(5 Ol M) 8 6 gl
Ndi kupita ki= Lower River Paul Edward Theroux 43 1)1 4




Ol (5 Ol AA 9 5) 98U oS (o) zald
Ndi kupita ku Lower River
Paul Edward Theroux 33, 4,153 Jy 3!
A IS A
VRRY LI/ VYl g
Coad g bl 5 4 &S
www.perslit.com
gilavaei @ gmail.com: o\l

Al (L b ) ) (LY LA A58 R A
g g pdia O (il LS A8 R 5l Sl YL 6
AL g O e ) L8 0 Jla) s






o g9 99 3 oy Lwld aw dos 5 (gl 0, L0 SO
B dox 35 ;550 9 (2 ol

Sl Gliz mlp ojlail Gl jo (odlae b pliwls s e 5
2045 (53,95 055 (sl ool pasile (63,45 055 4 255
Ohgy Ol S0 5 i 1y slealy L sl alB ol 5led
Ay adB a5 09 b oS (g3l ely 5 o] 4 oSSz
L aly oo a8 ol Ginla il 058 SO (oS )5
Al oly b g 39,5 Llen 5l 9 025G (63,95 055 51 Cens
292 9

S o 538, ol 53 pl5 ol asle alS gl Az 5
LMo g L ylgem By ol )T 5 ls cop a8 ol al8
Sewy 45 o]y sl aslie 9 WS (0 95 o) sla 0)3s 4
4 alind a5 g5l pir sliled Blsz Ceslzle g
037 5 Wz oy ) sh (ool e L alaxd
= s (el S 4y al g plisls el
&)

Sike ol obe calesly ol arogly ol OU 5 g 5o
o 5 Seop s Sy all 4y (K0 axbo 4 axio ()l
50l L i) 59 (=5 5 055 (o0 Siw |y o 00
5 0151 A (e Lol Goailiz o 0,0 ol 58
Qb‘\—.’u’:’ﬁ—*@‘)ﬂ%w“ﬂ'uf‘ 4 O,



095 Sl » (295 WS (o0 X 53,5 ikaleS g Rudlys
S g0 ) (o GRS el oS Azl 4y g oo,

G Jis o wleal bl Gl 0l oo ,S (69,65 055 milo cod
L dlols o3l acad o, ] 28y amd o Cawd (00l
g 0Ll o ylas ds i pol a5 alasd T, 4 L8
lalB e o) (oo 9 0,5 (oo LI @ 1y ey slot 5
Ol ae2 ol g 039 (oLl ki Sl 5 (S mh (25
o oS

sl e by oz 5 50 LG B 5lel 5 pules] (i
Qlﬁliagd.x,,.w) ol B olas b ols aelsl ayo iyl
! i Sl 00l azil gliled b g Aoz 3

90,00 s 5 g8 bl (gl dez 5 50 aS Ced 0
72 0 ple (S (e all (Jgliie LS Wiy oo
S5 il 9 Sloil fudon dz e a8 Sl den 5
ST esas nal (oo 50 ST 51 5 Laj s 3 g 5 5 sl
O 6)blis 5 Slomik 5o prie 055 ) é (o0 oSS
Lol (o 095 5l add g Jadd > ded il IS 0 Ll all
lsimlpe o)L Gl 4 g pylo g anils 1) cog0 oSS &5
3 e Wlass (e sl dez 5 0590 50 &5 Cesl iz
5 Leale 5 clabiodl 5 Letuls (6,508 Jolwto doz 5 52
Sl as aal ol b s bee (pl b aS ax 52

Ly sl aez 5 (B9 ol pog3 slga § b 51 L6 02650



S oo 895 00,5 pled lp a5 Ll 5 05 (o0 90
Sl Al Soplid ped o)lo T &1l 5o 0o ples
) mbe dez 5 (09 4598 5009y (Bl 5 (SulS @
Blhas Wl 01 S5 wilss (o ) @ 1) o5 05t
B mgo Sole S5 e Lo Jie ol wil (bsS
P e N L JT-T N
9 SS9 9 oS plr ded b g i) (o0 Ao 5 )15 40 e
aolyd Gy 5o a5 azl 250 5 )5 bl einiliS gy
Ly 0 05 b5 938 o pll 4 s ol 0,51 35 o
Syl co pl dgug 03U gl daz 5 g 0 59

O am plaez i LS 5o L o biges &S 055 e
)lﬁoow1o)y5mwb4§w\w1wo@wo
RN ¥

51dadd ol e Cancn Sgum o) e g S U
'Sl ST oy 5] Sl S0 mlealsS amaw
Ol o 09bils 5 ailes (6l malaelsS Glis 5 aglue
Lol 0aisS 0 S0 (s

ww.docstoc.com/profile/gilavaei & www.mediafire.com/#myfiles '



005 2 3l oS 958 BT S e e 0l (59, 2 @
a8 Gowe o (pe ¢l dez 5 so,l5 0,90 50 il el
9 sl g2 JLso dxg mep 4 45 o5 0SU b ax S
A GBIy Ced ax o e sz 5 S 5 o)
P 0l dnsgusg 0255 (ol 4y aBle 5145 e (6,8

Jroge
&lsl 5

VFAY oLl /Y VY ualss

ool



998 30530 QI ALlifai} ) (gl oo b

Paul Edward Theroux

o2 3y Paul Edward Theroux 44,5 s lsol Jb

4S Cow ol el g aalyhw g lsls NATY 6l
Wiy 5 Byyre 31 OAYO )L S5 ol ol Al
5laS sod piciie g0l JUT eoiun g u.a‘ gl sla
Sg0ly Bnlr el ool aslo 1 oL8 Wl 51 (S s,
oL iy ol gl o ol Jblay "ok o5 e
A0 5 laal ol 4 VAAY Lo

9800 ;3 (Sl ol 5 50 5l g9, 910l S
(oo (= ) 4l Uoyole ol Loy I 0] Cawgluwle
S3lb 39,5 gl Sl B 5 ol ISl
S8 Slybl by 5 ) Ssel (3ol isg (2ol

James Tait Black Memorial Prize >
Anne (née Dittami) *
Albert Eugene Theroux *



59 26l oz

995 iy el olhilesiiis o (Bass oy Jb
5 99 LSl it g ol s Jag Jesle s
V55 Ol Lo (Su3ls asd asliald 50e 5 55
5l (o0

o ngzlole syl oKl 5l Edazs L 5l e
O30 0§ Cemgy o 09,5 4 VAFY Jlow (o
S8 4 sl o a5 00 8 pliel (g9¥lo 4 (2 )15 2 y50l
WS ) KNI SCTUN PICH PSSP NN 1| ESNS B
gho 095 9 ¥l 51 I cul bl 0,5 S8 3
s ¢ Dz Bl S ()09 (T 5958 0,5 gl
Obey 5o pdlel g9Vl o gllasli (asels lains daily
W atls LogS b egi o5 olidle JSix ol
539 0dy ISl 4y e 03,5 £9iee 50L 5 slel
"ala a s (gl 45 5508 ey oS le oSl
Sy (50

Ik e a5 (dle o puliw Sl ol 5l S o

Louis Theroux & Marcel Theroux
Alexander Theroux and Peter Theroux
Justin Theroux

Massachusetts Amherst

Hastings Banda °

Yatuta Chisiza '°

Uganda "'

Makerere 2

5
6
7
8



U 31 51 99,5 o s ol ol 9 035,57 5 5l5 ) (o0
oyl Jlo 90 5l ) 5l a0 )bgo gl 7,
um\_,))s 50 9 ).w_o.fb l_t o‘)_o&b )yli‘_w ‘}c oli&.?‘é )-b
M . . \Yl . By . .

905 G55 (M Dz g S )90 b 4 S

= 25 018 & Lo 5 Lol sons i ol BT 51 (5
sl

oligS ylwls acgoxo 9 ylo

(VAPY) gull

VPN Gliwges o g SSgd

(459 I 05 yo Ji3

(VAYY) b o ol

(VYY) i lasle

(VAVY olisS ylewls ) ST L oS

(VYY) S s

OAVF) obew wils

(VAYF) Jlw,T o0lgils

CVAYY «olisS oliwls bas po ) jlictus ois
(VAYA) pgas ¢S

OAYA) Loy S &5 S

(VAA+) od Gy

3
Dorset !



AR

(V- colbigS flwls ) ol o)LL

O b aiy J>lo

(YAAY coligS luwls bad ) od &)law

Obmwls ol yoads sl o8 — (VAAY ) Ml oS
OV AAF) coul ole Ll 51 s sl

OV AAP) a0 40

(YAAY) st 00 Sodginns

OV AA) (e 31y ez |

(VAR NS dil> ) o) SIS

(1aay) Millroy g,k )| Sgol>

(A88) 0252 (2 o

(VA38) e S50 S

(VRY) B yelsS

(Vo)) dolyign Jio

(Ve V) pSho 555 5 555 ey

(V¥ oolsS sleslinls g oloy )gy0l 3 c932hy 5o 4y
(YeF) ouisS 0> 4o

(Voo Vi pley anw) 8 Sudgm
(\"H"k)d.':S.lS)ao.';.iL:.?‘oo).o;Mo

(5 ol Gl5og) 95@55 Lgd.?! ‘_,’_..;)Lé:\gcm daz 3 (YY) 5 u*-’l-’ al>og,
(VAY0) ol ol, S5 5L

AR



'Y

(VAVD) o1 TS5 aad ol
Q) Lo aliol g ,0l8

(VAAD) o oles 3l S,
(VD) Lo (sledge b oldT gollo

OV AAD) alicals o, b (5,65l ol
VM) ol wgy5 (6)lgm
(VA3) ey OLL

(VYY) acwgldl ols pli>

O8320) Js5 2 sle (g
Oy o sl

(Yoo ) 2lep o3l Cango

(Voo V) i S0 o)l

(Yoo h) By oyl b s
(YY) yiw i

(Y1) 05 bgs 4y e oy 5]

ratSal sS4 S 5 ol g ARBRAT) I (s) 00k Auadluad

Coin U3 6l S 1 i glSe ) agia 2 aikis Patagonian
S

'Y



'Y

(5 Oy WA 3) 38Uy 58 o
Ndi kupita ku Lower River

Paul Edward Theroux $s 1931 Jy A
9 IS 1dan i

T VI ) . .
oy 8 ils,5 9 o580 50 aleis, uyte 5o S
S 03,8 o |y b el ddeen | el b Solgils
05 el aag)ss by o5 ol i 3l & (65,
057 Vb el oliwy, o j0 a5 Lo ez Bae 085
Oy W) M 0O 3 yunns G‘P Syo
ans gl a4 citSsboly jo Jlo Joz 9ol s Y
ld Wi, w0 00,5 Zlgosl g 00 mie )
Cn S iz lgn sl g0 00l din ol &l o olKig,8
s?"\"} 5 Aoy A8, g o0l I, ped! Ql.x;)’).é Dy 03,95
sl 1y lbogs
oslasl 4 09 LS o,lgo ¢ il Gill.w Coads 3l G (05
ol 5l i e cadls (3l 6 sl sl Jsy S
ol s gYlo po e Wl aS oldl S8 pl 4y 5.l

Oy ools [°L7°‘ L”UT 9 L,,-’Lab)ls a> 3‘ ML’ asls

Medford
Altman '
Lower River 7

'Y



V¥

s Nsa¥le il dibie 5 asi oS Ly oS sl
paye g baw 030 hoge 4928 T Asu
= ey s By Lol iy b hn s Sa oS Liw
ShS lauwg I asolus gl Al a0 Kl 5 wis S
L aS o0y Mol (oo judod QiU god ) Ll aS
0 o RS (9 g et g ol (LIS g (em g 0
BUSCIE RN TR s

3leeS L o8 il oS (o0 (S Loyl 51 (8L o
b ool p0 gla)) ol it w092 Loy ndo/— )
ST (s 9o ez e o Olialed 1S o el
Ay A5 ol p ol o Jds sl cs s ol o
05 T0,8 o 5501 o 105 0285 (oo 3T Lo
Olgil So iy &y Jgame Sy o ASSay o5l
o Sl o alaulg |y dan 100 50 0lye G eSS
(el L igam 00 b (gum &S Sgolr — wingy o
3,5 (o0 e il g, G

Cod oS sy 00,8 aslllas |, gl B, i ples oyl
@ Jalise ol 0l oo ‘R‘M&‘?&&PL? Swbe b
Ol o0 a5 g Clbogls 0,550l 51 (S w05

Malawi '8
Sena "
mfiti 20
Nyau

V¥



Yo

Iy odS e i a4 aBeel plyl b ol 5l lg deje;
= bl Bl ;500 (S S ged g Wi | ol 50
(Jlw GriensS 53 g o5 Ly 55 ool 4 aiulys
2 B3 0e e el 6l (plbiws; (S5
S rk (553l g5y 55 ol @ ol o Leg,
d.-l.gdLﬁﬁsLu_) “513' LgL@)LisM ‘QL.*»).,.M: Ji”p.fggjzj
o il i Je po e 5l oeS slaws Ll 25,8 oo
S gl asw Lo bls (o — oy asly o i 5)
e , Yy .

Bl e, BKw oo ol o iy 4w xS
O oo a8 by 4 adl w,l g 390 s2lo (Dl jw
im0 50 SS90, oo (S bl el &5 e
sl 5L W a5 axgl

&t (e oow sl ol ) e (oS 4l SG 5l G
ool amle jo il oosﬂ 0aisS ads> oo aSol g 00y
Sl o (S5 ol an Le)S g oo 5 Lade lga i0gs
L cailsog, ol slols Jle 5 (Saile 5 gz 099 slag:
Sz o o PLST jlond 035 sl ale (el (S38
.ola‘sas,i%l)yl)la.cg}ia

03,5 oS |, o yile gl a5 Slol dsyoe ;o s y05
3l Gyas =89 5 990 00 Bg a0 ddlaie jo el g

Koo ketchup
threepence

Yo



\ 7

s el b aS celgs 5,8 s T azibual 5l olad b
= Pl g 00,5 Cwas jlitus g el S
Aielgs i 45 Ly, Lol (gl |, o asl ol b
= Ao O (pogas &5 1) (SLelS ileS (oo catilosy
g o bl SiSyish g 4kt slgil Aad 5,5
By = | SlelS s il (o 9y cnl 5l ab (o
b QLIS 8uh 0, (5)5 (53, 48] Cedls (oed Mo
woled Joie |y 09 00

Dy 00 Wahaw Oype  Sm " 4851 30! ot 3,0 sy
69,55 ) —0gs ol Jlw ez Ll og Jlo g0 5,5 o
dop b g la alS S adhaie (pl jo 09 9Vl sl
—aSlw oY 5 5l olis —eais Glo sla col> g po 40
l535)) 65 Uiy 55 gl ~0gs 00ty 415Uty (ol o0
dg okile yiimd 10 g¥le 09 dins gl (g0l @ (5wl
wdls by (dre Sl (oo 03 (WS sl &5 59k
sl

S Ay o> dod g Cewl 4l o 5l ol plad 3
Bl o dul 09 (L8, o0 9,8 S el il oals
235 p g (o0 ipalyte &5 C8g 8 (o il (oo

leids b ilasd (gl gvaiie (lgin Loy, (ol esgVle

Nsanje 2
mzungu *

\ 7



ARY

b oo &S 65l sleSLb S g Sl po Azl S
oS i s il sledone 51 okt e 55V
o 58,8 (Sadl slawi g a5 Gl (oegr o0 45 0
Q30,5 oo olyel ol 4 g W e adis IS o5l
s o ity il ) | i 2 o)
Ao,y 5l g 09 Coly sl 485wy el 4S
e SiSS 5 ez ¢ (8 2o A5 05 (o0 Wi (g5
s g o ailbog) Jobo )0 Sy 5 gls &5 (g5l i o
= = Gl STl a8 (s090 L lalig, 5 05 bles
Lol 5l as dowe ylomwl 5lasod o o0uo il
S johailes g aid) (SIlo dw g S (pw 3 S
Sz O 5 B3 Sl 50 o ST el (o0
HEE

O 3 o9 J=do ol 5l el 5098 0 &z lpe pudl (2
g 00,5 1,55 gl a5 i (gl alaz peddl s ) 5iS
"5 ol alsg, o LiysS ol

Lol 5o U8 4 5 "fpgids (o )yl az (e S 50
poge Ll C8g gap o5 (e 5 " 0 )lady |y (el s

n

L)

Yy - .z .
o ol a s, ples a5 28 S (gl SIS Sl
wile sl le km s ot 528,

Ndi kupita ku =Lower River %

ARY



YA

= S8 Ol 0] LS SS e Sl Comezr Olee )0
3lasbe oo gV¥la j0 dga > en b alin S a5 5 S
0 Jsm U5 5,8 eolinal T IS LU S e g ksl o ls
Hbgs «lghyS 5 ol b glem 0 e e IS 0SS clls
o ] 590 (45 50,5 Ag) 13 pas | LpliS

sl ey S BT asl Cblye " idS Kb wie,lS
Sl gy o Al

S5 bl (e S el iy aneb oS (g sk Loy
55 LS ol pogm Lol Pl )3 (00 03,5 (o0
"G5 ol 4Bs))

s St d Lpiiile S a3 5l = ol
O Glp aalgs o aS S el 285wl cuileSl )
Sgy 09,5 ;531 adlate Cpedl oS gy a4z Gludl
Db oot 35,0 1) gVle mel 0y0 ] ctlas 1Sl e
(b Az 054z 4 sl iz (59 (SLST Se
gl a a5 el oSS 4y 0y 00ls uS»; OS5k S a8L3
Ji oS cadils so el 0 gl ailay o ] 0 S
5 o algy S il Gl em G (Y5 (0
NS S s celu LA

Colb @ i Bl B ol Cdg oy e Citd el "

Blantyre ¥’

Mount Soche Hotel %
Barclays Bank %
Nsanje *

YA



V4

S Jmgs il
L plyl as 050 g "can oS aisd SO g el
fasls LA Lo
B g S o s W0l 590 0 5l 4z e
e 5o palie g @S Slel 5 b sleallig B niod (o
Jlig 5l sl als' 5 S50 ledin b slo ails 4y 15k
0,190 o 5l e 4l Lo sleadSul il o yuuss
= P ool day 5090 005 (ygm 0l APy, (N5 sle
L ol )0 cwyo 6)ly Ohgar sl anle g o0l ool
ol e as by ad o adad ( Sab oauS | dl>
Olse P antd Slp po 0 Lawgs Ll wog oal alad
ul.a‘s.o 4 pd o oK )5 LgLo.a)s‘ VATV AW

. . . AR s
6ol (05 (9= oLl 13 9eg p S ed 5l e Ll
Sl ol aSalr (5 Gmby a0y ) linsS
S g 090 g9 il sladle nl olas o 5 wiznn
>l s oS Gl oSl il 09 555k 05 iz
aS Las cpl o (ol &y00 cpinss il b o g o
3 Fola s KigS
‘Saw?"u.of w‘oﬂ%@o&bxgh‘ou\ﬁb

n 1
Sl

Chiromo *'

Y4



e Jls 1y oly oyt QLT 4y, wlsog) (8 Sl |
«oldl jai o aS aols wler 4y jle 90,5 5 0s,S
Slaldy b 5l (s, ebjlan Jolsl oges (oo s
A0S oo 0y 1y asilidl o Soe8

"oas anlol ol a0 " S el

" logy bl asslusl oS Les "

ol 590 poy eals g0 a5 ol "

Togd o0 ey 4l

oy 4 0,5 & & boassly o a5 1, pile " peid!
"ed, ey soly Ll a1, il " ols dslsl

Gl y9o (s MedS e oI lea b ool

nyy

lss:
oo 4ol A1 " s LS il o " Syl
ol e

oaly 4 pedidl (5,650 ;0 w0dl> ;o Sel> SolS daw g

Ao |y (o000 Ly Mless "G:.m a Ll oby 4o "ch

g 93] e loco a5 KRV RERRY VR VWA CA.">)O ) FLY
RTINS Louis oo LQJT "oas
oo ol (ol oo g3 pogs Lol el s el

a5 e 43 Ll b Gt 40 W8 (358 )3 =Ll ssBwana
Iwe ®



v

wole C 0 b o pis a5 09y 5,050 j0 S yere

sls ¢S ,a)L»d.gnga’l)' ol S oo boS e ogl>

.».\3-59.30-5)'

8 e e ) o il S L eadly cndile 51 gy

"ty WS o By 4

"Sar Sl o § S el

&S Cawld s S 905 51 0y pl dle <8 > L

= 09wi S Sl bl (g9, bl kS o, JLiws

Lgfjsww))‘@a.cuambwuws)u@]w

DedS o B 50 (S5 995 0 lr (S

")4.3. 5MT o> "oss S50 ) A 1050 S
.. - o ..

‘)QLOP)LZS)&OO)_AS HLQ‘)U»OPO)AUJ‘

Ll 1, U3l oolgils a8 i cpadl 5,5 Byne - 6555k

IR VESI P PR T bW KRR VE O P | SN L N Eo

M09 (6,500 S wls "edS pedd!

Iy &S "!09_3 Yl 0 §Kl5el S Lias "ess 5565 Lo

mzungu >
3
Maso *

Magongo 36

¥



Yy

S o Slw aS 5,5 oo oy i 45,290 (g5, 45
e¥lo ay 28, glp caS ol a g 0,0 a5 ) el ol o
"ol 1 el a5 o5 TR e 4y oS ale
J=lie 0,0 S =95 o250 lawgi ool g l> (N5 bl
4S5 A SSlioe g 00,95 ol sl g s gl adS
250 o B> lile aon @ildog, Bes (Lol
g Lmg) 035 y97 9 ge 99,5 (o0 oS Bl 4y ol
iy Sl sl ST oS (g sb ¢ L ys 50 (285 oy
D)5 Gl AlS 0 (0 AT AT

o5 e ) Ll Gl g (g8

"B ol " iedS oy 5l (SO

ool as S5 b g 0,5 SHL 1y Ghysige 0y )]
as sl ‘S»l_i»foT"d._A.oflf.apu‘ S9) S "o
"l st sael g o

2 SIFL (295 wmgd et g sl eobs SH L
dSO;de‘wLuu)dﬁjd)L&wgbyW
245 bl 5l 0055 oo 95, analis (o sl ST

Manyenga *’

Yy



Yy

LasS gl )0 (5 sliwy,y yo VLS5 lee i
(5 omly 8B0g))sS

=2 5L " ogm ol Ky Sl @ @;MT o> Y
ol 92555 50 05090 ol (5 lake (sl

obilbasin i) slesbsls s 9591y pf ails ybesls
Lot Jgl (Bg pog— a0 yumy (0 " 2uiS 2050 51 (S
LSSI fo [_, 035 U‘Q‘)‘" &, 5 ‘Q‘..\Jé & o 9‘ ”ﬁ-\ﬁ°
Gy aiile Sz g liz o Jiiwg 5 99 00 &
ged (g0 0N Sy

S gl W) 50 cnl 5558 e S K Lo
g o8 ) Cangd

L o) o0 By (oSl 353 (1 Jslie s 2 L]
! il ale JSemy g ans ol oLy Sle plol s asiyl
Bgpid |y liiws 90,5 lo e 5l 0,5 S Egy
NGV IEE L PR [PL - PR ONA |

S ls sy b oy Lk s My K

WS g 28,8 ol eais vgs 00 IS 45u>-‘>)’l-«0‘ 51 ol

" '

i |, 5l oaly o s o 5 ols !

oy e ) Gl el o0 0
ol aly Gl gl g o s cdSw 590 0i)b 4 )b oS
e @ s 82 o ey 5 S e
5oz, Lol osl> 4 _alisS ol b olis s (sla o

Yy



Y¥

23 Algs py SS90 5 wogmizr dn foghS Wiz 5l

ORI SAPCIN U N
cble gy ailogy o, wiogs LS, o e S0l
SLp dnsS oo Sl SOl |y 6l o s
B9y o0 Sma> 9l SO b sl T 4]y e (S 50
Conlos s ) S g oliwl gl a5 LS oSy e

n
R

et 3, 327 ol on "5 a2

"o el g

atiS el ot sl a4 oldl il b (5 550 5 5 0
5905l Sy s gl aze s S las |, den g
0d—d x> Ql,,.,”t;_w” By Sl lgs La ads
ol (o5 o 5 o0 ol 5l AST s aas
Syl ghog s 1) ol il 5 sl 0,0 W0g 00yl
aS ol ou oy oo Jgu a0 bl ksl 4 conlss <
So 40 995 ot (il 00,5 (S P cudls 0
Sl w3 Ll s (gl il )

4SS e (5l e R 0 S Ky Sl
L eawiS cade ol 1 095 el 8ol 50 s
T35 00,8 g5y 500

s oS Az Gl g oy ol

Lutwe *

Y¥



Yo

a1y gl wip B oS 0g o] 5l 5 (llrs o
ool i Ly 150 " g5 (65 " LSy o
3 Ul Jlo 98 390> gl o0l don " ailig 1) 15,00
429 5 OB So oS jm S putS Sl sl
otz 5 o) Lol b Sy ayg0 (i85 (LS
4S5 @l (S 0,98 Ly Sy Sl gl 4T (S 2
45 09 (rSan 35 0,5 oo 4y |, (LSS g ()T 5 g0
Golom a5 05 (o0 o el Ll 004 lges SO 51 AL
SLolidl (e 5 (AL (Sl ol ails 22
oy, Mol gl a5 050 o el Vs g Wingy iwglow slo
de azl agS )0 onummy (oS WS AgeS asl vg
Al dw y Ceilyy o0 a5 gl ol

FEN PP X OU SUPPUSNIRNCT A Ep
J=2 50 a8 0, S oy 6l (sl pd 05 (oo o g 0ls (oo
s oo " W lsa- Sl " iS00y 5 Dl

Ol 057 iz (oo J> (o 05 90 JSL e
o owadSl SLdS L 1) gl 5 wiagais o gl 4y aiils

i o 3

Zizi ¥

; . 40
Moni, moni

41
Mankhwala

Yo



\R4

oS oo o az "

" gl ) e o | el "
aS dien Cendlyy (el 8,5 YL w0 )bgo jis o] ax 5]
Lol QD10 gl g Sl s gigS aSl Sl eals
i o Sl il aly e Lot S Ky e
oo Lo, g 00t ol 4S5 ol IS8 — " o>

"

2929, Ll b e mols (g0l slea, 3,5 oz " s
Aoy Sl ul Glogs 4 cl s SIS ojlasl a4 L
o o o il 05T o Ol L (0,5 plam (sl i
" oS S Lot 4ol o)l les (oo ma (o

"?QA dal "

Mo el w s S )0 a5 slager

ol oslee s e,y 0 0N 50 21 &S 05 65 55 o
S |y (093 ol SOl 51 Gy 9 Bl oo (SzsS
o YL iy 5 0S5l (g pmax ST (59,
oS S iy Shho 409 00 (gl (owgse 595wl
a8 Calsd K00 S ey (o0 P9 g oS Sl
§ b atils (gonl Ligd pi> g owp bl

Iy Caelos =0 )5 ool 00 00y 5> a5 oLl eidl g 5e
= S Se S e 4 LB S K Sl @

Snowdon

\R4



Yv

2l e az gly QLS iz g (loz jees &
S8 il (g9, axidls s aze —ado gl 13é (5 s

Ol awls SO weols g Dy 5l e s ST e w0

oot s gl Slity S g SoyeE 5 L
sl ok " T pla " S 1Ky Gl g oad JSs
2 oMb g SBu ) joe §e el Olsd jo05 5k
gl

oolias] Jl )5 U 51 3y At alols oS L L
dols o0 a5 glax )b Jlg ol e a5 wisg,

@) s By i 5 (oSl (b By Gle oS> 0
A ay Joio ) by Sl ey 59, 1) 995 o]
SS9z dub ooldl O 4 b gl oS ey col il
et o Ll 4 o 0 (o) anlS S s,
Bl o S

slan i (58, 4SSl 2 og oSy il b &S (oS
O 3 5 Qe Dlgzeis s a5 09 o) ()1 50 0,5 oS
Sy Ay ) g A, (B0 AdS Ay e S 510
Gl G e Sy 1 3d g &5 e Sy ails
ol

) 55 5 (Kol 45 (guug > aile QLT sl 51 iy

nsima *

Kachasu *
atopa 4

Yv



YA

2 OB 45 S ded Cudlyl (o 0 jlag aiSily
Lol plad 5 5 555 w050 ol 09 i) Dlsz oo
091 o0etS ol slomnd il o

355 gy 9o b oo 35T bl (s329], 0U5S 50 &
bl jo.05 padla digr 5 1> (oo Ly Jsbo ) dmg
ol dilres g g Sy 6ln oded (U e ST i
Q8,5 o Cawyd

00,5 Ll ade T jo aS oo audl lpdgoso as ol
=50 5 Ll ao (e a5 09 Jloedigs g 0,5 o5 wings
dm |y bul o 38, 000 1) o ol alols o anes
5yl jl g o5 padesle By boay o8 JsS9e 4L
plaz dilz0g, 0 a5 Wo |y oS .CildS alsog, (s
SLES 5 (55 5 ol el e e 4T WS (o0
Lo S (gop M &S & pedlicitls S3L g 500 g 05
2505 sl cils ol jon a5 (6l (5,bL A5 2
2S5k ) B AsS clds e G alyg, etk 8
5655 olinsl o) I e 3 5 55 iz |, talgold
lasd Giw jlas oo o —aley je0 Ldige o yiws
dar g of 5 Ghge AV Sl plas a5 LSl (e (ol g
Sl ogm Las 0,5 ol Sulys slo s ailes 4
D¢ 03,91 anlllas

o g S Cael joid 090 AlAS a5 S8g (pl den

YA



Y4

PSS BN gy Sy 45 She) 49 0 (St g e
3 S (oo by o |y A @by (SYsb 59,05
P2 398 o adlis (S o Jlo (o sling,
D Al JBai slegd 5 04 0]

Ly Ghygas g od jlag cue Celu 5l G K Sle
Sl 1y il 55as @dlel 7 5595 (5395 30,5 oo
Ole= oz o o |y ol el Yl 0,5 Dses ails
2580 (Il 5 ol po I aleisgs ol
g O (S S

RIRVCT PSSRV, N DLV g L SR

PPN SRUPTRLI- WIS VISR YVIF R W] I'E SO Sy
Awsls

@i A g, L0 gl b)) oo ads Jlie aiils
SlS B )0 0

‘_r;.ﬂqﬁ_w So pple S o 09-d 03l b aiw L "
Mol lol = Jg oS0 (il

Sl Jg3 i yekaie aldl 4 cadls o (e

gl e S S e, 511, ) SalS
"l

L o a0l 000 dedr S 0 JKal5 a5 Slus "
Tl sl I Al SO a e wils ad pogt >

Kodi, kodi *

va



T Ysene 35 5l o gl Lol & (St s el
D55 e o ootll Ll 058 (o ke aws Mmial Lo
aBye 5 (=0l 8 ol By Gle iz il cusls Jules
] oliid

S Cazmo Gl 0 il (oo b s

=0l sladys kil wuls g (o0 Lgo a1 25 oo 59,0l"
"ansl axsls

sl sledyy (2,58 50 Koy Slo <y (11 a5 il o
g 4Bls 4S5 o9 sl o [) LS o g 0>
05,5 alslbos iz L b sy 8k o l) )5 Sluls
o1 45 0,8 bl gy sy alitee a5 uile Lais o
D3l o gl as |y Jo cnl poidl 4 o2

el on, S il VonighS 4 Led 035, sl 1y e 2!
o o om0 S azg ol 4 el oy sl 4isS
Lo Gty lam 550 o g5, 1) (lags Ao ailys
el o0

aSilizman gl a5 050 0)Lugo | 8«55 55 o5 =5
oSS 00 (o0 Slomme Gialdlis 4y g ey (0 1) 25550
ol 51w & plewdl Claty SO L ol 51 ey 058 o0
5 G 5l anlS S g ol 5o s, 5l sl 6085 L el (0
Slesl 4l 58 65 65 St p sy )laie 5 TS

khonde ¥



AR

DI85 ooy |y LSS gl Lol 5,8 oo o 5 b
Dy 00y AilB0g, 10 40,5 plex> alia 1) ¢ asCol 51wyl
loas> alw azgie ol )93 oo el aSSliren
LS gt S algisS S corl il wol e 45 0
290> o OS5 G () sl 5y 0t Yo (o
ES Bl aBls 0y aS (gy5b L) 0 Sg (eSed
25 0 B oghe I Galees 35U ol 09 00l
ol yo 1y ol pled ols Ll (5 lade gl 4y ol

L g og ol aile g oLuaKil g, 136 (6l 00,5 .coslds
gz oo 5k les

BT SO RCVL SORT |

075 5l salig sl ) (iles dlgisS (el ot b
a |y G Slee sl hloie ()b 592 sz aers 138
Slo go lis el

) s 0 pad )3 as 50 50 el oo plod )3 o
0,5 o ey (595 e A £, ol L g Sl
g o ) ol 585 ey 90 S, 93 ) 50 Sledle
R S IR S R JE L PR VR VR
Sty o Sy 5185 om nr (K Kagy a0 (el
S 5 55 oy 11y o e Jon a5 b ol o5

AR



vy

aal> ol caws oo 1) iy pled jle anld o0 S0 9K
S,5

PISTEFSIRI RN S0t PP N gt S AL K X LRI ¢
e bl Cuad 1 S sl e doy (e mes 0 U
TS ol o Bl35 adie ay pad LS 68 S ey g0
50,5 50 390 S gy —aal g5 D) 4 ie 5l el
. O P .

Slae G ot axlge Jle SO b ekl jo o =
oodg> 3,5 oloul addle £ el 09y iyl a5 Sldle
sSlyel Sl i Gz 4S5 ol Sl oS e
L Ul g cls oo a5 auw 5o ke (golows 09 aslis
S 2l 0905 (o0 i dse 5 o e SUge Lo b
55 oo Lo, S e s 5 o

as o)bsd 9 85 ) o 5o Ll Gl allis ¢ bjlas
039y 2 4l S slp o9 (nl s -3, wilss,,
GEY So oS b ao huwgi 1> den a0 Soll

ol e Sl 955 (Sliwg) S -ad (e JLos

Kalikukuti **
Njoka *
a9 SR ) jeh 1l cpia e abea Jual 0

vy



Yy

= YgleSole 1S SGaile oo ailiole Ludl S
= Cawlgz 0 Sl Ol Ll —auaS ) ol ek 9 - Sy
INELY

e Lol 5,5 o 185 L iy "o, "2 e
R PO L ¥ [ 7Y B VOWSPRp R VR VE S I FIPL SR VRS
Aol o lgx Sl L

99y (o0 dwyde &

law joo &

ol asls aw,oe 5l ghlass plbilass g ails Hlas o
Dy (0 (8095 i g A o0 SGU el Y L
50 Gl o)l 3l clls asSlis 09, 19,8 wuo i
oo plo 6l By Glo 08 (oo Laled |) 0l )93 092
JUSTRESS:

0,Lg0 pogie ol 5l as Slao b g cais o LS Ko Sl
L adS (glm caiw i wanl oy opols liebsl
"ols b law

"¢ sin "

o)l 5d Goyay el g pylo |y 050 ool I3l (L
Cand 09 Lo joel (il ol s o0l Lo Lo
"o Lo as s o ol e a9

”?J% tsj"" "oaS Lw QL;}.; u,«.”

Mankhwala *'

Yy



Y'Y

noy s n
o=l LS e kb 5y 0 g e 4y A
Sg Yo e Joleo lade

'

el 5k Gys b
y9= S 9yl oS cadils o el sl Clex K Sl
ledyg olaas 43 (55,5 ;S8 Jlo ;0 S (o0 dolons oz
(S ol s 35S o L0 45 e ALl ik g

Tt 1S e amgd L

"oy 5"

Wilro yu dlgisS ()05 pad 09 (B9 ps e a5,
g gloly 50 OO P8 (50 Ly ilsog, 8,LS
g Slo g Jor 0)lye i L K Sl b pls v
— oyl ol |y Loyl ay oy g L ol i ol
ils 4y ol 00 ugils Ho5 b o5 Sled IS 39, ples
O bl (b 5ifed it g (nped SRS (oljse]
g M Sloz 5o el B39, il

) o jie ooly 5 oo oiS LS Jle 4 g, Cmeges

"

"y ad ples "
Aoz 08 S8 e il pasx LKL Sl

kwacha *

sick-ees >

Y'Y



Yo

PLgS alold ol ol as =90 .8, wo 0 4l S
A ol sldle Gl v ey jo el g ols 4SS
Ay Hlaislw YL b ol sle g .d, dw o Bk
Slalad l_e‘.u -39 QS LQ_.»)lS:._Q.Q_w ..\_’;)9) oo)_f
A0gy AuSl o B 0y .aidgy edile Sb (gl ouiiSs
2005 S5 5l eedle 0 sz B g JB 8
SQTJoWijdW—ab@QWUQT
Og ua.ul.as)‘yd > o’i"”}“’ p.a)LC

"Conile Hohaisl a5 Conl By i "

Oy wf);)]w ‘57..»‘).: ".r‘,.;la ‘5‘0..3" VLY Liu tS’LQ

R PWIRVRS S PSR

Ol ity oo dyte Logr 355 T gaoganz 53 e "
QSR 5 E R PR EWRY

" Slsz ssie gl esls plnil g |y )8
")..\9:4.1.3"

D)5 (0 S8 e 90 A >g0 AdS 4 Sl ol
Dply Sorans

aalip 180" — suagd oo |,y OlalS T Bolal (el V>
Ql"*’-")" L)'b)j )lj a4 ‘).‘> " d.cl.’).a— dJ}I L —"d.;‘)'s)

"¢ golas aolsl

Chimombo >

Yo



Y

5 ol L ol .035,5 oo mtie 1pe Lalé 4y iogs 9, 0 "
" g e a ol ged LS Lo g,

"G poiS pns |y e 45 5 oo oS S el
Mt (b Ollogls b il o

5 "ol " L Cenlyt o )] S 090 gz o
Loy 1, ol J,.AJl Oy 0,5 oSS Wl g 4 o,bg
" ogh oo Camys s iy S o Kral  Sia]

aS g oo ol b 5 sledle cbls el v 5,
o S e iy ledle Gl edine) e ez
033 oga> I s .aiasS e lashe s L Leale
ayS slganl o wsog oY Lo bl Jlw
by 5 edy slelgllg

"sbiw s Y Ggusl 1, L"

Dy ety B Sle o

".>9_3 A ydo SO ol Gien C8g LS "oss el

"ol w2 S0 Y "oas oy 31 SO

Aol d s SO gVl da 1S o Shpei Lo "

" N
. “L}

WS o dxgi Ayl aS ol o lis 4 (g,9b wiaiS

e-'J}JQJJL;J\JJJ;&;a#D#;L;u)\j&d|m55

nduna *°

Y



v

il GLS 4z bl jele 5 49, "

Al ol S gl Jlan aislas Ols>
"ol d e " cas S

Olas aelS Masog G pe MedS laty Jasly 500 ey
Mooy il M icaS o) e et |y tiliws owiS e L
"Saz Lobeald 5,50 )0 "

03,5 &5 i g 0ol tiledir 4y 055 553 45 e
S o 5 T i

RIVFERE

S 9 SzsS 1S el a5l logws b ey

ol sleale o yo wcdils caws ol uls jein peddl
Y R N T TR . S I VRV P oWy
S oSS i

ol 31 53 oS n el e S o3l e
DS Ll ol g 0l Som s 00 ey 285
ol el > B 28 (o0 LS e 5l el (235
By ) b SN a5 Ledle le 0 Ll S
Al oo e ksl slowo pascss 5l cpecdl g & =
Sl aBes 10 Jle 058 o AV 05 e sl S
g Lgal!

STl s 935 05 o g cdlop | (o)l e p0 a5l

ey jle 05 0

v



YA

o s olas Lo Ky Zeslon] Lo a5 Ceils o ol
O S50 g 5 WS ades SIS 5,5 1S4 0
a— YL cwyo 1y hogdl @S Hlas gl ) ol ce s
Ol 1y 0 050l gy ) ] e cls o5 mis
sls algs oly a5 gl o, blsan

e ST P R Y PR o

L Bla L g0 iog aid) Laid & g wogy a3 Loy (Jy
W09 00 9 R

) Blem S o s e S K e
Lol an Moy 0,5 S8 (gl aliod "0 8 o Lo s
"¢ ol J

&S el

L o oas gl AN Sy aised gl col, Ky gl
" ol et ax "o e cilopy aS >
gunlyim sldle 5 cd) anyne 4 el oy 50
Gl g 55l L 65 65 S e 1) LS anleS
S35 &S 1) LS 90,5 (oo Laled ogil 05 (oo S5
45 Sl g0 el 0,5 (o 90 Tt (oo Gialge
Sl 0l WIS5 a5 () (i GSeST 4 (83 (85 o]
Olsn 0,5 el gl g gy pl adS 4y "ysSy ol 4 45
Y SLi Sl g earil gy bt o ol s

Mbadza >’

YA



4

sbaby 5o kS (Sass Glebin (SlgFenal slas
Sl b wls lgale & el Juoly> — ol oip oly
O — ail g oays ale o a5 sledoe cnlio aS
= oz Vb (L sleld 2o 6l 55 65 (o0 £V
N

L o5 axgs KT B ols aslol |15 ab dwyoe 5o el
= o5 S e e Slp S () o els S
-3‘3‘5“4-?93%5‘5“456)[54-?9*"1

Doy Sl 5l b e s Glao b gl il S g
95 5o ggms G 45 slo g0 3l el o (15T (gl alas
Seols Sop a4 as el 093 b adoen ol 5l g pgas
Os o8 adS ey g 4 (Swlbe b 28 (e
ola 0 sl ool ay ole il o5 les 1) 095 .0y 3>
J=Js pled sl aulis i S oo 4zl Wy oS oy
h Sesle San GYLb 5 (oS (@8 09 (a3 (ol
La)b.)jw).CgMLwaS_wLodS».\mbyob;djob‘
Byed o &y o 1,

Ol Sl e 9l yo3 g 09 oot Cide el join

Y4



JBye gk, bgYle jo 1, lsa lids) ouSS s )0
PKJL’G‘ alols BRI o-b;).& u;’).ol.a Jye-te ».\.uLou,w.O...a
= Sz 9 Son SS90 0], 093 9 A (0 ST3F
"Bgasl " peid!

Oloml 695 e SIS Joore b o5 0wl By Sle
D9 00 aSlaz ol S0 (65 8 D9 Awiid S ,L
DS o e 9 S 590 (o5 (gl Al LS dgisS
oXliS Bl dg as (5,9 1y el gl 50,8 oSS 6
JSY VR PRI S VIRUI WV VRN P DU S| I SR P
55 ol Jy "edS il oluel o 50 Lo i ol oo 0
" Gs (o0 ety )0 o
ﬁéﬁlﬁl&wa&@uo&)lb .599- u,o.J|
ale . L 5l gl oy gigS G g €Y S0 Lol e
Shady jo jleay o gzl SOy gl ouls Ol s
SUSERYY 03— 05):- wl.@(wu ww‘so)b Qé; C)Lo‘
8,y o pLda hid SloS oSy .28) ool
o pla Bl s)50 )3 93,5 (oo y92 9 e 1) B3
O &5 S5 Gy x5k YelS 5z et )5 (o0 e



)

i (39S S )d (glym Jg0 9590 )0 05 (o0 yea )
Slol e (sl g 51 o 50 ;0 090 00,5 SIS
adols e oyl

Olodg by dwls aS ,Soas o lal L Ko Sl
ROWLs 3,IAK e 0,5 < Joz 095 L aS |,y gl> s
S 4SS e Liled gLl a8, o 1, Lo agils
Lol ol oo omne 92l (095 eiomn [ bl 8, (21>
o alls Cols, 5l (y a5 glopa Lol Ky Sl
PUCERY PR SRS PLPRCEN BN NP (v
TS oo S Lt 4" T8 S e optia 1) L
ol o3l a7y, S "eas Lew Ol oyl
ASLQSJA%&;QQQ:%L@MASQS&—"Q.MGQ
Dy 0 )0 kB 058 5o

")*\?.. 3l oo 0l (LS syl "

097 MiS (6,500 i oy LML 4wl g pal S
Sy0 5l (6,500 A8lae e ool Caw Lo )5 5l Al diw
oy e b (o e 4 58, (6l el

i anil hle a5 job 2" el Ky Sl

plos 3,10 padi Jgo 050 ST 5l g 5 lode b o0 "

" &
O (50

¥



¥y

25 @3l B Gle il HlSulew 5 (> aSl sl
S YU o oolely ccddlye cdl> jo 1, rsbiws Ll
ol Mk (gl ez 408 09d (o0 45 (5y5b

9,8 S G j5ise Lo los jo am (oS
Ao g O pgealy 9 09 e td L Sl Sty il
S e o ) S 313 355 L ] g S e
90,5 &S5 1y srely Ko Sle a5 Wog o Ll o g
"leg:q;ﬂ" 05 ols

Iy Ml esS (oo jle L ilay 1) (ho55 (el
S Glo 00iS5lis ol 0608 yiugles ol8l g ol cns
Al S gl 51 gl onis aS vgs 1,5 aory o0 955u

5 oil ) Sl g0 g pedly (od oS Ky S
S (oo SIS e Sl o i sl el

o ol = v omn (15, o 5l g oo s iy
SRS S i iy 3, e o e By
il 5 a4 g By 5 Kay o 4805 e
S

e e (e "

U o 5le STy 0 Sy jaml T cas K e
oS Sgm bl

G alS 4 S G a5 0 o 1 5 asdsS el

Njoka *

¥y



Yy

ol o Sl WSz a5 (59,8 S8 @y et Uil g 25
S0 ail oogm ds G ppl a5 clls Sl 040
£35S (oo a1 S Eg 00 Koy Gilo 4y 45
S o i S oS S

aS soo g dloply Jo &SL g o il deS o Caws
Sodgs Cdlax g daid g —Cawl 0als o5 o] 5 (6 lake
Sosbanl L Sle a8 09 (il 5 s 40
Jo= il as cudls o0l a5 ol po lis STy
LS o £9y0 Cudily g oyls

= ol o 255 2l p il jaB) 0)bgd s ]
S5 e o0 O demez )0 b (LS e wasS
e Gl oylewm Al cols o 1) LYl —csls
99,5 My 1) S )l At ZuBld 8,0 (59595 be
299z |y oy s O S (8L, an oLS
e el HonsS i s il (g pmax Slgis
eBls dalol iales 19 p g Lo (5 9 LS 5 (Lot
Ll jaia canils (oo 105092 (o lewd g L9, o
Loy 9 55 9 Lo )8 50 oLl e 5l 09y 000lS” 50
el o yo ol a5l cdle il Logs eolidl il
s sleis) Al gl b ity (spoln
03,5 o Cowlus addle 4y Jiing il o |y L) ;‘9

DS o iy gl a Aty b0 e S oy

Yy



¥¥

VTN W Sy DS FR GRS
e Oeleilass ol g ol co Sl oz 4 aldS 8
.4;5‘015 Iy seoe> wlywuﬂ)lw

Ao poidl ol alulS o a3l 5, SO slakl jo 3
Ly ols ol 5 ol (o 5le ays moly an | 5
S ool ey oy e opl 5l GiBles 090 005 90
Sgmy Alwlgs anily anils g 1) Griawl culs Uaul
QT O gl addle uSore Lol LauSG Liwg ) 4y Soas o)lgo
yidi gl 4S5 Wiogs 00l ‘_,’_SLQ)’ 3y eVl po e il
.o.\.?é}.} W) 6°}" auLofo.\.s ).a.wuu 999 o».\.a—‘

RS SR U532 IR VRS UDNONE-Y I PR P3| POV ORI
2 oleaby) aos ol Oy sling, cpl jo ud e
LQ.ST 4ol Qlf&.sﬁ vy Hlaie L0g Ga.’a.mj.& PRVE TN
g 03,5yl

ool Lol 35T talpogy atules oS Sl g 59 S5 S5
of o388 (ooucd 5 g ole dud 0gtm 0e Sk Lol Q'!
4 0y 5l F e Ly s 4S5l g |y dgisS g
Sy ads s

By b Ol a4 3505 hekae 5 Mg elym oo MiS

¥¥



Yo

VY PR P SO L ¢ | FRE S g

5 SBl ooy p5 AdS g5 (alids; Gl B SLo
Ol a5l del s cxly Hlan (iS co Cawd
‘Salﬂ a bl Glal LS el caol asb 5L 1, raedle
Ohszr 2l 65 Ko maly by olyS o MeaS el
")9L:-f sl sl

IFD (65 (8 4 (soSme 5 (50 oy L oBL oK Sle
ol gl "edS ed, gl By g0l ) (5,8 sl
"y ojle g

"y e 'S ol

o 85 1y Lo s 0,0 O w5l gl el ool 53,3 "
oy |y pile aze g (G 4l pyoln pees ol
Tesd S o

"?oo}jLi; oo 3l ol ulle s "

"ol sl oo ol Jle 00l vga M eas K e
TS g8 oo S 0 0,0l sl e e
Tog plao a4z pog o By ponid (oo

Jolwg idS j0 0,0 SO S 7 Loy IuilBlgs "

RV JE Y PR

eddsi ®
Kufafaniza imfa ©

Yo



Y7

"ssS S,

Py 5 2T S gz (e ol oy wedise b (s s ™
"l b
"00,8 pl Al a4 b e MeaS el

"o ol ails Lol "

o M Golom ol (n i )0 &S (5 ek )] el
0%

Al S el I (s Jlse S el K Sl
QNN

ot o 3l e S (el

059y 2l 19,8 Lo oy (o0 comlin DS 285 40 .5 VI
e 355 Sk 1y GRbs 9 55 wsd 9 = Ml e S
Do (o8 (P9) je ded il &S sg (pl 2

39y O 005 8w il Jay 0,33 4y aS 5 jglol e
S 500 ke Jis ol Blbl js g cd, dwyoe 4 aw
359! ui"“-:-ls"’e‘) ol g5 lan 1) o'{""'"{"’ﬂsggd‘
Lcllds of LSy gide &8G9 ol b (gaww Sl o
5% gl oo (0 S 9 55 55 &S pliebl
S e lalbing; oG S Ll 353 cow Logasis jlo S
Dy

olis ol 4 Jaso a0 i o] e 0 Ky e

P R T K WX VY I PECO g N

Y7



Yv

Srra> SUSET (9, p (3T S (e (s,
Sl S 0 9 D (00 0T s 4 LubsS (gl 4SS
Bl go G 1) (S B s B

B Sl g oSy Gioliiy jo cubsS 4SS AlsS el
D)5 oo Gy gl clls aS oy heS

ol 1S g wilgn 3 1, Siler By Sl — " Y "
"9, @5 G845 6l oyl STls
gy STl " S il lgia (el
"s s sk LIl Js oS Ky e

ney

2 5 S yte gl (G151 eaal g Gladir b Sy
ol gl Sloeiul lezme (B o)l Ikl 5 alym
Sl cosly ¢ iulagles

el 3l (g u-*—“"? aS dal (pl bols oI5 s el
i b ailis e ail el Ll cails o Lol wils jslats
= S e JLo bandls s 1) (g5 adlS o
Ol Sl (GiS e 592 b 0 e S S
g Ll 095 (6, gudl 050 S8 j0 (G a5 Sl
D09 ledisd sl (o> 0 g, (al 5l g o

Lowl )0 ey o] a5l s b gl aiagy oy aSolxil
99555 1 0)lagd gulalS Glod o wog aid) weslin

Tsalani bwino
ndalama %

Yv



YA

Ao, S o gl olie (s s iadagdig ol gDy

o |y Olels aioad) g winy Cuwd g wilys asliw)
Shobasay "ele ;o gSg5el o ey o joy " — eyl
gy S it G 2 S 50,5 595 o0 G0 )
gy Splen (il 05 005l 05 2gs e Sl
=8 ) sle gz oo gl o plislae il
ol )0 G mldo aed asid blas Kol cales
SIS (oo Sloz (55 55 4 AT SRy SRSl (o0 p

5 & a9 9ysbe ol Al Cenl (o0 S B e 0
Sy D92 Sl Gloge Yo Lel wdl aldS 05 552
S olin gy 4 ilgS 15 g b | ol ol |
CldS gy LSSl Gl jo ol g

S s Lo ey Lot " S K Sle iaus aen
R

25093 Ay &S dgr (pl D9y by ;0 45 (6,58 o5 Y
59,5 o,b |y bl x8o 5l ol amas auS S5 ) L
S Gl a5 S oty gl s jliies 4 by
0,5 oy S asS Como jlinus Lol LS g cens
Sk Sge Glaoal ol adS gl 4 iiws 4o asb b
6o s dlold 51 Lis o LT s e dudes S

YA



¥4

Sl 518 5 aslaSge glaco LTV oS Ky Sl
LW L " e wblen iolaw jo 1) 095 a5 5,9k
VS s Sy Lo sl

TS 1 ol il e e

o psl [ bl okt S (god o ) el
Cwgd 0y dy ) 1ol o s 1) o el im0
"a

Conls g0 .S o Sleil bl s o], o poid]
Al god o0lw,8 35 » aS

Al g das o 090 ALl Cawd Liwg, dewgy 5], 5l
WowlAS e loliwg, il (o (BL e &Y Gl
Dy 0 P hend

D, 03l ek e Ll e sl jo

= el e iz gy (o0 S dlmeo s g, S
plo 30 b 1S iy pa B oS Wil a5 (ol ailye
D9 033 (B> (sogaty (w5 ged b iz, S ool
ey 3,5 om B oL oS 8y e & Suled o

Ao 6 ) iz s Lt laon joe wlgi (sod ) |

"yl ooy ol g ol

Kalata ®

¥4



Oloml 95 A (Jaime 5l b 5 (ood ol 5l K0 aS
il o bl 4 pud 4S5 ae 4 5 0 oo ol
Sl ol "ol o e A4S il o Sew S Sl
LIRCIIINES

el ol & 09y 0000 sl 59, 45 gl (o8 (sy5l0 L
pol Loy )i 095 (oo (P58 )0 45 03 (g0 5 ) (o0
Bg odle yiig s 10 L Vb 51 oLl 0gd o0 (6,500
o ohrell ol e oo 09 05 Gl 05, 55
PRI U QNPT S AAPIYU PRCESNG RIS
o S 45 350 03,5 had el ) ol 5 )len
a5 sl Lol Slas jo b 5l o 59, SO g el
sk 6l Gty

" Obilsl e i 1) (55 65 e e 05 50 (S
10 s 3gS

ol oz | <l N g 28 e Bilay al 3)ls (55 55
3y s waiS 0 o LS 0, S an ] aS cunlds
e il 5 ] o Sy el S S5 5 1
"o o2l 0 ") oo B Al o el g

A Gbled ol Al E50 6z 10 (s05)0 e S (gl alaxd
Ceosdlo b aSSlizear oo ol ) (gl odis o 4 e

Magwero *
Kodi ©®



o)

] dslgz S¢> 3 Gz el aSl 5l ogr Jleiig>
")._\%d_l{"

2y Sy et )0 0,43 3590 Gualy (o0 5 9eiS 1) il
uuu LQL‘Z’ oS " 653; o)l.,iv‘ d)}b S =55 L U"""J‘
'°‘°g§°g"’~°"o5jl-.")

il ‘oﬁTwalﬁ ax 51 a9 0,5 5,00 55 )
S5y 1y ol 0,5 5L 1 Liwld ol aaSs g ca s
565 85 olimws 3,5 ol an g, 05l g0 g el Juawo
DAl OB peS 590 Clns
”&_gf"uafo;@Ai’ﬁ‘“M—‘)oﬁ*‘b“\su“‘”
LS s aS o) Sz ax S0 S5 ES > 65 )
290 s pll plye 45 5 by 38y Sim LaligS
.;)y
uaﬁf";,&fcb‘».\s%u)ymw|
S o, S ol 1) il gl Y PSRN ARy
haid 50,5 0 ol (6,lS 4 e plad —ails 2 1) b e

n

0,5 oo (W gl ol L an] yo

CBS e ey |y Wl (o Lol 2Bl (5 slaly
oz aile 0uiS o2 Solal wails Slob SiU lssk
sy ol o] 55 45 Sl 5 g5 slgdi oS30
" e e gl "eas el

o)



oy

A Ly pled 095 (s ppdsjlam 0Bl osus b (S
el ool Sl ax alds” o il o a5 G, 0
(S Gy ool s @y a5 bl ol Ll
ovad fpeidlasi o 5 co e ) Llug ) el jo (gaall
A5 il b 45 5,5 o lam ool el aile
Sloj |y onl el s ol 1) 5l asdlys Ll el s
(Gheiz i 3, 1A Lo e S (89 2l o
sl Ll ol S e IS e o 3] S
Ceslys 50 85 S g ol gl iy (g2 (o908 ol S
D P S 5990 S

NS (Rl oz e sl g8 S el

oy gl 50 0y Mana B aalys o5 ol Wb &5 55
Dg ol 5o gyl das cnis AU o cun SO

&3 pols (oo S g ol gl oy (55l (el
pgn oy 4 pod g 65 CdSuny5e

S o Dlge "

Ll Bkl 4y dgisS 5 55 55 b el 59y ol 5o lamy
sllis d e a5 (il SDgw Hloie Wiee glows 28,
| e ol 3,5 e yma |y iy i s
= olae Al SS v 4 s ¢l SlS > &g
S,

2,5 oy gl dule J2Io 1) jlo g 0,5 (adsi « i 0,LS o

oy



oy

97 45 655 b el 09l 590 wlgly jle 4SOl 5l iy
Phol gsen ooy Ligapgpanke JSlo ) o
‘;L’> ‘)Mds».\m.\.’é ‘) 3‘ ubtwj)wajd;d MLo
Sy s ddS g a0l

S, 0y ool ads 854S o5 le o sl )] 51 e
Al o9 A3gS Jlaie slon 03 id) g0 Dgw 0,5 oo
2 J9 6)lke (551357958 b SO g e Lo B esS
LS ledg an ailBlos slas piws dhn —aian o
U"‘ D9 &2y )Lg U"‘ W) )Lm.» o)l.gso — u»‘ IRV RY
g 4S8y (585 paB & Ly jo &5 wd )l Sl e
Sy )3 9,0 g0, oui> ;0 (69,0 § A4S 1w S5
9l esys8 (SS9 b azmale jo JaniS S ilede
Sy ooly Caws

5 Sed e 89y Bl G ol s oS 0S5 e SB
Conld (oo ax 5105 Canlys o Ol o 1) iilesi

oy



oY

l)”o)d..g.nle\_o.lfs"g_i@"qéf OLS datey 65 ) W
S (S a8 0g o 5l 5 6 0 Hlan Lol o,gT ol
ey 5l iS5l ol pe ez 55 sz OS9sS L 05
o D0 a8, O3 £l e e gleale HauS Ay aS
L 0 (5alSouiS 51 iy 00,5 (o0 olSS gl 4y g sl
abl>l 3,5 o 1mSow |y oy peddl aSGliores o> 3
L oS abl>l 1) saal |85 K a5 5,5k s ,S ol
i S rlple g 2Bl o Jbo 0 a5 09250 2
M A o9

AiS oo sl s |y ol (el iagy (2S00 dlgisS
3,8 S5 b obp ol 9" Ol " cas e

Lo et 095 9 dgs S pn A (05 ol L dlgisS
o 89 Lol ol SGap el 4y ol (6 ) lie (e SG
PR SR VRVESN SO v ISR I POUEPISTEN E N FRWe
5 i — KVRVN I PSP NP TR TRV < axil 5l ssy caws
A 3,0 . yiugily (g9, AgisS «alS led «gb e S
LSl 5,8 0,85

py0 B 1) lad g oliwsl ol 5395 by oais b algigS
Obdpw 59, 45 pleialm by wansS (o b SL s
umT‘SAML ool jo al )93 il 51 L wog caiS

mchere %

oY



Yol

L a8 Ll .ogm ouds abll Liwg, Jbal plod awgs ol
o gl 4 Gislae Glea b aslo 3)LS o5 Ol > dlgisS
35S 8l oyt (g Glotiz L aS 0,5 ol algieS 4y
295055 ol dn (93) 4 oy AgisS b b 4 S
SXgam 0,Lgd Comez 4 aS 0 0
fowdsw)‘m 6‘33 ST oé; £)9 U'“'J‘ ub)
S ol AdS 8 (6 max COU (5, AlSS el Cowdlyl
g S 4 eld

o 4oy |y aads ol aS 0 K Sle cpl " s, "
S,5

45 0ad )5 oS s e b a5 05 LT o8 (55 (5
il a5 e sl (Sgmm 52 09,451 el (gl WS
Rulmpy’lwb)mm gl g 0,8 wils |y hogs
Ol |y o 59, plad = 09 gms =39 (5,90 9 Lale
o 4sl goad p blomiz 38 o > g 0p (o
Sl oo (5)5h A5 aid so il 4 0 95

S GlgPBS 55 S 1) S g G (S o b o
waﬂ;bb&a&gljl&ﬁwlo@.mosﬁ

&_wdj/d@’g/’)dw‘)dﬁ.b Sl ey el a8 sy

39) ‘Ql_odsw.\_o.dl) &.AJ‘)A)—W aS cusls ‘9 ‘) 3‘ (fo—dd/d

00



of

005 593 Sl (B Cants 1l 4l lal wle 5
$9) 85§50 ABLh i 93 59, Slidg, po LS
&l o3 s gz ol 5l g Sl gy Blae il adS
Ol WIgiss 9 65 ) olrea L sl 995 (6l
Lelid le ol & a8 iy oz Job o il slesle
b cuddS 5, sleale 5l g coloy 0] pud 4y el oo
=23l e A o 4l g 5l 6l 4SO LS o) Ao 4
AyS sle awg e o wiz e wo ) gl os,S Gy
oadeis BBy oy dal> S5 GBI B oS0
Oy
Q&J‘djoﬂowg‘)ga;‘s@w@bwb‘
2,5 50 ol 4y sl Yleis |

Mooy o e S el

A\ <
o)
" .n
w9y o Lo 4 10,8
A\ "
2 p)lsassl

”4% 6‘)-, G»‘Q -
"eb gl s by @il o

of



ov

3 e g sl o (Sl s iehhe 5,0 Yl
Dy <ols,

ool Byl LS Sl sy aniS p disS 5 65 5
3o (o0 OISy 5k Lol 0 03 (s 3l LA (e
" nlods Hlaie ol "5 S dnje; ails o aS

S Ol o 6l (B iy, j5in 09 9,6 a4z S
OS85 105 iy, sleil o i ol o5 53
L olse g 1) peia Ol (Oloye (F g 2l (o0 &5
) adgisS a5 adog (e Lo . Glo e 5, 2
OS948 g jlaS 8¢ el 4y Wogs 00,5 rgds
5 3115 Ladl 555 5 55 om 38 o L S el
ol gl an job ol 5g 00u s 0y ot gVl &y a5 4l
laig, ol 40 0bog ais aal bes oo b oS
03,5 Gho—al B Loy gl ol ©)le 5 (Fol& (o2 5 sl
Aoy Sl jai> Sy Ll o

'

LS‘)-’AFCJ'Q' é)‘o.\dos 1<|‘4_’9L4?)Jl§.uu;’l.a
- & . . . ,— " <

8,5, Ghogs b 1y ol w9 s e S

39y 9o 4S5 ehilen oS G jhe s g asais el

ol gl g Jb ol Lol ogy aias cus

plos

ov



OA

THE LOWER RIVER

BY PAUL THEROUX SEPTEMBER 14, 2009

Even in his best days in Medford, running the family
clothing store, Altman had always imagined that he
would return to Africa, to the Lower River. It had
been his Eden, for those four years he had spent in a
village called Malabo as a young man. Now, after
nearly forty years, he was on his way back. The
decades in between seemed almost a digression: the
business, the marriage, the children. Altman’s Store
for Men had closed, the marriage had failed, Altman’s

children were grown, absent, living their lives. A little
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over sixty, he was alone again. He had enough money
to see him into his old age, yet he wanted more than
that. No one needed him in Medford, and he
wondered if the people of Malabo might still
remember what he had done there.

The Lower River was the southernmost region of the
southern province of Malawi, the poorest part of a
poor country, home of the Sena people. The Sena
were small, slender, delicate, violent only when they
were bingeing. A neglected tribe, they were despised
by those who didn’t know them, were associated with

squalor, cruelty, and incompetence. With superstition,
too.

They lived in a web of beliefs, the Lower River thick
with spirits—mfiti—most of them vindictive spectres
of the dead, restless in their malevolence. Nothing
happened without a reason. A tree fell for a reason, a
thatched roof caught fire for a reason—because
someone wished it alight. Disease, disfigurement, a
bad harvest, a broken bone, a stillborn infant: all were
caused by human agency—the witch in the next hut
or the next village, or the mfiti representing an

avenging soul.

014



Altman had studied the all-night Nyau dance, which
was performed naked, with a fetish mask and
drumming. Fluent in the Sena language, he had been
one of those volunteer teachers whom the other
Americans muttered about with respect tinged with
satire, because they never saw him, and no one, not
even other Africans, wanted to go to the Lower River.
In his first year, village life had seemed a struggle to
Altman. The shop at the boma sold Sunlight Soap,
Koo ketchup, cooking oil, bottles of Lion Lager,
single cigarettes, loose tobacco and tea. But few
people had more than a handful of tickeys, the thin
gray threepence coins that bought two cigarettes. The
market stalls sold vegetables and rice, smoked fish
and cassava. Not much of anything, but in the time he
lived there Altman had decided that you didn’t need
any more than that.

After a year, he had understood the inflections of the
weather. It was not the stifling, squalid place of its
reputation; it was dense and subtle. The heat
enlivened him. The smells were of woodsmoke and
stagnation and the perfume of the water hyacinths in

the river, sweetish with decay, the sun-heated dust
like talcum.
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Teaching at the primary school that he’d helped to
build, Altman had become popular in the district, and
when a member of Parliament paid a visit to Nsanje
he asked to meet Altman. Altman served as a
counsellor, he wrote letters for the villagers, he sent
messages, he read letters for those villagers who
couldn’t read, whispering the words for the sake of
privacy. All the languages in the region were written
phonetically, so he could convey the meaning even
when he had no idea what was written on the torn-out

copybook page.

For the Sena people, Altman had been the mzungu,
the white man. His term was two years. He had stayed
four—a record for Malabo. In this district of small
huts and barefoot people and unpaved roads—a world
made out of mud—he had been content. The Lower
River had become the measure of his happiness.
Malabo had remained in his mind in the way that the
notion of home might persist in someone else’s.
When all hope is lost and everything is up the wall, he
often thought, reassuring himself, I can always go

back.

7



7Y

Malawi, these days, was advertised as a vacation
destination, with hotels at the lake in the north and
even some game parks. Like many other resort areas
in Africa, it was a country where local people starved

and the few tourists ate well and were fussed over.

Even before his plane touched down, Altman knew
that he had made the right decision. He relaxed,
smiling as he looked out the window at the low empty
hills, the creases of green in the landscape which
marked the foliage along rivers and creeks, the
villages made visible by the smoke rising from
cooking fires. From the air, the place looked just as he
had left it, as a man of twenty-three. Where else could

you go on earth and say that?

When the immigration officer asked him his reason
for being in the country, Altman spoke the sentence

he had rehearsed: “Ndi kupita ku Lower River.”

The man said, “What am I hearing?” and reached
across his desk to shake Altman’s hand. “And myself

I have never been there, Father.”
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Altman took a domestic flight that was leaving later
in the day for Blantyre, and stayed the night at the
Mount Soche Hotel. He marvelled at the crowded
dirty city. Assuming that he would be in Malabo for a
week or so, he used his credit card at Barclays Bank
to make a cash withdrawal. The clerk, a young man in
a shirt and tie, counted the notes twice, squared the

pile, and snapped a rubber band around it.

“Be careful, sir,” the clerk said, squeezing the fat

envelope under the glass window.

Almost as a rebuke, Altman said, “I used to live here.

I was here at Independence. The Lower River.”

The hotel driver, summoned from the parking lot to
the travel desk in the lobby, laughed when Altman
said that he wanted to visit Nsanje. Altman had
mentioned the district, because the man would never
have heard of Malabo. The sunglasses over the
driver’s smooth jut-jawed face gave him a cricket’s
profile. He smiled greedily at Altman’s watch.
Altman knew that his lingering gaze of admiration

was like a plea.
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“Let’s leave at seven.”

“Eight will be best. African time. No worry, be
happy.”

“Seven,” Altman said, without a smile, and the man
turned deferential—respectful, with a slight jerkiness
of fear in his face. “And no smoking in the car.”

The farther they got from town the flimsier and more
temporary the buildings became, from the solid
terraces of shops fronting onto storm drains to tile-
roofed bungalows, tin-roofed shacks, and plastered
huts thatched with straw, the skeletal sticks of the
frames showing through the crumbled mud. And then
the road grew worse, just a strip of broken paving in a
gully between two slopes in some places. On the
hillsides were stumps of trees that had been cut down,
forests stripped by people foraging for fuel: the Africa

of settlement and people, not of animals.

But beyond Chiromo, in the southern province,
nearing the Lower River, where the villages were
fewer, he smiled at the disorder, the tall grass, the
odor of dust and smoke. It was as it had been—too

flat and featureless to photograph, but powerful, his
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first experience of a world that was ancient in its

simplicities.

“You like,” the driver said, seeing Altman’s face in

the rearview mirror.

And down the road two miles, at Magwero, Altman
signalled for him to stop, and the driver said, “Iwe,”
in the familiar form—*“You!” Then he saw the men
sitting under the tree, heard them call out, and said,

“They are waiting for you.”

“Yes,” Altman said, but he knew better. This was the
usual place in Magwero for men to sit, on logs under
a mango tree. Seeing a mzungu, they had shouted a

greeting.

Out of the car, lighting a cigarette, the driver seemed
uneasy, eager to leave. “What time you coming back,

bwana?”
The air was so still his smoke clung to his face.

“You can go,” Altman said.

70
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A great soft cloud of white dust raised by the
departing car closed over it as it rocked in the wheel
ruts of the narrow road. Altman found the departure a
strange breach of etiquette. The man should have
lingered a little, accepted some bananas or a cup of

tea, handed out a cigarette or two.

“Welcome, Father,” one of the men said, rising from

the log.

This man gave his name as Maso, and introduced the
man next to him as Magongo. Altman said that he had

known their families long ago.

They knew of the mzungu at Malabo, they said. They

had heard stories about him.

Altman said, “Maybe it was someone else.”

122

“There was only one mzungu at Malabo!” Magongo
said. He called to a boy sitting against a bicycle,
holding Altman’s duffelbag, and told him to hurry to

Malabo. “Tell Manyenga the American is here.”

Then Maso led him through the low spreading trees
and across the hard-packed dirt of a courtyard that

7e



7V

was being swept by a small girl. They sat before a hut
and drank milky tea, and as they talked of the rains,
the height of the river, their children, Altman looked
around and marvelled at the compact village and the
sheltering trees, the way the sunlight speckled the

ground.

He was dozing when a motorcycle roared into the

clearing.
“Manyenga,” one of the men said.

The man parked his bike and approached Altman,
saying, “The boy on the njinga said, ‘The American is
here,” and I said, ‘I am knowing him. My grandfather
was his friend.” Welcome, welcome.”

And there raced through Altman a lightness, a
slackening in his flesh, of relief, of gratitude. He felt
important; they knew him. He wished that someone
he knew back in the States could have witnessed this,

the tableau of his sitting among the elders in a remote
village on the Lower River.

Now the welcome was extended to Manyenga: more
tea, some smoke-dried fish, and praise for Altman, the

long-ago mzungu of their elders’ stories.
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“I was a small boy when I first saw you,” one of the
men said. He was old, toothless, in a tattered shirt,
with reddened eyes, his skin shiny and loose like a

reptile’s.

“I never saw this man before,” Manyenga said. “My

grandfather, he was the friend.”

They talked in this congenial way, in English, until
finally Manyenga got up and began to thank the men
elaborately, taking their hands in his. Altman knew

that it was time to go.

“What do you have in the pipeline?” Manyenga
asked.

Altman smiled at the expression. “Nothing special.

Just to see Malabo.”
“I can arrange, Father.”

The duffelbag was tied to the rear carrier of the
motorbike, and he swung his leg over and sat behind
Manyenga. They travelled under the shade trees the
short distance to the main road and then, a few miles

south, raising dust, took the turnoff, the back road to
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Lutwe, which ran parallel to the Mozambique border,
a mere footpath in Altman’s time. After about eight
miles—Altman knew that it was more than a two-
hour walk back to the main road—Manyenga slowed
the bike and plunged into the bush, not a road, hardly
a track, just an opening in the high grass that led to a
clearing, a scattering of huts, the big upright baskets
on legs which were granaries, the crisscrossed paths

that marked the edge of Malabo.

Where the trees were greenest, on the banks of the
Nyamihutu, a woman was beating a blue blanket
suspended on a line. Near her, a girl swept the smooth

earth with a straw broom.

Manyenga pulled up at a hut. He said, “This is your

home, Father.”
“I can stay only a few days,” Altman said.
“You are welcome, Father.”

The woman and the girl greeted them by falling to
their knees and calling out, and children and older
boys from the other huts came running. The villagers

gathered, hanging back. He saw that they were afraid
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of him—some of the older ones were terrified. Their
anxious faces made him self-conscious. He wanted to
reassure them. He would have handed out money,
except that he knew it would create a mob scene. He

smiled and, in a chiefly gesture, saluted them.

“My other wife,” Manyenga said of a woman wincing
at Altman’s raised hand. “She was married to my

brother.”
“And who’s this?” Altman asked.

The girl, too shy to speak, twisted her cloth wrapper

in her fingers.

“Zizi,” Manyenga said, and hearing her name the girl
covered her face. “My brother’s child. He died some

two years ago.”

Seeing that the girl had gone shy, one of the small
boys ambled near her, limping and chattering. The
boy had twisted fingers and sores on his legs and a
battered face, flaky patches of scurf where hair was
missing from his head. He could have been the victim
of a fight, but Altman guessed that he was epileptic,

with head wounds from continually falling to the
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ground—and now Altman saw that he was not a boy
at all but a disfigured dwarf, boy-sized, in rags, who

could have been any age.

“Moni, moni,” Altman said, greeting the dwarf, trying
to distract him from teasing the girl. And rummaging
in his duffel he found some candy that he’d bought at
the hotel in Blantyre. “Mankhwala,” he said—

medicine.

The dwarf laughed and ate it, licking his fingers, then
walked away unsteadily, giggling because the others

were laughing at him and calling out an English word.
“What are they saying?”
“His name, Snowdon.”

Though the girl did not look up again, Altman could

see that she was relieved the dwarf had forgotten her.

“You can stay here, Father,” Manyenga said. “The
roof is bad”—it was thatch, the bundles loosened—
“because we had so many challenges. But it’s clean

enough. Rest your body. My wife will bring water for
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your bath. Tonight we will kill a chicken. We can

discuss your program.”
“My program?”
“Your agenda, Father.”

It was Zizi who brought the water in a basin, with a
small chip of soap, and after Altman had washed he
lay on the string bed and let down the mosquito net
that hung like a bridal veil, and listened to the boys’
raised voices in the clearing. Where else in the world
could you arrive unannounced and be welcomed on

sight?

That evening, Altman distributed the presents he’d
brought—the watch he gave to Manyenga, a shawl he
gave to the senior wife, a pocketknife to the junior

wife, some books for the children.

Then the women served the food—the chicken that
had been grilling on the fire, and roasted corncobs, a
bowl of nsima and stewed greens, a plate of dried
fish. “Kachasu,” Manyenga said, uncorking a bottle.
He poured Altman a glass of banana gin, and they

toasted each other.
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The children sat a little distance away; some women

were standing, holding babies in cloth slings.

While Manyenga was talking, in English and Sena,
Altman slipped to the ground, resting his head against
his chair. He must have dozed off, because in a
sudden dream he heard a word that he

recognized: atopa—tired.

He was helped to his feet. Accompanied by someone
steering him with lantern light, saying nothing, he
tottered to his hut and crawled under the mosquito net
into his string bed, his flesh inert, like clay.

He woke before sunrise, as a cock’scrow tore at the
silence and the darkness. He could not remember ever
having slept so soundly: blind and deaf, a whole night
with his mouth open, drawing shallow breaths. He
listened to his compact shortwave radio until it was
light, and then he walked the length of the village
through the scrub. In the courtyards of most of the
huts, crouching women fanned the glowing embers of
cooking fires. Altman looked into the woven barrels
of the granaries and was glad to see that they were
full of drying corncobs. He saw the schoolhouse in

the distance; he would save it for the afternoon. He
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continued walking to the road, and past it, to the
stream. He saw someone bathing and quickly
withdrew—it was Zizi, a dark dripping stick figure.
Then he returned to his hut. He shaved with his
battery-powered razor and wrote some notes in his
journal. He unpacked his duffelbag, sorted his clothes,
and hung up the empty bag to keep it away from
rats—he saw that there were droppings on the floor
from rats nesting in the thatched roof. Then he sat and
finished the paperback he’d brought to read.

All this and it was not yet seven- thirty. He smiled,
thinking of the day that stretched ahead—the long,
over-bright day of village somnolence, supine in its

stillness, under trails of woodsmoke and the chirping
of birds.

Announcing himself, calling out, “Kodi, kodi!”
Manyenga visited after eight and invited Altman to
breakfast. Now Altman saw how young he was, still
in his twenties, jaunty in a baseball cap and a blue

shirt.
“You were going about early,” Manyenga said.

Someone had noticed him; now, an hour later,

everyone knew.
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They were standing before the hut, Manyenga

frowning at the roof.

“But the roof must be replaced. I want to get an iron

roof for you, but—eh! eh!”
Altman knew that the grunt meant money.

“What about fixing the thatch? There’s plenty of

grass.”

“The people who are making the thatch are all dead.
Even the women. Even myself I am not knowing. We
are needing an intervention.”

Altman smiled at the clumsiness of the request on his
first morning. Usually “we are needing” came later.
But Altman was not dismayed; he was more at ease

knowing that Manyenga was unsubtle.
He said, “We can talk about it.”

“I’'m going to the boma this morning. Maybe they are
having some iron sheets.” He mumbled, seeming to

search for more words. “It’s a big priority.”

Manyenga, he knew, had already mentally bought the

iron sheets for the roof, kept the change, and perhaps
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put aside the scraps to sell or trade. It remained only
for the transaction to take place, for Altman to hand

over the money.

“I have provided this table on the khonde, for your
projects”— it was at the corner of the veranda.
Altman hadn’t noticed it. “You can take your

breakfast here. I will find you later, Father.”

The girl Zizi brought the basin again, and watched
him as he washed his face and brushed his teeth. Then
she returned with a plate of steamed nsima, a puddle
of oil in the center, and a bowl of vegetables in gravy
and some tea. She stood in the shade. He spoke to her
but she averted her eyes, perhaps ashamed at his

having seen her bathing in the stream.

As he was eating, Altman saw a creeping shadow
come to rest: the bruised dwarf, Snowdon, hunkered
down by the veranda, rocking on his stumpy feet. He
was sad, his ugly face lopsided as though in pain,

helplessly small, his wounds bright with infection.
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Altman gave him some nsima. He crammed the whole
lump into his mouth, crumbs on his fingers and

cheeks, and chewed it with his mouth open.
“Snowdon,” Altman said.

Hearing his name, the dwarf opened his mouth wide
in satisfaction, showing Altman the half-chewed food

on his purplish, pitted tongue.

Later in the morning, Altman walked to the maize
patch. He picked up a hoe and began chopping the dry
earth with it, scraping the weeds away. Two older
boys saw him and laughed. He knew why: hoeing was

women’s work.

Altman, hacking near some dry shucks, startled a
snake. Deftly, he pinned its head down with the hoe
blade, pressing it, then picked it up, and, as he
pinched it just behind its head, it wrapped his arm
with the whole coil of its whipping body.

“Kalikukuti,” he said. A twig snake, a juvenile, hardly

two feet long.

The two boys stepped back, murmuring, “Njoka.”
Altman stepped out of the maize patch—the boys ran,

stamping in the dust. The villagers feared snakes, he
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knew; encountering a snake at the start of a journey, a
Sena traveller returned home. Because of these fears,
in his years here Altman had developed an interest, to
set himself apart, so that he would be known as
something more than a mzungu. He had kept some
snakes in baskets, and fed them with lizards and
grasshoppers and mice, and he had released them in

places where they’d be safe and breed.

In the afternoon, he walked again to the stream,
retracing his steps of the morning—perhaps this was
the beginning of a routine? All the while, he was
followed by small skinny children—a village of
children, it seemed, like a settlement in a folktale.
One said, “Mankhwala”—medicine—and the rest
chimed in. They were asking for candy.

“Tomorrow,” Altman said. He repeated it in Sena:
“Mawa.” Seeing them laughing, he asked if they
knew English.

They shyly admitted no.
“Do you go to school?”

“No school!”
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He had intended to visit the school that afternoon, but
now the light was fading. Night came quickly; he’d
see it tomorrow. As he was watching the last long
orangey tatters of the sunset, Manyenga called out

“Father!” for the evening meal.

Manyenga sat with him and, in a tone meant to
reassure him, said, “I have ordered the roof for your

hut.”
“How much?”

“Very cheap. I am knowing this man. His father
remembers you too much. Maybe he was your
student. He gave me a good price. He knows we are

partnering.”
Altman said in Sena, “Lots of money?”

“No, Father. Not at all. One sheet for four

thousand kwacha only.” That was forty dollars.
“How many sheets do you need?”

Manyenga didn’t answer. Altman knew the man was

making a complex calculation, thinking of numbers

va



and discarding them. At last he said, “Six,” in the

local way, sick-ees.
“Say five.”

The next day was the same: the walk, the dwarf at
breakfast, the riverbank, a nap, another walk, writing
notes, then dinner at Manyenga’s, more talk of
money, and bed. He remembered his first weeks here
long ago—the full days of work, the hot nights by
lantern light grading students’ exercise books—and

he grew sad, admiring his younger hopeful self.

“I want to see the school,” he said to Manyenga on

the third day, seeing him straddling his motorcycle.
“It is finished, Father.”
“Maybe I could get it fixed up.”

Manyenga considered this, chewing his lips, his face
twisting in thought. He propped his bike on the
kickstand and walked with Altman beyond the
clearing, through the tall grass, to the school. Head-
high bushes had grown up around the buildings. The

roof of the classroom block was broken—only brittle
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pieces remaining. Weeds grew in the eaves. The
windows, too, were broken. The office was empty,
though it showed signs of having been lived in—mats
and quilts twisted on the floor, scorch marks on the

walls.
“How long has it been like this?”

“I am not knowing,” Manyenga said, truly
bewildered.

“Didn’t you go to school here?”

“I was schooling at Chimombo, near the boma. 1

completed my school certificate in Blantyre.”
“But you’ve done well. And you’re still young.”
“Yes, Father.”

Altman was thinking of the huts, the bike, the two

WI1Ves.

“I was a driver for some years,” Manyenga said. He

mentioned the name of a prominent charity.
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Now Altman understood those words he kept using—

” LR I3

“agenda,” “pipeline,” “program.” “Why didn’t you

keep working for them?”

“They were cheeky. They were falsely accusing me.
They couldn’t cope at all with our customs. Not like

you, Father.”
Altman said, “Will you help fix the school?”

“I can send some chaps.”

This wasn’t the answer that Altman was hoping for,
but he said, “O.K.,” and, looking again at the ruin, he
quoted a Sena proverb: “Slowly, slowly makes a
bundle.”

He was slashing at the weeds with a hacker the next
day when four boys arrived, creeping through the tall
grass, parting the blades with their outstretched hands.
They were no more than fifteen or so, very thin,

wearing rags for shirts and tattered trousers.
“The nduna sent us.”
So Manyenga was a chief.

“This was a school, long ago,” Altman said.
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“It is nothing now,” one of the boys said.
“But we can fix it. Then Malabo will have a school.”

They were watching shyly, silently, but breathing
shallowly in a way that showed that they were paying

attention.

“Who are your parents? Maybe I knew them.”
They didn’t reply. They seemed to grow shyer.
“No father, no mother,” one said.

“They were sick,” another, the tallest boy, said,
drawing out the Sena word. He chopped with the flat
of his hand. “They died.”

“What about relatives?”

“We live down there”—and the boy squinted into the

sun.
“How many altogether?”

The boy flashed ten fingers at Altman. “Small and

b3

big.
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Altman was still holding the hacker, standing among
the tall weeds and the overhanging bushes he had
slashed.

“Help me,” he said.

“We can try,” the tall boy said. He took the knife
from Altman. Another boy grasped a spare panga
from a stump. And they whacked at the weeds, while
Altman went through the classrooms to examine the
wreckage. He heard the boys muttering and was
gladdened by the sound. He smelled snakes, the hot

eggy stink of a decayed nest in a corner of the room.

He stripped a narrow tree limb of its twigs, and then
poked with it, startling the snake he knew was there, a
black-lipped mamba. He prodded it, let it whip and
coil, then quickly snatched it, keeping its frothy
mouth just above his fist. Then he brought it outside
to show the boys, a trophy they’d remember.

“Mamba,” he said. “Mbadza.”

But the boys were gone, and, not only that, they’d

taken the two knives.
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“They are useless,” Manyenga said later. “I will get
the pangas for you.” He thought a moment. “Did you

give them money?”
Altman said no.

Manyenga relaxed, and smiled. “Ah,” he said, as

though to convey, “What did you expect?”

Without the boys, Altman went back to the school and
slashed at the weeds and tried to tidy the classrooms.
Zizi helped with her straw broom; Snowdon watched,
flicking at the flies that settled on his sores. Altman
knew that Zizi was being offered to him, that all he
needed to say was “Go in my hut,” and she would
obey. She was tall for a Sena girl, with a shaved head
and skinny fingers, bony wrists, small breasts, long
legs with wide feet. Those feet and the way she
sometimes stood reminded him of a waterbird—a
heron, perhaps. With stylish clothes she could have
passed for the sort of model he’d seen in magazines;

she had the starved angularity of high fashion.

Altman kept working at the margins of the school,

conspicuously, to attract attention, and perhaps shame
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others into helping. But no one came, except
sometimes a woman looking for firewood, taking the

kindling he made.

And then one night he was roused by drumming. The
flames of the ceremonial bonfire flickered on his
walls. They were doing the Nyau dance—he
recognized the syncopation. An image was always
carried by the witch doctor, or worn as a mask. He
crept out of his hut, keeping himself hidden. The
moon was bright enough to see by—perhaps the full
moon was the reason for the dance. The dancers and
drummers surrounded the witch doctor, whose mask
was grotesque and—the long nose, the animal hair,
the white skin—quite obviously represented Altman’s

face.

Hardly seven, and the morning sun slanting through
the twiggy trees had filled the clearing at Malabo with
unbreathable humidity, like an invisible smothering
presence. Squinting into the distance, Altman saw a
shimmering spectral blob in the heat, coming closer,
resolving itself into two figures, large and small,

Manyenga and a burdened girl hurrying behind him.
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“Nduna,” Altman said.

Manyenga smiled, seeing Altman sitting as usual at
his table on the narrow veranda, Zizi squatting on her
heels near him, the dwarf crouching a little distance
away by a low bush. His stare made Altman self-
conscious. The anxiety, the calculation, the reticence
approaching fear that he’d noticed in the young man
on his arrival were gone. Now Manyenga gazed
directly at him, almost in defiance. He said, “But, eh,

you are being a chief as well, Father.”

Altman saw himself through Manyenga’s eyes: an
old mzungu, attended by a skinny girl and a dwarf, a
portrait of inaction, like a ruined chief on a rickety
throne. He’d stopped shaving, his clothes were
stained. He had to get away, he realized, if only to
Blantyre, to collect his thoughts and decide on his
next move. Nothing had gone quite the way he’d
imagined it. He had been cheated out of the money
for the roofing; he was being overcharged for room

and board; no one was interested in the school.

“You were watching us at the Nyau dance,”

Manyenga said, gesturing to the girl to set down the
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bowl of porridge and the mug of milky tea she was
carrying. It was a breach of etiquette, bordering on
taboo, for an outsider to observe the Nyau dance. But
Manyenga was nodding, with a slyly satisfied face—a
smile that was not a smile. “We were celebrating

you,” he said. “We were thanking you, Father.”

Altman said, in Sena, “A ghost doesn’t miss a
funeral”—a proverb he’d learned long ago, one he’d

often quoted in Medford.
“You are knowing so much, Father.”

Altman knew better: they were trying to diminish his
power. He said, “I have to go to Blantyre today.” He
took another breath, because his chest was tight from
the heat, the scrutiny of the younger man. “I’ll need a

lift to the boma.”
“As you are wishing, Father,” Manyenga said.

“I need to withdraw some money from the bank. I'm

almost out of cash.”
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Instead of looking greedy and grateful, Manyenga
frowned, but he lifted his hands in an accommodating

gesture, as if to say, “Anything for you.”

They left on the motorcycle later in the morning.
Altman, sitting behind Manyenga, had his passport
and all his important papers with him. Not fifty yards
into the journey, even before they had reached the

road, Manyenga swerved and screamed, “Njoka!”

Altman twisted around, looking for the snake, lost his
balance, and fell, bruising his side. Winded, he lay in

the dust, wondering if he had broken any ribs.

“We cannot go,” Manyenga said, righting the bike,

helping Altman from the ground.

His brow was heavy, his face dark with fear—Altman
knew of the prohibition against travelling after a
snake has crossed your path. Manyenga’s mood had

changed from agreeable to anxious.
“I didn’t see the snake.”
“It was so big, Father! A green mamba,” Manyenga

said. “We must obey.”
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Altman was too bruised to argue. He limped back to
his hut, and there he sat, wondering how to overcome
this man. He suspected that this was a ruse. Realizing
that he’d been forced to lie to Manyenga made him
uneasy; the lie told him that he was afraid to tell the
truth.

He felt in his duffelbag for his pouch of money. He
found the envelope and saw that some of it was
missing—and he laughed, mocking his own stupidity.
That was why Manyenga had reacted the way he had.
He knew that Altman had money, that he was lying.

That night the Nyau was danced again. Altman’s head
throbbed. The thump of the drums echoed in his skull.
He had a fever—he knew malaria, the flu-like
symptoms, the headache. He found his bottle of
chloroquine and, unable to locate his water jug,
chewed three tablets and lay in his string bed, the
drums beating against his eyes and ears, his sore

body, his sore head.

Then days and nights were one: he did not know how
long he lay there, shivering with chills, gasping in the
heat, his heart fluttering. He heard a wild commotion,
screeching, drumming, the ululating of frenzied

women. His skin was sensitive to the sheet. Even the
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slightest brush of the mosquito net caused him
discomfort. He suffered most when the sunlight shot
through the windows of the hut and caught him on the
face, and in the night his teeth chattered; even though

he was wrapped in a blanket, he could not get warm.

When, before dawn one day, the fever eased, he saw
everything more clearly; the sickness had stripped
him of sentiment. He understood the foolishness of
his visit. He had come expecting to be welcomed; he
had wanted to contribute something to the village
again. But no one was interested. The people of
Malabo were much worse off now than when he had

come before, and more cynical, shrewder, as a result.

In his sickbed, he felt a sense of resolve. He’d made a
mistake. As soon as he was feeling better, he’d go
home. He saw the danger of being sick in this remote
village. His dreams were fractured and irrational; ugly
beaked birds figured in them, crowds of noisy people,

great heat.

Zizi brought him the tea and bananas he asked for, but

it was an effort for him to swallow. It consoled him to
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see her and the dwarf right outside, their heads

silhouetted at the window.
At last he was able to stand, to eat a little porridge.

“I'm going,” he said, and was not sure whether he

was speaking in Sena or English. “Get the chief.”

Manyenga was soon striding across the brightness of
the clearing, mopping his head, seeming relieved that
Altman had recovered. Altman stood in the shade of

the veranda, swaying slightly.

“I need to drink,” Altman said. “Bring me a kettle of

hot water for tea.”

Manyenga, suddenly fierce-faced, ordered Zizi to
fetch the kettle. And when she was gone he said, “She

likes you too much, Father.”
“She’s your daughter?” Altman said.

“My brother’s child. He died of the eddsi. You know
our custom. I had to take my brother’s widow as my

wife, also his children.”

“She’s what—fifteen, sixteen?”’
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“Sixteen-something. When you were sick with the

fever, she was so sorry.”
“She should be in school.”

“The school fees,” Manyenga said. “That is the

badness.”

Then Altman remembered. In a croaky voice, he said,

“I heard noise when I was sick. What was the noise?”

“Kufafaniza imfa. A man died. His goods were taken.

His house destroyed.”
“You erased his death.”

“You are so clever, Father. You are knowing so much

about our customs, eh-eh.”
Altman said, “I have to go home.”
“This is your home, Father.”

Altman shivered, as he had during the worst of his

sickness.

Manyenga said, “I have a very big question to ask

b3

you.
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“Go ahead,” Altman said. “Ask me.”

“Not now. At the proper time. We will have a feast
tomorrow. Then”—and he smiled and spread his

arms, meaning, it seemed, that all would be clear.

Remembering that his stash of money had been
raided, Altman went to the school the next day and
poked around for another snake. He found a small
puff adder and brought it back to his hut. He eased it
into a basket, and put his envelope of money into the
basket with it, making sure that Zizi and the dwarf
saw what he was doing. The snake was not especially

venomous, but to the villagers it was deadly.

“Welcome, Father,” Manyenga said at the feast that
night, showing him to a chair. The other men and
boys were seated on the ground, a few on woven
mats. A piece of meat turned on a spit, and

Manyenga’s elder wife was stirring a large tin pot.

Altman picked at the shreds of meat on his plate and

listened to Manyenga praise him.
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“Now, Father’—and Manyenga called one of the
boys over. “This young chap is going to South Africa

for work.”
“Tsalani bwino,” Altman said, as a formal farewell.
“But he is needing ndalama,” Manyenga said.

The boy stood straight, bug-eyed with fear in the
firelight, a scarecrow in his too-big shirt and torn

trousers, his bony wrists pressed against his sides.

Altman nodded, hoping to appear noncommittal, but
he knew that they were masterly at discerning the
nuances of gesture; even blinks or a way of breathing
revealed a state of mind. It was not sorcery; they were
illiterate, and so they were hyper-alert in every other

sense.

And, because they saw that he had been moved by the
sight of the boy standing there, they refilled his glass
with kachasu and toasted him. Later, the women sang,
clapping their hands, and danced before him, standing
in a line. He understood the words—“Our father, our
chief, our mzungu in Malabo.” Their skin shone with

perspiration, and dust clung to it, creating a weird
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plastery cosmetic. Their growly harmonizing
resonated in the pit of his stomach, and he could
distinguish Zizi’s voice from the others; it stirred
something in him—a purring within him that

answered her.

On any other night he would have excused himself
and crept across the clearing to his hut, but now he
was the guest of honor. He called to the boy,
motioning him to his side. He gave the boy some

money, folded under his fingers.

Everyone saw. Manyenga said, “You are our chief,

dear Father.”

Now the only thought in his mind was the urgency of
leaving. He tore a page from his notebook and wrote a
message to the consulate in Blantyre, stating that he
was unwell and needed to talk to the consul. He found
an envelope. Stepping off the veranda of his hut with

the letter in his hand, he heard a whistle.

The clean white envelope, brilliant in the sunlight,

had been spotted from forty yards away.

47



v

“Kalata,” Manyenga said, materializing on the path,
asserting himself with the force of his voice. “We will

post the kalata for you.”
“Icandoit.”

“The chief does not post letters. His people carry out
the workload. They brush the glue on the stamps.

Give it, my friend!”

Feeling feeble, Altman handed it over. He knew that

it would never be sent.

He had abandoned any idea of improving the village.
The school would remain a shell, a nest of snakes.
The villagers would subsist; the weaker ones would

die. He sat like them, breathing the shade.

One day he said at breakfast, “I’m going to pick some
bananas”—using that as an excuse to take a stroll, to
feel less trapped. Though he had not spoken to anyone
in particular, his words reached Manyenga, who

confronted him.

“The chief cannot pick bananas! You must not do so,

Father. Your people will fetch them.”
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So they waited on him, the whole village having been
enlisted to help. They were no longer afraid of him.
He would rise from his chair on the veranda and as
soon as he stepped into the clearing he’d hear a sharp

whistle that signalled “He’s moving.”

He was mocked by the memory of the gratitude he’d
felt on the first day. And he saw that he was changed,
almost a different man. A residue of malarial blood
remained in his veins. Still unsteady on his feet, he
sometimes felt just like those toothless elders gabbing
under the tree at Magwero. Heat and illness had
turned him into someone he hardly knew, and one
afternoon, in a voice he hardly recognized, he called

out for a drink.

Someone knocked, then he heard Zizi’s voice, her soft

singsong inquiry, “Kodi?”

She entered, padded to the side table. The mirror
shook as she set the basin of water down. Lying on
his side, too tired to move, he studied her reflection in
the mirror. He spoke to the mirror: “I want to see

b3

you.
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Bewilderment showed on her girlish face for a
moment, then gave way to a half smile, as though she
were quietly pleased that he was asking something of

her.
“Yes, Father.”

She drew in her lips and bit down on them, vexed, her
face compressed in thought. Altman made a spiralling

gesture with his finger that meant “unwrap.”

Zizi hesitated, and then, as though remembering,
became calmer, turned away, and unknotted her cloth.
She draped it over the chair back and faced him again,
her hands clasped below her waist for the sake of

modesty.

Still watching her in the mirror, Altman said,

“Dance.”

She didn’t move, though she blinked at the

word kutamba, a woman’s wild dance, done naked.

“Dance,” he said, pleading.
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Untwining her fingers, lifting her hands, bending
slightly, she parted her legs, then raised her knees,
rolling her head—all the time looking aside, meeting
his gaze only in the mirror. She had large feet, but she
planted them lightly. She had scaly sticklike arms,
scaly sticklike legs, tiny breasts, and her eyes gleamed

with anxiety.
“Snake,” he said. ““You’re my snake.”

Someone must have seen. Soon afterward, the whole
village seemed to know what had happened in the hut.
But the incident, evidence of his weakness—
resentment, boredom, a pang of desperation—had the
effect of convincing the village that he meant to stay,
that he’d discovered a way of being happy, that at last
they’d satisfied him. He found this out when a man
with blotches on the whites of his eyes, a relative of
Manyenga’s (he said brother, but “brother” was a
general term), came to him and said he wanted to buy

a motorcycle.

“And what will you do for me?” Altman said.



“Zizi will dance for you, sure.” The man stared at

him, a smile in his spotted eyes.

Altman handed him some money, saying, “I want a

ride on your bike to the boma.”
“I will give you, Father.”

Later that day, Altman set off across the compound
with Zizi and the dwarf. He heard the insistent
warning whistle, drowning out all other sounds, even
the shrillness of the birds. Altman was leading the
others in an almost stately way, holding the basket to

his chest.

At the creek bank, he stooped and released the snake
onto the hot sand. Before the snake could slip away
Altman pinned it with a forked stick and let it thrash,
whipping a pattern in the sand with its thickened
body. And then the villagers saw him loosely
swinging the empty basket across the clearing to his

hut.

After that, they didn’t whistle in the same way when
he left his hut. Instead of the shrill note of urgency, it

was softer, like birdsong, just a signalling tweet. And



whenever he returned, almost without fail, some
money was missing from the basket where he’d kept

the snake.

That week—the week of the separate raids on his
stash of money—he fell ill again. This time it came
quickly. It hit him as he was walking through the
village, first a dizziness and an aching throat and pain
behind his eyes, a buzz in his muscles, and an urgent

thirst.

Dehydration, he thought. He sat down on the bare
ground and pressed his eyes. He called for water,
though he knew that he might be past the point of
being able to absorb any liquid.

“Salt,” he murmured to Zizi, and remembered the
word mchere. But she seemed too bewildered to

move.

Women carrying babies in cloth slings on their way
home from hoeing weeds in the maize fields stopped
and watched him, more out of curiosity than pity, as

he clutched his head. They surrounded him, as they



would a dog in distress, or any creature dying, and

therefore a diversion and not a threat.

The dwarf was near him; Altman saw him creeping

close.
“Water,” Altman said, and repeated it in Sena.

The dwarf scuttled away on his wounded feet and was
soon back, approaching Altman with an enamel cup.
But, leaning, he stumbled and lost it. The women
laughed and clapped, excited by the spectacle—the
slumped man, the patch of dampened dust, the dirty

cup, the dwarf on his knees.

Encouraged by the laughter, the dwarf stood and
snatched the cup. More people came to see—the
orphan boys, some men kicking through the dust with
their shirts piled on their heads to keep off the sun.
Altman was surrounded by the entire village, it
seemed. But only the dwarf dared to come near him,
jabbing at Altman with his own walking stick. Altman
was helpless to resist, and when he looked up the
dwarf was rushing at him, wild-eyed, with a bruised

eager face. Altman tumbled into the dust, and a cry



went up. The dwarf began kicking him, straining with

grunts, to the rejoicing of the crowd.

Altman’s tongue was so swollen when he woke that
he could barely breathe. He was still clothed, on his
string bed in the hut.

“Chief.” It was Manyenga, murmuring the word.

Zizi was there, too, creeping toward him with the
same kind of enamel cup that the dwarf had offered
him. Altman raised himself and drank, expecting
water, but it was thick and salty—soup. Throughout
the day, he lapped at it; he sensed it easing his throat,

seeping into his flesh, his body greedy for the salt.

In the morning, he sat up with a clearer head and
pulled out the basket that he’d shoved under his bed.
He knew before he opened it that all the money was

gone.

The spell of dehydration had made him watchful. He
sat for the rest of the day in the shade of his veranda,
moving only to slap at flies. As the sun dropped to the
level of the trees at the edge of the clearing, he

snapped a branch from the tree that overhung his hut
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and made himself a new stick. Followed by Zizi and
the dwarf, he walked along the barrier of elephant
grass and crossed the clearing, pushed through the
waist-high weeds to the ruined school. By a decaying
stump he saw the puff adder, though it was almost
indistinguishable from the flakes of old bark,

thickened inside a widened cleft of the wood.

He was studying the adder when Manyenga appeared,
but warily, keeping his distance, because he
understood that Altman, staring hard at something
that he could not see, was probably looking at a

snake.

“I’ve been expecting you,” Altman said.

“Chief,” Manyenga said with a head shake of respect.
“We go to the boma tomorrow.”

“I am hoping, Father.”

“You know why.”

“I am knowing, Father. We are needing.”



Now the man was uncertain, clumsy in his politeness,

eager to please.

Zizi and the dwarf had dropped back. Manyenga
leaned toward Altman and, without pointing, but
nodding in a knowing way, he whispered, “She is

waiting you.”

Although it was dusk, there was still enough light
from the reddened sky for Altman to see, at the far
edge of the clearing, women holding babies, some old
men, the orphan boys, and girls with firewood on
their heads. It was the same crowd that had
encouraged the dwarf to attack him when he’d
fainted, but the mood was different. He had not seen
them watching him like this since he’d first arrived in
Malabo and had been welcomed with apprehension.
In his days of illness and of being thwarted and
robbed, he had almost forgotten how fearful they once
were.

Manyenga turned and called out in English, “Kill
a chicken for the chief!,” and then repeated it in
his own language.

Altman smiled, and saluted, as he had that first
day, but this time without hope. ¢
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