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INTRODUCTION

I welcome you all to this, my first book of many to come. This
book covers a wide range of African culture and some content of
early missionary work. This will provide a good understanding
of the light and darkness that I uncover.
I write and unfold our day-to-day minds and how we perceive
things. There are things we hate about ourselves that we wish
never happened in our lives. I address how we challenge them.
I describe some aspects of life and tell of those who are near
us. I write of going through thick and thin which we cannot
neglect. I write of our inner selves and our gifts and how that
motivates the circle of our lives.
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PREFACE

For various reasons we intend not to affirm our given ability
to help ourselves no matter the way our destiny directs us. We
ignore the existence of that gift by which others recognize what
the mirror reveals. It shows who we truly are in our natural way.
This book brings this clearly in a story told in fiction.
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FOREWORD

I started on the basic relationship between light and darkness
that stimulate obsession of the element of the necessity that I
long for.
Writing this book has tackled the essence of the challenges
that most individuals lack and that require a glee of miracles to
happen in our lives. The most vital thing I understood is how we
relate and manipulate our ability to the common social way of
life and how we help our fellow friends with it. The fact that I
use fiction to elaborate and clearly point out the bond that makes
us responsible not only to ourselves but also to those who are
around us.
Despite, the way this may look, I think it illuminates how
we work and appreciate the kind of relationship we have with
our gift either the negative or positive aspect of it; it entirely
depends with choices we make at the end of resulting output of
our gift.
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CHAPTER ONE

The wind was blowing across the waysides of the village; rolls
of dry grass and whirling of dust were seen. I sat in front of
the house watching people and children pass by. The thatched
houses stood at a thirty-degree angle as flies buzzed around
maneuvering and crisscrossing each other. A little boy stood by
the roadside with his pointing nose, dark hair, curved legs, and
holding a handful of clay. He was mad. He turned his head and
stared at me. He looked perplexed, and as I watched attentively
his breathing increased.
From a distance someone shouted, “May!”
In an amazing move, the boy’s head turned without changing
the position of his body. It was as strange as I have never seen
such a thing. Then he disappeared into thin air.
“Wild! Wild!”
“Yes! Father’’
I went into the house. My mother was lying on the bed
made with dry banana leaves. As I drew near her a great fear
ran through me. My inner conscious accepted what was going to
take place. She struggled to breath. She touched my hand as my
father laid his arm on my shoulder his hands shaking; he knelt
down and stretched his arm under the bed. He pulled out a pot
in his hand with a few coins in it. He counted each of them on
the bed.
My mother had been sick ever since l was born, but this
time it had her down. Father took her to the witch doctor in the
village; she looked at me with pale eyes as though l was not
going to see her again.
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The physician took her in as we waited patiently on the
wooden bench and he did his wonders. Father kept walking up
and down sweating.
I remember the first day I wore a cloth made of skin. How
the big broad smile and happiness came pouring out of her like
a waterfall. She made us a whole family. She took me to the
missionary school; she walked carefully smiling at me with her
black make-up on her face and her eyes glowing.
The head teacher spoke fluent English with my mother. I
refused to remain at the school but she convinced me otherwise.
She said, “Everyone has a dream and yours begins here.”
Those were her last words as she left me there. I never
understood her. I felt as if my spirit was lifted up and left a big
hole as a voice accompanied by a silent wind said, “We have her
now.”
I never saw my father cry, but when they announced that she
was no longer with us he gasped for air and sorrow invaded his
heart. He lay on the wall sniffing as he recalled moments with
her that passed before him in a flash of recall.
Fear engulfed my thoughts. It tried to force me to shed tears,
but none came as father sobbed. I could see his facial expression
as he imagined spending his life without her. I never realized this
would happen. I saw my neighbors attend funerals, but I never
knew how deeply they were affected by losing their loved ones.
We went into the room where she was laying covered
by a white sheet. Hers was the only body lying there. Father
uncovered it and we saw mother’s corpse lying there. We had
no words to say; we were completely still. He kissed her on the
forehead as a sign of appreciation of what they shared when she
was alive. She was still beautiful though dead. I remembered
how she used to spend hours making up her face. She said that
it made her feel lively and proud of herself; she used to work in
a makeup store.
I was perturbed by this scene as she lay there. The mother
who provided the necessities to me; the breadwinner in my life.
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How l wanted to change this and go back to our small cottage.
The room was cold. I touched her body; it was cold and icy as if
rubbing a hand through snow.
“Son! We have to prepare for the burial,” were my father’s
last words in that place. We passed the information to family
members, relatives, and friends. When we finished all this it was
night and we were all exhausted. But we could not forget what
had happened.
Early in the morning after the cock opened our day, the sun’s
rays were piercing and the morning dew was vaporizing into the
atmosphere. It was a lovely morning bearing in mind the sadness
in our hearts. Everybody acted with happiness trying to hide the
loss they felt. I watched through the window. Father was still in
the living room staring at the wall. It was hard to believe that
she was gone. As he sat there one of my aunts came, but brought
little joy into the house.
She said she could not believe it; her closest friend is gone.
“Dead,” she kept stressing.
It was a shock to the whole family. Mother was a woman
with dignity and respect, a candle in the wind. She left a big hole
in our hearts that is going to take years to heal.
“I’m sorry big brother,” she said as she went to prepare
breakfast.
I went to fetch water and on the way l met with my best
friend playing. He said, “Sorry! I heard that your mother went
on to heaven.”
I just nodded and went on. On my way back, something
strange happened that I never expected. I saw a bright light
that nearly made me blind, but l couldn’t see what it was. I was
terrified with fear. It sped my heart up and I took off running
with the bucket until l reached home. That’s when I looked back.
I was breathing heavily with sweat dropping down like a house
with a hole in the roof during the rainy season.
The compound was full of people. I walked towards the
house as the ground protested the pressure created by the crowd.
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I never saw some of these people around the village. They
all brought their condolence messages. The house was full of
people and finding a way through was difficult. I forced my way
through and put the water in the kitchen. I found old women
chatting about how they knew her.
I was given a slice of bread and a cup of porridge, sat down
on a curved, three-legged wooden stool, and gazed around.
Time passed by, then the elders gathered wood logs and
placed them in a circle in the compound. A fire was ignited,
blazing high; it burned hot spreading its flames high across the
sky as the smoke ascended. An old man came with a gourd,
drank from it, and poured some of the contents on the fire. It
was a traditional offering to the gods to accept their request. It
had more force than the usual offering; it was awkward. Then
all surrounded the fire, he sat on a special chair, and placed a
bull skull on his head as a sign to open the gateway between
the ancestors and the spirit of mother to receive her into their
kingdom.
In the midst, there was a statue of a woman with a young
child in her arms. They all walked around it as they sung.
This is a ceremony conducted once after one passes. All of the
events my father had told me of took place. It was evening as
the ceremony went on, the sun died, and darkness took over.
The fire lit up the entire village with its amazing flames like a
lightning stroke. The statue showed an enormous strength and a
bright light resembled the portrait of the woman. The corpse was
brought with a tightly tied piece of cloth covering it and placed
beneath the glowing light of the statue. A circle of fire engulfed
the corpse.
I did not know what was going on. We were told at the mission
school that people die and go to a place planned for them. But
this was strange the way they did things. I slapped myself to
see if I was dreaming. The others stood there without fear, as
they knew exactly what was going on. They raised their hands,
knelt down, and worshipped the light. Of all the people there,
4
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I was the one not knowing what to do. I wobbled as my heart
rate and heartbeat thumped in my chest along with my rapid
breathing. My mind wondered and filled with confusing thoughts
like a lost calf. I watched what was going on. It made me more
and more afraid. The weather changed and became gloomy as
the trees danced to the wind that blew across the compound.
Tears of distress started rolling down my cheeks like flowing
lava from a volcano. Suddenly, the body was raised high above
the ground and disappeared like a passing star before my eyes.
Slowly the bright light became dimmer and it blasted off into
space.
When l opened my eyes there was no evidence that we were
conducting a funeral. The child on the arms of stature was no
longer there. The others all shouted with joy and happiness. I
was mesmerized by the entire occasion.
Everyone started leaving one by one in the middle of the
night. I sat and wondered at the events. Some people bellowed
as they left when the funeral was over. I never saw the body
being buried and I didn’t understand what was going on, but my
inner circle of family and friends convinced me that nothing was
wrong.
Early the next morning the sun woke up from its long sleep
as birds sang their sweet melodious songs, some ascending and
others descending in the sky. All the nocturnal creatures were
gone to their hideouts. Father was already gone, but l found
breakfast on the table. It looked as if he was in a hurry as he
never leaves a cup of tea half drunk.
It was the first time I took breakfast without her. She used to
make a breakfast dish made of banana mixed with maize flour
and then boiled. The taste was a delicious witness of her cooking
and the aroma invited our neighbors during breakfast. She loved
cooking. I remember one morning when a stranger came to our
house while we were having breakfast. He claimed that he was
passing by but couldn’t resist the smell of the “kabalabala.”
That’s what it was called.
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I went to the mission and found three children waiting
for the teacher. Half of the surrounding land was covered by
forest and thick bushes and not all of the children’s parents
allowed them to go to the mission. Sometimes that created a
commotion between parents and the mission. Some claimed
the mission brought bad omens to their land. I never socialized
well with these parents as they saw me as an alien from the
distant lands. I loved being there as I saw something in me
with the mission.
After the death of mother, things took a different turn in our
lives. We looked like strangers to one another. Hate surrounded
us and close friends we knew who could help us turned their
backs. The world opened to us to go to another land that no one
has ever escaped from. My father lost his work and our daily
bread at the farm. Life became harder and harder after all the
steps we took.
A few weeks later l left the mission to assist my father. We
could no longer stay in the village. So we went farther into the
forest, built a small hut, and in the huge trees and thick leaves,
it made the house appear dark. There was no difference between
it and a dungeon.
During the night, l heard the sound of wild animals. Sometimes
I heard footsteps around the house and brushing the walls. I
worried all night, terrified with fear of falling asleep. Life was as
hard as walking on water. After a while, I fell asleep earlier than
usual. I felt my energy drifting away and found myself in a dark
place. I tried to wake myself up, but my body did not respond.
I felt my inner body moving, I heard footsteps approaching, I
heard flapping wings, and saw a great fire sparkling in back of it
all. I was perplexed and screamed for help.
A voice accompanied with thunder and lightning was heard.
The voice said, “This is just the beginning of what l will do to
you. You are mine and cannot escape from my wrath!”
I felt as if fire consumed me as I stared at the roof that night.
I asked myself a lot of questions but nothing connected. It was
6
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not an ordinary nightmare. Father did not come home that night.
I guess he was caught somewhere.
The boy at the well appeared saying, “We are not selfsufficient. We need others to help.”
I never understood the words and he just stood there looking
back. I convinced myself that l was seeing things and fell
unconscious.
The following morning he came again, but this time he had
blood coming out of his chest, his clothes were covered by a
solution of blood and mud, and he fell on the floor. I laid him on
the bed and he started talking in a low tone. I gave him water to
clear his throat.
A man in a black pullover popped in and said, “Please son!
Stop. I have a confession to make.”
We drew near to listen and he went on, “Your mother and l
lived for many years without having a child. We visited many
physicians and went through various tests, but none of them
worked. We took all sorts of herbs, but the agony grew more and
more. So we decided to stop taking the medicine. Maybe we were
cursed not to have children.” He paused for a moment to catch
his breath, and then went on, “Your mother was determined to
have a child. She even went to the missionary for their prayers,
but things were not on our side.
“One chilly morning, something weird happened. We had a
visitor who we didn’t know. He was a sorcerer who claimed that
for the past few years he had helped people with his practice.
That’s when we confronted him with our problem. He obliged
but said he had to perform a certain ritual to please the gods and
we went to his shrine.
“Oh my son! God will forgive, but now you have to conserve
your energy because sometimes we do things that we are not able
to understand. Until you see the light, you cannot comprehend
the path,” the sorcerer spoke.”
***
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I wished that time could be set back to the time he knocked on
the door. It was painful to my heart to watch father die and hard
to understand how I came to be their son. We covered the body
after we sat there not knowing what to do next. The place was
quiet, the nocturnal creatures made no sounds, and then it started
raining as wind blew through the trees.
I always believed that l was normal like other kids. This
incident left a big gap as I learned that I am different. No wonder
things have happened in ways I could not explain and that was
made worse by the death of my parents.
The ground started to shake and tremble. A forceful creature
came in vigorously and turned toward the sorcerer. His eyes were
blazing with fire and he threw the sorcerer down like a punching
bag. The creature proclaimed that l was one of them and it is
my time to join them, then the house was suddenly on fire. This
great force held off the fire and pulled me out. The creature was
screaming loudly, made all the surrounding animals jump to
their feet, as the ground opened and ate the entire house.
I ran not knowing which direction I was going. The trees
faded behind me and I soon found myself deep in the forest. It
was dark and scary alone in the trees, covered by their shadows,
and hearing them sing to the tune of the wind. The sky was
speechless as the stars watched silently. Something was behind
the bushes, twitching dead trees as it advanced. My feet wobbled
with fear, butterflies rose in my stomach, blood flowed through
my veins, and my red cells sent out electromagnetic terror pulses.
I waited in fear to see what it was and the movement stopped.
I quickened my pace and started walking swiftly among
the big trees. My shadow watched behind me, looking in all
directions to sound the alarm if danger approached. Shiny eyes
of nocturnal creatures surrounded the area above the trees,
things jumped from tree to tree as the lightning flashed, thunder
dominated the night with its roar, the trees waved to the sky, and
little by little it started to rain heavily. Suddenly it stopped and
the dark clouds engulfed the night.
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My mother used to say that rain like this clears the sky. My
skin protested against the cold and was shaking with terror. I
sat under a tree to gain strength, held myself tightly to generate
warmth to overcome the cold, fear sprung through my veins, and
I got a weird feeling in my mind that something was watching
me. Suddenly, something flew past at supersonic speed. I looked
in all directions but saw nothing. I felt groggy and fell on the
ground from my long grueling walk, my eyes were weary, and
closed by themselves as I fell asleep.
A world of its own opened in my mind. The place I found
myself was evergreen with tall, towering green plants. There
was a plain covered with grass, white roses, and wild animals
like gazelles, antelopes, and other herbivorous animals eating
and playing in the field. I was surrounded with peace and
harmony. Seeing how beautiful it was filled my heart with joy
at being in such a place at a time like this; it was a pat on my
shoulders. The sun on the horizon was behind woolly clouds.
Its rays penetrated to the ground in places, birds sang as they
flew up and down praising the day. I walked around and came
across a stream of water where the aquatic animals danced
across a pool.
I drank the water; it tasted different than other waters. It
had a tender taste and freshness that l couldn’t explain. It had
a glittering appearance; I could hear the water rush down my
throat and pour into my stomach gently like a herb medicine.
Out of the blue, a strange force started pulling me away. I
tried to battle it but I couldn’t and passed out. When l opened
my eyes I found myself under a canopy tree. It was just a dream
that appeared real. It was morning; the sun had already opened
its eyes and brushed its teeth while clouds were flocking in the
sky. The sun’s rays heated the ground while the dew evaporated
and disappeared in air. The primates were jumping tree to tree as
they protected their territory.
I did not know where to go. I was encouraged to start moving
and took a direction with no idea where it lead.
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I walked for hours in vain but hopeful. I came into a small
village with huts scattered all over. Women were washing outside
their houses and children played near their parents while some
of the old aged men played ‘ajuwa’ and others basked.
I looked for a place where I could get food and relax. I came
across a brick house with a cross on the roof. I went in, and to
my amazement, l met a person who had colored skin and blue
eyes. I nearly ran away, but he told me to stop and that he was
expecting me. My thoughts went to trying to decide what he
meant by saying he was expecting me.
“Don’t be afraid my son. I have been told of your worry and
I intend to help you fight against it. I am Pastor Kim and this is
my church. Come in and get some food.”
I was pleased with the gesture of this colored man and his
kind heart. I wondered what kind of a thing he wanted to help
me with. I cannot explain the strange things that were happening
in my life.
We went to the back of the church and sat at a small table.
A woman the same color as the pastor brought food. She wore
gabardine with necklaces as worn by persons at the center. We
all ate together while I felt tension not knowing what to expect
next.
A similar incident to this had occurred in my past. It made
me always be prepared for any outcome. My defensive measure
was to always be ready to run away. They spoke in a different
language as I sat in a position to be ready for anything.
“We apologize for not communicating in a common
language,” she said as she looked at me as if she read my mind.
She showed pity as her eyes expressed the need to help. “We
may be able to help you to overcome the problem you face,” she
said in a low tone.
My mind was fixed on not admitting that I needed help. I
did not know who to trust, but my heart was open, so I agreed
to accept assistance. They agreed to explain to me what was
happening and why. But they had some duties to attend to in the
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community right now. I wished for their safety as I did not want
any surprises.
The cool air of the day set the scene. Children were playing
in the open field as young ones wrestled happily. Their mother’s
love surrounded them offering protection. Their future was
bright as they had a family.
I felt fear of not achieving what I wanted to attain in life as
trouble seemed to make sure that didn’t happen. It was spring
and I felt happiness. When the night gave way to the next day
and nature fashioned its beauty as honeybees landed on every
flower of the garden. A bride and groom walked on the green
grass and those attending the ceremony threw leaves and wheat
as they walked along to face the elders. Sweet gentle music filled
the scene as they marched like navy officers marching to their
commander-in-chief. It brought tears of memory to my eyes.
I roamed around the church looking at the pictures on the
wall. All bore the same information and had white doves around,
even though they were different. I found myself at the altar. Near
it were massive candle lights burning brightly like diamonds
illuminated by a powerful source of light. It was wonderful and
beautiful to see. Above the altar stood a huge carved cross like the
one hanging on the woman’s necklace. I knew very little about
it. I sat on the bench staring at the cross, determined to know the
truth about the cross. As my mind tossed these thoughts about I
heard gentle footsteps walking on the flour.
The woman came towards me and sat beside me. “There was
once a great war that brought rival and imbalance in the kingdom.
They were both in one accord with the master who gave them life,
they praised and worshiped his name, and darkness fell on those
who were closest to his might. Darkness competed for the throne
but the light was more powerful and darkness followers were
thrown out of the kingdom in a hail of fire. It was the greatest
battle to be recorded. The king and those who remained agreed
to create beings in his form, provided everything to them, and
life was comfortable and harmonious. The leader of darkness
11
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plotted against the humans and he succeeded in bringing them
down.
“Death and sin were born and that brought suffering and
sorrow to our hearts. It continued to live with us until a meeting
was held. Through the meeting, salvation was brought on the
face of the earth and eternal life was the product of it. But it came
with a choice to walk on the light side or the side of darkness.
“Chose your path carefully my son and you will see all the
gates of pain and suffering close one by one as peace opens its
way for you.”
Those were her final remarks as she left the church leaving
me with thoughts to ponder.
***
The day started giving way to night as chilly fresh air blew
through the village. From a distance l could hear the buzzing
sound of the sun set softly. Stars twinkled in the clear sky as they
gazed at us to watch what was going to take place that night.
Young boys brought cows into their resting places, children were
bathing outside, and the elderly gathered together in a circle in
the midst of them. A wood log was placed on the ground, dry
grasses placed beneath the log, a middle-aged man scraped two
stones, and the sparks ignited the wood on fire. They warmed
themselves as they surrounded the fire with young boys behind
them listening to the old fables and tales.
“Join us,” said the priest. I followed him to the gathering and
sat on the ground basking in the warmth of the burning wood
while food was passed around. I found this amazing as we never
were allowed to eat with the elders or were considered to be a
blessing from our ancestors. Here they passed the wisdom of the
community to the young ones. I anticipated that l was going to
learn from the people in this gathering.
It became silent and I heard an old man clear his throat. He
started, “Long ago, before l was born, beautiful birds of all sorts
12
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of kinds lived here. They lived in the forest near the lake. Every
morning and evening they opened and closed the day with their
songs as they chirped in the air. One day as they were bathing on
the shore, the seagull looked at the sky and said to its comrades,
‘Let’s all go to heaven.’ It aroused attention among them and
they came to an agreement to go to heaven, but they did not
know the way. They decided to consult the wisest bird of them
all. They met Dodo staring at his wings and seagull took the
lead. ‘Dodo! We want to go to heaven and with your knowledge
we believe you can show us the way.’ Dodo did not know the
way but he flew the rest of the birds to his teacher who was wiser
than they all were. The birds’ pride for going to heaven blinded
them. They fed on their ambitions to succeed no matter the cost
and they landed on the roof of tortoise’s house northwest of the
forest. Tortoise was basking in his shell in the scorching sun, but
he was weak because a famine had struck their land and made
him hungry for food. They sung with praises as they flew around
his compound clapping their wings and the commotion got the
attention of the tortoise. He stood up and approached them. The
hornbill took the lead in representing her partners before Dodo
could introduce them to tortoise his teacher.
“She said, ‘We were told that you know the way to heaven.’
Tortoise was surprised and moved by their question. It perplexed
him, so pigeon took the podium, ‘Old man do you know the way
or not? Show us.’
“‘You must dig a big, deep hole and collect pieces of
firewood. Then and fill the hole with firewood and on top make
a mesh of raw wood with a stand at the edge.’ The birds divided
themselves according to their strength and the work begun as
tortoise served as the instructor. It took a little time so he said,
‘You all look tired and dirty. Go and wash up and come back for
the final tasks,’ said tortoise.
“When all the birds were glittering and sparkling clean, there
was not much work left for tortoise. He tied all the birds in the
wood mesh according to their size. Happiness filled the place;
13
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some were already feeling the mood of heaven. Tortoise said, ‘If
you all want to go to heaven, you all must endure the pain.’
“It was night and tortoise walked along the mesh with a
torch. He threw the torch in the hole and it started burning. The
fire was blazing hot on the wings of the birds. Shouts and pain
filled the air as tortoise encouraged them, insisting that the gates
of heaven were opening up to them. He shouted, ‘Do not give
up!’
“All the birds perished that night and tortoise was not hungry
again since the food was plenty for him.”
The old man stood in the midst of the people. His dark
complexion, scattered snow white hair, protruding chest, slightly
curved limbs, and red-hot eyes glowed as he approached the fire
he shouted, “Danger is coming! They want a little boy and they
are ready to lose it all! Who is an alien among us?” he pointed at
me with rage and anger. “This boy is wanted by the wondrous!”
It stirred commotion and they all agreed of the need for peace
in the village. They decided to throw me out of their village, but
the priest intervened. “This boy needs help from us. He can help
us. This boy who you seek to chase out was sent here for our
sake.”
His pleas did not work for me as he was a stranger too. They
passed their verdict that I was to leave immediately.
I never knew why trouble was always around when I tried
to socialize with other people. When I started to like them then
things went astray. They began to judge me, look at me with
hate-filled eyes, and it was difficult to understand. What was
happening to my life? It is as if I sold my soul to the dark side.
Early that morning the priest and the sister were kind and
openhearted. They escorted me away from the village. I looked
back at the village for a last glance. High above it the sun was
shining on the peaks. We felt hurt as we walked until the village
was invisible.
We came to an intersection and they stopped. The sister was
crying and it was an emotional good-bye.
14
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“Oh dear boy!” she kept repeating the words as tears run
from her eyes. It was painful to her.
I saw the expression of pity in her eyes that made her pale
and weary. She could barely utter a word. Using all her strength
she blessed me with a prayer and gave me a cross.
She said, “You will need it.”
Men are known to hide their emotions so as not to show
weakness, but the priest couldn’t resist. Tears ran down his
cheeks like a sliding glacier. He lacked words of comfort but he
knew the scriptures and quoted a verse that said, “A man who
has friends must show himself friendly and there is a friend who
sticks closer than a brother.”
They did that from their tender hearts. He gave me a small
book that he read the words from. I tried to find relief, but it
was in vain. As l watched them leave my heart throbbed and felt
vacant. Suddenly loneliness filled it as l stood there trembling
and a cold shiver raced through me.
The only friends who opened up, listened to me, offered help,
and who understood me like son of their own were gone. The world
turned its back. I lost all the joy that it offered and hope started to
fade away. I felt fear like a wild rabbit hunted by hunting dogs.
I heard the trees shout with praise as they saw what was
going on and the grazing animals joined in with noise like
thunder as they jumped here and there. When they were no
longer in sight, I took a deep breath and started the journey into
the forest not knowing where it would take me. Step-by-step I
pushed forward. The scorching sun was high above the ground
which was losing its moisture in waves rising to the sky. It
made the journey harder as sweat dripped like a spring of water
flowing down a mountain. My feet could not bear the heat that
came from the ground. I tiptoed as I went as the heat made the
forest animals hide. I reached a river and ran down to the shore,
gobbled the water with a zest, dropping down to my stomach
and made terrible noises. I took the precaution to be filled with
water.
15
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There were enormous trees with huge trunks, wide leaves,
tall and towering above the evergreens with numerous branches
near the bank. It was a safe haven to gain strength in the fresh
air that the trees were exhaling. I was under the tree as a cold
and cooling breeze blew across me. The cool air made the peace
unique. The quietness and the dropping leaves captured my
thoughts.
I decided to look at the book I got from the missionary. I
took the book and came across a saying that I interpreted, “I will
always be there in times of trouble, suffering, and where all the
people have deserted you. I will be your friend.”
The words gave me comfort. For a moment I forgot
everything that happened and I fell asleep under the tree.
I awoke to find myself in a deserted village. The wind blew
violently accompanied by dust in the air, thunder, and lightning
roaring. Then the sky cleared and I saw the houses were dark
grey and vacant. I started shivering as I walked around. The
windows and doors were banging and screeching as they moved.
Dark fog covered the grounds as I walked blindly. The aroma
of burnt bones filled the air. Then I heard a whispering sound
growing louder towards the center of the village. I saw a huge
stone chair with the edges carved in a snake image. No one was
sitting on it. I was profoundly afraid, my feet wobbled with fear
as my breathing rate increased.
A voice said, “We have been looking for you. You came back
home. Your master is waiting.”
A black wind whirled around the chair and settled down.
I started to run away, but the thing matched my pace and held
me tight. I fought back but I was like a puppet to it. I woke up
screaming and sweating under the tree, puffing air in and out
rapidly. I tried to convince myself it was a nightmare, but the
smell of the bones remained vividly in my mind.
It was dark and the flowing river had increased its flow. The
chilly cool wind was shaking trees. I squeezed myself and cried,
not knowing what to do or where to go. I was soaked with tears
16

Within

and talking to myself, “Is anyone up there who looks down who
could rescue me? Every move I make turns into ashes, others
don’t want to be close to me because I bring bad omens to their
plans.”
I looked at the sky and said, “Show me the way out.”
The sky gazed back at me wondering what I was talking
about. The stars twinkled at random and the moon rode high the
sky. I sat listening to the howling of the hyenas and wild dogs.
I remembered how we used to play with our neighbor’s puppy.
We did everything together; we were good pals. One day we
were walking along the road and came across two young toughs
who wanted to rob us. It became cat and mouse game but in the
end we managed to chase them away—that was in the past. The
joy and happiness we shared. How I missed those occasions to
enjoy hope.
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