOJ: 

Let's first eat, 
We are going to talk after. 

. The WAITER brings tea and passes near where KioOONDA andWANGECJ 
.:are sitting. As the WAITER passes by, WANGECJ, thinking that the tea is 
meant for them, stretches her hand out to pick up one cup. The WAITER 

f.'!uickly moves the tray away leaving WANGEC1's hand hanging in the air
rmpty. WANGECI is very humiliated.
JEZEBEL: 

Please excuse us! 
I am afraid we had cooked just enough 
For invited guests. 

WANGECI [ Trying to cover up her humiliation] 
It does not matter. 
We have just eaten, 
A supper of a mixture of beans and maize. 

HELEN turns up her nose as if she can smell the foul smell of bean and 
fmaize 
!dG00NDA: 

Our only problem is water. 
The water around has dried up: 
Now our women have to walk for miles. 
Wangeci has today been roaming all over 
Looking for water. 
And even then she could not get any. 
Give me a little water 
To push down the meal of maize and beans. 

JEZEBEL (TotheWAITER] 
11M 

Go and fetch water from the drum outside, 
You know the one near the pig-sty. 

WAITER hurries out 
�"lDUGiRE: 

Oh. without water life is such misery! 
He deliberately takes a glass and fills it with water from the huge jar on 

_the table and empties the glass) 
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Before I eat an egg in the morning 
I have first to drink a full glass of water. 
Some people don't realize that 
Water is very vital to the body. 
Water is better than tea or even milk. 

HELEN: 

A well-cared-for body is only possible with water. 
ThewAITERbringswater, in a cup, and gives it toKioOONDA whodrinks 
it. 
JEZEBEL: 

Yes, because without water, 
You cannot clean the body. 

Kio1: 
That's why Jesus told the woman from Syria, 
I am the water of ... · 

NDUGiRE: 

Life! 
The others sing: the KioOONDAS watch 

Thirst and hunger for earthly things 
ls the sleep and death of life . 
Cry 1:4nto God your Lord 
And he will save you. 

Life, life, 
The everlasting life 
And you'll never get thirsty. 

JEZEBEL: 

Let's now say a prayer 
To thank God for the food 
We have just eaten. 

(She looks at the KioOONDAs] 
We thank you Lord our God 
For the food you have given us. 
Now we humbly lower our eyes 
Before your holy presence, Oh Jehovah, 
You who are the head of this house 
You the unseen guest at every meal 
You the silent listener 

-let Two, Scene Two 

To every conversation. 
We do not want to be like Nebuchadnezzar
Who was turned into a beast
For forgetting to thank you.
That's why we now humbly beg you
To give us spiritual food 
And to give us the water oflife

J;j.L! 

So that we shall never never get thirsty.

Amen. 
me Kio1s and the NDUGiRES now leave the table and take more cpmfortable seats facing the KioOONDAS. The SERVANT/WAITER beginsclear the table. 
l;')-ll! 

What do you want? 
�OONDA [ Clearing his throat) 

l 
We have come because of that matter.

n·ANOECJ: 

Kiol: 

We have thought a great deal about the matter,
And we came to the conclusion that
We should not put obstacles
To your larger purposes. 

If you have agreed to our plans
We shall now become true friends,
Your house and mine becoming one

l In the name of the Lord.
__ JL:. [ They sing clapping joy/ ully. KiGOONDA and WANGECI join in thesmgmg but they obviously don't know the tune and they often clap out·'llstep]

Goodnews 
About our Saviour 
Has come to us 
This is good news. 

Yes good news has come 
Telling us all 
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How He forgives 
And how he loves us. 

Great love is this 
Of Christ the helper; 
He came down from heaven 
Because he felt pity over us. 

· His name wUI be sung 
From place to place 
And all the nations 
Will give up their wickedness. 

l Will Marry When l WOL

KiG00NDA: 

But there's a small problem! 
A modern church wedding 
Requires a lot of things. 
We cannot enter the holy church 
The way we are 
With muddy feet 
And these rags ever on our shouldeis.

JEZEBEL: 

You don't need a great deal. 
You only need the follow�g: 
First is the fee for the offiaatmg pnest. 
And then robes for the bride. 

NDUGiRE: 
And a suit for the bridegroom.

HELE
N�d clothes for bridesmaids and best man.

JEZEBEL: 
And for the children, 
Who will hold the train! 
Then you'll have to set �de a little sum of money 
For bread milk, butter,Jam, 
And of co� for the wedding cake. 

HELEN: 

Oh,yes, the cake! 
d" 1 The cake is central to a Christian wed mg. 

.ct Two, Scene Two 

NDUGiRE! 
The Christian Ngurario. 

:�aughs at the comparison] 
JEZEBEL: 

You!
Ikuua seems to have taught you unbecoming language! 

'eLEN: 
What about rings and flowers? 

IRZEBEL: 
Oh, yes, I was forgetting those. 

""it'IOJ: 
And you can buy all those 
From my superm�rket at Wabera Street. 

I\NGECI: 

Where shall we get the money for all that? 
Jdo1: 

Kigiiiinda earns a lot of money. 
· Don't you deposit some ofit

In a Post Office savings account? 
\\ '1)UGIRE: 

You know that we black people 
Have never really mastered the word, savings. 
Yes, setting aside something 
For a rainy day. 

GUUNDA: 
What do I get a month? 
Two hundred shillings, 
And you call that a lot of money? 
Two hundred shillings a month 
With which to buy clothes, food, water, 
And you know very well 
That prices are daily climbing up! 
A person earning two hundred shillings, 
Can he really cope with the rising prices? 

fVGiRE: · [Cuninghimshort] 
· · But do you think it possible to have two price categories,· For those with property 

And those without? 
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KiOJ: 

I Will Marry When I Wal 

Does QQd't niin fall on a rich man's fields 
Bypassing a poor man's field? 

Not only that my brother-in-Christ. 
I give all the workers a hundred or a hundred and fifty! 
You, Kiguunda and the tractor driver 
Are the only workers who get two hundred shillings. 

JEZEBEL: [Asifcrackingajoke] 
The tractor driver is very well behaved 
And not like you, father ofGathoni. 
He never complains about anything. 
He never complains about his wages! 

KiG00NDA: 

I didn't come here to ask for an increment 
Although I won't mind a rise in wages 
It's only that the wedding ceremony will cost a lot of money. 

KiOJ: 

Kigiiiinda, you are a very wealthy man, 
Only that you don't care to know: 
You have a lot of land. one and a half acres. 
You have a full-time job. 
How many thousands who in Kenya today 
Cannot boast about a space large enough for a grave even? 

NDUGiRE: 
A grave is not even the best comparison . 
Since there are many state-owned graveyards.
But how many hundreds of Kenyans 
Arc now roaming all over the country 
Looking for any type of job whatever the pay 
And they can •t get any? 

KiGUUNDA: 
I wanted to find out 
If you could lend us money 
To meet the cost of the wedding ceremony. 

NDUGiRE, Kio1, HELEN a11d JEZEBEL stare at one another in obvious 
dismay. KiOI is rapt in thought. 
KiOI: 

Thafs an easy matter. 

fitct Two, Scene Two 

I like you. 
The other day I even visited you in your home. 
But remember what God told Adam and Eve: 
There are no free things! 
Hakunacha bure! 
No more manna from heaven. 

Turning to NDUGIRE) 
If anyone wants free things 
He should go to Tanzania 
Or to China. 

-t'IDUGIRE:
I have heard it said that 
In China there's no private property, 
That everything, including women, is shared out. JEZEBEL} 

ttEL
� 

: What! Women shared out!
�DUGIRE: 

Yes, they say that in China there's no ri�h or poor. 
But how can a country progress 

. · Unless led by the rich? . 
cio1: 

In China, they don't even believe in God. 
JEZEBEL: 

«101: 

Didn't the missionaries get there? 
Does it mean ti.I.at all the Chinese, 
The whole country, will burn in hell? 

Yes, eight hundred million souls. 
To bum for ever! 

�DUGiRE: 
' Nebuchadnezzar's clansmen. 

Let them burn. 
Ht:LEN: 

Flames jumping in the sky. 
•DUGiRE:

Like flames from a pile of dry firewood. 
JEZEBEL: 

Their bones breaking: crack! crack! 
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KiOI: 
And all because of 
Getting ria of the rich. 

I WUI Marry When I Wanf 

Ki000NDA: 
Does it mean that in China 
People do not now have food, clothes and shelter? 

NDUGiRE: 

KiOI: 
Who knows! 

Just imagine! 
All the people ... 
If all the people are to become equal like these teeth 
Who would do the work? 
Anyway we in Kenya are very lucky, 
Because we are a Christian nation. 
We worship at the feet of the Lord, 
The same Lord who commanded us all 
To forever sweat over whatever we eat or drink. 
Mr Kigiiiinda your words are good 
And I am willing to help you. 

Ki000NDA: 

KiOI: 

Thank you! Thank you! 

There are two alternatives. 
You have got one and a half acres of land. 
There is an American-, German-and Japanese-owned company 
Which wants to build an insecticide factory. 
I think Mr Ikuua has already written to you about it! 
If you sell that piece of land, 
You '11 get a lot of money. 
With some of that money, 
You can buy land in the Rift Valley 
Or in Maasailand 
And the rest you can bank. 

KiG00NDA: 

KiOI: 

I will never sell the piece of land. 
I just wanted ... 

I have not finished. I told you there were two alternatives. 

rt Two, Scene Two 

You have rejected the first. 
The other alternative is to borrow money from a bank 
With your one and half acres as security. 

WANGECI : What! Our title-deed to go to a bank!"iOOUUNDA
} 

·01:
· Yes, because no bank will lend you money
Without some security.
In fact borrowing (rom a bank is better
Than borrowing from an individual like me,
Because the bank only requires you
To pay back a little each month.
Now this is how I'm going to help you:
First I'll myself take you to the bank
Of which I am a director
And I will vouch for your integrity.
I'll pledge to withhold from your wages
Whatever the monthly amount
You and the bank will agree.

�lEN: 
· You, our brother-in-Christ, are very kind-hearted.

. . Praise the Lor_d.
J_Turning to KiGOONOA] 

Do you know that not many people today 
Would agree to become a surety 
In (?rder that a mere worker might get a bank loan? 

pUGiRE: 
· Yes, because a propertied man like Kioi
Naturally fears that such a worker

, Might fall ill or even die suddenly. 
��f3ECI: 

' :Anybody can die. 
··Even millionab::es do die.

IDUGiRE: 

· i: :yes, but you will agree that the
_:,-, Death rate is worse among the poor!

KiOI: 
Mr Kigiiiinda, what do you have to say? 
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KiG00NDA: 

Whether I borrow from you or from a bank 
It is all the same to us. 
I didn't come here to beg. 
But you people are the bankers 
Of what we the poor produce! 
Tomorrow I shall bring the.title-deed; 
You and I will take it to the bank. 

END OF ACTlWO 

.ACT THREE 

�eOne 

((igiiunda's home. The interior is very different from what it was in 
previous scenes. A new dining table with chairs. On the table is a big 
..,,uitcase, also new. New plates, cups, basins and so on. A suit hangs on 
l\he wall where Kigiiiinda's old coat used to hang: On one wall hangs 
�he picture of Nebuchadnezzar exactly like the one in Kioi's home. On 
another wall, exactly on the spot where the title-deed used to be, now 

jangs a board with the inscription: 'Christ is the head . . .  etc', again 
Eike the one in KJoi's house. The title-deed is not now 1:1nywhere in the 
house. 
, The scene opens with KiGOONDA and WANGECI busy bringing in new 

:!hings into the house, such as sofa seats, a big standing mirror, a radio 
und so on. WANGECI and KioOONDA are full of joy at the sight of each 
item. They are very happy, particularly because their house now looks 
¥ke the Kiois'. KfGOONDAgoes to the board with the inscription 'Christ
tJs the head', takes it off and studies it before putting it back on the wall.
WANGECI in turn goes to it, dusts it, and then looks at it as if she is

E
udying each let!er. KIGOONDAgoes to the radio and turns the knobs
ntil he gets a song. He tries to dance to the tune. He then goes to the 
irror wh�re he tries on his wedding suit, in the process discarding his 

old rags and tyre sandals. WANGECI goes to the radio, tries the knobs 
ff,is way and that way, occasionally standing back to admire itor 
--�a/king about with it or swinging it. She turns to KfoOONDA. 
WANGECI: 

Why did you buy this?
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KiGOONDA: [Turning rou,zd] 
Didn't I tell you to try on your clothes? 

WANGECJ: 
I was admiring you. 

WANGECI goes to the suitcase. She opens it. She starts undressing,
getting rid of her old rags. She seems fascinated with the different items
of clothing, lifting each in turn, as if she cannot make up her mind 
where to start. She takes out a huge brassiere. 
WANGECJ: 

How does 01_1e put on this? 
KiG00NDA: 

Why don't you simply wear it as pants? 
WANGECI: 

I'll try it on, on the wedding day. 
[ WANGECI puts on her wedding robes] 
KiGOONoA: [ Dusting himself up and admiring himself in his new suit]

On that day 
I'll wake very early, 
And put on this suit! 

[ Turning round, he is complete_ly mesmerized byw ANGECI in her white
wedding dress] 

You have turned into a teenager! 
Do you know what this white wedding dress means?
Its whiteness means that 
You have never known any man. 

(Laughs) 
On that day 
I shall ask Jisbinde Ushiilde Studio 
To take a colour picture of you. 
We shall send one picture to the papers 
TaifaLeo. The wedding column. 
I hear that the paper belongs to the Aga Khan
And they send him a copy of the paper in Europe!
Imagine! 
Your picture and mine going to the Aga Khan in Europe!
On that day you and I will walk down the holy aisle
Holding hands. 

,�,.:Three, �cene One 
l- ·. 

/'.[!le tries to hold WANGECrs hand) 
�ANGECI: 
�i/ '. , No, it'� the bridegroom who enters first. 
t'.� •: !he bnde follows9 led by her father. 
ff1(jUUNDA:
m/· 0.K. 0.K.!
l �lf.e g?es to the radio and stops the music]

93 

j · • · I II then walk ahead with the best man. /,�.;/!.•.•,., 1e walks :,head and t�en turns his head to see i/WANGECI is following)
h.. Aren t you followmg behind me? 
�WANGECI: 

. I'm coming. 
VO,ey.start wa�king as if the! are �eal/y in a church on the wedding day.
fJ{church choiraccompan,es their mimed enactment of the wedding 
,rp:emony. 

The good news of life 
Is all tibout Christ the Lord. 
He is our strength. 
He will guideus. 
And should any evil 
Come nearus 
Christ is able 
To defend us from evil. 
And when our days on earth are over 
We shall dwell with Jesus 
For ever and ever. 

C
ow WANGECI and KiGOONDA are standing before an invisible priest 
'hey the� kn�el down before 'him'. The voice of the invisible priesiis 

eard raised ,n prayer: 
VOICE: 

Oh, God, our Lord 
We �ower our eyes before you today 

:,:,��king you to bless this bride 
t;And this bridegroom. 
t;FQr,you were the one who wrote in the holy book. 
l��shall a man leave his father and mother
!i�nd be joined·to his wife
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There she goes. 
She has started. 
She is weeping ... 

I Will Marry When I Wa 

KiGOONDA: 
When will they start bringing us gifts? 
Today I want to know 
Who our true friends are! 
I wonder what the Kiois and the Ndugires 
Will bring us? 
Some people can play nasty tricks; 
They'll hand you a closed envelope, 
But on opening it 
You will find they have enclosed only five shillings! 
Wait a minute. 
That one has stood up. 
He will now read the whole Bible 
From cover to cover, 
And then he will preach 
Until tomorrow ... 

WANGECI: 
Oh, dear, before we have cut the cake? 
Cutting a wedding cake 
Which is as white as snow 
Or as white as this wedding dress 
Is a most wonderful thing. 
A wedding without a cake 
Is not a Christian wedding at all! 

KiG00NDA:. 
The speeches are now over. 
Let's stand up to cut the cake. 
It's a cake, five storeys high! 

They stand up holding an invisible knife. They start cutting the cake. I 
The choir sings another hymn. They give each other a piece of cake. 
They continue cutting it. Suddenly the hymn stops. A car hoots rudel1, 
But KioOONDA and WANGECI do not hear it. They are totally absorbed, 
the ceremony of cutting the cake. Another rude hooting and a car 

· moves away. GATHONI comes in. She is at first taken aback by the

tct Three, Scene One 97 

changes ;n the house and by the strange behaviour of her parents. She

;
en slumps into a seat and starts weeping. Without realizing that they 

re still holding each other's hands, her parents stare atGAlHONI. 
GOONDA}. What's the matter?

WANGECI • Where'sJohnMiihiiiini? 
�AlHONI goes on w_eel!°!g. WANGECI lets go iqoOONDA's hand and goes
-fo where GA moN1 ,s sitting.

WANGECJ: 

What's the matter, my daughter? 
tATHONI: 

He ... he ..• he has jilted me. 
WANGECI: 

I Who? 
PATHONI: 

Jo ... John ... Muhiiiini ... 
..PG00NDA: 

To be jilted is nothing. 
There are many more eligible men in the world. 

WANGECI: 
Stop weeping. 

�ATHONI: 
It ... is ... not ... just ... that ... 

.. WANGECI: 
What else? 
Speak. Quickly. 

JATHONI: 
We went to Mombasa. 
When we came back to Nairobi 
I told him that 
I was pregnant. 

lioOONDA} P ? .. i.,ANoEct : regnant.
. GATIIONI: 

He used to tell me that 
He wanted us to have a baby 
That he would never many a girl 
Who had not conceived 
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102 

You are the one turned into a beast. 
Walk on all fours. 
Walk on your feet and hands. 

I I l WUI Marry When l Wa�n 

[ Kio1 walks on all fours) 
Eatgrass, 
Christ, the Head, is watching you, 
Walk! 

[wANGECI is beseeching KiGOONDA not to kill him) 
WANGECI: 

Don't kill him. 
Let him sign an agreement. 

KiGOONDA: 
This one? 
To sign an agreement? 

Kio1: 
Yes, I'll sign. 
I'll sign anything you want me to sign. -
Even if you want them to go to church tonight 
lbey'Ugo! 

KiGOONDA: (With pride) 
Church, your churches? 
Let me tell you a thing or two Mr Ahab Kioi. 
Even if you were now to give me all the wealt� 
Which you and your clansmen have stolen fro� the poor, 
res, the wealth which you and your Asian and European 

clansmen 
And all the rich from Kenya share among yourselves, 
I would not take it. 
Just now, 
No amount of gold or ivory or gemstones 
Would make me let Gathoni marry your son. 
But as for signing something, 
You wiU! 
Earthly debts must be paid here on earth. 
It is said the fart of the rich never smells 
But yours Kioi stinks all over the earth. 

JEZEBEL peeps in and quickly rushes back to the inner rooms. The 

I
' _Three, Scene Three 103 

SECURICOR WATCHMAN and NDUGiRE and HELEN enter. KloOONDA is not j-aid. ButNDUGIRE and HELEN are trembling with fear, and they don't
mto know what to do. The WATCHMAN takes out his whistle and 

.�•arts blowing it and threatening KiGOONoA/rom a safe distance. But 
:_whenever KfoOONDA moves a step towards them they all run to an even 

o/erdistance. 
�UONDA: 

Wangeci bring a piece of paper from that table. 
'. I want all these to witness 

�· AhabKioi waKanoru's signature. 

,:�i�e .WATCHMAN goes on blowing his whistle and threatening KiGOONDA,
· '-'lt.W.i!h his eyes very much on the door. Before KioOONDA gets the 

�ceof paper, JEZEBEL enters with a gun, a pistol. The WATCHMAN and 
fth'f �ouoiRES give way and follow behind her, now all acting brave. 
�th 

.
. ih

.· 
e
.
r eyes on KioOONDA 's sword and pointing·the gun at himshe 

�lks(o where her husband is and helps him to his feet with a hand. 
�NGEC1goes to where KiGOONDA is and tries to get the swordfrom 
· him�· But KiG00NDA pushes her away. Now it is the confrontation 
�.,re� 

.. 
n
. 

· the gun and the sword. 
�EL: 
: · · Put that sword down . 

[qpONDA at first refuses, then he reluctantly lets the sword fall to the 
. J.�d. JEZEBEL bends down and pushes away the sword, whUestill 
· poin9ng the gun atKiGOONDA. 

_.,.EBEL: 

[/Get out. Get out of here. 
i"19{J.lllDA and WANGECistart to leave. But at the door, KiGOONDA 
law

, 
.
. 
·c·:·:•� ..• !t"'. ms round as if finally determined to regain his sword and 
/µ.if.put. JEZEBEL/ires the gun. KiGOONDA/a/ls. 
�:��·::,<,:'>-,,'.;'•\'. 

)'.:. 
. 

END OF SCENE 1WO 

Jir 'l"!gtiimda's home. About two weeks after. Kiguunda is not in. Most of 
'r.iie.lti.�gs are no longer there. The house is very much like the way 
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104 I Will Marry When I Waln

it was.at the beginning of the play, except for the picture of 
Nebuchadnezzar and the board with the inscription 'Christ is the 
Head' which still hang from the walls as if in mockery. Note that the
board with the inscription, 'Christ is the Head' hangs on the spot where
the title-deed used to hang. w ANGEa is sitting on a chair, dejected. 
NJOOKI is standing near her, trying to comfort her. oiCAAMBA is 

standing near the board with the inscription, as if he is reading the
letters, shaking his head from side to side in disbelief 

WANGECI: 
What shall I now do? 
Where shall I now turn? 
Oh, oh, my child! 

GICAAMBA: 
Where isGathoni? 

WANGECI: 
My friends: don't ask me. 

NJOOKI: 
But why? Where is Gathoni? 

WANGEC: 
Her father threw her out of the house. 
I stayed for a week without knowing 
Where she had gone. 
Now I hear that she is a bannaid. 
My daughter! 
Abarmaid! 
Gathoni my child! 
To become a whore? 

GiCAAMBA: [Moving away from the board)
Let's not call our children prostitutes. 
A hyena is very greedy 
But she does not eat her young. 
Our children are not to blame. 
Gathoni is not to blame. 
When a bird in flight gets very tired 
It lands on the nearest tree. 
We the parents have not put much effort 

;.e1 Three, Scene Three

In the education of our girls. Even before colonialism 
We oppressed women 
Giving ourselves numerous justifications;

[S'ingsJ 
Women and property are not friends,Two women are two pots of poison, Women and the heavens are unpredictableWomen cannot keep secrets, 

A woman's word is believed only after the event.
Aod th�ough many other similar sayings, Forgetting that a home belongs to man and womanThat the C?un_try belongs to boys and girls.Do you thmk 1t was only the men Who fought for Kenya's independence?How many women died in the forests?Today when we face problemsWe take it out on our wives, Instead of holding a dialogue 

r 
Sing�

o find ways and means of removing darkness from the land.
..... 

100KJ: 

Come my friend
Come my friend 
Let's reason together. 
Our hearts are heavy 
Ov�r the future of our children. Lets find ways of driving darknessFrom the land. 

Gathoni now has no job.
She has no other means of earning a livingAnd she would like to dress upLike all her age-mates.

r\NGECI: 
Would she were a housemaid!

105 
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NJOOKI: 
A housemaid? 
To be collecting all the shit in somebody else's house? 
And when the memsahib is out of sight, 
The husband wants the maid to act the wife! 
Thus the maid doing all the work formemsahib! 

o(CAAMBA} • [Sing as if continuing the song 
NJOOKI • Gicaamba has just sung] 

Ya we find out why 
It's the children of the poor 

WANGECI: 

Who look after rich people's homes,
Who serve them beer in beer-halls, 
Who sell them their flesh. 

Come my friend 
Come my friend 
We reason together. 
Our hearts are heavy 
Over the future of our children. 
Let's find ways of driving away darkness 
From the land. 

Oh, my child! 
NJOOKJ: 

She will come back! 
Our children will one day come back! 

OiCAAMBA: 

And where now is Kigiiiinda? 
WANGECJ: 

I don't know! 
He might be in a beer-hall. 
Ever since he lost his job, 
He had become married to Chibuku liquor! 
And now he has lost his piece of land. 

GiCAAMBA
} : What? 

NJOOKI 
WANOECI: 

Didn't you hear about it over the radio?
You too have forgotten us. 

xt Three, Scene Three 

"<UOOKI: 
No!
We have not forgotten you, 
Gicaamba has been on night shifts. 
And again we noticed 

' That since you started friendship with the Kiois 
You did not really want our company. ' 

.VANGECI: 

, . Nobody repents the sins of another. 
_l · Nobody regrets the going as the returning.

�MBA: 
. What about the piece of land? 
lNGECI: 

'We went to Kioi's place 
To teJI him about Gathoni and Mfihiiiini. 
Kioi and Ktguiinda exchanged heated words. 
Kigiiiinda took out his sword. 
JCioi's wife took out a gun. 

ifCAAMBA} 

-� __ :.Kl : What?-A gun?
�GEO: 
, · What can I say? 
;-, We are now breathing 
[Only because the bullets missed us 
r Death was not ready to receive us. 
1:�·Iqoi said he would not pursue the matter further, 
�the dismissed Kigiiiinda from bis job. 

[<If-only I could catch that Kioi. 

J
t;;�Witb.these hands that know toil 
¥1}�<>uld teach him a thing or two! 
GECI: 
f.• .· 

f�fter a week iP_ .... �
-.
�
-
nda g�t a letter from the bank's lawyers. 

.�i��tter S81d: pay back the loan 
f•)Veshall sell your piece ofland. 

'"'.:3�iinda has no job. 
��l�� tried to sell the goods 

107 



............
(.0 

108 l Will Marry When I Wa,,

We foolishly bought with the loan money
And they are not fetching much. 
So the radio announced that 
The piece of land would be auctioned.

NJOOKI: 

We never heard the announcement.
When will it be auctioned? 

WANGECI: 

Today. 
It was being auctioned today.

NJOOKI: 

Today?
WANGECI: 

Today! This day! 
Today was the day
The Kiois buried us alive.

KiGOONDA11s drunken voice can be heard. He is singing. 
I shall marry when/ want 
While all padres are still alive 
And I shall get married when I want 
While all nuns are.still alive. 

KioOONDA enters, very drunk . 
KIG00NDA: 

How are you? 
Son of Kibooto,
Why didn't you join me for a drink?
Cbibuku for power. 
Kill me quick: Chibuku. 
You Gicaambabave become tied
To your wife's apron strings. 
Do you suckle her? 
Wom�n are useless. 
A woman is a pot full of poison.

WANGECI: 

And so Cbibuku has married you? 
Every day. ln themoming. lntheevening.
Whenever you sell anything 

�I. 

�c:t Three, Scene Three 
l-::. , ' •' 

· . To get money to pay back the loan, 
You go to a beer-hall where C hibuku is sold.

-Chibuku! 
'. Chang'aa liquor!

•. • · J>.oison poured into our country!
l!CAAMBA: 

Yes, yes, by the whites
And their local followers.

IL i Seryants to foreigners! 
roOONDA: [Sings and dances]
. Greet Chibukufor me 

Chibuki1: chased away my bitterness 

f.__ , 
Chibuku chased away pain, sorrow and thoughts.

[ANGECI: 
; Go away, · Go back to the beer-halls
! . Where your daughter is selling beer

� r And dance and sing in there. 
fi�00NDA: 

; -Shutup,woman! 
\ .Gicaamba, never trust a woman.

S;LWANGECI: 
;. _ ·. Wasl the one who told you 
b · To go for loans from other people's banks?
iGOONpA: 
:: ,_Who wanted a church wedding?
f ,::You an old woman 
[/\Wanting to go through a humiliating ceremony!
f?·�n�_all because of looking down upon our culture!
l)fY9;µ saw fools going for foreign customs 
t;;�J.\11.d you followed in their footsteps. 
fr.,Do you think that it's only foreign things

��are blessed? 

i/You iJl'e not the one talking.
:f.'{:'

_
•
_
::
_
'.::

_ 
Ws 

_
_ l

_
iqu

_
. or speaking through you.

��(19��!\: [�orkedup) 
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You now insult mef 
You dare insult me! 

I Will Marry When I WaJ 

Have church weddings entered your brains? 
He takes the picture of Nebuchadnezzar and breaks it to pieces. He 
does the same for the board with the inscription, 'Christ is the Head'. 
WANGECI: 

Do you think that breaking those 
Will bring back the piece of land? 

WANGECI and KiGOONDAjight. GiCAAMBA and NJOOKl separate them. 
WANGECI is crying and shouting all sorts of insults. 
WANGECI: 

K.illme! 
Let him murder me! 
Murder me before the whole population! 
Kioi has proved too much for you. 
Chibuku has proved too much for you. 
Your daughter has proved too much {or you. 
O.K., kill me! Kill me now!
Leave him alone, the poor wretch.
Let him now kill me

_ So he can have meat for supper.
KlaOONDAsuddenly changes as if a mortal blow had been struck at his 
own identity. He slumps into a seat, completely dejected, bl{t rapt in 
thought. WANGECI is also dejected as she too takes a seat. 
GICAAMBA: 

Whatever the weight of our problems, 
Let's not fight amongst ourselves. 
Let's not turn violence within us against us, 
Destroying our homes 
While our enemies snore in peace. 

KiGOONDA: 
You have spoken the truth. 
For from today Kioi has become my enemy. 
Either I die, or he dies. 
Why, they have buried me alive! 

NIOOKI: 

The piece of land ••. was it sold? 

�nree. Scene 11iree

f.lP00NDA: [ Pause] 

J
···.;,_;: )' es. (Shows them his hand)
}
.
{
.·
:
·
:
·
::
·
:
.
· 
... 
• 
.
. :�ow

·. 
we have only our hands. 

l�AMBA:
, �- ::.·Who •• � Who bought it? 
1990�0,A: [Pause) 
�'-':}Ahab Kioi wa.Kanoru. 

'!OOKI: 
'"\···· .. A-uuu-u! 
!•.•:That man should now be baptized 
F: The Oppressor, Son of Grab-and-Take. 

(AU.:. 
· ( Th� Oppressor, Son of Grab-and-Take.

IGOONDA: 
'· · When I left the auction place 
: .... I thought I should revisit the piece of land 
i·., J�'qr a last glance, 
!. · A kind of goodbye. 
; Wliodid I find there? 
I;•:· :,Kioiwa Kanoru, lkuua wa Nditika 
K .·· Plus a group of whites. 

r.J·.:Uled. 

F:;, ;.:::'But their open laughter followed me .. 
li4�BA: 
... {?rhe laughter from the clansmen of ... 

KIGOONDA
} ·<��j,\: .. :. ·• : The Oppress(!r, Son of Qrab-and-Take.

ECV· 

111 

i. :i�r.ne:group of people who had sung in Act One now come back
-·· t,rea'/dnto the same song ..

u._;. /The devil of robbery 
I Must be crushed 
/HtJllelujah let's crush him 
(For the second coming is near. 
/�fie has brought/amine to this land 
f Let's crush him. 
/·Jlallelujah let's crush him 
: · .for the second coming is ne'!-'· 
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J Will Marry When I WarV� 

ALL" 

• The trumpet of the masses has been blown.

We are tired of being robbed

We are tired of exploitatio�
We are tired of landgrabbmg

We are tired of slavery
We are tired of charity and abuses.

SOLOIST: 

The trumpet! 
ALL" 

. The trumpet of the poor has been blown.

Let's unite and organize

Organization is our club

Organization is our sword 

Organization is our gu?
Organization is our shield 

Organization is the way

Organization is our s!'ength

Organization is our light

Organization is our wealth.

SOLOIST! 

The trumpet! 
ALL" 

. The trumpet of the masses has been blown.

SOLOIST! 

The trumpet-
ALL: 

Of the workers has been blown

There are two sides in the struggle,

The side of the exploiters and that of the exploited.

On which side will you be when

SOLOIST! 

The trumpet-
ALL: 

Of the workers is finally blown?

CURTAIN 

lPPENDIX: 
JJtN�S _IN THE ORIGINAL 
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