




























































































independent. One afternoon, as the chief was on one of his
regular walks to the sacred hill, he encountered a group of
young women carrying' loads of fire-wood. The girls left the
path and hid behind the long bushes to let the chief pass.
But one girl put her bundle down and stood waiting. When the
chief got close to her, she bowed her head and greeted him.

“Peace be with you, great chief.”

“Peace, my child,” said the chief, who was obviously
moved by the courage of this young girl.

“Are you not afraid of the chief like your sisters?”
the chief teased her.

“No. Itis my lucky day to meet the Kind chief.”

Then she put bundle on her head and walked away.

That night Mboga «called his son and told him about the
young woman.

“She is the daughter of Owuor Chile the clan elder of
Usigu. She is visiting her aunt here. Try and see her
tomorrow. If you like her, we will approach her parents.
She should make a good wife.”

Owiny was curious to meet the young lady whose
personality had impressed the chief so much. He kept watch
on her movements; and when a messenger informed him that
the girl and her friends had been seen sw'mming in the river
Odundu, he immediately rushed to the scene.

At the river half a dozen young women were swimming
and shouting at one another. One of the older girls saw Owiny
first, and rushed out of the water yelling, “The chief’s son!
The chief’s son!”

The girls, taken unaware, scrambled out of the water and
hid behind the nearest bushes. But the girl who obviously
looked younger than the others continued to swim,
undisturbed. Owiny moved closer to her.

“Why aren’t you afraid of the son of the chief?” he
asked her, jokingly.
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karantina

“Embakasi Airpornt was packed almost to capacity, and the
air grew tense as the departure time approached.

Groups broke up into couples to put in a last word
about the children, and one woman suddenly remembered
the key to the drinks’ cupboard was still in her handbag.

“My goodness, Amos — the drinks key!” Dora pulled it
out of her handbag and pressed it into her husband’s hand.

“What is the key doing in your handbag? I thought we
agreed that it should be kept on the mantelpiece.”

“I am sorry, darling — I was in a hurry.”
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“What else have you taken by mistake?’ He fumbled
in his pocket for the car ke’ — it was there.

“Tafadhali sikilizeni, tafadhali sikilizeni, East African

Airways inatangaza kuondoka kwa ndege yao EC 722

kwenda Entebbe, Cairo na London. Wasafiri wote

wanaulizwa kwelekea kwenye ndege. Ahasante.”

The passengers moved ‘towards the departure gate. Dora
clung to Amos and squeezed him close.

“Look after yourself — and please czall the doctor if the
children are ill.”

They hugged close again and then let go as the flight call
boomed out a second time in English.

At the gangway the passengers hesitated and waved to
numerous hands on the recof of the airport building. Dora
thought she saw Amos. )

She entered the place and took her seat in the rear part
near the window.

They fastened their seat belts on the orders of a sweet,
feminine voice that welcomed them aboard the plane on
behalf of Captain Wallace.

Angelina and Alice, sitting next to Dora, fixed their eyes
on the little windows in the hope of catching a last glimpse
of their loved ones.

Beside Dora, Milka sat tight on her seat; she had never
been inside a plane before, and it looked longer and wider
than she had expected.

The uneasiness made her forget her husband temporarily
and she eased her tight seatbelt nervously, almost regretting
that she had agreed to travel by plane.

Her heart was ‘thudding aloud. But the take-off was
smooth, and she soon fell asleep — not stirring until several
hours later when the air hostess was announcing that they
were about to land at Cairo airport.
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deceive yourself that you have enough wealth. Nobody in
the world has enough wealth.”

Nyagar bent over the dead man, and hurriedly removed
the leaves from him. His hand came in contact with the
man’s arm which lay folded on his chest. It was still warm.
A chill ran through him again, and he stood up. It was
unusual for a dead person to be warm, he thought. However,
he dismissed the thought. Perhaps he was just nervous and
was imagining things. He bent over the man again, and
rolled him on his back. He looked dead all right.

He fumbled quickly to find the pockets. He dipped his
hand into the first pocket. It was empty. He searched the
second pocket — that, too, was empty. A pang of
disappointment ran through his heart. Then he remembered
that cattle traders often carried their money in a small bag
stringed with a cord round their neck.

He knelt beside the dead man and found his neck. Sure
enough there was a string tied around his neck, from which
hung a little bag. A triumphant smile played at the corners
of his mouth. Since he had no knife with which to cut the
string, he decided to remove it over the man’s head. As
Nyagar lifted the man’s head, there was a crashing blow on
his right eye. He staggered for a few yards and fell
unconscious to the ground.

The 'thief had just regained consciocusness and was still
very weak. But there was no time to lose. He managed to
get up on his feet after a second attempt. His body was
soaked in blood, but his mind was now clear. He gathered
all the green leaves and heaped them on Nyagar. He then
made for the bridge which he had failed to locate during
the battle.

He walked away quickly — the spirit should not leave
the body while he was still on the scene. It was nearly
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dawn. He would reach the river Migua in time to rinse the
blood off his clothes.

Before sunrise, the clan leader Olielo sounded ‘the
funeral drum to alert the people. Within an hour more than
a hundred clansmen had assembled at the foot of the Opok
tree where the elders normally met to hear criminal and
civil cases. Olielo then addressed the gathering.

“Listen, my people. Some of you must have heard of
the trouble we had in our clan last night. Thieves broke into
Omogo’s kraal and stole six of his ploughing oxen.”

“Oh!” the crowd exclaimed.

Olielo continued, “As a result, blood was shed, and we
now have a body lgling here.”

“Is this so?” one elder asked.

“Yes, it is so,” Olielo replied. “Now, listen to me.
Although our laws prohibit any wanton killing, thieves and
adulterers we regard as animals. If anyone Kills one of themn
he is not guilty of murder. He is looked upon as a person
who has rid society of an evil spirit, and in return society
has a duty 'to protect him and his children. You all know
that such a person must be cleansed before he again
associates with other members of society. But the white
man’s laws are different. According to his laws, if you
kill a man because you find him stealing your cattle or
sleeping in your wife’s hut, you are guilty of murder — and
therefore you must also be killed. Because he thinks his
laws are superior to ours, we should handle him carefully.
We have ancestors — the white man has none. That is why
they bury their dead far away from their houses.

“This is what we should do. We shall send thirty men
to the white man to tell him that we have killed a thief.
This group should tell him that the whole clan killed the
thief. Take my word, my children. The white man’s tricks
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work only among a divided people. If we stand united, none
of us will be killed.”

“The old man has spoken well,” they shouted. Thirty
men were elected, and they immediately left for the white
man’s camp.

More people, including some women, had arrived to
swell the number of the group. They moved towards the
river where the dead thief lay covered in leaves, to await the
arrival of the white man.

Nyamundhe moved near her co-wife. “Where is Nyagar?
My eye has not caught him.”

His co-wife peered through the crowd, and then
answered, “I think he has gone with the thirty. He left
home quite early. I woke up very early this morning, but
the gate was open. He had left 'the village.”

Nyamundhe recollected that as they entered the narrow
path which led to the river, their feet felt wet from the
morning dew. And bending across the path as if saying
prayers to welcome the dawn, were long grasses which
were completely overpowered by the thick dew. She wanted
to ask her co-wife where ‘their husband could have gone
but, noticing her indifference, she had decided to keep quiet.

“I did not like that black cat which dashed in front of us
when we were coming here,” Nyamundhe said to her co-wife.

“Yes, it is a bad sign for a black cat to cross one’s way
first thing in the morning.”

They heard the sound of a lorry. They looked up and
saw a cloud of dust and two police lorries approaching.

The two lorries pulled up by the heap of green leaves.
A European police officer and four African officers stepped
down. They opened the back of one of the lorries and the
thirty men who had been sent to ‘the police station by the
clan came out.
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the usual announcements, but she was sitting in a corner,
and to wade through 'the older women would attract attention.
So she sat still, looking at the pulpit. Several announcements
were made, then coming marriages were read:

“First I publish the Banns of Marriage between Solomon
Ouma son of Manas Owira of Riwa Kisumu to Miss Ana
Apiyo daughter of Ramogi, Seme. If any of you knows
just cause or impediment why these two persons should not
be joined together in holy matrimony, ye have to declare
it. This is the second time of asking.”

The dlergyman eyed the congregation critically, but there
was nobody who raised any objection, so he signed the
register. Then he.raised his voice again. “The second
marriage is between Absalom Owila, son of Simeon Omoro,
Siala, Nyakach to Miss Felomena Wariwa daughter of Oyoo
of Usigu, Yimbo. If any of you knows just cause or
impediment why these two persons should not be joined
together in holy matrimony, ye have to declare it. This
is the first time of asking.”

Achola looked at the congregation and her eyes were
dazed. Did they also hear what she had heard? She steadied
herself a little because she could not breathe and could not
hear her heart beating. The hymn book she was holding
slipped from her sweaty hands and dropped between her
feet. She looked at the pulpit, yes, the clergyman was looking
at the congregation to see if anybody had any objection
to the marriage between Absalom Owila and Felomena
Wariwa. His hand was clutching a pen, yes, he was
going to ¢ign it. She must get up quickly and shout with
all her strength. “He is mine. Owila is mine — Rapudo is
mine.”

But she felt very dizzy and sick and she could not get
up. The woman next to her held her hand. “My child, you
have fever?”
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Achola did not protest — she just leaned on the
woman while the clergyman waded through numerous other
announcements. When Achola gained her strength, people
had started leaving the churchyard. The woman was still
holding her hand. She decided quickly what to te}l her.
“Thank you mother — I felt suddenly isick, I think I have
malaria coming. I feel all right now. I will go home right
away and swallow some quinine.”

The woman looked at her — she had stopped sweating
and she looked better.

“Go in peace, my child,” the woman told her. Achola
moved quietly from the church and walked straight home.
She was surprised she reached the house safely, because
she could not remember having crossed any road. Yet she
must have followed the same dangerous road full of
recklessly driven cars. She entered the house and ransacked
the whole place — after about half an hour a heap of Owila’s
photographs lay piled high on a metal tray. Finally she
brought the life-size one that stood near her bed and threw
it on the heap without looking at it. The picture landed
on the heap with the top facing upwards and the frame
and glass intact.

Achola madly isearched for a box of matches. She found
it. She went to the store and brought out a tin of paraffin.
She struggled to open the tin but it would not open. She
put a cloth over it — still it would not open. Anger
mounted in her; she threw the tin aside. She struck the
match, it made a funny sound — the whole box was dripping
wet and would not light. She had carelessly left it near the
sink when she wemnt to church and it had soaked up water.
Achola stood with a wet match box in her hands staring at
heap of photographs before her. Then as if she had
remembered something, she threw the matchbox away and
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grabbed the huge picture as if it were alive. She rubbed

it violently on her chest, on her breasts, longing for the glass
to break and pierce her heart: that was where Rapudo
belonged. She was exhausted but she seemed possessed.

She flopped on a chair, still clutching the photograph.

The afternoon was cool. People were walking towards
the town. Sunday was a favourite day for sight-seeing and
window-shopping in Kisumu. Young people from Nyalenda
Village were laughing and talking at the top of their voices.
They were coming ‘towards her. She took a small path to
avoid 'them. Some of them might be her students.
Perhaps they would not recognise her. She had changed
into a dirty old dress, she wore old slippers and she had
covered her head and part of her face with a black scarf
like a Nubian girl. .,

People were drinking and singing in the village. She
mingled with the crowd that was walking towards the bar.
She passed the first row of houses and the second. Where
exactly was the house? Could she ask? No, she moved
to the third row and turned into Odiaga Lane. That must
be it, or at least it looked like it. A red tin roofed house
with a white door. She gathered all her courage and
knocked at the door. Presently the door opened and an
elderly lady in a white gown stood before her.

“Come in, my child,” the woman’s voice was very soft.
Achola lowered the cloth so that 'the woman could not see her
face and followed her into the inner room which was
spacious and lighter than the outer one. The lady sat on an
easy chair. She took a small stool beside her and offered it to
the visitor. Achola sat on it, her face was still covered and
tears ran along her cheeks. The old lady moved close to her
and removed the cloth from her face. The beauty and the
tenderness of Achola’'s youth startled her. She had not had

127



such a young customer for a very long time. She held
Achola’s face in her hands and searched her eyes pitifully.

“My child, what brings you to me at such a tender age?”
Her voice was soft, almost a whisper. Achola opened her
mouth to speak but her sobbing got louder till she could not
listen.

“All right, weep as long as you like — when you finish,
tell me your mission.”

After a long time of weeping, Achola faced ‘the old
woman. “Now speak,” the old woman looked away from her.

“I have lost the man I have loved all my life. I know I
cannot live without him.”

“Do you want to die then?”

“No, mother. I must not die because Rapudo needs me.
I want him to marry me. I want to live with him and look
after him.” '

“But you have just told me that you have lost him.
How can you marry him?”

“Mother,” Achola burst out into tears again, ‘“that is why
I have come to you. Is 'there nothing you can do?"” Silence.
Achola’s eyes searched the older woman'’s face. “How have
you suddenly known that you have lost this man if you
have loved him all your life?”

“I went to...” Achola stammered, now afraid to tell
the old lady the ‘truth.

*Carry on,” the old lady encouraged her.

“In the church this morning, the clergyman announced
that he is to marry another woman — in three weeks’ time.
Oh mother, I nearly collapsed in'the church. I wanted to stop
him signing the register because Rapudo is mine, but by the
time I had gained strength, he had signed it. We quarrelled
one night four months ago, and a week later, he was
transferred 'to Bondo Division. Though I have prayed daily
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his mammary glands. He dabbed the sweat with a cloth but
it collected again. The air was humid and still, and there
was not enough saliva 'to moisten his lips.

Outside the sound of the mighty sea could be heard
like the sound of boiling water in a covered pot. Owila
wondered how long he would last in this land without
thunder. He had wanted to tell the elders ‘that he preferred
to remain in his hut in Agok under the care of his
affectionate wife but he was afraid of them. The room was
slightly darker now because the moon had retired.
Owila slept as the early sea breeze filled the hut. Once more,
Owila was grateful to God and to the ancestors, for his
disturbed mind improved enormously on his arrival in
Mombasa, and the voices disappeared completely. He bathed
and ate, and even shared jokes with relatives, but his freedom
was checked when he overheard Oyugi’'s wife complaining,
“Other women have all the time in their hands, while I am
stuck up in 'the house entertaining all day long.”

Oyugi had replied humbly, “But he is only a visitor, he
will soon return home.”

“I am reaching my limit,” she grumbled. “And when I
do you’ll bring someone else to cook.”

Owila had noticed on the first day that Oyugi’s wife did
not like him, but he was desperate. He swallowed his pride
and turned a deaf ear to her grumbles.

Then Oyugi’s children fell seriously sick only five days
after Owila’s arrival at their home. Day and night they
screamed that someone was strangling them, and
no medicine cooled their burning flesh. And Oyugi’s wife,
Ambajo, became hysterical. “Take 'the medicine away
from my house. I cannot bury two sons in one day.”

“But Owila’s medicine has nothing to do with the
children’s illness,” Oyugi whispered to his wife. “You only
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want to use this chance to turn Owila out, Ambajo. It
was the clan elders’ decision.”

“Take the medicine away from my house,” Ambajo yelled.

“The clan elders have houses full of children, why should
‘they wipe my name from the face of the earth, why should
they?”

“Ambajo, please, be reasonable. Look at it this way ...”

“Take the medicine away from my house,” and her voice
shattered the slums of Makupa village.

“There are so many Agck people living in Mombasa,
why did God pick on me?” Ambajo was determined to talk
her husband into expelling Owila from the house, but
Oyugi walked away.,He took the short cut to Makuti where
some of his people lived, to talk things over. Of course
he could not dismiss his wife’s fear that it was Owila’s
medicine 'that had struck his house with disease. But
Ambajo’s language was calculated to embarrass him before
his cousins, and his clansmen.

Oyugi found the two old men he wanted drinking palm
wine under a coconut tree. When he told them that his only
children lay dying with fever, they asked him, “What
type of fever?”

“They are screaming that someone is strangling them.”

“Owila’s cousins are angry with you,” one old man
told Oyugi bluntly. “They were bound to revenge sooner
or later. Let Owila return to his hut and appease the
spirits of his cousins.”

Oyugi’s knees shook where he sat. He did not like Owila’s
type of illness, nor did he like the look of Owila's
paraphernalia for treatment. “Come with me, my brethren,”
Oyugi begged the old men. “Help me tell Owila that he should
leave my house before worse comes upon us.”

The old men left their drinks under the 'tree and hurried
to Owila’s house. But when they got there, they found Owila
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standing with his belongings in the yard. Ambajo’s
wailing for her dying children had driven him out of the
house. Owila told his people gravely, “Let me return to
Agok, that is where I belong.”

Owila and Ogalo took their luggage and followed ‘the little
path that wound its way among the coconut 'trees to the
railway station. His relatives walked a little distance
behind him. Only a few days ago, they told Owila
that his problems were theirs because he was related to
them by blood. Now they said nothing. He moved gingerly
to the ticketbooth. When he had bought their single tickets,
they went aboard the train and squeczed themselves in the
corner facing the crowd.

Owila felt tired, confused, and unwanted. Only the jolt
when the train moved away made his heart beat faster,
and perspiration ran from his head and down his neck. His
relatives started waving, but he was not fully aware of them.
He leaned on the window for a long time ‘till nothing more
could be seen of the station and his clans-men. And the
earth and all life that lived on it speeded away mightily
in the opposite direction as if terrified by the paka-paka-paka
paka sound of the engine of fire.

At Kisumu station, Owila handed out the luggage to his
cousin on ‘the platform. He looked suspiciously at the
kikapu containing the paraphernalia of his treatment and
pushed it right into the corner of the train. If the spirits
wanted it, they would find it ‘there.

Then he hurried away from the station with his
cousin.
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the rain came

The chief was still far from the gate when his
daughter Oganda saw him. She ran to meet hm. Breathlessly
she asked her father, “What is the news, great Chief?
Everyone in the village is anxiously waiting to hear when
it will rain.” Labong’o held out his hands for his daughter
but he did not say a word. Puzzled by her father’s cold
attitude Oganda ran back to the village to warn the others
that the chief was back.

The atmosphere in the village was tense and confused.
Everyone moved aimlessly and fussed in the yard without
actually doing any work. A young woman wh spered



to her co-wife, “If they have not solved this rain business
today, the chief will crack.” They had watched him
getting thinner and ‘thinner as the people kept on pestering
him. “Our cattle lie dying in the fields,” they reported.
“Soon it will be our children and ¢hen ourselves. Teil us
what to do to save our lives, oh great Chief.” So the

chief had daily prayed with the Almighty through the
ancestors to deliver them from their distress.

Instead of calling the family together and giving them
the news immediately, Labong’o went to his own hut,
a sign that he was not to be disturbed. Having replaced
the shutter, he sat in the dimly-lit hut 'to contemplate.

It was no longer a question of being the chief of
hunger-stricken people that weighed Labong'o’s heart.
It was the life of his only daughter that was at stake.

At the time when Oganda came to meet him, he saw
the glittering chain shining around her waist. The
prophecy was complete. “It is Oganda, Oganda, my only
daughter, who must die so young.” Labong’o burst into
tears before finishing the sentence. The chief must mot
weep. Society had declared him the bravest of men.

But Labong’o did not care any more. He assumed the
position of a simple father and wept bitterly. He loved

his people, the Luo, but what were the Luo for him
without Oganda? Her life had bought a new life in
Labong’o’s world and he Tuled better than he could
remember. How would the spirit of the village survive

his beautiful daughter? “There are so many lhomes and
so many parents who have daughters. Why choose this
one? She is all I have.” Labong'o spoke as if the ancestors
were ‘there in the hut and he could see them face to face.
Perhaps they wene there, warning him to remember

his promise on the day he was enthroned when he said
aloud, before the elders, “I will lay down life, if necessary,

160

















































































Sister Smith was nowhere to be seen. When the stitches
had been put in and I was holding ouf daughter in my arms,
I was at peace with the world. I closed my eyes and prayed
silently.

“One who went away has
come back ‘to live with us.

Ochieng’ will be so pleased.”
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elizabeth

It had just struck 8 o’clock when Elizabeth entered her
new office. Immediately the telephone rang, and she
picked it up nervously.

“Hullo, 21201.”

“Hullo '‘there, is that Mr. Jimbo’s secretary?”’
“Speaking, can I help you?” Elizabeth tugged the
telephone under her chin and drew a pad and a pencil from

the drawer.

“Oh yes, may I speak to Mr. Jimbo please.”

“Sorry, he has not come yet; he does not come till 8.30
a.m. Could you kindly ring again please?”
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“Right-o I will do that.””

“Hullo — hullo...” but Elizabeth heard the click the
other side and then the usual buzzing sound. She replaced the
receiver with a bang, annoyed that she had not got the
caller’s name.

The door leading to Mr. Jimbo’s office stood open. The
spacious office, with a huge mahogany desk and a deep green
carpet covering the floor, was neatly arranged. There were
no curtains on the windows; instead, light Venetian blinds
were drawn up on ‘the large windows facing the main road,
suggested that the sun entered the offices in the afternmoon.
Everything was neatly arranged on the table and a
photograph of a very attractive woman holding two little
boys stood smartly at one corner, like watchmen guarding the
office. Elizabeth scrutinised the photograph and then returned
it to its place. She went back to her office and stood at the
little window to look at the jammed traffic below. The offices cf
the Department of Aviation were in Manila House on the 4th
floor on Heroes Lane. From there one could see a good part
of the city and the stretch of the empty land that extended
along the Mombasa road to the airport.

Elizabeth wondered how long she would stay in the
Department of Aviation. She had moved from two offices in
a matter of months since she returned from the U.S. where
she had taken her secretarial training. She first worked for
four months in a big American motor firm as secretary to the
assistant Manager; and when that failed she found
employment with the Wholesalers and Distributors Limited,
as secretary to the European manager. After two agonizing
months, and unable to satisfy the demands of her boss,
Elizabeth walked out of her job without giving any notice.
Both bosses had given her the impression that she ought to be
a cheap girl ready to sell her body for promotion and money.
When Elizabeth turned up at the Department of Aviation for
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interview, the personnel officer apologetically but
conclusively told her that they could only take her on at
£790 per annum instead of her previous salary of £850.

Footsteps on the stairs alerted Elizabeth. She walked
back to her desk and busied herself on the typewriter.
Presently, the door opened and Mr. Jimbo walked in.
Elizabeth got up automatically and opened the door leading
to the main office after murmuring, “Good-morning.” Her
new boss eyed Elizabeth from foot to head and then sat
heavily on a rocking chair. Elizabeth closed the door
gently and continuéd with her work.

Before long the bell rang, and a green light flickered
above the internal line. Elizabeth picked up the receiver.

“Would you conie for dictation right away please?”

“Yes, sir, right away.” She picked up her shorthand
notebook and pencil .and entered the main office.

“Sit down, will you.”

Elizabeth obeyed. At that moment the private telephone
rang, and Mr. Jimbo relaxed in the rocking chair and spoke
leisurely to the caller. Elizabeth examined her new boss
surreptitiously. He was about 40 years or so. About 5’ 9", jet
black, he had an oily skin, chubby face, and boldly brushed
black hair. His upper teeth looked too white to be real — and
his dark gums exaggerated the whiteness. His deep fatherly
voice was full of confidence and authority. He did not look
the mischievous type, nor did he look fierce. But Elizabeth
knew 'that time alone could tell: she would do her best to stay
on the job this time, if only to avoid being a rolling stone.

“Right, see you and madam at about 8 p.m. Bye.”

He replaced the receiver and started dictating straight
away.

At 11 a.m. Elizabeth had typed a heap of letters — and
she placed them before Mr. Jimbo for his signature. He
frowned at her. “That was quick.”
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Elizabeth smiled and closed the door behind her. She had
been warned about the amount of work in Jimbo’s office by
the previous secretary, but she was confident she would
manage. By 12.15 p.m. she had cleared her desk, and she
walked out for lunch feeling less nervous than she had been
in the morning.

The following Monday a beautiful woman walked into
Hlizabeth’s office to see Mr. Jimbo, who was having a
meeting with senior members of the department. Elizabeth
wondered where she had seen the woman before. She was
tall and slim, with a pale chocolate skin and a startling hair
style.

“Is he busy?” she asked cautiously.

“Yes, he is having a meeting,” Elizabeth told her. “What
is your name please? I will tell him on the phone.”

“I am his wife,” the lady told her with a genuine smile.

“Now I remember where I've seen you! I have seen the
beautiful photograph you took with your two sons. Please sit
down, Mrs. Jimbo. I will mention to him that you are here.”

Elizabeth pressed the bell and whispered, “Your wife is
here — shall I tell her to wait?”

“No — I will speak to her right away.”

The telephone clicked, and before Elizabeth could give
the message, Mr. Jimbo stood at the door.

“Sorry, Amy dear, would you take'the driver, the meeting
is still going on. I will give you a ring when I finish.”

“Right, will be hearing from you then.” She turned to
Elizabeth. “I'd better be going.”

Amy Jimbo thanked Elizabeth and left with the driver.
She looked a contented good wife. Elizabeth believed in a
happy marriage — that was her secret dream. Now to see the
Jimbos so confident and in love intensified her longing for
her lover at Ohio State University in the United States where
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LAND WITHOUT THUNDER

Grace Ogot is one of the really disturbing writers in Africa
today. LAND WITHOUT THUNDER is her first collec-
tion of short stories. In it she gives full rein to her profoundy
feeling for the macabre and the fantastic. The sheer variety
of scene and the sustained drama of the plots make these
stories a superb introduction to the exciting work of this
most African of writers.
Born in 1930 Grace Ogot was educated at Ng’iya and
Butere Schools before training as a nurse in Uganda and
England. She has been a script writer, a Community
Development Officer, a Public Relations Officer for an
international airline and is at present running her own busi-

ness in Nairobi. Her first novel (THE PROMISED LAND)
was published in 1966.
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