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T]J.t‘i wind was blowing strongly when the entire room was brghidy
iluminated by a flash of lighrning, Sisrer Theresa wossed and rurned,
Still uncertain of whether she had bwen decaming or nor, she shook vividly,
She slowly woke up and was now cermain that she had been having 2
nightmare. The nun had been dreaming thae the roof of their big house was
caving in, alter being ripped apart by a viciows thunderstorm. She sroad up
in her nighrdress and fumbled for the: fight swirch. Tler rosuy gripped in
her hand, Sister Theresa knelr down and starved prayving, Jusr then, a bright
ol thunder, shaking the house o i foundation. The nun trembled but
continued with her prayers. She prayed tor hersell, ler family, her friends,
arul indeed all the studenns in e school.

In another room of the sane big house, another nun, Sister Mary
was also wide awake. Athough disturbed and slightly frightened by the
thunderous lighrning, she had no intention of leaving her warm and
eomibortable bed, Tnstead, she mirmed her face o the other side of e bed,
moved near the wall, and pulled her blankers over her head, She said her
shoft prayer in her warm bed. Jusr rhen, the mins srarred falling, Ty was
fierce and full of lightning, The nun was cerrain that it would be ver anorher
Famaliar downpour.

Inside a dormitory, about [ifty meres away from the Sisters’ house, some
ﬂlﬂ screamed, “Rains®” This was somehow unusual, as the girls were quire
‘accustomed to such heavy rains.
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someone among the girls switched on the Bighrs, There was contusion as
some girls demanded rhar the lights be switched off while others <homused,
“Lights! Lighrs! Lighus!

But then, Mwilds authorivuive voice commanded, ‘Shue up! Shut up,
girls! Switch off the lights ar once; otherwise, you'll 4l be punished in the
Mo

Lhere was an immediate dead silence in the dormitory, Darkness
pervided the room except for the occasional Nash of lightaing. Mwila
turned and covered herselt propedy again, No sooner had she fallen aslecp
and started smoring rthan she was interrupred again. This rime, however,
it was not the other girls: ir was the ficst cockerow, which woke her up.
Mwila yawned and suewched our under the blankers and was somewhat
disappointed that the new day was just around the comer. She nevertheless
wied o slecp again.

It was morning, and the new sun sparkled brightness across the enrie
tJear sky. The thied cockerow rang our and was «choed by the sweet singing
of birds perched high up the weclops, in the nealy ik forests. Thar
moroing, life was busy as usual for the girls st Kalonga Girls Secondary
School.

About s kilomerre away avross the Kalonga stream was Kalonga Boys'
secondary School, Both schools belonged 10 the Roman Cacholic Chuseh,
The proximity of the twoe sthools was of administmtive convenicie o
a certain oxtent. However, the studenis in the two schools did not minglc
much.

Every momning before classes starred. rhe bovs and pirds avended Mass
in the big old church ar the boys' school. Although they could et hange
plances, innocent or otherwise, they conld n ralk to cach wihier) ‘L here was
a strict rule thar the boys had their own permanent side of the chunch to
sit and the pirls had cheirs. Towever, the boys and girls always exchanged
glances acrosy the aishe.

As Mass ended vne morning, Sister Mary beckoned Mwila and said o
her, "You are the head girl. Make sure thae all the girls return to the school at
once.
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Ves, Sister,” Mwilan amywered politely. She insuructed the prefects o
ensure that the girls did nor break the shool rules. It was an offence for any
school girl ro ralk to the boys excepr once per week and tha was for half an
leosuar on Sarurdays afeer the evening Mass, under the warchiul eve of one of
the nuns.

Mwila had no boyiriend ac the boys' school. She was so well known
tw the girls and some boys that her relasionship with a boy would have
cazily become an open secrer, Bur Mwila, tall, dack-skinned. and naturally
beauritul had many scoren admirers among the boys, A few daring senior
girls had boyiriends whom rhey regularly met under the cover of darkness in
the surrounding bushes. However, anyone who was caughe wirh 2 bay in 2
wrong place or with what was considered an amaorous letrer leom a boy [aced
instant dismissal. So, in her influenrial position at the school, Mwila had rhe
unenviable tagk of seiting a pood example,

It was a Saturday, and the girls had just recuened from evening Mass.
They ralleed exciredly; many of them were in 2 happy mood after talking to
the boys, They always appreciated this bricf ¢ hange of atmosphere.

mister Theresa, the principal, blew her whistle a couple of rimes. There
was no doubr in the girls’ minds it was an imprompou roll call, The gicls
staries] runping to their respective dormitores to stand beside their heds.
Roll-calls were common, but the iming was unprediciable, Mwila ran w
poin the principal on the inspecton, in her role as head gird. 1er dury was w
ensure that the girls kept their dormitories clean, made their beds properdy,
and were standing, beside their respective beds. This way, absentees could not
be replaced by cheir friends,

They had jusr finished inspecring the ficst three dormitories and now
entered the fourth, where Mwila ved,

Whase bed is this?” Sister Theresa asked,

“1hiat is my bed, Sister,” Mwila answered, smiling broadly.

“Well done, it is properly made,’ the principal complimenred. “You
certainly are setting a pood example w the girle” As she had done with all
the other girds, the principal wenr ahead and pulled out the drawer nese o
Muwilas bed, There was a letter on top of the papers. "Whase leuer is this,
Mwila?' she asked.
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I did not leave any letrer in there,” Mwila answersdl, *But it is in your
drawer,” Sister Theees sid, raising her voice,

It must belong o somenne—Iets open it and find our the owner.” she
saiel, and without waiting for any eeply, she proceedid 1o open the letter,

There were flowers drawn all along rhe edges of the letter, in alrernaring
red, yellow, and blue colours. She tead through the letrer with interest aned
shook ler head as she finished. “Tr s yours, all righe, but why could you ner
tell me the rruth?” she asked loudly.

T swear, Sister 1lcresa, | did not see thar lecrer? T do oot know where it
vame from and who pur it in my drawer,” Mwila replied.

All night,” Sisrer Theresa commanded, ‘let's ger on with the rell-all,
bt you should report to my office first thing on Monday moming.” The
expression on the princpal’s face suggested that somerhing was wrong in the
leteer.

They went to the other dormirories and complered the inspection,

“lell the dhree absentees 1o repor w my oflice firse thing on Monday,”
sister Theresa sid e Mwila, looking ar her slip of paper as she called the
girls' names. “They must know that they will be punished for fahae o
El If:ll:l l:l'l_}:' ml_l_‘ '_ull.‘

Yes, Sister,” Muwila answered, as she walked back o hor own dormitery,
downeas.

Mwala sl Tad oo sles about the contents of thar lerer. She prayd
oy Caoc] thar it was nor a bad one. On the other hand, she knew from the
experience of other girs thar the principal would ke 1 lener only if the
conents were considered as immoral.

Malcumba was Mwila's closest friend and classmane. She had just realised
whar could bave happened with the leter if Mwila had not opened ber
drawer before the roll-call. She hastily headed for Mwilas dormitary.

"1 have a letter for you,” Makumba said to Mwila.

“Where is it then?” Mwila demanded. in 2 rather strong voice,

You mean ... P Makamba did not Goish her senrence, bur could ell
[rom Mwila tace char somerhing was terribly wrong,

‘How could you do char o me?” Mwila demanded. “Where did the letier
come from?

‘1 am terribly sorry abour the whole thing,” Makumba mumbled. ‘It was
gaven oo me by the head caprain of the Boys' School immediarely after Mass,
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He sad something about it being officiall! When [ did not see you,” she
{r continped, 'l put it in your drawer. It never occurred e me that there could
be zn inspection today,”

‘L am not blaming you for being a messengern. 1 only hope thar it is oot a
bad lerrer,” she said, rrying ro put on 4 brave face.

For Mwila, the weekend was filled with uncerminties. She was
apprehensive abour the contents of the letter and indeed the consequences
of the Monday meeting. In its twebve pears of existence, Kalonga Girls'
Secomdary School had nor expelled a head girl, No head gil cicher had been
capght with an oflending letter, as far as she knew. She reassured herself of
her innocence and thoughrt thar everything would he all righr. She exercise]
bree sole as head girl w the full thar weekend.

Meanwhile, word had circulared among, the EFIJ-'* aned even some bays,
that Mwila haad Teen il with a love leteer!?

Monday had arrived, and standing ourside Sizter Theresa's oflice, Mwila
hesitated 1o knock. She looked ar the permanent notice on the door againg
it had been there since she came o the school. Uniil thar day, Mwila had
been very proud of thar netice on the principal’s door, In facr, if any studens
complaned 1o the head girl thar they were being unfaicdly punished, Mwila
would ofren ask them: *Have you seen the notice on Sister Theresas door?”
Those who said "No' would be taken o the door by the head gird who would

ensuie that they wead for themselvey, which they did:

ART YOI HEIPING TO SOLVE THE PROBIEM, OOR ARE
YOL PART QR EL2

All those times, Mwila was certain thar she was helping o solve the
problem, but she was doubttul abour char on 1har Monday morning,

Sister Theresa heard a soft tap at che door "Come in, she invired. Mwila
entered and was shown to the chair. She s down facing the principal across
Ber lage wooden wble, on which papers were nearly placed. The Sister’s
wsual friendly smile for the head girl was absent. She looked businesslike and
BETIOLLS,

 “You know thar all my staff have grear respecr and admiraton for your
ademic abiliy and pood-navwed personality,” Sister Theresa began, “In
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fact, we were convineed that we had picked the best gul when we appointed
you as head girl,' she reminded. "Now, 1 am not very sure whether we made
the righr choice or now” She sighed.

Feeling uncasy, Mwila remamed silent,

“Iell me," Sister Theresa enquired, ‘lor how long have you known this
boy, and what is there bevween you rwo!”

‘He is not my boytriend, Sister. You lave por 10 believe me,” Mwila
pleadel, ‘T only koo him in a general way since he is the head boy ar
the boys school,” she explained. “He has never written 1o me before, and

up to now, [ do not know the conrents of rhar letrer” She continued, ‘I
am naturally very sorry about the letter, but it is not my fault.’ She ended

apologerically.

Sigter Iheresa gave the lerrer to Mwila and said, "Read it carchully, since
it belongs to you.'

Mwila picked up the letter, hor hands membling, and her anxious eyes
racing through it

My degrere Manila,

Kiss for bred,

My eart leaps with joy of £ touch fhis pen fo urile fo you. f
bape that you baow that you are the most beasiful givl that my eyes
bave erer met! You alfuays thone loke o anpel thar even i Chueech, |
catrert Sakee mry eyes off vou. Yow shewld knsowr thar I rarely slecp these
dirys because my mind i full of thoughes and wdmrration for pon.

Yo atre aaeeply wonderful, and I shall be overfoyed if I can sec
o seon. My promse to yor 15 thus { shall marry pruw when we fave
bl (rive me @ kin i yomer reply, [ Love you,

Yours for ever
Mg 0 Tidnrye,

Muwila, abviously embarrassed, could not believe what she bad just read,
Tears were coming from ler wer eyes when she handed back rhe leter o
Sizter Theresa, who ook it hasely as if it was hers.

'l am very sorry and ask for your lorgivenss, Sister,” Mwila pleaded,
wiping her strenming eyes with a handlerchaet,

Sisrer Theresa remained still and dwd oo answer,

“Whatever he wrote in this lerrer s wrong,' Mwila conrinued, “bur he i
only expressing his feelings which have nothing to do with me!
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IF you were nota willing parmer, why did vou keep the lewer in YU
drawer? the Sisrer asked.

1 didn't,” Mwila replied. "You should know that T am innocent. That
letrer was left in my drawer witheur my knowledge,”

“Who lefr the lerrer in your deawer?” Sister Theresa pressed on.

T have no idea,” Mwila replied. ‘T could have been anvone, Tn any case, I
con’t see the imporeance of tha”

T am sovrry that there is nothing | can do for you under these
circumstances,” Sister Theresa emphasised, showing no concern, She picked
up e recaver and dialled Sister Marys extension. They talked lor 2 few
minures.

Sister Mary joined them shonly afterwards, Ir was a school regularion
thar whenever a student was being expelled, there should be another memlber
ol staff as witness.

Tt is my dury 1o inform you, in the presence of Sister Mary, that you
have been expelled from this school as of oday, Sister Theresa said,
addressing Mwila, “The main reason for your expulsion iz that vou were
found in possession of a dirty and Incriminating leter from 2 boy. As head
girl of the school, you know the rules and rezulations very well, and i 15 in

the name of justice that you should be treancd like any other girl in cthis case,
she ended.

“Sisrer Theresa, pleage , . .

1o you have any more questions?® Sister Theresa interrupeed inoa high
vaice.

Mo, Mwila answered, loaking down,

We give you three hours to pack your things, hand over your schoul
and bourding cquipment, and leave dhe premises,” Sister Theress instrucred,
looking ar the other nun.

asrer Mary will see s it thar you have eerurnad everything betore piving
you your caution money,’ she continued. ‘All of us will miss you, Mwila,” she
said, strerching out her hand. *May God torgive you!”

Mwila stood up, looking dejected. Ter world was suddenly crumbling
mround her.
*Good luck and goodbye,” Sister Theresy said as they shook hands.
Mwila left school that day. A few girls broke into tears; they respected
; admired her. She was well-behaved and cerrainly above suspicion,
Mwamba was also expelled [rom the boys sohool. Sister Theresa had
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reponted the case 1w the headmaster of the neighbouring school over dhe
weekend, and it was decided dhat both students had 1o be expelled according

ra the school regulations.

A bit of history had been made that Monday morning, Lor the fiese
time in the history of the two schools, the head girl and head boy had been
expelled and on the same day ar char!

Mwila had only one more term w go before sicting for Form WV
examinations. Lhuy, her long-standing ambition of becoming a teacher
was now sharrered. Inoa way, Mwila regrerred her choice o come w3
mission school; she telr she would not have heen expelled under similae
circumstances if she had been in a government school. She was annoved, not
oaly because she was commain of her innocence bur on other sccouncs as well.
She realised tha the Sisters ofren asked for favours from her,

In class, Mwila learnr easily and quickly; she was narurally intelligent.
Knowing that Mwila could easily carch up on her studies, the Sisters often
picked her when they had o send 3 il w opcle the twelve kilometres inro
Mansa, the provinual headquarters to deliver an urgent letrer or purchase
some provisions, This happened whenever the school van had broken down,

Muwila also knew that her sppointment as head girl broughr her
wnnecessary: publiciey, Conscquently. she was admired by many bovs whe
slee didn't even know cxisted across the Kalonga sucam, Mwila rried, as she
sobbed miserably, to pur these poinrs across to Sister Theresa that Monday
moraing, but the Nun would ner listen ro her; her mind was already made
.

“Haonwr ﬂlnn].r,' Ml rellecied, thar che same 1|iajp,l¢s of Wesrern sovial
values could not administer fair justive, which they always preached,”

Mwila until thar day had been part and parced of the establishment ar
the girls' school; she was in fact the chicf arm of the law, which punisled
many girls for similar offences, all of which she had thought to be genuine,
In her own crisis, her pupils dilared, and she certainly saw more lighe,
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————

fter shining all day, giving warmth and abundant lighe, the sun was

seliting in the west and the moon rising az if in reply, when Muwila
wed in Chipoma’s Village. She came by a northbound bus from Kalonga,
distance of about thirey ldlomerres.

With 1 suitcase in one hand and a handbag in another, she walked
iskly towards har parcntd’ house, some 250 merres away. She was happy
go unnoriced under the moonlight by a group of young children playing
thy as she passed. Had they recognised her, they would have almost
inly alerred the villagees of her arrival by shouting, ‘Mwila! Mwilal' and
lowing her behind as they bad done on many previous ouasions,

Ohaside the house, Mwila could see a small parhering of women and
tldven, Her mother was there wo, but it was anocther woman who firs
opmised the approaching visitor: 'Bana Mwila (mother of Mwila), see!” the
woman called out, "It is Mwila, She has arrived .’

W my dearest daughter]” Mulenga said, sanding up. ‘Tm so happy
o see you!' She ook away the swircase from her laden daushter and pur it
‘down, They hugged. ‘How are vou?” Mulenga asked.

‘T'm fine, Marher,” Muwila replied.

The other women took their rurns: ‘Geeptings,’ one of them said,
shaking Mwila’s hand,

“Welcome,” said anocher cheertully.
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“How was your joumey? asked the oldest woman among thens. Ter
name was Chisanga, Mwilas marernal grandmarther. *Come on, wash your
hands, and join vus in the stirugple azainst hunger,' Chisanga invined.,

“We are happy that you dont backbite usl” {ne woman from the group sid.

“Thank you, but I'm exhausted,” Mwila replied. "Andl I'm not feeling
hungry” In Bemba veadivion, it was regarded a pood omen o arrive 21 2
house unexpectedly and find them having a meal. T alse meant duat such a
visitor spake no evil of the hosrs.

‘Come on, wash your hands, and join us!” Mulenga commanded, “We
have just stareed, and there s your favourite pumpkin leaves.”

Al gight, | owill, Mother." Mwila accepred reluctantdy. She washed her
handsz in the now almost brown-colowred warer and sar down on a reed mat
beside her grandmarher. The women arranped themselves in a circle wich che
toad in the cenre. In owo big iron pots was ashime—steaming thick porridire
made from maize meal and another from 2 mixwre of casava and finger
miller Nows. 1o one big deep white plate was dricd fish, covked with leeks
and romarocs, and on 3 small plate were pumpldn leaves boiled and then Fried
n cooking oil. Mwila cor oft 2 small morse] of mebizme, slowly rolled ir wich
the fingers of her sl Jauud efore dipping it in sweet porare leaves cooked in
peanut burter. When she placed i in her mouth, it was sty "Hmm!' Mwila
murmured, ‘It s delicious. Tull marks o the cooks,” she complimened,
smacking her lips. It was such a deicious one course meal thar it would make
anybody'’s mouth warer if they caughr its aroma even an a distance,

Thank you! answered one woman,

Thank you! echoed another.

‘TI.'IE:IIEI]{ }“:1“], tu]ll,}t,'l_l_ - }vl.ll]:__rl .I_ﬂ_!}' Ut- ﬂ'l."t..

‘Hmm! As if he even knows how o cook,’ {"]ﬂs;mg:t Commented,

Phey commimued satng and chatting, with shor lapses of silence, Lhis
was the way the wamen and thedr children, ra_r:i}r with their LAWY 005,
usually ol their meals in the villages, They ate meals in groups, which were
more of less permancmi.

Mulenga was obviously delighred w see her daughter bur couldnt
understand why she had returned eardier than the other pupils. “Is yow
swhool dosed already? she asked, her eyes fixed on Mwila, “We were not
expecting you this soon.” This was the question Mwila wished her mother
did nor ask  frone of all those gossiping women; she feared they would
quickly blow it out of proportion.

Tm nor going back 1o school,” Mwila replied in a low voice.

Lo vou mean thar you have now tinished? Mulenga asked.
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‘No, | haven't!” Mwila answered, T have been capelled.”

‘Fxpelled!” Mulenga exclaimed. “What happened?”

Tor no reason!” Mwila answered briefly.,

‘Hmm, how awlull’ one of the women said. "How can they do such a
thing to a good girl like you?”

‘It is sad and unfair” another waman responded.

Tt is cereainly untair,” echoed another voice,

Youll tell me zll about it when vour father comes back,’ Mulengsa said.
‘It shouldn't worry you so much. Afrer all, T have always said that for a
worman, you are more than adequarely educaned,”

Meanwhile, Mwilas father, Chansa, was informed of his daughrers
arnival, He way at the made—a village sheler made of a few wooden poles,
wirth a grasstharched roof. Thar was the regular meeting place for all men
i the village: they had their discussions and meals there. The boys above
the age of nine were separded 10 be ready to leave their mothers and were
therefore allowed o ear with and learn from the men at the neeka.

Muorcover, waditionally, the shelwr was a place for nurturing and
mitiating the youngsters to manhood. A big village had several of these
shelres, wswally according 1o age groups. Older people visited these shelters
from time o time just 1o tallk w the young ones. T dispaies arose, shelters
also seeved as menting plaves where the elders or the village headman came 1o
arbirrace, and usually, their decisions were bincling.

‘I have come o welcome my dewest mother, the one [ love moce than
[ love money,’ Chansa announced proudly  fadhers commonly referred
to thar danghters as mothers, a iradivonal sign of respect. In this case,
‘however, Mwila was especially regarded as maorher since she was namexd after
Chansas Late mother. It was believed chat iv perperuared her spirir,

Changa, smiling beoadly, shook hands with Mwila and pared her
shoulder, Tk aic devan, Maorcher,” be said o Mwila who had soood up for him,

“Tell me,” Chansa enquired. "[2id you have a good journey?”
“Yex, Father,” she replied. "Ir was safe and comdoriable.”

Afrer all the women had lefr, Mulenga and her husband briefly talked abour
their davglier, wlhio was inside the house. Mulenga then called our, “Mwilal'
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Ihere was no answer, ‘Mwila!" Mulenga shouted, "Your father wanis w0
'.rlll: & ] }'T'll'l_..'

T coming, Mother,” Mwila replied from the house.,

“‘Now sit down, Mother,” Chansa requestad. °[ think it is importane thar
you tell me exactly what happened.”

“Yes, lather,” Mwila ceplied, siting down next 1w her mother, "You said
thar you have been expelled from school!” Chansa asked slowly.,

“Yes, Father,” Mila replied polircly:

“Why?" he inguired. ‘How did it all star?”

"Well” Mwila hesizared as if to collect her thoughes,

“The Sister caughit a leteer 2 boy sent 1o me?

A bow!” Chansa exclaimed. "What boy?” he asleed,

You won't know him, Tather,” she answered. 'He comes from anacher
disrricr,”

“Whar exacrly was i that lerres?” Chansa interrupred,

Wl Mwila lumbled lor words. "He wrote thar he loved me and thar
he wanred o marry me after wie finished school”

“So you mean w tell me thar you have a fiancé?' Chansa asked, “Whar is
his name? Wheo are his parenes? In which village do they live?”

‘Hmm!" Mulenga nodded in agreement with her husband. ‘He is not my
fiancé, Father,” Mwila protested. “He is not even my bayfriend?”

“But you have just said thar he wants o marry you!” Mulenga cautioned.

‘He 15 only a2 mispuided boy, Mother!" Mwila replicd. ‘He had never
wrinen 0 me before, This was his firse leteer.”

‘Are you sugpesting that the letter was innocens?” Chansa aske:d,

It was innocent, Farther,” Mwila answered, “L sorear”

"Why did they chase you from school i the letter was innocent”
Mulenga poinied o

‘It was 2 misralee. The kerer wis misundersiond,” Mwila said, “The Siscer
didnt even pive me a chance w explain!’ “Now this boy whe brought you all
these problems, do you like him? Would you like 10 marry him?" Chansa asked.

‘Mo, Father!” Mwila replied emphasically.

“Bur he has spaile your future,” Mulenga reminded. ‘And afrer all the money
your father has spent to educate you, do you want that boy w walk scot-free?'

‘Morher, pleasel T don't even like him!" She looked very sad.

All nghr, Morther!” Chansa reassured authoricatively, 1 just wished ro be
in the picture. Mow | know exactly where you stand, bue should you change
your mind abour this bov, donT hesirare o ler me know:”

“Yes, Father!" Mwila answered,
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Muwila retired w0 her gramother's house, which was smaller than her
ts house. Ar her age, it was improper o sleep in the same house with
parents. Further, she would feel freer in her grandparent’s house,
Although he remained calm, {hansa was of course terribly disappointed
t his daughter’s expulsion. He had grear faith in the acdemic abilities of
15 daughrer, a facr which made him sacrifice the livtle money they had saved
spend on her fees, rransport, and pocker money, And this he did in spite
the prorests from members of his extended family thar educaring a gl
s a wasre of time and moncy,

Alb the villapgers were peasant baemers who waited for a good season when
would harvest more than they needed [or their own consumption, 1o
- Their subsistence farming was quire diversified and indluded many
s, such as maize miller, groundnuts, sweet potatoes. pumpkins,
shiem, cassava, and also 3 wide variery of wegerables.

T not misunderstand me,’ Chansa said ro his wife who was staring at
im searchingly. "I'm not concerned abour the money | have spent on our
saughtcr,” Chansa cxplained. *But I am now scared of whar T teared all along,

wanred my danghrer o complere her education so thae she can stand on
ber own pwe fegr, but now she will have to depend on somcone else for e
survival, he concluded

“Bu | depend on you,” Mulenga argued. ‘And what is wrong with

Surprised by his wile's logic, Chansa cleared his throat and smiled before
replying.

You dont understand!” he answered. “limes have changed. Our world is
ditterent from theirs,

Mulenga made it clean that there was nodhing vo worry abour. “Afrer all)’
she said, ‘my daughrer ac the age of twenty one should not be at school. Ir
s nme she por married and started a fanuly,” she poinred ouc. They argued
until they entercd their separare workds in their sleep.

‘Mulenga, my wondertul woman,” Chansa called, “Whar shall we do w
honour our beloved danghrer?” This was in the afternoon, a day after Mwila’s
zrrival.

Well, whar can we do?” Mulenga asked,

"Kill 2 chicken, of course,” Chansa reminded her,

Mudenga called their youngest son Kabaso for instrucrions, and ina few
minures, the boy and his friends were chasing o white cock—-it was dthe one
described by Mulenga,

“Shhl’ Kabaso cauroned, putting his forelinger on his dghily dosed lips.

Dont k! showed another boy,



20 Flruny M. Musenoce

"Shh!" Kabaso whispered. Village boys always plucked feathers off he
slaughrered birds in total silence. It was believed that il anyone made noise
{Illl'il'lg the PTOCCES, Mo fearthers would [mmﬂ:ﬁ:m:l:.r LW o the birds It
was common 1o chase nowsy bovs away in order w shorten the period.

It was 2 wadinional sign of repect that a chicken is killed in honour of a
visiior, Any visitor for whom a chicken wag not slaughrered would feel rather
despised.

Although Mwila was no visitor ar her parents’ home, she had many
chickens killed in her honour when she came for long holidays and especially
a5 presents alter passing her imporant examinations. This vadivon dates
as far back as Mwilds community could remember, and it was so highly
cherished rhar Mwila’s mother :l.I'l.".".l].'E I:I.uPtd. it wonld ¢ ALY ML forever.

A number of women relatives came o see Mwila after learning ol hes
unexpected rerurn from school. Although they were delighted to see her,
they were narunally disappointed with the news of her expulsion. Among
them was Mwilas lavourite aune, Chiluba, who was married and lived in
another village some seven kilomerres away, Chiluba was most disappuointed
with the sad news. Alchough of limired education herself, she was the anly
woman who encouraged Mwila’s ambiten w hercher her edication, Chilulsa
did not lode her feelings. “I'm rermbly disappointed abour your expulsion,”
she said 1o Mwila, *I'm sure that my husband will be equally saddened.”

1 wish there was a way around this,’ Chiluba said, sighing. Mwila
sertled in the village with her parents, mostly helping her mother with
dumestic duties, especially drawing water [rom the river. abour twe and a
halt kilomenies away, deaning the house, and cooking, Semetimes she would
accompany her mother ro the ficlds, harvesting crops. Although she didn’t
mind harvesting, Mwila derested carrying large baskets full of crops over the
lony distances home. Such heavy loads made her head and neck ache.

Chansa had just recurned from the ficlds that hot Wednesday afternoon.
The sun was sl shining Lrighdy in the clear sky. Tle basked himself in the
sutishimes he was having a tine time of it. Hardly had he stared snoting
than he was rdely interrupted by the mailman, who visited the village
lormightly, He broughr him a lereer, Chansa entered che house and colleged
his reading glasses, which had been given to him as a present by his nephew
o his return from the neighbouring Zaire, now Congo D, where he worked
on the copper mines,

Like a few of his colleagues in the village, Chansa had never consulied
an oprician in his life, but he repularly used his glasses whenever e wanred
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read. Looking ar the envelope, he didnt recognise the handwriing.
wciously, he opened the envelope and looled at the first page very carefully.
wias all Greek o him, and he couldn’™ make head or tail of it even his
sses could ot help him. This lewer was written in English, and Chagsa
wuld only read Bemba, He had of course never seen such words before as no
pe wrote to him in the foreign language. He was quire puzzled. He flipped
through the two pages toying to identily the sender, but he couldn’t even rell
3 namc signed on i
Chansa looked up and saw his wife and daughrer with warer pails on
seir heads approaching the house. They were retuening from the river,
ehere they had gone to soak cassava in shallow warer ponds. Without
flowing his daughter to [ree herself of the heavy load she was carrying, he
flled our, “Mother, T want o see you immediately.”
When Mwila re-emerged from the house she came and sat beside her
(48
" 'Here,' he handed her the lerer. *See if you can make any sense our of
Sus.’ She started reading silenly, bur she had hardly finished the first page
shen her nervousness showed in her trembling hands and rears were rolling
fom her eyes. "What is 12 He asleed anxionshy:
~ “0h no'" she cried our. 'T can't believe i, It can'’t be e’
“What is it? Whart can’t be rrue?” Chansa asked persistently.
‘Easongo has gone mad,’ she mumbled, dropping the sheets of paper
m the mat next to her father She threw hersell 10 the ground and burss
ax loudly. 'Oh Gad, T hope it is not true, How can it happen 10 him? He
‘our only hope.” Kasongo was Mwilas clder brother and firstborn in the
mily. He was not only the pride of his family and village but of the entire
dom, He was the most educated in the area, with two degrees from Fase
many. Now he was completing his PhoDD progeamme in Sociology at the
Winiversity of Zambia.
Alver hearing her daughrer’s disrress, Mulenga came our of the kitchen in
flash. "Whar is the marrer? she demanded.
‘Kasongo iz ill," Chansa replied courageously.
Is thar why she is crying?” Mulenga ashed.
‘He has gone mad," Chansa pur it blundy.
‘No. not my firsthorn!” Mulenga joined her daugheer in mouming,
at Chansa commanded them 1o sl up unil he knew whar had actually
i ted. It was then that a shighely calm bue highly emotional Mwila read
the lerter 1o her parenrs who were listening attentively. In the lerer, they
arnt that Kasongo was mentally deranged.
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le had all sarted on - Moaday evening, the leuer stated. when Kasongo
caused a fighe and assaulted 2 barman, The same night, Kasonro caused
disturbances and assaulted girls on the campus, The following day, the lete
went on, his condition deterioraal. He was shouting, insulting people and
accusing every white person he came across of being a racisr.

Oh nol” Chansa interrupted, “There is no race of racism in my sons
bload,” He sighed. I think there is rouble.’ He took a deep breath and then
guickly blew ir our,

Mwila continued reading. Kasonge had become more violent and
aracked two young girls on the campus, The police had come and taken
him ro Chainama Hills Menral Hospieal in Lusaka, LThe lerrer ended, Tr was
sipnied by Marhew Phisi.

“Who is this kind man?’ Chansa asked, *What is his name again?”

Thiri,” Mwila replied.

O, Phili? Chansa said with difficulty. 'Docs he come from this part of
the counrry®

‘Mo, Father,” Mwila replicd. “He comes from Londasd, in the Eastern
Prevince. e docarl know any Bemba. Thars why he wrore 1o you in
English."

‘Is he our son's reacher?” Mulenga asked, joining in.

‘Mo, he is also 2 swudent,” Mwila replied. "Tar he is my brother’s best
friead at the University In facr, Kasongo wold me before that the two of
them were like brothers in Lusaka,’

Muwila refused o car her food thar night, in spite of Chansas allemnpts Lo
persuade her. “You should eat, Mother. You must be healthy and sTrong in a
erisis like this, otherwise you won't be helpful. In facr, it may not be as bad
as 1t sounds i Lhe letter.” He sighed.

I koow, Facher” she replied, “but [ have ne appetite, 'm sure Il ear
romorTow,

‘Is that 2 promiw?” he asked firmly. “Because you should know thar |
cant leave for Lusaka romorrow unless I'm certain thar vou and your mother
will be all eight when U'm away.”

It i3 2 promise, Farher,” she said loudly,

*® 3 -

Chansa and Chibale, Kasongo's marcrnal uncle, had juse rerurncd
from Lusaki, where they had visited the pacient ar Chamama Hills Mengal
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Hosputal, the country’s biggest mencal instivaion, In Lusaka, the hospiral
was nwhkoumed ‘the asylom’, and many residenrs helieved that only
confirmed schizopheenivs would be admined w k. Although they found
him calm in the hospital, Kasongo looked dazed and slighily confused, He
recopnised them all right and wag able o greet chem, bur his spocch and
reactions were nnusually slow.

Siv months laer, Kasongo arrived ar the wvillage. Tle came in a
aovernment Land Rover and was escorred by the driver and 2 male nurse
fram the hospital. He looked cheerful bur witheur his normal confident
demeanar.

Word went around the neighbouring villages abour chis new misfortune
that had betallen the Chansa family, The expulsion of Mwila from school
was now quickly linked with Kwongo's illness. Wiccheraft was quite on
- the cards as onc of the reasons, Subject 1o a lot of spernlarion, even Sister
Lheresa oughe w have regrered the situation in her medication when she
heard of this second Dlow w the Chansas, whom she had regarded as good
 Catholics.

Two weeks later, Kasongo went into a depression, becoming passive and
buninvolved; it was dear thar he had nor fully secovered,
" ‘The white man’s medicine has failed again®” an angry Chibale said o
SChansa, T told vou, dido't 17 Chibale had acrually rold Chansa while in
Busaka that keeping his nephow in hospital was 2 waste of tme, "Wite me
wiont know what causcs our discases,’ he argued. "How can your cxpect them
%o know the cure? My nephew was bewitched from the village and thar’s
re we should ke him for trearment” But the hospiral superintendenr,
s old English psychiarrist, rejecred rheir pleas o release the parient
vatwely saying, “We are sull (arrying our tess on him besides ceating
and I can assure you, he has the best chance of recovery in this hospiral
githout your interference.’
A oumber of people in the village believed in Chibale's theory thar
songo was bewitched by a jealous tamily because he was highly educated.
s many, however, Kasongo’s case just vindicared a belief held by the
Bmmunity sinee the advenr of education in the Tand, It was believed thas
o much education would make people mad. It discurbs your mind instead
ightening your head! Tr was for chis beliel that Mulenpga advised her
o leave school after passing his ‘A’ Jevels rwelve years previously, “You
e very cducared. Now you should ger 2 decent job as a teacher or as a big
ent official,’ she urped. But her advice fell on deaf ears, as Kasongo
d not listen. Now Mulenga wished her advice had been heeded,
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Chibale promised Kasongo thar he would be cured soon with the right
traditional trearment, bur besides recovery, he promised revenge for his
niephew, ‘Alter you have recovered, [ shall ensure thar the culpriv iz taughr a
lesson. Le wall die, but it wall be a very paindul and slow death indeed.”

Fasongo was obviously not interested in his unde’s ralk of revenge, ‘I
shall be all vighr, T know,” he sand, ‘Al T need is a longs rest”

Bur at Chabales insistence, he was talen to a famous village healer, The
medicine man ingrrucred Kasongo not to ¢ar certain types of fish and pork as
part of the rrearment, Ir was scrongly believed thar madness would recur after
cure if the preseribed dietay esuicions were not observed.

With his wsual humiliry, Kasongo agreed 1o follow the restrictions even
though he didn't believe in them. He also realised rhar if he did anything
tunny, his father would no longer be respecied in the village. He was also
aware Lhat his father's reputation had already suffered because of his sister’s
expulsion from school. Some villagers wsed to say thar Mwila was a harlor
and was expelled from school because of a boy. Tn those days, educared girls
were thought 1o be cxtremely immoral. 'Hhe villagers were happy and praised
him as an adaprable child of their community, who in spite of his degrees
highly respocier] the traditions of dic community. Consequently, the villagers
became more symparheric to Kasongno and praised hiny, saying he had passed
his ‘shelrer vest” very wedl,

To Chibale and many villagers, Kasompos pradual recovery was
attributed to the potency of village medicines. Chibale loudly boasted abow
this, cspecially ar beer partics. Lintle did they suspect thar later it would be
Mulenga whe would labour by trying to kecp her son’s resuicuons, oot
feeding him on the forbidden foods or loods cooled in pors in which the
forbidden ones had been cooked, and thar in private, Kasongo would eat all
iIH.: [tll E:’;:.Illt'.l'l. I:::]{!E “i‘_EI Wd:
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Il was a Saturday afternoon; the sun was sill ploughing across the clear
sky towards the wesr. Chansa, his leys crossed, was seated on 2 duiker
skin under a monge tee outside his house. Tle repeatcdly scrached his righe
earlobe as he was making a wouden handle for his hoe. Hoes and axes were
still the main implements thar most villagers used [or cullivating their ficlds
and curting trees.
Where 13 mother?’ Kasongo asked, sining on the bare loor near his
farhee,
At the niver, | expect,” Chansa answered, looking up at his son.
Tam very tired,” Kasongo complained. "Txhausred!”
“Whar of?' Chansa asked uncongerned.
T went fishing in the Chotoshi,” Kasongo replied. ‘1 only managed 1o
~catch a tew breams.’ Chotashi it 2 river abour five kilomerres away.
“Well done!” Chansa said in complimen,
"Fating tish will be a pood change that we deserve.” He sighed. "Did you
go with Kabaso?
Ma,” Kasongn replied. 'l didn’t see him when T left)
An eldedy man riding a bicycle dowed down and stopped as he
proached Chansa’s house, Chansa recognised him.
He was Munle, the headman of one of the neighbouring villages,
hansa stood up and extended his hand. They shook hands vigorously:
arectings.” Murale said.
‘Careetings and welcome,” Chansa seplied, '1 hope you have come in
ce.
“Yes indeed, and thank you,” Mutale responded, ‘1 hope thar your blessed
amily is in good health and doing well.”

)
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"We are all well, and it is 2 good surpnse 1o see you,' Chansa replied.

Kasongn went insde the howse and iought out 3 chair for Mutale,
Meanwhile, Mulenga and Mwila had just come back with pails of water on
their heads, They rook the water inside the house.

Mulenga approached them saying, “Greetings, Mre Mutale.” She said,
making 1 cucesy. ‘How are your people and your family?'

Wery well, thank you,” Mutale answered.

Mutale and Chansa joked lor 4 while and talled abour many things,
including hshing nets and rhe helds bur oo the weather, which is rarely
talked abowt in dhis part of the world, Mutale then politely requested, *Could
I be honoured to see the father and mother of Mwila in the privacy of their
howse?” The mention of the name Mwila was a hinr since parents are always
addrezsed by the name of their Liestborn child,

They enrered the house, and Murale was offered a chair, which mu.n;li_uH
to trzdition he declined and just sat on the bare floor, Mwilas parenes then
gor a further hinr of the old man’s mission. They sa in wial silence as they
watched him unfolding the scarf from his parcel, ricd with utmost nearness.,
He put it in front of them; two small white saucers, one covering rhe other,
The actual contents could not be seen. Mumle then bioke the news and
announsed, "My name is Chisunka, and I'im seeking to join your grear house
by asking the hand of your prey daughrer”

Chansa and Mulenga just nodided.

“This is my dowry,’” Mutale said, pointing o the vwo plates, and 1 would
like: to emphasise thar nothing could do s more honour than to marry inte
your distinguished house.”

*My household is narurally gratetul for the honour o be considered and
approached.” Chansa replied, rolling his favourite tobacco, wrapped in a
brown paper.

Mulenga sent for Mwila, who tame and sat down beside her mother
Her tacher then broke rthe news to ber in Mutale’s presence. Her face looked
tetally blank, without any sym of emotion.

Chisunka, ar thirry-ninc years of age, owned three grocery shops in the
villapes, ‘This was no mean achievement for 3 semi-lirerate man, In fact, he
was rich by village standards. Since his ticst wile died during childbirth four
years earlier, he and his four children lived wich his sisters. Now, he wanred 2
woman of his own again,

The role Murale was plaping in rthis case was 2 very respectable one in
this society It was the tradition that any man wishing to marry a girl or
woman should send a trusred marchmaker o represent him aned conduce
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all the negotiatons. Lven when the couple pot married, all major problems
faced by the couple were resolved throngh this matrimonial agent.

I wish to reassmie this respected household thar owr intentions are
Bonourable,” Murale announced. "And if allowed to come into your good
souse, we shall come with very open arms.” He sounded wise and penerous.

Chansa nodded. Mulenga smiled,

“We arc aware of the hiph esteem, in which your family holds their
Baushter,’ Murale wenr on. ‘Bur we are PI!.'.PE.H:EI T COMPensale yoon [a yemIr

Mwila yawned.

‘In your daughter,” Mutale said, looking at Mulenga, who was paving the
oSt arrention, ‘you have a princess, who should be a grear asser ro the
T ::flr

. Mulenga nodded in total agreement.

Chansa knew his daughter very well and lisrened 10 Mutale very
neively, 'Lhe million-dollar question was a direct answer in che affirmartive
0 the obd man there and then, The old man o didn' expect ane, However,
the plates and dowry were collecred and the old man rhanked. Tle was
ised an answor alier the family consortium had mer o consider this
ery important proposal. Normally, a man like Chisunlka could have had an
mmediate reply, but there was doubr, a5 Chansa really wok into acvount his
faughter’s feclings. Also, it could have been 1 gross show of bad manncrs for
pwila ro reply on her own.

Afverwards, Chansa uncovered the plates and looked ar the KL00 dowry

. Although references were not committed o paper, it was the custom for
those relatives to know neighbouring villages very well, S0 Chisunka’s kinship
kground was under intense scrutiny the following cvening, The issuc of
sy 3 widower arrracred more debares it was also considered thar a hushand
sho lost 2 wile in childbirth was unfaithful, So poor Chisunka was really
ader the microscope.

Being a widower, Chisunka expericnced pangs of anxiety; he felr
sadvantaged in the marriage srakes,
While Mwila was inwardly burning wirh fury over the prospect of being
Broed into marriage, Chisunka in spite of his record scored fing poins in his
avour, and Mwilas grandmorher could never think of a surer source of sale,
Ehuch was a rare but essential commodity in cthe villages. Only people like
Chisunka in those days would maintain a constant supply. Now, however, it
pas Mwilus cun.
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1 am sorry,” Mwila announced. “There is no way [ could be made o
marry Chisunka,’ she ended bluntly.

Thers was toral silence in the room,

Muwila stared at Kasongo, obviously expecting support from him, bu
her brother looked calm and somebow unconcemed. She looked down and
clearex] her thoat belore she added, °I have only scen him in his licde shop.
[ don't know him personally and apart from being uneducated he i oo old
for me.’

‘Hmm!" Mulenga murrered in disapproval.

You shouldnt rejecs a man of Chisunkas calibhe in a mish, her
grandmaorher, Chisanga, joined in.

“You must cacefully reconsider whar you are about to throw away)”

"The moss imporane thing,” Mwila said, mising her vaice ‘is that U'm no
i love with him.

“IThae 1 0ot a problem. my daogheer,” Mulenga sasd. "You'll love your
husband once you are macried.”

There was silence.

“T'har is whar happened when 1 married your facher,” Mulenga confessed.

Cliansa seoiled broadly,

Kasongo reased his sister abour the proposal and said, “The marriage should
be arranged a5 soon as possible before the bridegrroom Changes bis mind!

“Ihad's right!’ concurred Chisanga,

“Thar’s rrue!’” Mulenga echoed. Mwila frowned lurther.

Joles aside,” Kasongo said. ‘1 didet mcan whar T just said” he
announced o the reliet of his sister, who looked worried.

“What did vou mean then?” Mulenga interrupred imparicnly.

“The whole thing is ridiculous,” Kasongo pointed ow: "You cant jus
arrange a marnage between two ol soangee: and cxpec i w0 last in this
day amd age’

Mwilas prandfather, Lwaba, chose w po simighe w the point, which
meany being 2 lide vulgar in the traditional sense. Te said, "Mwila just
wanes o throw away her virginity so that her father wall never see 2 penny
of fobefa— bride price.” He sighed. 'T am sure,” he continued, ‘thar one of
these boys writing dubiows letters in the “yes, yes” language {English) mus
have pierced her heart.” He langhed uneasily, cxposing his hrown gums. In
bact, voe of the romours cooked up in the village was thar Mwila had been
expelled by the Sisters because she was caught making love o her hoyfriend
and thar she was ao longer a virgin! 'T)on't mind her,” the old women of the
village would gossip, ‘she’s walking empey!
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'l have abways suspected that when children spead most of ther tme in
school, they gain knowledee of the white man, but loze wuch with tradition
and realicy of the Tand they live in, that of their prear-grear-prandfarhers,’
Mulenga spoke with all the authorniny she could command,

Mulenga’s mother nodded, obwviously delighted with the point her
daughrer had just made.

- Since you wont go back o school,” Mulenga argued, ‘this iz 2 grem
_chance tor you 1o marry a man who is respected in our society and seecle
down. The young boys you are looking for might be educated, but what
do they have!” She asked. "Cnby papers and empey promises.” She answered
cr own guestion. “‘However, Chisunka is capable of making you happy and
king atter you well.”
‘No, muen,” Mwila replied in a raised voice, 'He is not my gpe, and 1o
lronest with you, there 15 nothing | can offer 2 man of his kind.”
- "Thar’s where you are wrong,” Mulenga answered. “You are a good cook.
Wi sew, and most importandy, you'll bear him children. Think of me
nd your father, We are borh old and need someone t help us cultivate the
ds”
Por your owan sake,” Chansa said, *1 would be pleased it vou marry a
an from a good family, like Chisunka. We wouldn't like you 1o sufler after
% are gone.
'There was rotal silence.
‘However, it would be unfair to force you into a marriage you don’t
want,” Chans contineed, *bur in i smporiant that you do not rush in saying
(0", lake 2 few days and reconsider everything very carcfully.
Mulenga was ot happy with her husbamd’s newtral stand. Many dmes,
thoughe he was rather soft and lacked the forceful authority of a fathes
hig childeen.
The family consorium was tomlly divided when the proposal was
pronsidered. Mulenga and the majoricy of the exrended family members
ed Chisunka 1o be accepred. They had no doubt in their minds tha he
make a good husband, However, Kasongo, Mwila, and Chiluba were
impressed and pur up 2 gallane fighe of words, € hansa, who was much
concerned with the happiness ot his daughrer, finally bur relucranly,
thar the proposal was tuened down, And so the dowry was rerurned o
ie. Had che proposal been accepred. the small plates and dowry would
been kept.
It was the same cvening after the final mecring of the Jan thar Mwila
asked w pgo wmd fewh water from the stream by her grandmaorher,
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Chisanga, Little did she suspect g owo gids lollowing her 1o the strcam
were Chisangas emissarics sent to make her see the light and acoep
Chisunkss proposal. "Wair for us, Mwilal' Chilulfya called our, She was
Mwilas paternal aunt. Twe years senior to Mwila, Chilutya was married 10
hier wwn cousin, and they had owo children.

‘Hurry up then,’ Mwila answered, slowing down,

'How are you?' asked Mwape, catchung up with Mwila, Mwape was
Mwila's niece. She was owenty- five and had three children.

“I'm all right,” Mwila answered in a lokewarm rone.

“That was quite a show you put up! Chilutya said o Mwila.

‘As vour close friends, we can give you some advice.”

What abowut?” Mwila asked, as if she had no idea what the other woman
was talking about.

‘] think you arc wasring your time, Mwila!" Mwape cut in, “You know
even though you are denying it that Chisunka s a very impartant man, {n
top of that, he is rich. Why can't you marry him and be happy? Dont you
want 1o be happy?

‘T'm happy as 1 am!" Mwila answered. ‘1 dont wanr an old man to malke
me miscrable!’

There was silence,

‘I think you are blind, Mwila," Chilulya taunted. “You can't even see a
good chance coming your way. | would scize ic if T were youl’

“Why dont you per married ro him yourself if you think e is so
wonderfull” Mwila reased.

‘MNow you listen 1o me and listen well, Everyone in the village koows thar
you arc no flonger a vigin®' Chilufya said.,

‘And that is the whole point” Mwape echoed, “So which voung man is
going 1o marry you anyway?’

“Shur up!" Mwila shouted, losing her temper. "Whar you are saying are
lics, and 1 don’t care abour them.”

‘I low about your father, do you care abour him2® Chilutya challenged.

“Of course T do!” Mwila replied.

“And thar is another point,” Mwape pointed out, “The way you behaved
at the meeting this aliemoan was a disgrace to your tather! It you had any
respect for him, you should have given him the authonty o accepr ar rcfuse.
Now, everyone in the village thinks that he is so weak he can’t even handle
his cwn davghier”

Biwrila weas silent.
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And by the way, you should know thar you have a very good tather,’
lx'f‘-'«fﬂ.]_.'it- continued. It is becanse of him thar FOLL Al the tmost educated Ej:]
in chis arca, No other father we know of « pale] alo thar™

I think ir i your father who spode vou!” Chilulya cchoed, “He gave you
mare than you deserved. He pur you on a high platform and now see how

you have repaid him—with insule”

You sull have a chance, Mwila,” Mwape reminded. "You sill can acept
Chisunkas propasal and give your father his due respect.

‘Leave my father alone!” Mwila demanded. 'He knows chat 1 love him
‘and thar is what maers 1o me,”

“How abour the boys thar you are after then?” Mwape asked. “Dont they
marrer? If one goes by whar they are saying, no one i going o propose to
ol

T don't care about them!” Mwila shouted. “I'm nor like you who are
married ro illiterare hushands”

"Hah! Hah! 17d you hear thar insult?” Chilufya asked with dejection on
e oce

‘I heard it loud and clear!” Mwape replisd emotionally. “But what kind of
band are you poing to have?” she asked, turning 1o Mwila. An angel? Bur
sance you cannor have thar one, are you going o marry Satan?

"My man, whoever he is going o be, will have a pen for a companion!” |
Muwila boasted. *He will be educated,” she emphasised,

‘Ha! Hal Ha!" Chilufya laughed with scorn. “You can only hear thar kind
of boast from a spoilt child, At least even though I'm not educated, [ didnt
enner my husband’s house empry! Twas 2 virgin! And my husband is a proud

o darc!

I also entered my mans hut unpolluted!” Mwape boasted. “Fducation is
T :I"]-" !'Iﬂll'lil'lg.. What has it done for ¥ sl VOHID brother?' She .':i.p_‘h:."l:_:l,
Lo you mean to say that people who are not educared are not good enough
br Yo

‘MNo, they are not”” Mwila said, shaking her head, ‘And you leave my
Brother alone.

Do you mean o say thar they are stupid?” asked Chilufya, “If so, how
sout your own father? Hes the one who made you clever! Are you saying
Bt he is stupid? Are you saying thar he is useless because he has an axe as a
mpanion: s ir nor the axe and hoe which enabled him o make the money
which educated you?' She bombarded Mwila with her string of scarching

Enes T IONTS.
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| didn't say ! Mwila answered angrily. ‘Leave me alone, you blatant
liars. Get lost?

‘e twe women looked ar each other in bewilderment, They realised
thar their mission had fopped, Mwape muttered, "Let's go. She won't listen.
She is deall’

“She isnT deaf” Chilufya protested. ‘She is mad! Just like her brother,
hecause of their books! Lets go before what she is saying makes me vomitl
‘Tura! Ture!” Chilufya spar in Mwila's direction in utter contempr.

Mwila experienced a feeling of alienation as the two women stam ped
AW Y.

As she tossed and mumed in her bed thar night, Mwilas mind fashed
back 10 her encounter with the two women. She couldnt sleep as she
pondered on her problems. She sealised that she owed 2 lor o her fuher.
In the village, most fathess would have gone one betrer than Chansa
aned threatened o disown her, unless she accepred and married the man
approved by the extended family or the clan. Bur Chansa was an exceprion;
he was regarded as the leading progressive in the area. Langely through the
persuasive influence of Kasongo, he acknowledged thar some rraditional
practices were undesirable or out of date and wonld one day pass away.

This is how he regarded the Bemba system of obtaining a partner. Mwila
was also lucky thar her influential and traditionalist uncle, Chibale, was
seriously ill. He did nor take part in rhe deliberations.

Mulenga did not hide her disappointment with the decision. When she
was alone with Mwila and Kasonpo, she said, "You know we can't support
you forever, Yon have just refused Heaven on carth.” Mulenga saw only
impertinence in their arguments.

Mo one answered, They know she was upser and didn wane w make ir
WOLSe,

“Vou should soon be left to fend for yourselves,” Mulenga warned.

Even Mwilas young lrother Kabaso was disappointed, When the young
lad heard that Mwila had been proposed to by Chisunka, he thouglu of
nothing but an imminent wedding, when he could wrear himsell and his
friends o a wide vatiety of foodstufls and join in the dancing. As for the
adulrs, it was the beer which they looked forward ro more than anyrhing
else at such 1 marrizge ceremony. They regrerred thar Mwilds rebellion had
deprived them of o long drinking session.




he moon was tsing, stwugsling o be seen amids the dark clowds
. Kasongo was in 2 riny and smelly hur ourside his prandparents’ house,
wcring the call ol nature. Suddenly, there came a dear thunderons warning,
= the sky: rhere was no doubr in his mind that it would be raining, and
8 it did. The ran was heavy; it poured and poured, The water from the
i sy was leaking through the grass tharched poul of e tny pit latrine.

wich wapped, Kasongo had no intention of sraying in the smelly and
wer latrine, As he made for his hut, he was caught in the heavy shower
sin and halstones; he could hardly see his divection. As il diis was ool
sgh, 2 srrong wind was blowing in the opposite direction, he felr for his
lelplessly. The heavy rains, a5 if aimed at him, stopped as svon as Kasongo
d his hur. Bur he was alreadly drenched and wet for a short session in the

8250 ngo quickly changed his clothes and started a fire to warm him.
en expressed his dislike for village lamines. They were dug outside
houses, o huts, and this was a ternble inconvenience, especially
ghe and during rainy seasons. He had no lanine of his awn ar bis hut,
gmice many villagees in the same position, he could never go into the
snding bushes and creare 3 convenience for himself He dido’t wish
ute o pollution in that way, 30 he aways used the onc near his
ents house
har same evening, as Kasonpp was lying on his small hed, hall doring,
d a soft knock on the door, and when the door opened, Mwila and
end Mumbi stood there. "Clome in, girle. How nice 1 see you!” he
heerfully.

34
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T was my adea that we give you a surprise?” Mumbi anoounced.

“':l:-'h}" didnt FLIE ST 3.|1:|-|:||:' Ln n.‘.all}' s.u_l.'Pn-jE med’ e ﬁ_‘id, r.un]iu_g %)
Mumbi.

“She ig srill 2 coward!” Mwila interrupred.

‘A coward has a herrer chance of suevival than the one wha rakes rsks,)”
Mumbi argued.

kasongo told che girs abour somba, the village dance aking place dia
evening. The girls knew abour it but were relucrant w go. They thoughe they
had ourgrown ichila, as somba was sometimes called,

“This 1 the only entercainment available here in the village," Kasongo
arpued. ‘And T see no reason why we shouldn't go and have some fun,’ he
crnplusised persuasively,

Souw wont like it It s dull and old-fashioned,” Mwila warned him,

“You must be kidding,” Mumbi cchocd,

Caoeml grirl,” Kasongo complimented, his eyves ixed on Mumbi'’s chesr, In
the semi-darkness of his fire light, he could see her partially revealed render
and pointed breasts. He swallowed and then said politely, ‘Gicls, this is our
only chance w carch up on our culiure. (cherwise who is poing to tell our
children all about 12" he asked cleverly.

“Sensel” Mumbi ackoowledged.

“That’s right,” Mwila cur in.

The sound of the drums could be heard as Kasongo and the two girls
were walking rowards the dancing arcna in the open air. At the aena,
Fasongo guickly joined a straighe line formed by the boys, most of them
much younger than him. The girls joined their own line, dircctly bawing thas
ol the boys, their feer rapping in time w the drums. They really vibrared
beauritully ro the strong stimulating lseat.

L he dancers sang songs and clapped hands o the thythm of the drums.

At the end of each song, the drums would die down, beating very slowly
This gave a chance for a girl with a high-pitched, bur charming voice, o
start a mew song which the others would join while clapping their hands
Then the drums would swirch 1o a faster beat.

Even though he had not danced somba during his years abroad, Kasongs
had not torgormen how they ysed o dance during his childhood,

It was Kasongos turn to go dancing rhe thirty metres or so rowards the
line of the girls, Facing the pids, Kasongo danced invitingly, with his eyes
resting upon the pirls who were very smartly dressed by village srandards
In fact, he made his choice in advance, and atrer the formal nudimentary
plances, he stopped and bowed in frone of Mumbi, Mumbi acceprod the
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il L”rlq._T with pleasure, and the pair wenr dane ing wwards the centre, then

o the pusiion of the drummers, o the amazement and applause of 1]_1:_-
audience. This was the most exciting part of the dance.

It was quite obwious that Kasongo was avracux] w Mumbi and that
she would he a tool nor 1o grasp this live wire. As the drums bear faster and
stronger, she expressed herself, swung and rwisted her dim waist to an extent
thar lefr lietle to the imagination, Mumbis hips were in proportion w liec
shoulders; it made her very attractive. She had thar special feminine magnetism
which arrracted men even [rom afan Bur Kasongo waz very near, and for him,
this was the only time since he had rerurned 1w the village that he totally forgor
thar he had come there w recuperate. He felr very much ar home, His mind
flashed back to the Hiedis and Fricas of Fast Berlin. Probably rhey couldnt
stand the tough challenge Mumbi could pose. Tor Kasongu, however, this was
next w3 Heaven. *1 am impressed. You dance so well,” Kasongo whispered o
Mumbi, as be circled around her shim and beauriful body,

“Thank you,” she replied. "One needs a good partner 1o dance well.' She
saniled broadly, showing her whire reeth,
You wre smashing”” Kasongo complimented, “There is no single girl in
at line who could march your prerry looks and beawtilul dancing.”
Please, don't you Qutter me?” Mumbi proresred. They looked ar each
and smiled meaningfully. His eyes firmly fixed on her chesr again,
wngo murmured, "Will you come and see me wmorrow  evening”
bi shrugged her shoulders and then beamed him a smile in reply,
‘Dont be childish,” Kasengo insisted. “You know vou are the best thing
has happened 1o me in this place!”
*Really?’ Mumbi asked movingly
Tomen i, Kasongo replied.
All of a sudden the pair danced towardy the boyy’ line. This was Mumbi's
n to pick a boy, with whom she wenr dancing through the centre and
& 1o her own line.
As the drums slowed down, a girl stared the selection song, The dancers
the audicnee applauded. This was a very popular song, much 10 the
Barrassmene of some of the gitls, This song simply wenr like this:

helect, select,
Select anly the must beswiful garls.
L}ont heseare, dont waste ome,
Jusr select the precry oncs
And Ler the residue resr!
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Muwila was happy w e seleced ar the peak of the selection song, The boy
was Kunda, rall and handsome. He was a weacher ar 2 local primary school.

Tm bonowred 1o have the pleasore of dancing with you,” Kunda
whispered as they danced.

You are welcome,! Mwila replied calmly At 1.67 meres, Mwila
almosr marched Kunda’s heighr. They looked each other in the eves as chey
gravetully drifred rowards the boys' line.

‘Are you enjoying the dance?” Kunda asked.

*Oh, it is super!” Mwila replied.

You look superh and very acrraceive,’ Kuncla said,

“Thank you for the compliment!” she replied.

The drums died down at sbour midnight and people parted with plans
to meet later. The residue, as the song had suggested, were disappoinged. The
pairing of Kasongo with Mumbi, and possibly Mwila with Kunda, would
undoubtedly provide ralk and gossip for the village the following day.

In the past, somba was the most sociable event bor the boys and girls in
the villages. It was a convenient place for them to meet, know each other,
and possibly ger engaged and marry.

There were no formal parties or dances for the mature boys and gids, In
tact, the custom did nor allow intimare friendships berween hoys and girls. T
a boy was attracted o a gidl, he had w ke serious steps wwards proposing
to her. Only ateer the engagement were couples allowed ro see cach orher and
have a pormal courtship, often in the presence of the gird’s sisters or brothers.

One bright sunny afiemoon, a far and smartly dressed man came
walking along with a suitcase in one hand and a walking stck in the other
He sropped and looked down ar Mukngn and said, ‘Hellow, Mulenga)’

*Hellow, Bwalya. I'm delighted w see you,'

They talked [on 2 while Mulenga then collecie] the vase and wallang
stick and ook them inside the house. Bwalya was Chansa’s younger brorher.
He was employed in Lisaka, where he worked as a dover for the Ciry
Cloundl.

Mulengm brought out a chair for her brother-in-law.

‘This is a greae surprise,” Mulenga said, "Why didn’t you wam us that
you were coming?’

You mean you didn't receive my lerrer?” Bwalya exclaimed, “T wrote two
woeks apn. .

“Sometimes letters take several weeks (o meach us, especially from other
provinces,” she said. *Tr is such a pity Anyway, rhe mosr imporrane thing is
that vou have aerived well,'
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“That is true, my sister in-law,” Bwalya noddded.

They talked abour Bwalyss family in Lusaka and thereafrer a chicken
was killed in Bwalyas honour. Chansa was delighred 1o find his brother ar
home, OFf all his young brothers, he was most fond of Bwalya, 1lis ather two
brothers worked as miners on the Copperbelt.

“Welcome, son of my father,’ Chansa greeted,

“Thank you, my big Brother,” Bwalya replied, extenling his strong arms.

You have pur on 4 lot of weight,' Chansz observed. “Whar du you eat,
my brother? Your body is good testimony of the good life in the capiral « iyl

They langhed. They talked about many things, bur Mwila’s lutuce was
the main topic. ' feel thar ir is in her interest that she goes back o school!
Bwalya suggested.

“Son of my tather,” Chanss addeessed his brother, *How can she po back
o school when she has been expelled?”

Bwalya explained that he could find her a place in a secondary schaol in
Lusaka, “Cnherwise, all the years she had already spene ar school would be
wasted. It would be like 2 sharp spear left ro rust.”

Chansa nodded in agreement.

They held a small family mecting the following day ar which they agreed
at Mwila could go and sty with Bwalyas family in order to complere her
ondary education. Tler maorher, however, was rorally against chis idea. She
ared] that city life was not sale for a young gisl and (hat her daughrer might
it further woubles there, But Mulenga was ournumbered znd so lost
in. Apart from the fears she had loudly expressed, Mulenga also wanied

wila 1o be at home so thar she could give her a hand at harvesting; the
niller scason was just around the corner
Muwila was delighred. She had always wished to go away from the dull
restrictive willage lite to the tast and suciable cry lite she had heard so
h abour from her friends at school.

Adrer all,” Mwila said to Mumbi when they were on their own, ‘this is
only chance 1o get away from my dominecring mother, who thinks she

still treae me like 2 baby. Wl s’

. “Bur vou are still her child, Mumbi reminded ber 'How e Vol st
ain that she isn't acring in your inerest?’

‘In my interest!” Mwila exclaimed. "My dear,” she continued, “you must
reviare thar my mother and 1 are worlds apare, 101 don’t grab chis chance.
ay end up marrying an old pig. like Chisunka”

I know how you feel,” Mumbi szid. T wish you luck in the iy’
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o how long will your brocher stay with us?” Mulenga asked as they
went o sl

“You are the hostess,” Chansa reased, Sand should know berrer than me)”

“Your are the boss,” she reased back.

“Just over a week,” he said. "Why did you ask?”

T just asked,” Mulenga replied, Jl:‘u:]i-s,:ng_ divwn, as if o avoid his
SCTURLRISINE EAZe,

‘I can tell when you are wrying ro hide something from me,” he declared.
“Tell me, my wile. What's on your mind®

1 was dunking abour brewing beer for the son of your father,’ she
paused as if ro allow him time to digest and absorb her words. “Won't you be
giving him a parry?”

You are a wonderhul wate!' he complimenied, smiling broadly. “Thar's
why I know T can’t do withowt you, my queen.’ Chansa knew that he had
a pood wife. Ar fifry-cighr, Mulenga srill looked beauriful even though her
physique was now more prominent. Chansa depended on her to a grear
cxtent; she was not only his calendar, bur his diary as well; She prompred
him of his plany and engagements whenever they were due, He never hid
the fact that he owed her his high standing in his socicty. as 2 consequence
of which he held her close to his heart. His fivourite defence, "My wife is not
wanting in any feminine qualities. I would be greedy 1o want a second wife!
often silenced hus friends whe tried 1o influence him into marrying a second
wife. In their secicty, monogamy and polygamy mbhed shoulders peacefully.

The nighr before Bwalya and Mwila left the village was the parry nigh,
It had raken Mulenga about live days to brew the beer using the unwritten
traclitional formula thar has been handed from mother to daughrer, She used
miller ehar she had milled using grinding stones. The millet had previously
been soaked in warer for a lew days 1o allow for germination. She boded
the ground miller, and afrer lerting it cool, she added some previously
fermenting beer. She poured the mixture inte calabaghes and lefi it w
ferment and bubble away for about four days.

Mwila, Kasongo, and Kabaso left the house as soon as guests began
arriving, They gachered in the big siting room in the centre of which was 2
hig calabash placed in a wide green basin.

{’hansa made a shorr speech 1o welcome his guests and told them of the
main reason for parry, When he finished his speech, his wite brought a small
gourd, containing a cloudy selution of boiled water and ash, It was used to
give the beer foam, strengrh, and flavour, and it also made the beer slighly
warm o drink. Mulenga knelt beside dhe calabash and poured the solution
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o i, The cager guests applauded. The parey had staned, Their chronic
thirst wonld soon be quenched.

In accordance with ieadivion, the host had ro soare che :]rinkj_ug IO ASELTE
guests that the beer was sate. Chansa picked up a straw from the bagin
nd knelr by the calalash, This type of sraw was cut from a wild plan. 11z
pped the straw in and sucked three times as hard as he could. “Gentlemen,”
smansa proclaimed, ‘I'm not boasting, but the sl is nice and strong.” He
Ben handed the straw ro rhe most senior man in cthe audience, the village
dman, Chipoma, who had 2 Jnng and professional swig, ar barnd: as the
sacitional brew is called.

Hmm!" the headman intoned. ‘Tt is wonderful. Your wife deserves our
Only a good woman can make good stafl like chis.” The audience
ghed and clapped.

" Ir was Bwalyds turn to drink, and he pur his walking stick down,
sore kneeling by the calabash. At the end. he complimented his brother
i manrying an excellent beer-brower and wonderful mother. e also

] red his siser-in-law for marrying such 3 handsome  and
w::riqu man, who provided so well for his family.
Dnnliang continued, and when dhe level of the beer in the calabash was
& Mulengs would bring our the ash solwtion as a replenisher, Onee they
e satisficd that beer from a paricular calabash was exhausted, a fresh ane
ht in
Ihe men alked among themselves. They talked mostdly abour
dom under the new black government. They were happy that they
i no langer be inconvenienced and intmidated by the whie districr
missioner, who cnsured that 2 levy was paid m the government and
srly inspected the villagers and their property, Aoy offenders, even those
smbiguous charges, such as uncleanliness of the village vr clothes, were
humiliared in public. Many villagers disliked the foma messengers
aan their master, the foane—who humiliated them in the presence of
waves and children. Fines ranged (rom payment of several dosen s o
paid 10 the swang, who was the government, the law, and magisTrare.
e new government had abandoned the levy system and thus put an
% the dayvlight robbery of unemployed peasants, who lived from hand
th. The posts of districs and provindal commissioners were abolished
laced with officials who were geared 10 serve the interests of the
= instead of exploiting and harassing them.
Be villagers were happy o have their pride and respocr restored.
i them were even happier thar they had been staunch supporeers of
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the ruling panty during the sceupyle [or independence; they fele they had
contribured 1o the downfall of the unpopular Srwama’s rule,

The women, grouped in one section, gossiped unintermpiedly on their
(AP,

Gradually, the room became noisier and merrier, They were metting
quite warmed up, and people had to shout to make their poinr, Under the
influence of alcohol, no one remained quict any longer: cthey conversed
hearrily

Then rthe drums were brought in ro everyones delighe. They applanded
cheedfully, They sung songs depicting various evens, such as hueting,
harvesring and wars. They were in good spirits, which was exhibited by che
commation and pandemonium in the room, The sex divisions were now
ignored; men crossed dhe floor and were chatting up women enchusiastically.

‘1 challenge you o the foor!” Mumnle shoured, The woman looked a
him and smiled.

“Stand up chen!” anather woman encouraged.

“Come on, do i!” Mulenga echoed. "Don't shame us!”

Mutale was already on the floor and had started his song, The woman he
chiallenged stood up and rolled a picce of doth around her waist- 1o bring
cur her best dancing, They danced stamping their feet to the ground, theic
bodies vibrating pracefully, Their dance was well timed 1w the thythm of the
drums. Everyone was amused, They applauded. ‘Ther dance was indoors
and somewhar different from semba, for the youngsiers, whose thythm was
laster, For the adults, excellent dancers were always showered with paesents,
The drinking continued into the carly hours, buy anyone who felt that they
bad had enough thanked the hosts for their hospinaliy and announced their
deparrure,
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———————

The village bus stop-was unusually crowded that Monday morning,
L Many villagers turned out o wish Mwila and Bwalya farewell, After the
odbves had been mid, it was Chansa who spoke last, “She is entirely in
hands now,” he said to his brother.

Bwalya nodded.

1 have no doubt that she will be happy with you, son of my father,
msa continuesl, “However, il she gows out of line, dont hesirare o
apline her,'

;‘E\"l.-"[}"[].'l.i.ﬂf__‘: will be all right, son of my father,” Bwalya assured him,
‘Chansa rurned ro Mwila and said, 'Be pood 1o your uncle. Be good to
r aunt, andl be good o your cousins.”

Yes, Father,” Mwila replicd politely.

"Behave well in the ity Chansa instmucred.  “Remember, no
shehaviour, Bong back glory and honour o your house,”

Yex. lather,” Mwila answered.

Bwalya smiled and said. “Goodbye, my big brother. Don't worry abour
EEU be all right with me.” Tle waved his walking stick 1o the crowd,
8 of who waved back.

“May our ancestors protect and guide bath of you on your long journey!”
gnsa replied. Bye-bye and farewell, son of my farher”

B 'n.l}rn and Mwila were the lass [sscnigers o board the bus, which
mned off and was immediately lost in the ail of dust that followed.
fila, sitting on the seat next w Bwalya, was reading The CGudley i Afrid
J Hadley Chase, her kavourite author. This was the thied time she had red
movel, what with the scarcity of reading materials in the illages.

41
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In Mansa, they stopped ar the main hus staton., Many more passengers
hoarded the bus, the majoriry of who were women with their children, some
with babies on their backs.

The bus cruised on the untarred bue well surfaced road Abour eighy
lilometres from Mansa, it came to a hale. There was a barrier across the road.
“I'his is Chembe,” Bwalya said ro Mwila.

I see,” Mwila replivd, looking ar the people buying and sclling toodsul s
along rhe road.

‘Hurry up!” shoured the bus conducror. “lake all your identifivarion and
immigeation papers o the ollice. We haven't gor all day”

They all left the bus and formed 4 single fils into the small immigration
office. Their papers were quickly sramped by an exra friendly Lambian
oflicial. "Enjoy your tmip, he said to cach passcopes after stamping their
papets.

Before entering the bus, Mwila bought seme fruits and 2 small picce of

fricd fish.

With all passengers on board again, the wooden barrier across the road
was lifeed, and the bus zoomed off, After thres kilomerres, they came co a big
river. “This must be the Luapulal” Mwila exclaimed, looking at Bwalya.

‘Oh yes, this is ir, Bwalya confirmed. 1 forgor rhar you haven’t been
here before.! The river was wide, It meandlered irs hroad width from east 1o
west berween £ ambia and Faire

The passengers came: our before the bies was driven onto the pontoan,
where two small cars were already parked.

The passengers then walked on the pontoon, which mjestically drifted
across the Luapula River into Zaire.

Trom the pontoon, most passengers boarded the hus, fgnoning Lairean
hawkers selling Simba beer and a variety of grocenes.

With all passengers acconnred for, the conducior pressed the hell. The
bus driver started the enpine and drove the bus more cutiously on the
narrower and bunmpy road. "See, he's deiving on the wiong side ol the road?
Mwila exclaimed. “The righr side is for pedestrians, isnt it? She asloed.

‘Mo, Bwalya replicd. “In Zaire, they drive on the right side of the road
It iz an offence here to drive on the left.

*Oht Is it?* Mwila cxclaimed.

About four kilomews from the Tuapula River, they came another
harrier on the road. 1his was the Zairean lmmigration post- The bus driver,
accompanied by the conductor, rook papers into a small office. After a delay
of shout Gliecn minawes, they reemerged from the offive accompanied by 3
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shim, rall, unitermed Zairean oflicial. They all entered che bus. Two armed
Zairean gendarmes followed and stood in the frone of the bus, waving cheir
i'lI:il‘i'}" ELITE, The tall Lairean officer looled ar all the JESSCIIEETS with a
strutinising gaze before he started counting. Pointing his stretched foretinger,
he counted slowly but loudly in what sounded like French, When he finally
completed. he looked ar the official list. He nodded to the driver and gave
him back the list, before commanding his armed policemen 1o go; like
sombies they obeyed. Then the official exchanged a few words with the
driver before leaving che bus,

"Whar did they wan® Mwili ashed Bwalya, who showed no emation.

Aoy excuse for deraining us,’ Bwalya replied. ‘A direy bus. Noisy
passengers. Anything ae all” he said.

*But why did the armed men come one the bus?' Mwila Insiseed, 1 have
never seen anything like this in Zambia' She sighed.

"They nse gung mare often in this country, May be o enforce law and
order, but lacgely o frighten people,” Bwalya explainad, “Ihey rocently
foughr a caued 4ivil war, Guns are [lying abour even in civilian hands. It is
not really peaceful.’

Mowila was relieved thar they finally left tie post withour any incident.

Beyond the immigration post, the road was cxiremely dusty, very
bumpy, and with several potholes, Mwila was very quicr.

‘Are you all nghe?’ Bwalya asked her. 'O are you missing the village
alreudy?

Ton all right,” Muwila repliel. T is just the dust and bumps borhering
mic.’ She rnpdly dung to the seat in front of her

“There is nothing that our govemment can do abour this read. he
seminded her,

“But ir iz the Zambian traffic which largely uses the road, isnt ir?" she

‘That is true,” Bwalya nodded in agreement. “Bur this road s the
rry of the Zairean government. They yet revenue from it, and they
supposed to maintain it propery.’ Just then, rhe bus suddenly came 10 2
t. The passengers could hear the horrible noise of the brakes, The driver
merely trying to avoid a ditch on the right side of the road, as another
icle was approaching from the opposite direction.

They had now rmavelled abour thirm-rwe kilomerres inside Zairean
wory. A van, moving at 2 very high speed, overrook the bus, leaving
L cioud of dusr in irs way. Fven rhongh he couldn’t see cleady in frone of
s, the bus driver didet slow down. Just then there was a rerrible bang,
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and the bus jerked and shook like a planc wking off. It swerved and came o
a sudden stop alang the wad. There were cries and curses from the shaken
passengers. Some had been tossed from their sears and landed on the bus
fovs, Mwila got up from under the seae where she was thrown. No ane in
the bus was hurr,

A few men came out of the bus ro sce whar had happened. They were
grected by a terrifying sight. Under the bus was a loyou Corolla, smashed
to sheets, and blood was issuing out of ir. Hepless, they stood there in sheer
horron,

*Come back o the bus!” shouted the conducton. “You have no cight o
stamcd on Faircan soal Irisa VETY SETIOSE offence.’ His 'L'.'Iil'.l'.l.i.['lg was clear

“Whar if someone is stll alive inside the car? asked one young man.

“Whawever ix there won't be recognised!” one old passenger reasoned.

‘Tt is unthinkable for ug o be in 2 bus which is seated on rop of a dead
bady or bodies, whatever the number is!

"It is parhetic,” another old man intoned.

The bus was parrially damaged in fronr, and with hodies rapped under
it, the driver failed ro move it

The passengers argued amony themselves as o which driver was in the
wrong. Under Zairean Highway Code, the bus driver was right by kecping
the righr side of the road, bur that was no permit for him ro be driving
i under x blanket of dust. In the grict thar dawned on the pasengers, hwilas
mind Hlashed back to her Geography lessons and remembered how the heart
of Zambiz was pierced by this long stresch of Zairean terrivory, “Whart an
inconvenience”” she thought, Several hundred passengers cach day had
no alternative but o pass through Zaite when rravelling from Zambia 1o
Lambia!

It was four lisurs Jarer thar the Zairean police arrived ar the scene of the
accident, They found two terribly disfigured bodies of 2 man and a young
waman in the wrecked vehicle, and since it was a very warm afternoon,
many passengers were sweating profuscly, and several men unbuuened their
shires,

Bwila felt bungry. “Would you like some fruit now, uncle?’

She agked.

‘No, thank you,” Bwalya replied. Tust go ahead.” She rook out one far
banana and slowly peeled it before she started cating, Just then, a young girl
of abour five seated in [ront of Mwilds seat started crying, 'T want a banana,
mummy. [ want a banana’™ She demanded, poinring to the shorr piece
remaining in Mwilas haned.

h-—__
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‘Hey! Where on carth shall we find 3 banana here in the bus, in the
middle of the jungle? her mother exclaimed.

Herel” Mwila ollecal, handing over one of her big bananas.

“Thank youl the guls mother appreciared. *You are a daugluer of Cod!
She turned o her dauglier, now struggling to pecl the far banana. "Say rhank
you, she reminded her.

“lank-io! the young girl echoed.

“You are welcome!” Mwila encoutaged her, “What is your name?’

“Go on!’ the girl's mother said, “Tell your aunt your name.”

My name is Mwila," the vouny pid said slowly, alter swallowing a piece
the partislly chewed banana
‘Is char her name?’ Mwila asked the girl's morcher,

“That is her name,” the woman replied.

‘0Oh! 1 am also Mwila,” she introduced herself.

‘Are youl the woman exclaimed. My name is Chuswe, I'm happy 0
et you, We rught be related.”

Bwalya joined in rheir conversation, They evenrually established thar
were distant relatives, Chuswe and her immediate relatives staved in
amlywa, another disrice in the province. She was now going to join her
band who worked in the mines ar Mufulica.

After spending a night in the bus, relief for the srranded and hungry
ngers came about midday on Tucsday. Another bus came, 1w which
all were transferred. But their plight was nor ever yer. They were 3ll
serrogated for a total of three hours at Mokambo by the inguisitive Zairean
olice and immigration officials, They left Zaire to re-cnrer Zambia, withour
e driver and bus conducror of their first bus, who were detained in custody:
Bwalyn and Mwila were busy ralking when the ricker inspector
rruptexl theme "Tuckers please,’ he shouted. It was Mwalss turn to show
. She was fumbling in her handbag, looking for the ticket amongst the
r pieces of paper.

Your ricker, sir,” the inspector wencd tw Bwalya while waiting for
wila, Bwalya handed over his ticker. It was immediarcly rerurned o him
a "Thank you.”

“Thank you. Tikets please,” the inspecror said as he walked rowards the
of the bus.

Mwila fele drowsy and rired. Her deer ached and were slighty swollen.
w had been cramped in that siting position since the previous day
spitc of this, she was fascinarcd by the beaury and size of many houses
saw in the big wwns on their way: they looked superior to the mostly
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thatched and round ones she wis accustomed o i the village, Mwila was
:i‘“il:g 'i'-'l'".'!:l lE'lt_‘!}' arr;_‘.'ﬂj. Irl“lllls 'iﬁ. 1I1I:: :rlF:;lrlI {i.t} ':ruu ]m\-‘f_‘ hﬁld S0 mu{h
abour,” Bwalya reminded.

“So this is Lusakal Mwila exclaimed exciredly, She was immediately
impressed by rhe number of brighr Lighms.

“You have hardly seen the place! Bwalya reminded.

It was abour 2230 hours when they reached the maun bus station a
Kamwala. They collected their baggage and joined a not wo long quene
for a local bus wo Chilenje South, one of the suburbs of Lusaka, some eight
kilomerres away.

Mwenyz heard 2 wiple knock on the door. "Come in,’ she said, walking
o the door. "Come in,” she invited them opening the door wide,

‘How are you, my dear!’ Bwalya grected.

'‘Oh! Bashi-Chama-father of Chama, so iv is vou!” Mwenya exclaimed.
“Welcome back!” She ok her husband's case and rhe walking stick into their
bed rocem,

‘Please, Morher, sit down,” Bwalya said, gesturing ar a chair. Mwila sar
down.

"Ch welcome, Mwila,” Mwenya grected. 'I'm glad 1o sec you.”

‘How are you and my children? Bwalya imerrupeed.

Wl we are all right,” Mwenya answered. Tt is only Mumba whe has
diarthoea. She has also been coughing for the last three days.’ Mumba was
their youngest child,

“Where is she?” Bwalya asked. “1)d you take her ro the hospiral?”®

‘She was given some tableis and some red medicine o donk,” Mwenya
replied. “She is aslecp in our bedroom.’

Why cant they give her an injections” Bwalya asked.

‘Injections are reserved for the rich,” Mwenya replied.

Many people who were not eduwcated thoupght thar the strongesc
medication was given through an injection, They couldn’t appreciace thar il
same drug could be administered eftectively by difterent routes. It was largely
tor this reason thar many people preferred consulting private doctors, who
wittingly exploited their ipnorance.

Bwalya went 1o the main bedroom, leaving Mwila and his wile dhatting
in the sitring room. Mwenya excitedly asked abour Chipoma's village, where
she also came from.,

“You must be hungry,” Mwenya reasoned. "Ler me fix you something o
eat,’ she said, standing up. Taugh in the village, she fully realised thar the
way o her hushand's heare was through his stomach and not by kisses.
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After Bwalya had salked with his wite in the kitchen, Mwila was shown
her new room. It was not hers slone; she had o share it with Kahinda,
Bwalyas twelveyear okl daughrer. The other room was for the boys, Like
her lirde sister and elder brother, Kabinda slepr early that night, but she was
woken up by the noise in the room.

“Lhe room is heanitul,” Mwila announced, [t was small and tidy with 2
spare bedd for her.

“L'his 15 home,” Bwalya said. ‘Make rhe best of it

Mwenya wenr o prepare their dinner. Mwila quickly made up her bed
and then sar on it She sutveyed the room, It was smaller than her own in
her grandparents’ two-bedroom house in Chipoma, one of the few beick
houses in the village. On second reflection, she preferred her new room in
the city largely because the floor was made of concrete and therefore dust
- would not be coming into her face when sweeping unlike her previous room.
- Ancther arrracrion was a small wooden wardrobe stuck in 2 comer, where
she neatly hung ber deesses. She thought they would no longer be wrinkled
2s they nsed o be in the suitczse ar home. She went inco the sirring room
and joined her uncle,

Atrer conking, Mwenya arranged the small dining table and chairs in one
“wurner of the sitting room.

“Would you like to come ro the rable now? The food is ready,” she invired
them, knecling down near her hushand.

‘It better be big,” Bwalva cautioned, ‘because I'm rerribly hungry.'

Dhucing cheir dinner, they talked abour their wip, especially the nasty
accident. They retired to their bedrooms immediarely afterwards,
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wilz opened her eyes and sat up. She could hardly see anything as

there wasot much light in the mwom, She stood up. drew the blue
curtaing halbway, and sat dewn on the bed, halb-asleep; she began 1o ilress
up. On the other bed, Mwils saw Kabinda’s head protruding just outside the
blanket. She realised that the young gicl was awake, a2 she smiled innocently
and watched her move round the bed.

When everyone was up, they had a breaklast of maize-meal pornidge, tes,
and 2 few slices of bread, Then Bwalya, Mwenya, Chama, and Mwila set our
for the city centre by bus. Chama was Bwalyas fisstborn.

As they approached the ciry cenre, Mwila was immediarcly impressed
by the tall buildings and the wide range of irems on display in the shop
windows. She had never seen anything like it before, and she could not
hide her awe. ‘Himm, there are so many people and so many @nl’ she said
exciredly, “You mean there are so many shops in this place?” Mwil asked
amazed by the sight. ‘1 would like to sce inside’

“I'his is only the serond-class shopping area,’ Chama reminded. “You'll
see more on Cairo Road,

I hey lnoked at many items displayed in the windows and entcrod a few
shaps as they walked rowards the firse-class uading area. They wilked on.

“I'his is Cairo Road,' Bwalya said. ‘Tr is the Main Sueer and busiest
shopping street in the whole country!

I lnoks terrific” Mwila said exciredly. ‘Tust how do they manage w
build such tall buildings? Viow can they build so high up there?” Tt was the
first rime she saw mulri-storey buildings.

43
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“There are machines such as Lifting derricks and ceanes,” Chama reglied
as his parents kept quict. Chama was technical-minded, and he hoped o
stmudy engineering at the universiry.

“Lhe whites are o clever thar they can do anything” Bwalva said,
pointing his walking stick towards the upper flows of one of the mall
buildings. “Wha thought that man could ever go o the meon!” he exclimed.

e is nonjuse because they are whites, [ad,’ Chama proesied. ‘e is the
result of science and rechnology,’ he explained, “There are intellipent Blacks
as well.”

They walked along Caiee Road for quite 4 while untl they came to
Mwaisent, a big deparrmental store,

lets go in,” Bwalya invited as they approached the main entrance.
Inude the shop. they went from one section o another, just to show Mwila
the grear variety of items rhar a big shop in the city could offer. At last, they
came ter the larest Bashions in ladies” gear,

Tick any two dresses of your choice,” Bwalya said, looking a1 Mwila.

"Me? Mwila exdlaimed, uncermain of the offer.,

“Today is your special day,’ Bwalya replied.

By the rime they left the shop, Twalya and his wile had bought two
mew dresses, two blouses, some underclothing, and a1 pair of black shocs
tor Mwila, who was obviously thrilled. The thought of the nice presents
all ar once and the tecling of being in the counuy’s most glamorons ciry
mpletely overwhelmed rhe young lady. She smiled broadly and even forgor
1o thank the couple. Bwalya and his wife were, however, aware of Muwila’s
ernent.

They continued their sighrsecing and walked along Church Roud,
assing through many places of importance in the contral part of the Gy Ar
the H:gh Court buildings, Mwila saow the two statues of Lhons guarding the
nain entrance. From a distance, the lions looked real and [rightening.

They went to other places of interest and were prenty exhausied and
by 15.00 hours,

O their way back home, they went to a marker, and again Mwila was
azed ar the grear variery of food wtems on display. There was nothing
ke it even in Mansa, which until that day had been her dream wwn. They
ought some foodstulls, and Mwila obseeved that the prices in the city were
y much higher. She also notced thar unlike the village, people in the
bapiral ciry did not haggle abour the prices except for a few whao were nut
encouraged. With a much higher demand in the ciry, vendors wok on an
srtitnde of tke it or leave i,
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“What a place” Muwila sighed us they eventually reached home. 'l never
dreamt it would be like this. The city looks so vast. There are so many
people and cars on the roads.” This was po doubr the most dhrilling day in
Muwilas life, and she had enjoyed every minute of it. She was very cheerful
the following few days. She wrore 2 letrer 1o Mumbi describing her first
impressions ol the capital ciry.

It was 2 Wednesday moming, and Mwila was busy cooking in the small
Kirchen when there was 2 knock at the door. *Come in,' Mwenya invited,
a5 she went o answer it A tall, slim young man was standing there, and
Muwenya was cermain that she had never seen him before, Standing in the
dnorway, she hesizated o let him in. s this Bwalyds house?” the stranger
asked in Myanja.

“Yes, this is the one,” Mwenya answered. ‘And Tm has wite. Can 1 help
you?”

T, bpulking for Mwila,” he replied. ‘Daoesn’t she sy here?”

‘Please come in, she said, opening the door wide, She showed him to a
chair

‘Muwila,” Mwenya called, “You have a visitor.” Mwila joined them in the
sitting room and sar next 1o Mwenya. She loolied ar the bespeciacled young
man but failed o recognise him, He gazed back ar her. “Who are you?” her
look scemed o be asking,

‘P’m Marhew Phiri, he introduced himselt. Tm the fend of ..

‘0! [low are you?' Mwila interrupred. T have heard so much abour you
fom oy brodher. Aun,” Mwila called, rurning o Mwenya, “this is the kind
young man | told you abour. The one who informed us about Kasongo
illness.”

‘Can 1 affer you something to drink?’ Mwila asked. ‘Orange or Coca
Cola?

‘Coke, plese,’ be accepred, She sood up and went inta the kitchen, She
brought him Coea Cola in a glass and gave it o him.

"See you later, Mwenya said, standing up, certain thar there was no
problem, She lelt them alone and went 1o the lirchen.

‘I was thinking ol coming 10 see you one day, and thank you for being w0
nice (o my brother during his illness,” Mwila said. "But T heard that you were
on holiday.”
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Wes, 1 owas on holiday in Lundia,' Phini replied. *I retuened only
tercay.
Thid you have a good holiday?* Mwila asked.
‘L had a good time. thank you,' he replied hesitantly. *But rwe weeks agn,
v old man left us, and we pant him to resc”
"I'm so sorry,” she symparhised. “What happened?” Phiri then explained
desail how his old facher hud suffered from asthma which abways became
in the rainy season and during the winter %And how did you
out my address?” Mwila asked, changing the subject.
*Un my renmn, | found a lecrer {eom Kasongo, in which he informed me
you being here” He sighed. "Since T have heard so much ahout you from
im, I couldnt wait to sec you, Here | am.”
They looked ar each other and smiled simultancousdy.
If you don't mind, T would like to ask you about my brother's illness,
e said calmly
“You are most weleome,' be answered. sk anything. 1 I know it, Ul cell
11
~ “First,” she said, *how did ir really scart? I know you menrioned in yous
1 thar he was causing rrouble, but what acrually happened? The family
idn't want o ask my brother sbour it since it mighe have irrirared him and
ides, he might nor have remembered much,’
‘1 don't mind elling you everything | know,” Phiri said, sipping a: his
a Cola. “Bur you may not like some of ir”
T rhink someone in the family should know,” Mwila replied leverly.
I think o wo,” Phiri agreed. *Bur T should warmn vou it is X-cerrificare

You should know from my brother it U'm over rwenmy-one! she
el
They laughed.
T all staceed on 2 Monday,” Phit said. *Kasongo had his orals,
“Whar do you mean by orals?” Mwila interrupred.
‘He had to defend his Ph.IY, thesis,” he explained.
Tace,” Mwila nodded,
“Lhen later thar day, he was informed by his professor thar e was
snsuccessful. The commirree recommended him for 3 Masters' degree
sread.”
“But e has a Masters already!” Mwila cxclaimed.
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‘[ think that was one of the problems,” Phiri agrecd. "It meam that all the
four vears he had spent on research was wasred. Kasongo was prepared to do
more cesearch in order ro improve his thesis, but he was denied thar chance,”

‘Hew terrible” Mwila intoned.

“Thar evening, Kasongo insisted thar we go 10 2 bar in the city cenure,’
Phiti continued. "He lovked ewited in spire of his results, which was
uncharacteristic of him.’

“How can one go o a bar afeer failing onc’s cxaminarions?” she asked.

1 rried o talk him our of i) Phiri explained. TBur he wouldn't listen.
He insisted that he wanted 1o deown his sorews, | finally agreed since
somerimes it helps to get the problem off onc’s chest rather than brood over
11.

Miwila nodded.

‘Ar Stanley Bar, my friend was unusually 1alkative, He was extremely
rude o the waiter, and they were quarzelling when the bar owner, 2 whire
man, intervenssl. Kasongo was huming, and he hit the wairer and insulied
the bar owner by calling him 2 racst pig.

*Oh no!” Mwila exclaimed.

'1 pleaded with them not 1o call the police,’ Phini siid. ‘And luckily, | was
ahle to persuade Kasongo 1o leave the premises. | hired a taxi, and we lett
‘.?El'..fll

‘] hope you didn go 1o another bar,” Mwila remarkod jokingly.

‘N we wenr back o the campus, Phin explained “Now, whiar
happens?’ he paused, reflecting back. Ah, yes! Somehow be lefr bis wom
andl wene to Ocrober 24, which is a residence for girls.

Mwila was listeming.

 anderaand e made 5 lor of nows thers, shouring and banging on
duwrs uatl he was challenged by sume male students who thought that he
was drunk, There was a seuffle.”

“What 3 shame” Muwila sighed. ‘But I thoughr you sud that the hall =
tor gitl siudents,” she remminded bim.

“Vis. But boys are often there secing, girlfriends.” Phiri answered, Anyway
security puards intervened and wok him back 1o his room. On Toesday, be
hecame worse, shouting and insulting cvery white man he came across b
manding him 2 racist.

| just cant undersiand i) Muwila interrupred. "Kasongo 1 the o
person in my family who lad always preached harmony among races.
fact, my Farher used 1o suspect Jiat he would one day marry 2 white girl. Jo
what got inu him?” she asked sighing.
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Tt didn't Stop there,” Phari continued, avoiding et question. "He even
lred rwe lictle gir]s wl 1““1-'-{1‘:"-{ at him.'
Are you sure there was no cxageeration?” Mwila asked. ‘In his condition

e, conld be really appeeciate thae people were laughing a bim for instance
ind cake offence?’

‘1 think he could,” Phin replied.

‘At rimes he laughed and smiled and sounded sensible and intelligent,

Buoting extracts from his thesis and also praising and defending socialism,

sc then suddenly he would turn incoherent, sough, or even confused.”

I see,” Mwila accepred. ‘And the girls? Were they hurt?’

“0th yes. T wag coming o that. Kasongo had lowered his tcousers, and che

pris burst our langhing ar rhe unusual entertainmenr .,

L Mwila ol @ deep breath, and Phiri looked up at her dejected tace,

iall 1 po on?” he asked.

T'm somry,' she apologised. Please conrinue,”

L "Well, one of the girls lost a wotl, but the police arrived immediaely

frerwards.” He paused. “They thought he was mentally ill and took him ro

“asylum”)

‘Lo you think it had anything to do with his vrals?’ she asked.

T definitely do,” Phiri answered confidently, “In those two days, he was
crinical of the foreign influcnce in our educational system, Tn particular,

detested the idea ol vur university calling an exiernal from Ouxford or

ambridge instead of one from another African university: e definitely

rht that he bad been vierimised by a biased “all white examinarion

mmireee.” And the psychiaurists did suspect thar the roor cause of his

woblem was academic.”

Mwila nodded.

They were joined by Mwenya, and they changed the topic. They ralked

out violenoe in the dty. Armed obberies were on the increase, and many

gople lived in fear, Phin was asked o stay for lunch, which be accepred. He

it Jarer in the alternoon.
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Ir was six months since Mwila had arrived in Lusaka, and it was now clear
that she could not find a place ac any school in the capiral. Many schools
had students seeking places on their long waiting lists, bur without an oflicial
rransfer letter from her former school, Mwila did nor even qualify o have
her name on them. Bwalya was annoyed with himself for having not thoughr
about this.

At first, Mwila cnjoyed sraying at home with Mwenya and helping her
with housekeeping duties. As time wenr by, however, Mwenya changed
her atritude and behaviour; she would go o the market or the beer ball
for a quick drink or to see the neighbours. There she wonld stay [or hours
on end and come back enly in dme for her hushand to find her ar home
an his return from work. Meanwhile, Mwila was experted to look afrer
the children, dean the house, and cook the meals. When Bwalya gave
compliments for cooking or ceaning the house, Mwenya happily acvepled
all the credir for a job well done, bur if something went wrong, Mwenya
would not hesitare ™ point our chat Mwila was to blame, Mwila never
complained, and therefore, Bwalya did nor come w loow the truth.

Cme Saturday morning, Mwila was sent o the local grocery shop, With
her left hand laden with a hasket full of groceries, she unsreadily reached for
a tin of peas on wyp of 2 pike with her right hand. The tns staced 0 rattle
and shake. Onc by one, they numbled down falling against Mwilas chest and
some on 1o the foor Just then there was a giggle hehind her, and a voice
said, “Ddear me, what have you done? Here, let me help you'.

The rescucr was Musonda, She worked as 2 secretary lor 2 hrm of
solivitors. The girls soon bewame close ftiends and used o go our into the
city wogether for shopping and o e movies. Vor Mwila, irwas a wanderful
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change. She could an lase get away from the goom and restricion of the
house 1o have some fun with Musonda and other young girls,

Omne Friday night, Musenda asked, "Would vou like o o 11 & parry?

Twould love to come,” Mwils answered. "Bur mavbe |,

Musonda interrupred her. 1 shall ask your uncle on your behalf)’ she
said. Mwila nodded.

Musonda expluned ro Bwalya thar it was her friend's lburthday paiy in
Woudlands and rhat she had invited Mwila o see how parrics were orzaniscd
n the city. Woodlands was the fiest low-density sesidence of the capital ciry
20 be built. Ir is in this area that State House is sicuated, and most of the Laigr
shots in the ciry lived there ar the rime. Bwalya had no objections, excepr
thar the pirls had o come back by midnight,

Abour one hour later, the gitls were ready and were on their way 1o the
parry. Mwila was wearing a medium-lengrh plain green dress and a black prair
of shoes, all hought for her by Undle Bwalya six months before, On the orhes
hand, Musenda was dressed in tight red jeans with a matching red blouse
and ced high-hecled pointed hoots. Mwila noticed the obvious contrast in
their clothes and was somewhar uneasy. She, however, aiepted char she was
trom the village and new in the musdern and Fashiogalile capital ciry.

T must admir T have never arrended whar you might call a ciry party
before,” Mwila said. “What should T expect?”

For a moment, Musonda did not answer her, and then she said, “Well,
there is music, things o cat, drinks, and many bovs and girls, You'll see
BOOTL
I's only that I'm nor sure of whar 1o do.” confessed Mwila, '] wintldn'|
to let you down,'

[hon't worry,” Musonda assured her, ‘It will be all right,”

Several caes were patked on either side of the road. There were many
le inside this house on Indepencdence Avenue, the best residential area
the comntry at che tme. The room was already heared up, music was
playing loudly, and several couples were on the floaor doing their danding
ing, Chther guests were either seared o standing. Many were drinking and
tng loudly and merrily.

The girls were oftered drinks. Musonda, like many young sicls ar the
¥, cagerly took gin and ronic or some other alcoholic drink, Mwila in
ite of Musonda’s persuasion insisted on mbing coke,

You mean, here even mature adults mingle with youngsters?” Mwila
sked in toral dishelicf of her ohservarions,
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“This is city life,” Musonda explained. “You can go anywhere you like as
long as you can attord it.”

“Yes!" Mwila exclaimed, opening her eyes in increduling.

I facr, Musonda went on, ‘most of these old men in here are wealthy.
“They are very generous with moncey and giits. We call them sugar daddies!

‘T you call their wives sugar mummics then?” Mwila acked blundly.

‘Mol Musonda protested. A sugar mummy s a wealthy woman who
provides goodies for a male friend. sorr of reversing the role of a sugar
daddy”

Borh girls were asked to dance ar the same tme and were jiving with
rwo young men. At the end of the song, the boys exchanged rheir newly
acquired partners as a rhumba starved playing. The girls were beginning 1o
enjoy themselves.

Mwila was sober when the two girs left the party in order 10 meet
Bwalya's midnight tme limit. She was, however, happy to have been 1o a
Lusaka party and o have mer many of Musonda’s acquainmances.

Althangh Mwila was a very honest and courreous girl who was naturally
ready 1o leamn from new situations, her ignomance of the city parties
enrerrained some scepticism, Apparcnrly the Sisrers ar school talled abour
meerings of a similar nature in a refigious context, but now the host of cars,
cxotic lothes worn by both boys and girls, and a lavish supply of drinks.
There were all sorws of goodies roo, which even in those days were hard to
come by, For a while, Mwila went inte a twilight state, torally disoriented in
space. Things were becoming contused with the biblical heaven Sister Mary
used 1o sing so much abour ar school.

The following day, Mwenya reassured her thar the semén wssions ar
home weren't any different. But she sl gave her a snong word of caution.
“No booze!” she said. “These party fellas are only our for one thing, 1w entice
voung and innocent girls, Enjoy the ooasion, but, be alert and keep your
somposure,’ she emphasised, Mwila nodded.

Ar another party at another house in Woodlands, Musonda and Mwrila
had just arrived and both were drinking Cinzane. With Musondas influence,
Mwila had come to believe thar many young giels wok alcohol just ro be
sociable, She had theretore quickly graduared into the ciny's hooring elite,

An eldecly bur smartly dressed bald-headed gentleman walked seraighe
up to Musonda, He was rall and carried 15 pot belly happily.

‘Remember me? he asked, smiling broadly.

Yes, of course,’” Musonda answered.
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How are youl” he asked.
T super!” Musonda replied.
Fho is this beaury with you? he paused. “Would you care to . ., 7
B come with me,” Musonds unterruptod, walking wwards Mwila.
B s Mwila, my best friend,” Musonda inrroduced Ter, holdi ng
phand. ‘And Mwila, this Mr . '
Il me Kangwa!” he ntermpned.
- He is the Under Seerctary in the Ministy of Science and Technology,
ssonda confirmed.
L am glad ro meer you, Mwila” Kangwa said with a radiant smile,
b S0 am 1" Mwila replied shyly.
“Mwila, would you care for a dance? Kangwa asked wasting no time,
PCerrainly,” Mwila answered, They moved of] together 1n a corner, near
record player.
ey danced well and a number of people stopped talking and watched

Sfter the second shumby ended, they stood against the wall warching the

Have you srayed in Lusaka tor long?” Kangwa asked.

Mo, Mwila answered, “just about nine monrhs now,”

ar’s a long ime,” Kangwa said, “Where have you heen hiding then?”
don't go out much, sir,” Mwila answered 1o Kangwa's embarrassment.
cy talked for a while and rhen Kangwa broughr some drinks across o

ow about some fresh air?” Kangwa asked, his cyes meving down her
::,.. o her rounded and pointed breasts.

dwila did not know what 1w say, bur she eventually shrupged her
ders as she said, 'T like it in here if you do’t mind”

£ is v all righr,” Kangwa assured her,

Bangwa, like most of the big chaps who would readily qualify as sugzar
s, was quick o wy and entice this naive-looking, but attractive beaury,
salised char a E;Lrl fresh from the "«"I.L[d.]:';t: was a hard nur o 1.'.|:'.:|-|."||c:, lsur thar
$she crumbled: she would be the most vulnerable prey. He really was o
press, and he did so to the annoyance of the school leavers, He talked
= his busy schedule with the forthcoming national Developmenrt Plan
whour the new premises of his ministry headquarters. He mentioned
thing possible in the shore time and how close he was to the ministers,
dlly, he ralked abour how he would love Mwila to be in his company
2Y'S.
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T'he young men in the pacty who knew boss Kangwa regarded him as
hig-city bluffer, who grossly abused his position 1o chear and exploit young,
witls, whom they also fancied. They had just learne of then GO results
and thought this would have been meore imeresing conversation for Muwila.
Howiver, Musonda and Mwila were assured of a free ride back home that
late evening, and if they so wanted, a longer one 10 Munda Wanga Botanical
Crardens the following Saturday alwemoon.

Ar abour 00.45 hows, Kangwa gave the two girls a lifr in his automatic
Mercedes Bene, Musonda was conveniently dropped tirst. Then Kangwa
stapped in front of Bwalyas house, and they talked in the car for a
shore while, but Mwila was getting concerned as she realised it was past
midniglit.

"If you need help when you are looking [or a job or when you are in any
kind of trouble, do nor hesitate to conmacr me,” Kangwa olfered.

There was silence.

“You look prerry young and innocent.” Kangwa continued. v would be a
pleasure ro help you. No srrings amrached of course,” he assired.

“Thank vou very much for the lifi,” Mwila said. opening the «ar door, 'Tr
was a pleasire meeting you.”

“Tust a minute, Kangwa said, putting his right hand in the pocker of his
jacket. He reached tor his business cand,

‘Tere,” Kangwa said, his nghe arm fully exiended.

“ILiis is my address,” he emphasised. “You can come to my office any
fime, or you cian give me a ring he said as Mwila collecred the card and pun
it in hiez handbag wirhout looking at .

‘Fye-bye,” Kangwa said tomanrically.

‘Goodnight, si?” Mwila replied as she walked away before he started the
CaIgc.

Muwila opened the front door with a spare key and then tproed wo her
bedroom. She pur on the side famp, opened her bag, and wok out the card
It read:

James Karmgro Chanmtenads,

I Ddor Serretary

Minicery af Science and Techmolagy,
02 fox RUWT 124

T unada

Teb: 76021 Ixt. 2
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She put the card back in hor bag, ' don’ think [ shall ever find any need
it,” she said 1o hewsell, She almost threw it away.

1he following day, Kangwa was the subject of the gicls’ conversation,

It seems to me thar Kangwa lancies you,” Musonda suggested, *He is
sch, and he has class. You are lucky'

What am 1 lucky for? Mwils complained.

‘He is 100 old tor me and already matied,” she said. *Just where in his
can | lit in?*

Tou wair and see. Kangwa would be a perfecr sugar daddy,” Musonda
adviseel, "He would give you money, expensive presents, and can even fingd
a good job, she added.

‘How abour his wife! Mwila asked, “Whar if she found our?”

As long as he pives you what you want, whar the young boys cant
ord, you would be 2 very happy girl, and his wife is his own business” she
ressed.

Mwila loaked ar Musonda withour saying a word.

I tan assure you,” Musonda emphasised, the best man for you right now
a sugar daddy. He'll give you evenything you need: Money, clothes . . |
wihing at all,

"Really!” Mwila cxclaimed. She langhed. “Is this some kind of a joke?”
Tm nor joking.” Musonda replied. She sounded serious, ‘T swear, They
Very gencroust

“You sound so certain!” Muwila exclaimed. “Now tell me. Have you cver

d a sugar daddy yoursd '

O eounse [ have! Musonds replicd, promptly. “Iid you think 1 was
wising? Mof I'm speaking from experience.”

You mean, be el ... 7

Yes!' Musonda agreed, interrupting, ‘It was oves!” She ook some hreatly
and sighed it out. 'Nol He left mel’

T sorey,” Mwila said, “Tell me whar happened il you don’t mind. FHow
ir ened#’

Musonda explained how she had mer her sugar daddy ar a party one
ight “and how cheir friendship had quickly developed and (ourished.
he sugar daddy had lavishly furnished her flat. He had bought wall o
| carpets, a television ser, and 2 double bed. Tz also bought her several
sses and many pairs of shoes and constaraly showered her with expensive
nts. He had really squandered his money and artention on her.

Muwila listened attentively.
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‘In short, we had a very pood fime twogeter here in Lusaka and
sometimes in other pares of the country as well,” Musonda went on. "Then
one night, T was with another man in the flar, We were fast asleep when the
sugar daddy surprised us! | can's forget thae night,” She sighed.

“You mean you didn’t lock the doors?” Mwila asked.

“We did,’ Musonda replied. ‘He used his spare key. Bur I never expested
him that nighs. He had gone on a trip.

“Then what exactly happened thar night?” Muwila asked anxiously,

*He shouted and insulted ws. He ser on the younger man and har him
repearedly with an iron bar. Lhere was a pool of blood on the bed. Lhac is
how it ended,” Musonda said, “in 2 pool of Llowd!

“But thar was 2 savage arrack!” Muwila exclaimed. "Didn’t the younger man
file tor assault?”

‘He was going 1o, Musonda replied. "bur they discovered thar both of
them came from neighbouring villages in Choma districn”

0o whar? Muwila asked emotionally. 1 think it s right thar such
olTenders are punished!

‘Besides Leing macried, borh had very senior positions in the
movernment. The publicity would have mained them,” Musonda said.

‘And did he apalogies later or try to make it up with yous” Mwila asked.

‘He dider, Musonda answersd. ‘Bur the following day, he sent a
removal truck, They swept the fat. They ceared ir of everything he had
bought for me.”

‘O no!” Mwila exclaimed. “You mean he lefi your flar bare?”

“Bare like a squash cours” Musonda agreed nodding, ‘And worst of 4l
the same day, the furnirure and all irems from my flat were deliversd into
another gird’s far, That anneyed me more.”

‘ind that girl, could she be a relarive?’ Mwila asked.

‘No. She was another ginlfricnd!” Musonda replied. T used 1o suspec,
but I had no evidence. Now, everyone knows.”

“That was a remible expericnce!’ Mwila exclaimed, sighing, "May be
that is all the teason why young girls should nor risk their [uture with suga
daddies.” She supgested.

They stared ar cach wiher, and they smiled simultaneously. "Bur, in spite
of my personal misformune, the sugar daddies are the best by far” Musonds
insisted. “They have the goodics and are very generous, The young mes
are exactly the stark opposite. They expecr money and presenes from thes
gitlfriends instead. They have nothing to offer, cxcept empty promises
margiage.
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Are you really sure abour thar?” Mwila challenged.
Tm serious” Musonda retorted. “Most voung men, especially in he
ics, will promige you the sun when they cant even rouch the moon for

Mwila laughed. It reminded her of her mother: she had similar vicws
ut young men. The girds were interrupted by Chama who came w call
Wiwila for dinner. However, for the rest of thar night Mwila thoughe abou
nice drinks, a variety of foods, the boys and Kangwa's oflers, though
had a natural aversion w older men. To her, Kangwa was just another
1sunka, bur this time in a Benz and the means to find her a job, A living
Mwila totally obliged ro Kangwa for a life? Not a bad idea if Eangwa
nt 1o help her honestly, bur Kangwa was nor a man runnming a Cheshire
lor charty. His real intentions were plaving rigtht from the ourser?
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. —————

t was a Priday, and Mwila and her fricnd had armanged to go w warch a
film that night. She burried w Musondas fa

‘How was your day ar the otfice?” Mwila asked as she entered Musonda's
flar, after knocking,

O, s, 50, Musonda answered, sounding uncermin, “My boss is away
on a business trip, so [ had a lazy day.

“Business trip, where did he go?' Mwila asked, showing keen interest.

‘He went to Fast Africa, and he wont be back until next weckend,’
Musonda explained.

'Nocs that mean you won't have much ro do next week?” Mwila asloed.

“Mot really,” Musonda replied. ‘T be working for one of the partners in
the firm.”

The girls lefr the flat and were hurriedly walking towards the bus stap
when a whire Peugeot 504 suddenly stoppud a few metres in front of them,
Wwila looked at Musonda,

“Ihere is still plenty of rime before the flm starts,” Mwila whispered.
“I'm sure we can cat s a bus into wwn.”

Musonda did not answer as they wallied on up ro the car The driver of
the car, a rall handsome man, came out and showred, "How [ar are you going,
girls” He wok off his dark sunglasses, which he olwiously didnt need us it
was gering dark already.

‘st into town, Musonda replied calmly.

“We are going yous way, and for sure we can give you a lift," the drives
offered.

MMusonda whispered somerthing o Mwila, alier which she said, “Thank
you, it 15 very kimd of you.”

G2
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The girls entered the car which then somed off ar a very high speed.
My name is Bwanga,’ the driver introdyced himself, slowing down a hir,
sl 1 muse say T happy to meet beantiful girls for the first rime today”
be girls exchanged glinces and smiled. “What are your names, girls?’
w3 ma asked bluntly.

My name is Musonds, and my friend is Mwila,” Musonda replicd,
oking at Bwanga, ‘And whar are the names of vour friends? she asked.

‘Ol yes, 1 was coming to thar,” Bwanga replied. “This is Ngoma, and
= is Mwanza. Both are my good pals,” he concluded, firmly pressing on
accelerator. The car was moving very fast, bur he controlled it smouthily

- 10 the delight of the two girls who were obviously impressed with his
ecling of the machine,

Mwanzs was asking rthe gels abour what they did lor 2 living when
vanga rudely interrupted, “"Where exactly in rown shall 1 drop you?”
Anywhere along Cairo Road.” Mwila replied. “But maybe ncar the
atrcth Clentury Cinema would be better”
‘Do you mean you are going o watch 0072 Bwanga asked, sighing, ‘I
n lames Boned,”
“Yes,” Musonda replicd. "Have you seen it
What a coincidence!” Bwanga exclaimed, “We are als going to warch
same: film. My [riends and T adore 007, We never miss his movies,
The boys had warched the Blm the previous nighe and had been on their
=y o a bar when they mer the gids. If given the chance, Mwanza would
frtainly have preferred to proceed 1o the bar 10 quench his dey cheoar, bu
kepr quict in order not 1o spoil things for his friend Bwanga, who didnt
ve  repuranion as 3 fast carcher for nothing. Bwanga was also proud and
scastic, Withour any arguments, the girls agreed o warch the film together
gtk the thice ol S rAngeTs.
They warched Yau Oudy Live Thrice starring Sean Connery ws fames Bond,
T is your Tucky day” Bwanga said as they were leaving the Twentieth
entucy Cinema. "We shall take you ack home” Tt was obvious thas
wanga paid more attenrion ro the rall, dark-haired Mwila, as they drove
Bk o Chilenje South. He complemenied her in the presence of the others,
su have such lovely large brown eyes. They shine like a mgning star.
dwila looked ar him serutinisingly; he was handsome even with his red CYes.
at is how the friendship started between Mwila and Bwanga.
Wirhin rwo weeks of their meeting, the friendship between them was
fossoming in spire of the fact that they hardly knew each other, Mwila was
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encouraged by Musonda ot to pesist the advances of the sweesalking and

boastful Bwanga.

‘Afver all” she would argue. ‘it was fashion in the ay for girls o have
boytricnds and/or sugar daddies.”

Bwanga and Mwila useed 1o meer ar Musonda's far, and from there, they
would drive to Bwangas flar. Bwalya and his family knew nothing alwour
Bwanga; his relarionship with Mwila remained a Josely guarded secret

betwern the 1wo girls.
The girls were in Musondas flat one eveming when Bwanga entered

withour knocking.

“What a surprise!’ Musonda exclaimed. “We didnt even hear your
footsteps.”

‘M walks like 2 chameleon,’ Mwila joked.

‘] wanred to rake you by surprise,” Bwanga said, depositing himself on
the sofa beween the two pirls,

“You arc making us uncomforable,” Mwila protestod.

‘He's making me warm! Musonda angued.

You are a nice gicl, Musonda,” Bwanga saiel, parting her shoulder.

“Flow was your day, gisls?” Bwanga asked, changing the subject.

My day was rarher boring,’ Musonda answered.

‘Mine was rather quiet, Mwila replied. She strerched her arms and

yawnod.

“We didn’t know you were calling ronight,” Mwila said. “Fave you run
out of your ambitious programmes today?

‘I didn't want to warn you,” Bwanga replied.

“Why?" Musonda asked huarriedly.

“lo soc what you are up to when you are on your own, he replicd
cymically.

“You mean you do not trust us?’ Mwila asked, gerting slightly emotional

Women should be loved,” Bwanga said casually, hur not rrusted!

‘I Iow can you love someone you dont rrust? Musonda protested.

‘It is not nice o say such things,” Muwila agreed, ‘Tf it 15 2 joke, i is
brael rasec!”

Uome on, gitls, dont get excited for nothing,’ Bwanga said. 'L came |
in good faith and nor for a confronration.’

i gazed at both giels.

‘Hey, it’s nor like you to throw in the towel so quickly, Musonda

reasingly. “Tell us whar's upd’
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 You know Lean't always make appoiniments,” Bwanga argued. "It is not
in our culture.” He sighed. ‘1 came over to rake both of you girls out wnighr,”
e continued confidencly, “We shall go o the drive-in cinema for a change'
“Thar sounds nice!” Mwila said. ‘The girls fooked at cach other and
smiled simultaneously.
“Where did you leave my Ngoma? Musonda asked jokingly. “T'll ber he
sn't coming with us tonight”
“OF course, he is," Bwanga answered. 'Ic is dying 10 see you, and we
ghall pick him up on our way. | don like 1o be surnumbered in any case.
~ 1 hope we won't find him alreacdy dead!” Musonda joked.
T bet your Liss of life can revive a 1wo-day-old corpsel’ Bwanga joled
k.
They all laughed.
Musonda and Ngoma had become casual [riends. Theirs was much more
 pairing of comvenience, and rhey didn't meer as often as Bwanga and Mwila
Mwilz and Musondz entered the bedroam o change their cloties and
ready. Withour the knowledpe of the Bwalya and his wife, Mwila had
ranslerred a fow of her dothes 1o Musonda's Har. This was for convenience
o that Lhey would nor know every rime she went our,
Bwainga was smoking a vigarerte when the girls reappeared. He pur it ou
threw it in the ashuay.
You loek ravishing. T could swallow you rght now!” Bwanga said,
bolding Mwila’s hand.
- "Thank you,” Mwila accepred the complinent hearrily. "FHow about me?”
Musonda challenged. ‘How do I ook in my new skin®
 You ool alluring moal” Bwanga said (aneringly. Tn Face, 1 feel like |
m take both of you on at the same tme” Mwila and Musonda cxchanged
fances and were laughing when Bwanga called our re Muwila, ‘Honey, your
P 15 showing, Come; let me pull i up for you,”
hank you,” Mwila replied, *I shall manage.’ She pulled the shouldes
grap of her petticoat so that it wouldn't show below the hem.
| Adier collecring Ngoma, they joined the southbound road, which passed
W the Lido Drive-In Cinema. It was the only drive in cinema in the capital.
The car was running ar about 120 kph when Neoma remarked, *Not again!’
here was along queue of cars in front of them on the road,
“Lhese gendarmes always choose the wrong time for their stupid road
pocks,” Bwanpa said angrily.
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There were four uniformed policemen at the road block, two ol them
armed with ausomaric rifles. They were checking driving licences and defects
on the cars. Any car found with major dJefeets or considered not mad-worthy
were impounded, Such cars could only be collecred from a police stasion in
the city after payment of a fine. Soon, it was their tumm © be checked.

“Your driving licence, sir,’ the poliveman said polirely.

He was fat and strongly built.

I left it at home,” Bwanga replied. ‘I7 is not a law to carry rhem arouwnd.”

The police officer put down something in lis norchook,

“Your hom? Your wipers?” Bwanga vomplied.

“Pur your car in neutral and apply your handbrakes,” the policeman
commanded,

“Two police ollicers went behind the car and tried hard o push ir. The
car did nor move confirming that the handbrakes were okay.

‘Can | open your boot?” a thin, tall policeman requested polirely.

‘%o you think I'm carrying explosives?’ Dwanga asked, mockingly.
Musonda and Ngoma laughed.

Tust give him the keys, Muwila advised frowning. ‘And let him do his
ol

When rhe police had finished with chem, the far oflicer caidd, “Mexr mme,
mister, do carry your driving licence with you and don’t try 10 be 1oo smart
or clse you will be derained. You understand?’

Yo, Officer! it was Neoma whe answered, and not the driver,

They Lad been ar the 1ol hlock tor about rwenty minutes, and rhe
film was almost starting, They drove throngh the entrance of the docma
and bought their tickes. They enjoyed the film. They were happy and in an
cxuberant mood when it ended.

It was a hot Friday afternoon, even with the wind biowing stronghy.
Bweanga did not report for dury thar day. He had given a false excuse that
he was ill and was going to the hospital. Te floundered restlessly on his bed.
Many thoughts crossed his mind He wondered why Muwila had not shown
up yet, Tt was 16,30 hours, but they had arranged that she would come ar
1400 hours.

There was a faint koock at the doos. e sat up in bed and shoured,
Whe is 1t
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The door opencd funlier, and he could sce ber face, Her voice was soli

s low as she closed the door behind her. 'l thoughs you might have given

pon me, [ was delayed ar home by Auntie)

Welcome, honey,” ﬁwnuga sad, beaming, "Caee! You are dressed o kill?

“Thank you,” she replied.

“Whar have you done today?’ she asked, putting her handbag on wp of

dressing rable,

‘Nothing much,” he said. °I prepared and had my lunch. Since then 1

been waiting for your, Tt was a long wair.”

Really? she exclaimed. “Tm sorry 1'm late.” She sar down on the bed

mde Bwanga, who took a cigarette from the packer on top of the drawess,

e pur the cigaretee in his mourh and lie it

They sat there in silence for a while, and then be broke the ice and said;
lere, Mwila, you are the only love in the world thar T care abour. Bur

a1 look so tensed, as il you were with a complete stranger. Don you truse

b “You know T do,” Mwila answered, “Otherwise 1 wouldn't be here with

alone.’

- "That I know and appreciate,” he said, ‘but I would be happicr i you felt

and relaxed”

Bwanga stood up and walked into the kirchen, Fle brought a chilled

wele of Cinzano from the small refrigerator. He expertly poured the drink

two glasses and gave her one, “‘Cheers,” he said, raising his glass,

‘Cheers,” she replied as cheir glasses dlicked. They sar there drinking and
ing.

. She pur her hands down and seared at him. He could dearly see the

ine of her prevry face. ‘Darling,’ he said holding her hand, ‘you are the
beautilul giel 1 have ever known.”

HHe sighed.

“Thank you,” Mwila said. ‘But you may only be flatrering me or are you
‘Flattery?” he laughed. "Oh nol 1 don't flarcer girls. T el them exactly

e | Feel and whan 1 wan,'

“Then whar do you want from me?” she asked incelligently.

T nced you and will wane you foreves,” he said engagingly, as their cves met.

‘I don't understand.” she arpued. “Whar do you mean?”

‘1 love you so much. 1 would like 1o marry you, honey,” he said.

They looked ar each other again and laughed, holding hands, Suddenly,

e broke Lold of his hand. “Why do vou love me?’ she demanded.
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| Terve you because you are so beautilul, cheerful, understanding, and
wonderful company,’ he said confidently as if he had rehearsed it sevesal
100LCS,

‘It is mice to hear thar,” she said. "But I guess you say so 1o all the witls
weal mest.”

‘Just have faith and be patient. Then Tl show you thar | mean every
word 1 zaid,” he replied assuringly.

He held both her hands and pulled her gently towards himsell, His lips
met hers—they were medium-sized and well-shaped, and before she realised
what was happening, they were kissing fervently.

“You are sweer, honey, he complimented. He Jassed her lighrly on her
furehead, then on either side of her nevk before cheir lips met again, and they
kissed passionately.

“Please, Bwanga, dont,’ she pleaded as he wied 10 undo her zip. Lont
spoil sucl a nice day?

‘Are you scarcd of me?” he asked moc kingly.

‘Mo, she answered. ‘Fxcept [ don’t want to do anything fralish.”

Just truse me, he said. ‘T won’t do anyihing against your will. Lers just
have some fun.’ He kissed her hand and held her right.

‘[0 you love me?' he ashed.

Yes, 1 du,” she replied.

He squeezed her further. He realised that she was rrembling. Then
suddenly, she lost her resisrance and was clinging 1o him; their lips remained
inseparable. Her body was reemabling as their young hearrs duobbed in
LS.

‘Uhey stared at each other in the semi-darkness. They were complerely
lost in their own small word, and withour realising i, hoth of them were
scized and canght in a torrent of desire, and only with their devils their
guides, they plunged into the fiery pleasure of their small hells, And hell 1t
ws!

Bwanga woke up and glanced ar the window. The time was 2030 hours.
He rhen turned o look ar Mwila, who was still lying on the bed with her
eyes closed. He wouched her geny.

She pushed her arm away. Tler eyes were suddenly open; tcams were
running down from them.

“What's wiong? he asked. "Lid 1 hurt you?”

She shook her head.

He rried to comfort her but with noe success. She gor out of bed in 2
guick moton. Her hair was undone, bur her bilak shiny body looked very
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ey, She picked up her dothes, She was sull sobbing as she stood there
sessang up. Using a small mirror from her handbag, she combed her hair
By quickly.

| “Why don't you use the dressing mina?' he asked. There was shor
mce, and when she replied, it had nothing ro do with his question.

“You should ke me back now,” she commanded. *T feel rotten, and I'm
gusted with myselt.” She stk fram the bedroom and entered the sining
. She sar down on a sofa, her head low, hefore Bwanga joined her,

T'm sorry if char's the way you feel.” he said. ‘I realised it was your first
e, but 1 seill found you very good.” He smaled.

She did not reply.

They exchanged very few words on their way to Chilenje South.

The next moming, Mwila was still upset and angry. angry ar herself for
g in to Bwangas persistent passion. Virginity was next to purity, she had
n raught, and now she had tossed it Ie had been lost in a momenr of
it submissiveness.

s she surveyed her [ace in the mirror and stared deep into her own eyes,
3 began o fall and biurred her vision, She realised thar her vourhfulness
mnocenoe had just ended. Allowing thie tears to roll down her {lushed
ks, she pressed her abdomen and felr an inper soreness. Although sex
tpainful and pot as wonderful as Mwila had imagined, there was a cerrain
zery about it thar had thiilled her the previous night.

Suddenly, Mwila's thoughrs were filled with the reachings of the Charch,
sshook vividly and [elt quite ill ar the idea thar she had geearly sinned,
Bing very bow and frustrared, she sought Musonda’s advice.

O Thars good news!' her cxperienced friend replied o Mwilss
bpered confession. “Join the club! I hope it wasnt wo paintul for vou,'
Mlwila was towally confused ar thess: remarks.

Musonda comforred her friend and learnt through the sobs abour
s wretchedness, The serious wlk dhar followed between the pirls see

25 mind ar rest, and she felt convinced that she had experienced a very
il event, which had been experienced by numerous girls ar earlier ages
Rher. So. how could she have committed such 4 rerrible sin?

When alone again, Mwila examined her body in the full-length minor
2ad 1o admit 1o herself thar she had a marre beauriful body, T'm nor
med of my body,” she waid o herself, With this new inspiration, Mwila
# the days that followed with fredh optimism.

Samehow rhe forbidden fruit invived Mwila back to Bwanga, and she
fod morc readdily when he wanted her,
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arurday came; it was I:urighl_' and warm nnder the smiling Fambian sumn.

Mwila was busy washing clothes and cleaning the house. Afterwards.
she ook a shower and put on her new dress which was boughe for her by
Bwanga, although she had no inrenrion of going out that nighe,

Ar his flar some eight kilometres away, Bwanga also pur on his new
prey suit wlich he had boughe at the second-class trading area at the eod of
the monrh, TTe entered his car and drove slowly o Lusaka Torel on Cairo
Road, Ar the hotel, he entered the Bambino Lounge, which was a convenient
meeting place for many well-to-do voung men. It was also awnorions for
aossip, and many rumours in the capital originared from there.

Bwanga walked over o the bar counter and jus then he siw an old
liicnd seared in a quiet vornes. He went over o greer him.

‘Hellow, chiell” Bwanga greeted, exrending his arms to bim.

‘Hellow, Bwanga,” Mwindula replied a5 they shook hands, "Tm glad 1o
sec you,'

‘Long time no sce,’ Bwanga observed, “Did you go out of wwn for 2
while”

‘Me? No,” Mwindula answered. ‘1 have been kind of busy. [ never lek
rovarn. Please, sic down, Umall alone”

Bwanga sat next to Mwindula who was having his chird beer for the
evening. They smiled at each other,

“Cigarerre?” Mwindula asked, adverrising a packer of Benson & Hedges
from his pocker.

Yes, please,) Bwanga replicd, accepring a cigarette from Mwindula
Bwanga brought our a box of matches, lit his own cigarerre and t
Mwindulas, They smoked silently for a while,

il
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“What s happening in the cn?” Bwanga asked discreerly, freeing his
uch ol the short dgarere emd.

“You should have 2 drink firsr,” Mwindula responded,

"What would you rake?”

‘Mosi, please,” Bwanga replied.

Mwindula srood up and walked over o the bar counrer, He brought
k two boteles of beer, a Mosi and the milder Muchinga, and one dean
bler. He poured rhe drink for Bwanga and then held our the glass full of
r 1o him, “Cheers!” Mwindula said.

‘Cheers!” Bwanga echoed, rarsing his own in reply.

They had a [ew drinks and talked sbowt many gencral things, Then
denly Mwindula said, “The cost of living has been quite 2 prominent
ue in the press this week.”

Bwanga smiled,

It is no longer the cost of living, but rather thar of dying! Mwindula
rinucel.

Bwanga cleared his throat betore he answered saying, ‘T don’t see much
at the government can do, If they subsidised every item in the shops,
siere will the moncy for educarion, health services, and the much-needed
clopiment come from?

Mwindula paused and gazed at him before he said, “The problem is thar
bough the prices of essemial items are increasing, the salarics are almase
ic, and we can therefore see the value of the kwacha going down.’

1 wouldn't say thar!” Bwanga proressed, raising his voice, “Firstly, Zambia

s some of the highest salarics in Sourhorn and East Africa. Secondly,
cople stll ger their annual increments, and also many Fambians singe
epenclence have moved into the high-salary carning bracker.”

Yes,” Mwindula agreed. “Whar you have stared e facs which could
ily make you eligible for 4 senior post in the ruling parry. Bur Um afraid
e comparison of salaries is por thar simple,” he conduded, *In Fasr Africa,
example, where the salaries are low, they enjoy 2 low cost of living; whar
earn if nol 33 important as how much it can buy you.”

They exchanged glances, as if cach one was sizing the other up before
anga replied, People here ate just fussy about the cost of living in other
tries.” Bwanga maintained. ‘Many have never even gone to these
niries but believe in everything they read, or every rumour they hear,
1ally rmaoues emanating from this bar!’

They both laughed.
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Mwindula offered another cigarete w Bwanga and Lt ic lor him. Then
he asked, ‘O, by the way, are you still working for the government?

‘Wo,” Bwanga replied. ‘1 work for Dixon Mowrs now.”

“What exactly do youn do?” Mwindula inguired casaally.

‘I'm an assistant mechanic,” Bwanga answered., Tm in the servicing
s tionn,

"What are your specific duties,” Mwindula asked, paying maore artentid.

“We reccive cars, service them, and give them rrial runs”

“Tow lucky!” Mwindula stated. T wish [ were you.

“What do you mean?’ Bwanga asked, looking Mwindula firmly in the
EYE

“If T were in your shoes,” Mwindula said, *I would ner worry about the
Ligh cost of living, In facr, T would be a eily man in a very short tme!”

“To be frank wirth you,” Bwanga said, ‘even though my salary is higher
than in my previous job, U'm sell rermibly underpaid. T have to make sacrifices
o make ends meet,’ He looked at his new st

“Ihe majority of rich men in this country are nor those gewing high
salaries,” Mwindula advised, ‘Bue those with vision enough o plan well”

‘Some buginesses are obviously paving off,” Bwanga replied. "Bur a
lusiness necds substantial capiral today.”

‘In your kind of business,” Mwindula srated, “one docs nor require any
capital, bur brains to be sccesshul.

I disagree,” Bwanga protested confidently.

‘Before you disagres,” Mwindula cawtioned, Tisten 1o what 1 would do
it T had your chances. With the access 1o cars a5 you lave, Toould casily go
into the spare parrs business, OF course, it ssml whart you would show the rax
collecror, but 1 can agsure vou it a foolproof parh 1o nickes!

“Arersl vou building casiles in the air?’ asked Bwanga cynically.

‘No, my friend, its castles firmly on e ground that I'm building!” He
paused a5 i w allow Bwanga time ro absorb his sumulating words,

“Wie can male it work, Mwindula continued confidently, "However, we
can only discuss details if we agree to form a partnership,” he stated, looking
at Bwanga.

Bwanga did not reply. e just stared ar him.

“Well,” Mwindula said, shall we or shall we nor?’

‘I wouldn't be committed,” Bwanga replied, unless [ like your plan.’

‘T wort tell you unless you are willing to take part,” Mwindula insisted.

Bwanga thought for 2 while and then nodded.

“xcellent!”” Mwindula announced exciredly,
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‘Now the derals,” Bwanga demanded impatiently.
\ “Lers start with your assignment,” Mwindula said, *For how long are you
B possassion ol the car keys during servicing?'

Ax least all mormung,” Bwanga replicd, "And then cars are collected any
e in the alternoon.’

Very good!” Mwindula observed. "We have plenty of rime for action,”

Whar action!” Bwanga mquired rather impetuously.
Tust liscen o me for a while,” Mwindula caurioned. “When cars e
prought in, you should selecr the anes which van be dismantled withour the
'n".ﬂ[ difficulry. Take all the details you can on them such as registeation
ber, colour, owners, and their addresses where possible. Then the keys of
target cars should be duplicared in rthe morning, Fyery day after work,
1l pass the duplicate keys and the information to me,” he instruceed.
I think | can manage that in spire of all the rigks involved,” Bwanga said.
Bur there is no way we can duplicate the keys. The law requires thar car
s can only be duplicated on production of the ownership cenilicate,’ He
miled uneasily.
‘1 know abour thar,” Mwindula replied, calmly. ‘Bue it is no major
peracle cither.'
“No obstacle!’ Bwanga exclaimed. *Tr is 2 great problem!”
‘1 know a wusted friend,” Mwindula answered, ‘He is a supervisor ar
anyama Corporanion, where they duplicate keys, We can approach him,
ind he won't let us down.”
Wy do yeu think he can risk his neck for us?* Bwanga asked. "We shall
ke him an ul':fc: he can't retuse,” Mwindula replicd, assuringly.

~“Whar is his name” Bwanga asked. Mwindula hesitared, and then he
permured, ‘Nsefu. We can count on him.”

You sound a3 il he knwws about this already,” Bwanga said suspiciously,
‘T wouldn’r pur ir like thar,” Mwindula replied, *but he had given me his
ssent indirectly. He doesn’t have 1o know the desails. They are for you
i mc.

“Then what shall we do with the keys and the information?” Bwanga
wed, sounding unconvinced.

“That will be my department,” Mwindula replied, ' shall track down
e cars until they disappear. We shall drive them o a very safe place away
i the nonse of the ciry and che prying eyes of the police. {ur profic will
ae from the sle of their pars!

Thnr disenssion was long and serious, bt they eventually agreed o
a ‘car spares shop' of which Mwindula would be full-time manager
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and Bwanga a co-manager. Nselu was o handle the duplication of keys and
would become a junier parmner. They also agreed w employ 2 few trusted
fricnds in the operation, but these were not to know about the highly
seceetive mature of “‘Operation Chuma.” Mwindula seemed to have worked
our all the derails in advance, which made Bwanga sliyghily apprehenaive,

They finally agreed to allocate the shares of rthis capiralless b
porenially viable operanion as tollows:

Hmng;t A%
Mwindula 0%
Martu 20094

It was 23,00 hours, and one ugly fat waiter shouted, ‘It is time up. Finish
your drinks please.’

“We have [inished our business anyway,” Bwanga retorred, facing the [
WairCr-

“Yes, partner,” Mwindula replied. "All we need now is ro be shrewd and
confident, and we shall soon surrender our rags lor fches”

They shook hands vigorously, and Bwanga replied, "Terfectly right,
partner. | can’t see how we can fail in this sophisticated operation.”

Th;::,r ratsed their glus-es, and Mwindula said. "To our success and the
future of Operation Chuma,” as their glasses clicked.

‘Cheers. partner,” Bwanga replied.

Opeation Chuma starred well, and the plan was followed to the
lerrer. Seolen cars were driven on a dusty gravel road w a fumbouse abour
rwenty-five kilometres west of Lusaka, It was no coincidence thar this house
with a secluded and well-equipped underground garage belonged 1w none
other than Mwindula. Parts from srolen cars were removed withour any grear
fears, Unwanted parts weee dumped secredy several kilometres away Irom
the house under the cover of darkness.

A small car sparcs shop was opened on Chachacha Read with the name
PEOPLITS CAR SPARES SHOPR There was no way anyone, including the
‘nose and sometimes eflicient police officers,” would connect the missing cars
in the ciry wirh the car pares sold in the new People’s Shop. Selling car spares
was 2 booming busines despite the tact thar prices had rocketed due w the
shortage of spares. The added ateraction at the Peoples Shop was thar they
offered a 10 per cent discount [or cash paymenis,
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The phone rang, but Bwanga hesitated before he picked up the receiver.
Hellow," he said, ‘rhis is Bwanga speaking,’
‘How are you, comrade?’ said the waice ar the other end.
‘I'm perfealy fine, pariner,’ Bwanga replied, recognising Mwindulas
oice. "I'm in a hurry, and I shall come night to the point,’” Mwinduls said.
We have a problem!’
“Whar problem?” Bwanga inerrupied.
‘MNothung to worry about,” Mwindula reassured him. "Bur we need 1o
ald an emergency board meeting to discuss our expansion programme,’
‘Ohl | thouglu we would worry about thar after we pot the necessary
iral,” Bwanga cautioned,
‘Moncy s no longer our problem,” Mwindula replied merrily, ‘bur how
spen it
- "How much do you think we have in the kitty?' Bwanm anxiously
sested.

K 14dk, (00 chis morming, and we could have more by the month end.”
“That is very good news,” Bwanga said excitedly, ‘T didn’t realise we
mualée it g0 fast. So you were definirely righr, parrner.”

“When can we hold the mecting, then?” Mwindula asked.

Chaturday afiernoon is okay for me,” Bwanga sugpested.

VAl right then,” Mwindula agreed. “We shall meer at the shop 1430
s on Saturday, 1 shall inform comrade Nsetu abour the time and venue”
“Thanks tor ringing,” Bwanga said, putting down the moeiver,

‘Bwanya was very busy since the inceprion of the operation. and he did

e Mwila as ofren as before, However, on a Friday, they had arranged
» out for a drnl, They wenr 1o the Pelican Bar, some cight Kilometres
th of the ciry.
ou must be extremely busy these days.” Mwila old him afier he Lad
edd their [irt round of donks.

We have a shortage of staff, he answered, “and I'm being made w work
gime.” He knew be was lying, but he didn't wanr o give her a hint which
g allow her ro ask for deails of what he was doing,

their discussion was interrupred by a far, shorr waitress, who quickly
ghr their drinks. Dwanga liked the speed with which they were served
spped her discreetly in approciation. "Tikorte Buwambird’ the wailress
jed him in Nyanja.

crrime!’ Mwila reminded, sipping ar hee Balycham. “Thar means
aoney, She looked at his blank face.

snt much,” he murrered, lighting his cigarette.
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“Is anything wrong, Bwanga?’ she asked. 'L have a feeling than you are nor
happy.”

‘I'm fecling a linle low,” he agreed, "Maybe 1 have 2 cold.” He held her
hand. They were soon jomed by friends and so they changed the topic.

On their way back, Mwila noticed thar Bwangs was sl sumewhat
subdued. He was quict most of the rime. It was unlike him.

‘Shall 1 make you some ea?’ she offered after they had arrived at the (ar.

‘I wonld prefer a beer, thank you,” he replisd.

She hrought our a beer from the refrigerator and poured it inte a plass
for him. She drank red Cinzane herselt.

‘THow is your aunt?’ he inquired, to break the obvious silence.

“She is okay, Mwila replied. “But she is nor as cheerful as she used o be
at the sime [ came from the village.”

‘Mayle you don't help her with housework a5 much as you used o do
then,” he sugpested mockingly.

“I'hat could be the main reason,’ she replied. 'Bur she is also 100
demanding ar rimes. In fact, | should start looking for a job soon. T dont like
rulting away in thar house.”

‘O, ves!” he exclaimed. “Whar kind of jobs will you be looking tor?'

‘I'm ot sure, hur [ think T can worls as 2 cerk in an office,” she replied.

Jobs are not casy these days withour any ning,” he reminded her
“Why can't you do some training first and then look bor a jobs afrerwards:”

1 have thought of going 1o college o do 2 secretarial course,” she said.
Iast i1 i six months before the nexr rerm stares, | feel bored staying ar home
all day.’ He studied her, “Come and sit here,” he invited,

She oheyed. They sar there gazing at each orher, and their closeness
pencrated warmeh, She looked ar him again and smiled genly, "Are you hard
up financially?’ he asked, squeeding her hand.

“In a way 1 am,” she replicd, "but that’s nor the main reason for g
wanting o find something o keep me busy. 1 hate staying at home a
doing nothing special.”

“When you need money, he said, ‘do not hesitate 1o ask me, Whar
mine is yours,’ he emphasised, patting her shoulder.

She did not answer, excepr for 2 bright smile.

] do Jove you, Mwila,” he murmured.

I love you oo, she replied, smiling Tuninously. They tele close
cach other, TTe leant forward to pur his lips on hes. When she res
delicaredy, he drew her doser, She gave herselt unreservedly 1o him.
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Sacurday alternoon came, and Bwanga drove w the Peoples Shop.
Mwindula and Nscfu were already seated in the small office when he arsived,
apalogized for coming late,

Muwindula was voted chairman of the meeting, but it was agreed that in
sture, chairmanship would rotate among the three of them on 2 quarredy
asis.

Mwindula took the chaiz ‘1 hope we all know why we are Lere,” he said,
Sesrribwring typed sheers of paper. | am glad 1o repore thar we are making
profi ar a fast rare as expecred.” He was obviously modest. ‘However, it is
mwise 10 put all our eges in one basker. We need to diversify our activiries
& order to have some security”

There was silence, and then Nactu put up his hand. "What exactly do
ou have in mind, Mr Chairman? Are we not happy that we arc making a
puick profic from our current venmure?”

Ter's have a look ar the projecrions for the next two years,” Mwindula
sugpested. They all read the typed papers, with interest, ‘The repon
summarised the activities of the PEOPLE'S CAR SPARES SITOP and the
profit made in the fiest six months, The last secrion was headed ‘projoctions
Bor the oot two years'. In this section, Mwindula suggested thar they start a
a0l O P

‘Mr Chairman.” Bwanga said excitedly. “The projections look very
smrcrosting, and since a taxi service iy already a proven viable business in this
swuntry, wouldnT ir suffice if we wind up this rather risky operation and yse
e moncy [or the ax service?

The chairman replicd immediarcly, “we would hardly have SPENT S0
auch time and labour planning and srarring the peration ¥ it was going
o last only for six months, We have just starred and o we cant think of
sopping with signs of sweet success in sight. 1t is risky, 1 agree, bue the rule
% 1o never get caught.” He sounded very confiden,

‘1 think it is a reasonably safe operation,” Nsefu said, in the short reem.”
“Whar do you mean by short term?’ Bwanga retorted.

A few years,” Nsefu replied.

And in the long rerm?” asked Bwanga, raising his voice,

‘MNow, ler's nor panic,” Mwindula interrupted. T belicove we can do Very
well if we implement the plan | have circulared 1o you comrades,”

=T would like w0 point owe one thing, Mr Chairman,’ Bwanga said,
Although your proposals are excellent, wont we remain vulnerable s long
2= we conrinue with Operation Chuma? We should realise that nothing is
Woolproof with the law’
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"Can't we just take a vore?' Nsetu urged, ignoring Bwanga’s warning, "T'm
sure were clear in our minds now of the direction we should take,’

Mwindula thought for 2 while and then looked ar Bwanga, who
remained silent. This was a vital decimon which needed 2 unammous
acreement; otherwise, the charman would have w cast lus vore, Thar
wouldn’t be pleasant ag Mwindula didn't wanr 1o isolare Bwanga ar this stage
of the operation. He also realised thar each one of them played a vital role in
the: operation. They toak rhe vore.

"Those in favour of a taxi service in addition 1o Operation Chuma?
Mwindula asked. "Nsefu?’

“For, Mr Chairman,' Nesfu replied cheerfully. Bwanga faced him across
the small table. He did not let his difference with the others show and no
onc could rell which way he was going to vote. "Silence! Silence,” then he said
loudty.

‘For accepting,’

There was turther silence. Bwanga looked at Nselu, He met lus glance,
You made 2 wise decision,” he seemed 1o be relling him, Mwindula was
happy and could nor hide ir, He felr 2 prear sense of rriumph,

The rest of the mecting was rourine. They discussed derails of cheir
proposcd raxi service, which they decided 1o name UP-TOMNIN TAXIS.
They were going to start with four cars bue then they hoped o expand his
business. Like the spares shop, overall management was left to Mwindula.

‘Any other business?’ asked Mwindula cheeclully.

When the mecting was over, they decided ro go for a celebrarion drink
art the Ridgeway Hotel, at the expense of PEOPLE'S CAR SPARES SHOP
They ate, drank, and wasted with champagne, with no regard o cost.

‘Maybe some of these diners have already lost their cars!’ a drunken
Muefu mumbled, raling his glass of champagne in the dircction of people
scated ar the next table. 'If so, [ propose a wast o them in spmparhy!
‘Cheers,” the others responded loudly, trying to shut him up.
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hen Muwila missed her period that month, she did not anticipare thar
the worst could happen. Musonda was the first o be informed. The
irls talked abour i ar lenpth bur came o ne definite concusion. In the
t few weeks, Mwila endured silent agony, thinking thar perhaps she was
nr or perhaps nature was just playing rricks on her as sometimes it
3 1l very thoughr ot hersell being pregnant conjured up mixed leelings
wizthin her,

‘How could ic happen to me? Tlow can fate be so cruel to me? she
ught sumetimes. At other times, she surmised, 'If | am pregnane. how
utiful it is 7o help 1o cocate 2 new life!” But the agony of nor knowing for
re was beginning ro be too much for her, She had to tell him,

I have missed my period,” Mwila said w Bwanga in a low voice.

Tt cant be!’ he protested. ‘Is this some kind of a joke? he asked
bously

‘T'm positive!” she answered, staring ar him, Bwangg’s closc ser of rod eyes
widened.

When did you know? he requestod uneasily,

‘Last moanth,’ she replied blankly,

“You mean you have missed two months now?' he asked in a high voice,
ruosleed,

“Why didn you tell me immediarely?” he demanded.

‘Ah" she hesitaved. 'T wasn't sure?” She looked at him and then continued,
usanda suggested thar ie could have been an inegular periol,’ She paused.
M 3Oy,

‘Oh yes! Musonda! he shouted, angrily. “Why should she know

¥
)
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She did nor answer.

‘Maybe 1 shouldnt be worried,” he said, lowering his voice. ‘I'm noc
[feah sgilale alger all,

'l have never slepe with anyone but you, she answered emononally.

And in any ase, how could you go about without taldng precautions?’
b asked mockingly.

"What precautions?” she asked, oot lnowing what he was talking abour.

T mean . . 7 He paused. ‘All the gids T know ake some kind of
contracepiive,” e looked ar her

‘Tm not a progtitute o be on the pill perpetually!’ She frowned. He
stared at her further with obvious ridicule but uttered no word.

Yhe thought he was fdght even though he was scolding her. However, she
also remembered thar as a Cartholic, it was forbidden 1o ake concraceprives.
She thought that he should in any case face the faces,

Ir won't help now talking abour whar we could have done. Just tell me
whiat we shall do. 1 koow my parents will kill me if they bnd out.’

Tle then realised thar she was near ro rears; her large eyes became moist,
and tears srarred running down her apple-shaped checks, Tle held her close,
“Fverything will be all right, dont worry,' he said, He ook a piece ol tisue
paper and gensly wiped her soreaming eves.

Who else knows abour 12" he asked, sl holding her hand.

‘Uknly Musonda,” she replied.

And your mentor?’ Bwanga asked, "What did she suggess”

Whe iz my mentor?” Mwila asked,

*Musonda, of course!’ Bwanga replied. "Or haven't you consulted her on
this!’

‘Idon’t be funny!’ Mwila cautioned.

T'm not being funny!” Bwanga replicd. 'T know for a [acy that your [riend
has experience in such chings.”

‘Hmm!" Mwila frowned.

*Jokes aside,’ Bwanga insisted, “whart did she suggest?'TTe insisted.

*She sugmrestnd gin?’ Mwila replicd.

Gind Bwanga exclaimed, T old you, And what did you say?’

'l told her that | don't drink gn!” Mwila replied casually.
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brought rears from his small red eyes,

Lhey talked semiously lor a long time. Un relipous grounds, Mwila
didnT approve of having an aborton. She also had smrong feclings for
Bwanga and would have loved w keep his child.
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£ you don't understand the vonsequences, Bwanga pointed out, It is

ar for the child 1o be born under these conditions.”

don't always have 1o louk on the bad side of things,” she argued. ']

i will be line.

Weople need o be married first and have the money for bringing up

m properly. We don't,” he ended abruprdly,

i you are carning 2 lot of money now,’ she said challengingly.

! T'm net!” he protested, obviously discusbed by his guilty consdence.

ooked ar each other. Bwanga moved dose to her and held her hand
ot be childish, honey,” he saud confidently. ‘Everything will be all

# I'm only thinking abour your future, and [ wanr us ro gor married

looked at him, thoughe for & while, and then said, ‘Maybe you are

" She pur her head on his shoulder. *Bur T would like to think abaour i)’

- :kfl'.l.nl:!.-'.I Hw:l.ng:l. -!‘-ﬂf'!‘.lill.‘:l.gfd, n!nninr‘ bz hands ;||.ru|_|_|:="]1 her p[:[:‘n{

za was very well known to Dr John Parrerson at the City Hospiral,
‘gocror ysed o bring his Fiar 132 for service for 2 few Kwachas privately
o Motors,

¥ roquested D Paterson for a pregnancy rest, and he promised that
be done withour delay, The docror was wold thar the hospiral had
oar of two ol the necessary reagents, He requested rechniciang at the
ent laboratory ro make do with the old Zondeo west.

1 laboraory resulis were positive, Mwila was defi nitely pregnanr,
had 10 go on rhe antenatal list or clse ger a termination. (fficially,
snations were difficulr if nor impossible for single girls, unless approved
® psychiarrst and a docror,

Lhe whole idea was ghastly [ur Mwila. On the one hand, she wanted ro
: her education, and on rhe other hand, she knew roo lirde of Hwanga
Fust him with her furure.

Through Musonda’s advice, Mwila was contemplaring  abortion,
she was a Carholic, She lmew thar her conscience would never be
alter what her church would wuily call infanricide in uteri. The poor
sar there rorally dejerted in Musonds’s room; her head in her hands, as
whole world was crumbling around her. Just then she heard 2 knock ar
door. [t was Bwanga.

“Hello, love,” he maid checrlully. ‘How are you?”
T 2l righa,’ she replied, rather ung onvincingly
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They wem ow for a walk, during which time chey alked alo their
enigma, Bwanga suggested the possibility of [Ir Pamerson helping with a
reeemmation at the hospital. The alternative was a reputed maditional healer
w Kabanana, a shanty compound about wen kilomerres norch of Lusaka.
The healer was equipped with the most efficient craditional cures. It was
rumoured thar even married women flocked there, withour the knowledse of
thear husbands.

"All will be fine, and we can plan for 2 wedding after that,” Bwanga saud
assuringly. It also crossed his mind thar the lasr resort would be Tor Mwila 1o
g0 back ro her parents in Chipoma’s village,

Mwila considered the options in turn. The haspital rermination would
be sterile and safe bur could not be kept secrer. M Kabongo worked there
as a matron and would dehinitely ger to know abour in. She was a close friend
ol Mwenya and, through her, her parenis at home would hear abour ic.

Theretore, she thoughe thar the Kabanana idea was more attractive,
even though she had heard abow gids dying bom infections because of
incomplete abortions with the herbaliss, The ides of having z child ie he
village was pure heresy.

On Samurday, Bwanga was driving Mwila o Kabanana to see Raitano.
When they mer Ngoma, they stopped and gave him a lifr. Fe was interesred
in eworiing them w Kabanana, w Mwilds displeasure, Tor cerrain she
would have been even more disgusted it she had known thar Ngoma knew
all the minute details from Bwanga, Semehow, she could nor appreciare tha:
Bwanga confided in Ngoma in the same way tha she hersell confided in
Musonda,

When they amived at Kaiano’s hut, they were met ouside by a
middle-aged. bald man clad in 2 wpga, apparently the vsher, Mwila and
Bwanga were let in, Inside the small bouse, Katano listened o their plight.
after which he told them his conditions and fee, After a short discussion
lusting about fifveen minues, the thin, wll Mozambican herbalisr came ous
tor a break, ro allow the couple 1o talk privately. He was smiling broadly. Ta
his dismay, Mgoma, who had been chatting with the usher, spoke 1o him is
Runga. He had picked up a tew words of the Mommbican language on d
‘Hell-RBun' from Beira. The poor herbalist was seemingly scared our of
wits, He was about o disconrinue the interview, but Bwanga pleaded a0
assured him thar Negoma was no derective trasling hiny from Mozambique
but had gone to that countey [or a shor time,

Kairano agked Mwila to lic down, and hc inscried the propa
medicine, The anxious umlﬂr was assured that the foetus would be q:;{pc”
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i1 the next forty- cight hours, Bwanga paid the Fifty kwadha fee without
slightest hesitatien,

No foerus was forthcoming in the previpous three days Instead, the
.' e girl lele [rustranenl, She was shivering and sweating. It looked as if’ the
ez stage would be the much dicaded hospital,

Ar midnight thar Tuesday, Mwila was very ill, and she was Ll:::djn.g
bghtly. Bwanga drove her w D Pantersons home and the medico was
pnderstanding and sympathedc. Mwila was [ater admicted to the Fast
Silion, and D Kuchiad, a Vietnamese gynaecologist, observed her,

It was then that Bwanga realised the possible danger. Suddenly he wasn'
ansell; he was nervous and terbly scared. Whe wouldn®t be with the
sght of losing Mwila and alter having lost his money roo? D Patrerson,
arently seeing through him, tried to calm him down, 'Mwila is now in
he hands of the cxperrs,” the doctor told him reassuringly. “Srop blaming
purself, You have done whar you can.” He looked at Bwanga’s gloomy face,
Sae will be all right.

'\ Mwila was given the maximum dose of antibiotics to kill the dreadful
Bugs the hospital bacteriolopgist had grown from her swab, The second day,
Mwila was an the aperating table for a [} and C, and as her temperature
._ jubsided, her lile was saved, with one life taken. Ten days larer, she was
tdischarged from the hospiral.

It was during this time that Bwanga started dating another girl. His fling
sstarted on the day afrer Mwilas admission into hospiral. That evening he had
tpicked up owo gicdls from Chelston, a suburb some twenty kilometres east
‘of Lusaka. [hiving fast as usual, he paid no attention o the tar black gid in
‘the front passenger sear and concentrared instead on the shim light-skinned
band actractve girl in the back sear. Her name was Mary, and she really
Jooked beauritul cven in her plain frock, When he dropped the gidls ar the
rernment flats near Evelyn Hone College of Further Eduwcation, he had
eried ro fix a dare with Mary, but she declined saying, ‘Maybe another rime.
Iwo days later was “another tme,” and Bwanga was knodking on Mary's
‘door. She opened the door and invited him in. She introduced him o twoe
wther pirls he found there, After a few exchanges, Bwanga went straight to
the hezirt of the matter and declared, °1 have come o rake you to 2 movic.”
“Thar’s nice of you,” Mary replied cheerfully, “but fimst of all, you should
wake me (o buy some milk.”

When they arrived ar the grovery, Bwanga intimated that he would
wait for her in the var. She reacved sharply, T thought you were giving me




B Heppr M, Muspxgp

company all the way, Whem are you scared of? Are you married? 1 don't go
out with married men anyway!

Tm not married,” Bwanga replied apologetically, following her. Inside
the shop, Mary boldly asked Bwanga if he had any money on him, He
agreed thinking that it was for buying milk. Bur Mary picked up a lor of
grocerics and stood clear when they reached the dll. He silently paid for
them, after which she pitied bum. 'l hope U'm not malang you broke.”

They later watched 2 (ilm ar the drive-in cinema, Mary was cheerful and
quirte good company.

In tour out of the five dmes thar Bwanga dated Mary that weel, he was
made to pay tor her things relucrantly jusr like on their first date. He had no
doubt in his mind thar Mary was the most demanding and marerialisric gicl
he had ever dated.

After counting his losses, Bwanga decided to get one or twa back an
Mary. 'l must get some returns! he resolved.

He passed by Marys place that niglt. He made it clear thar he wanred
her, bur when she realised that they wouldnt be going out, Mary dedared
thar she was very husy reading for exams, Bwanga pariently replied that he
would wait. Lo wrn, Mary fumbled with her books, wning pages just to
discourage him, bur he was unmoved. He remembered thar he had given as
much as he had been made to give: it was high time this was reciprocared.

Bwanga picked up a nowvel and searred Ir:ru:[ing oo, Mary was left in no
doubt about his intentions, honourable or otherwise.

Al righe,” Mary gave in, Promise me that youll leave me 1o sty
alterwards!"

Wou wour'l e In a position w read allerwands! Bwanga saud,

‘1 shall?® she challenged. ‘And don't forger thar I'm busy.”

Wou bet [ won't waste any more ol your precious time!” he replied.

It was in the carly and tender hours of the following day that Bwanga
slipped our of the fat and left Mary 1w read in the fantasy of her dreams!

Two days later, Bwanga came back and found Mary with 3 boy, Mary
didn't care to introduce them, and Bwanga twok offence. e asked her 10
go out with him, 10 which she replied that she would only come il the other
boy came as well. The other boy declared thar he was in love with Marg
and would come in any case. Bwanga was annoyed; he beat up Mary wids
has solid fists and she was bleading from her nose and moudh, He then |
himself loose upon the slim boy whe was lovking on helplesshs; he w
punched and kicked wnril he fell ro the ground. He was simply no mare
for the rall and fast punching Bwanga, He pleaded with him for mercy, a
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bwanga, responded by giving him more blows, Mary looked helplessly ar the
ow, who was lying sprawled on the (lone. He lefr, and rhar was Bwanga's lasc
Il 2o Mary,

The whele affair of her abortion became common koowledge in Muwilas
arcles, and her parcoes got wind of it through Mros Kabongo. It was simply
gwful for the young girl. IF anything, her hospiral cxperience taughe her
Bne thing: ler life could be in danger at any tme unless she was extremely
ofal.

In one mind, she wounld have easily blimed the whole episode on
Bwanga, bur she realised that it took two w angle and was also gratetul for
Bwangas help and care. Who could rell maybe without him she would not
have pulled through her ordeal afrer all?

She couldn’t sleep thar night although she went 1o bed carly. She ossed
end urned and her troubled mind remained active, bur her problems
were oo much for her w reolve. She woke up in the middle of the nighr,
knclt, and prayed 1o God for guidance to enable her make a sound decision
wnoerning her future relationship with Bwanga. Linle did she realise that
her problems had just starred.

The ulrimarum from Bwalya was not surprising, bur s tming was
jarming. It came 100 carly, before she had fully recuperated. It was simple
Bbut clear Mwila had o go back o her parents in the village at once. There
5 no hurther explanarion; it wasn't necessary.

Since Bwalya was working thar Tuesday morning, Mwenya was given the
duty of sceing Mwila off a1 the sution. Reluctantly, she boarded her bus,
aid goadlbye, and waved o Mwenya at Kamwala bus station, as they lefr.
Mervous, rarally confused, her heant beating very fast, she hardly had ame o
think. On impulse, she decided to see Bwanga first ar any cost.

The bus had hardly reached the other end of the dry when Mwila
wessed the bell ‘The bus driver stopped, bur ic was the conductor whoe
houted, “Whar is it, young lady?"

T have forgotten my second case ar the searion,” Muwila answered.

“Whar do vou think we shall do—rake you backs” he scolded. obviously
noyed.

“MNa,' Mwila replied, "just drop me here, and [ shall come by the next bas
in the evening.” She was left on the road, from which she caughe a taxi, the
Lip-Town Taxi' to Bwanga's flat.,
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When Bwanga returned tor lunch that Tuesday, he was met ar the door
by Mwila, much to his surprise.

‘Hello, love,” he said, holding her hand,

11 she answered coura ly. "Ll you work well?

Very well indeed,’ he answered, smiling broadly,

They st down and are rogerher the lunch she had already prepared. She
briefly told him what bad happened a Bwalyas house, Throughow theie
meal, they joked and langhed a5 usual, as if they had no crisis on their hands.

When Bwanga lefr for work, he promised that he would come back
directly so that they could discuss their situarion and make definite plans;
little did she imagine that that would be his farewell.

That same ‘luesday alternoon, Chungu, the owner of a Peugeot 504,
came to Dizon Motors, although be was not expected tor another weck.
There was confusion. “U'm sorry if P'm cansing any inconvenience,’ he said
politely. *Bur T need oy car oo go to my village ro see my sick morher, T shall
bring it back for spray-paintiog on my rewn,’

“We have raken the car to our ather branch,” Bwanga replicd racthully
“I'm sure they are already working on it You can't take it now, strl

‘I'm serry, but T must have my car back,” Chungu insisted.

‘T'll take it in any condition.’

‘It 15 pot possible 1o give you the can, sin” Bwanga said. "‘Bue 1 promise
you that you can have ir back first thing Monday morning,'

‘Don't mind about what is impossible,” Clinsgu shouted,

Just tell me where my car is. Do you know who you are wadking w
amyway?

“Yes, 1 do, sir!" Bwanga replied apologetically. “1hat is why I'm so teribly
sorey! I vou dont mind, you can take my car instead. It is also a 504.

“What! Chungu chuckled, “Oh! No, I'll take my own.'

Chungu demanded o see the manager of Dixon Motors, bt he was
away at the rime. Chungu was a VI being 2 Member of Main Committee
{MMC), the country’s most powerlul political imstitution next w the
presudency. Te suspecred thar he was being cheared, The MM was quickly
driven to police headquarters. There he reported the case to the police
commissiones, 3 personal friend of his. In a shorr time, a derailed descriprion
of Chungu’s car was on the air and road blocks were set up on major roads,

Bwanga thought thar maybe he had managed 1o buy some time and rhac
Chungu would be back on Monday, but he was terribly mistaken
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There was a solt kaock on the door, and Mwila went to answer it She
sened the door wide.

Oh! Ts vou, Mwila, T never expecred 10 meer you here,” Ngoma said
: asigh. “In facr, [ chought [ might meet Bwanga'’s brother who stays here
mimnes to see whether he’s heard anyhing more abour Bwanga,”

“Why? Whart has happened 1o him® Mwila asked anxiously,

Bwanga has been arrested,” he blunied out. T had gone w the Peoples
op this afternoon hoping to meet a friend, but | found the place sealed
by the police, T hewd thar all the direcrors had been taken ro police
mdquarters for questioning,”

“Bue whar has all that got to do with Bwanga? e was working ar Dixon
arors this afternoon!” Mwila interrupred.

- “Well. then 1 hurried to Dixon Motors and found that Bwanga had been
esred (oo, but no one knows the real reason why,' Ngoma said,

Muwila was puzled.

‘MNo, wait a minure,” Ngoma recolleced. ‘At the shop they were talking
our something to do with drugs!’ he gasped.

1 cant helieve Bwangz would be involved in anyihing illegal, especially
pags, sinee hie despises people who take them,” Mwila said confidenily.

T cant helieve it either,” Ngoma agreed. “Bur with so many rumours

fing around, the besr thing would be o find our from the police station,”
At the police station, they were wld thar they could not see Bwanga and
1 they would have 1o wail until the case wenr for mearion, to ger any
zher derails.
Mwila asked Ngoma 1o wke her ro Musondss Har. In her state of mind,
e necded sumeone to talk o, Musonda was cqually surprised by the sad
ws. She tried o calm her friend down and asked her o stay with her. Tven
sugh Muwils was terribly wordied, she still had a little hope thar it Bwanga
d been arrested by mistake, he would not be convicred,

For Muwila, the days passed racher slowly unil the reial came up, but her
mmism started o fade when she heard the full story in coun: the driver
¢ caught at a police road block near Serenje, and he was taken back to
ks, When the police forced the case open, they found several bundles
cannabis and dagea stwch in old clothes, The driver was interrogated for
ey hours, First he wouldn give away any information concerning his
ck and his emplovers. He was abwiously scared of losing his jols, bur then
police gave him even mare wo worry about. He could nor only lose his
if he didn't seveal his masters: he could be imprisoned [or several Years,
driver thoughr about the oath he had rken the day of his employment
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at the Peoplc’s Spares Shop nine months belore: never 1o reveal the identry
of his employers! Never o talk abour the oxacr nature of his work! The
penalry was dismissal without pay or rerminal benefits.

But the driver feared that either way he would be a convicted man, His
fears were cxpelled by his lawyer from the legal aid, who negotiated good
terms for him  immunity for his information and for being a stare witness.
The driver cived Mwindula and Bwanga as his masters and revealed all tha
he knew about Operation Chuma and the spares shop. Tt tumed our o be a
sengational bur shorr trial.

Mwindula and Bwanga revealed thar their company, Up-Town Taus,
was approached by Rashid Patuli, 3 prosperons Lusaka businessman, He
asked them w transport his switcase o Dar-es-Salaam and was prepared ro
pay the large sum of moncy they had demanded. They swore they never
kncw nor saw the contents, It was Bwanga who selected Chumpu's car for the
long, trip ro lanzania. He was cercain it would be reurned by the werken:d
and thar they would reser the odometer. Bwanga and Mwindula accepred
responsibility on illegal possession of a missing car but pleaded nor guilty
on the possession and dealing in drugs. On possession of drugs, Bwanga
and Mwindula cited Paruli. On cross-exuntnatoen, Pali, his voice almost
inaudible, refused knowledse of the case unril an unsigned covenng note was
introduced as evidence, A police handwriting expert confirmed that it was in
Patuli’s handwriting. Bur the three of them were tound guilty of dealing in
drips.

On stealing cars, which the driver had descrilid in courr, the Srare had
problems tinding evidence. Mwindula and Bwanga who had relused legal aid
maintained 1 plea of nor guilry. They demanded the identities of the stolen
cars. Al the files and documents at the People’s Spares Shop were seized and
scrurinised but contained no grain of evidence concerning the source of the
parts. Mwindula and Bwanga were challenged to reveal the source of their
warking capiral,

A calm Mwindula rold the packed court of how he came upon the
meoney, ‘Just before my late grandfather died seven years ago, he wld me 1o
dig under his bed and take whatever | found. Alver the old man died, | did
as he had instructed me.” He sighed and looked across the quiet courtroom:
He coughed. “To my surprise,’ he confirmed, ‘1 found a lot of money, all in
notes, buried in 2 buge tin, That was our capital for starting the business.”

The courtroom suddenly burst out laughing

“Gilence i court,’ the Magistrate demanded, fiercely hammering Ins
Ly repeatedly,
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When cross-cxamined by the Sate lawyer, the accused failed o produce
ipts uncler which they had purchased their spare parts. They wouldn!
name their main dealers. Bur they were stubborn enough to mainmain
the eeceipts had been destroved by the police who invaded the shop,
The many people who had listened to the sensational revelations in
t expected harsh semtences. Bwanga and Mwindula both received
year sentences with hard labous., Rashid Panli seceived 2 four-year
with hard labous, whereas Nscfu was jailed for two years. The
nts of the People’s Spares Shop were froren, and che PIOPEITY was
mtiscated by the Seace.
Paruli and MNeefu looked complerely dejesied after their sentemces
pronaunced. But Mwinduls and Bwanga both smiled broadly fir
e pursuing cameramen as they were being lot out of courr. Bwanga even
ed by ratsing 2 clenched fsz.

Mwila cried a lor that night and blamed herself for being so unlucky,
vean Torust a man and teel so cdlose to him and yer know nothing abow
! How can the world close so tight on me? How can cthe wodd be so

to me? she asked herself 2 string of searching questions, as she sobhed
ontrollably.
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n her owm, Mwila did not know where to tum for help. She felt loneldy;

helpless, and completely losr. She was almost convinced rhar the only
right thing to do was to return to her parents in the village, However, what
she didnt koow was just how she could dance o theie musi, She knew
rhmugh rheir lerrers thar her [ArEnts were birter: the more she Th::nlghr absone
it, the more bewildered and scared she became,

Musonda smiled. ‘TDhon®t look so depressed. Pur your nasty experience
hehind you, and who knows, the future might be bright for you! Lile is not a
straighi-line graph. 'There arc always ups and downs.”

Mwila looked ar her mentor searchingly. “You might be rghe, but my
position s that 1 don’s even have a base ro stane from,” She took 2 heearh and
lex ir our. T don't cven know what to start,

The zils talked frecly and seriousty ar length thar night. Both agreed
that Mwila had to look for a job first and save some money. Then she could
undertake a secretanal course,

For the whole of thar week, Mwila moved from one office o another
looking for employment. The standard reply was that there was no suitable
vacancy for her. In some firms, she was given interviews, and in others, she
was asked o pur applications in wnting, and she complied.

It was now two months since she had staed b ol searching escapade.
but with no sign of a job forthcoming she was becoming disillusioned and
discouraged.

“There is no hope,” she murtered to herself,

She was attending another interview that morming, She aorived thiny
minutes early at the company. Afrer wairing for abour one and 2 half hours,
she was finally ushered in 1o meet the personnel officer,

Hi
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eventually forgive her. “Then, she suddenly realised a second dimension o
her problem: where to find the money for tansport. She was searching her
handbag that night when she decided to remaove the conrents and place them
on the table. There she saw a card which immediately caught her amention.
Mow she remembered Kangwa and his promise 1o help her if she wanted
a job, ‘Mayhe it is wo late now,” she thought. She realised thar he was
ntluential and that this could be her last chance. *If it fails, 1 shall juse go
home and {ace my parents no matter what,” she resolved.

Ir was a clear, warm Friday moming when Mwila entersd Kangwas
office. She observed rhar unlike the many she had visied for her interviews,
his oftice was huge and luxuriously furnished: it looked really posh.

‘(so0d morning,” Rangwa said. “How nice to see you again!” He extended
hiz arm.

‘Ciood morning, sie,” Mwila replied, shalang his strong arm. In her warm
and tender arm, Kangwa could [eel her youth. He swallowed saliva but
controlled himsell, 'Please sit down,’ he nvited, gesturiog at a chair across
thae bier taldle

Kangwa ohserved that Mwila had lost some weight but that did noer
worry him. She stll looked as preuy as belore, iF nor berrer, *Tt has been
a long time since 1 last saw you,” he said. ‘Is this a social visit, or is there
anything 1 can do for you?” He looked at her young face. It radiated beaury
and innocenod!

‘I'm looking for a joby” she replied. ‘And 1 need one pretty badly” She
looked down.

‘)0 you have any particular job in mind” he asked, whing a cigarere
from a metal casc,

They talleed for a while, during which rime he learnt abow the derails of
her educational background. She told him about her expulsion from school
and her rocent problems; being very frank with him. “This,’ she thought,
‘would make him more sympatheric.

T think finding you a job would be no problem,” he assured her, Lighting
his cigarette. After making a couple of phone calls, he was evenmally
given the answer he wanted. His friend, 2 personnel manager ar a Colfee
Company, assured him thar there would be a vacancy for his candidare!
He genty broke the news to her "Fverything will be all right.” Kangwa
announded, putting down the receiver.,

"o you mean thar [ shall get the job:” she asked excitedly.
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You'll get it nexe week,” Kangwa answered confidently. “All you have
bdo is . . 7 Mwila shivered visibly, her heant beating faster. She coughed
casily. She suddenly felr very cold in spite of the warmrh in the office.
Are you all right?’ Kangwa asked anxiously,

- Yes, please,” Mwila replied.

1 was just saying thar you should take this note,” he picked up a picce of
per and pen. ‘to the personnel manager of Zambia Coflee Company next
onday. He has a job for you.” Mwila felr at easy again.

- He scribbled a note of introduction in which he stated thar he had

pwn Mwila for the past thiee yeirs and that she was reliable and

sd-working, Bur he knew within his heart of hearts thar he hardly knew

 all thar he knew abour her was that she was young, beautiful, and very

e tive,

- Dont ler me down in your new job,’ he cavrioned, handing her che

pelope. “Keep me informed of how you are doing.”

“Thank you very much,’ she said, smiling broadly, 1 don’t know how to

ak you. I'm very grateful for your help.”

Dot mention it he weplied. ‘In fact, since you are on your own in the

now, just feel free to approach me if vou have any problems. T'll sce whar

o do for you.”

“He pur his cigarctre end on the ashrray, picked up his phone again, and

B speaking o s secretary this time, “Tenny, wll my driver to come in ar

. He hung up,

Mwila was driven back ro Musondas flat thar day. She was obviously

wed with her change of lomune, and the mwo zirls talked abour it all

mung. Thar weekend was different for Mwila; it passed very quickly, She

§ happy and busy preparing herself’ for thar Monday, She really looked

Ward to 11

Muwila woke up at frve thar Monday moming, She had a shower. She

ised-up and then harriedly wok some breakfast, She had [ty minues w

e when she arrived at the Coftee Company,

¢ personnel manager arrived and found her in his secretary’s office.
name is Banda,” he introduced himsell as Mwila was broughr into his

My name s Mwila, she reciprocated, handing over her spocial
pductory note from Kanpwa,

er intervicw was very brief. She was given a few forms 1o sign, slier
ili she was informed that she would be 2 new emploves of the company
s she failed the medical examination.
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That afternoon, she went 1w the hospirtal and passed her medicals. She
was obviously thrilled.

For Muwila, the swifiness with which Kangwa found her the job
emphasised bis influence in the cry, Nobody had told her about job
exchange schemes in Lusaka, by which a boss did not employ his relatives
or chose friends w avold charges of favouritism or neporism. However, 2 boss
rr_d.l;l“].' ul]jlﬂu}rcd Canclicdares recormmetded ll}? a boss of another Canipany,
whao would then reciprocare the favous!

Mwila was employed as clerk in the reconds’ office of the Personnel
Diepartment. Her duties were general. She did liling and kept revords of
members of saff for the company. Whenever she was not busy, she was
rouch-typing office informarion cards. This gave her a chance ro practise her
TypLog.

As the exctement of her new job died down, Mwila realised thar ir
did not bring any immediate solurions to her several problems as she had
anticipared. Reality now dawned on her chat her salary of Kwacha Siuy
Nine (K69.00) was inadequate ro meet her own requirements ler alone
save something for her parears. She also realised thar she would not stay
in Musondas flar for ever, withour sacrificing hier frocdom! Her problems
therefore conrinued, even though they took a new dimension.

Somehow the girds didnt get on as well s before they srared living
together. Although they were still free and Liendly 1o cach other, there were
times when they got on cach other’s nerves, Thar night for insrance, Mowils
came home late from the office and thar was the source of adversity.

“You should infurm me in advane i you are going w be home laed
Musonda emphuasised.

‘I should have done so il T had known,' Mwila replied soberly. T was w
4t 17,00 hours that | had o finish the filing betore leaving,.”

"Buz you could have still given me a ring.” Musonda maintainged.

U sovry.” Mwila apologised.

Musonda had prepared supper, expecting Mwila o return {rom wod
a2t the usual rime. She had waited for her friend, but the food was alme
petting cold when Muwila showed up.

“Iwo days passed, and the girls were on good ralking rerms again.

Muwila answered the door that evening to a smiling Kangwa who =
‘Giood evening, Mum!”

4Oht Come in,” Mwila replied, opening the door wide.

“Where is Musonda? Kangwa asked as he sar down on a setiec.

“Slie has just gone woa movie,” Mwila replied,
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They looked at cach other’s blank Gwes and smiled simuluncously, “Are
you sure she was not avoiding me?' he asked, looking her in the face again,
Mol Mwila answered, 'She had a long-standing appointment, even
before | rold her that you were coming, this evening,”

“Whe is the lucky man?” Kangwa asked. "T'm not spying!
‘Ir's okay,” Mwila replicd. “She wenr with Ngoma,'
L They alked abow Mwilas new job, and she assured him thar she was
Smappy with the developments so tar. He was equally glad that she liked i
‘How about your accommeodarion?” he asked. “Are you comfarmable here?”
He surveyed the small room and looked an the old pieces of furniture,
‘Musonda is very pood company,” she answered. ‘Tm very happy
wich her
‘I don't mean company,’ he seressed. “Isn't this place wo small for two
g gitls o share?” He paused. °I mean don't you ger in each other’s way
pmnicrimes?’
Mo really,” shie seplied, "Even though one would be more independent
igh 2 place of onc’s own.’ She responded.
“That’s what 1 mean. 1 have a well-furnished Har in Church Road,” he
e casually. “And since you mentioned your problems 1o me, | have been
inking of a way to help you.
As you know,” she answered, 1 cannor afford renr in a low-density arca.
it 13 out of the question.” She sighed.
‘Initially,” he said, you can stay withour paying any renr. After you are
mled in abour 2 year's time, you ¢ stan paying some rent.” He stared ar
further,
L You know,” she told him, l‘_!.':‘:m have a.[rﬁ_d:,' been VELY BEneruus to me |'_'rli"
eng me 2 job. However, this offer is just bevond oy comprehension!”
Let's face it, you need help,’ he murmured, ‘and I'm offering you help
sourt any srrings arrached.” He paused. “This is something T can rarely do
yome, but you have already impressed me as an honest girl, and I feel
bped ro help you” He sounded sincere and pencrous.,
She thought for a while and then answered, “T'm very grareful for rhe
g Mwila replied. smiling uncasily. *Can [ please think about it for a
while?'
errainlyl’ Kangwa assured her, "Take all the time in the word that you
There is no hurry. Bur you can only think positively abour a flac if you
secn il Can | ke you there at the weekend for inspection?’
at will be very kind of you,” she replicd.
Wr's my pleasure,’ he assured, He looked ar her and smiled,
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Later that evening, Mwila broke the news of Kangwas offer w her
more experienced confidant. As expecred, Musemda mve her all dhe
encourapement to rake up the flar. “Dont miss this chance,” Musonda
emphasised. "It may be your life’s time.”

Mwila wm=s confounded.




12

——

n Saturday maorning, Kangwa rold his wife that he would nar
accompany her for their mutine weekend shopping, However, instead
ing 1o his oftice 1w work on some urgent papers as he had said to his
he picked up Mwila, and they drove through tmattic congested roads o
e flar in Church Road. Kangwa parked the car ar the back of the flar and
en they wallied to the front door,
‘Here you are, my dear,” Kangwa said modestly as he vpened the doar
her

el Tt i lovely,” she exclaimed as she saw the wall-to-wall carper and
the expensive furniture in the sitting room. Fler atention was quickly
racted by the television ser, Akl stereo system, radio, and the five-piece
vet lounge suite. They moved o the nexr room. It was 2 combined dining
and kitchen with everything that a modermn well-furnished room
ld have. He opened the back door and showed her a small vegerable
rden. 1he remaining cabbages and lettuce were withering away, indicating

mayhe the flat had not been inhabited recently,

“The gardens are just superb,’ she announced happily. She pulled a carror
s the bed and waved it ac him. He smiled pently and then said, "You
suld sec the rest af the rooms,’
 She followed him quicey. Tn ihe kitchen, she hurriedly washed the carmog
mnocently gave him a piece.
“Thank you,’ he accepred, 'T do need some vicamins, especially viramin 13
‘Don't mention it," she replied.
They saw the small bur neat bathroom and the second bedroom befope

pwing on (o another room. “This will be your main bedroom if vou take up
flar," he said.

07
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"It 15 lancastc” she cied emotonally. ‘1 have never cotered sih a
well furnished and comforable room before.”

Do you like it then?” he asked.

"Like ix!" she exclaimed, ' lewe ie! It is wonderful.'

"Thoes that mean thar you'll rake it?' he asked polieely.

“Yes, I'll rake ie," she confirmed. "But I sull don®t know just how o thank
you, She looked ar him closely

‘Save your thanks for another tume;” he reminded her, He ook a
cigarette from s metal case, lit ir, and srarred smoking,

She sat and felt the comfort of the doulle bed and showted, "lsnf i
corforiable”

‘T vou say s0," he replied, his eyes tirmly fixed ar her radianr tace.

Mwila looked at hersell in the big dressing mirror and smiled broadly
She really couldn’t belicve her change of luck; it was like a fairy-story come
true. I was only then thar she realised that her happiness was uncalled [o
She was a complete suanger in this place and all these things didn belong 1o
her anyway. She was suddenly filled with apprebension and her worried face
showed it when he called out, ‘Are you all righe?’

"h yes,” she answered, looking down.

As they passed through e siving room, Kangwa placed the shom
vizaretie end in the ashiray

'The flar was the main subject of discussion for the girls thar cvening.

“You are lucky,” Musonda complimeneed her friend. °1 rold you before
thar Kangwa fancied you. I was night,’

'He said that there were no strings atached,’ Mwila explained.

‘Forger abour strings!’” Musonda advised. "No one offers you an expensive
flat in the city unless they dig you, and when they do. i s nocmal thar they
expect s favours in renamn,

Mwila thoughe for 2 moment, and then her mind opened further, She
had not seriously congsidered thar aspect ar the flar, She was so overwhelmed
I'.I_"!." the PIOPCITY that she :I:u:gut ter ask for the real weems ol the ofler. The look
omn her wornied [ace showed her bedared concern.

“There i absolurely nothing 1w worry abour,’” Musonda rewssured hes
friend.

T anly hope it is a genuine offer,’ Mwila murtered. Musonda bad
doubt in her mind that this could end up juse like in many other cases @
Lusaka, where rich and powerful men, most of them married, kept the
misrresses tn hoarious faes, The ginls enjoyed the privileges and com
only as long as they behaved well and obliged. Unfaithiul mistresses w
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d by beng kicked our of the flats if they belonged o the sugar
s or the [ats were stripped bare and the fucniture transferred 10 2
colony, Musondss own past experience was still fresh in her memory.
wver, she felt thar it was improper 1o put this blundy to her friend, She
e her throar, Tust look ar che bright side of i1,” Musonda advised.

Sar | shouldn’t ignore the dark side” Mwila argued. “Which there isn't
8 of’ Musonda interrupted. "Any massied man who decides o have a
mend will inevirably be more preoccupied with his family and he wont
much time to bother her.”

§ hope that you are right,” Mwila answered meckly.

After all,” Musonda insisred, ‘some of them acquired women like they
property. They can hardly find rime and energy to use them!
mrually, the girls agreed on one thing thar Mwila’s fears were exagperated
nwarranted, After all, she was an adulr who could look after hersclf, it
Wworst came o the worst.

Mwila moved into her aew Har on 2 Wodnesday moening, She had a
' off from work, and Kangwa's driver came o take her for shopping, She
; given K300 by Kangwa o buy whatever she wanted. Thar was her new
gyle ro which she thougln she was entited, and she was cnjoying every
pure of her swift social ransformation,

Athough Mwila never really understood Kanpwa's motives, she had
to respect him eremendously, Unlike many men and bovs she had mel
aka, Kangwa so far had not mentioned a word about sex in spite of all
hings he did for her, and all the several opporruniries he had had with
£ "He: must be honest and generous,” she thought.

Thar Wednesday morning, Mwila was coming our of Mwaiseni Super
arket Laden with her heavy shopping. Our of the blue, a smartly dressed
1 grabbed her handlbay, He stepped ahead of her and quickly opened the
lotally disappointed and annoyed, the thief shoured, Next time we
d you with a handbag withour money, we'll teach vou a leson! Don't vou
ow we work so hard every day identlying our targets! You are rubbish,
5" He: tossed the handbag in che air, quickly walked away, and mingled
 the crowds,
lembly shaken, Mwila could not even shout for help before the rhiel
i disappeared. She picked up her bag before she quickly walked to a
gblic convenience and locked herselll in one of the ladies” toilets, Fler hands
wrembling. she undid the buttons on her blouse and brought out 2 small
e handkerchief from her white hra, She could feel the notes through the
ch, She untied it, and all her money, all the K150 was there. She stood
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there, blinking away her ‘nasty expenence. Suddenly she burst out laughing
1 she stalked from the toilet. She hurriedly walked to the car park where the

driver was patiently waiting for her.
Kangwa took Mwila for a meal at Andrew’s Motel that evening, The

motel was his favourite quiet spot.

“The driver told me thar you were terribly shaken!” Kangwa said. ‘T'm
sorry.” He sighed with sympathy.

I had never had an experience as frightening as that before,’ she replied.
‘He gave me such a fright.

They entered the restaurant at the Motel. ‘Ler’s sit in the comer,’ he
suggested. ‘Unless you do mind of course.’

‘It will do fine,” she replied calmly.

A tall young waiter recognised Kangwa and quickly walked to their
table and handed them the menu. There was silence as they read the menu.
Kangwa looked up. ‘Have you chosen yer?’ he asked, as Mwila looked at the
menu again.

‘] can't make up my mind yet.” She sighed. T think I'll have a gammon
steak.’

‘Not a gammon!” he protested. "You can choose anything you fancy on
my account. Bur I should warn you that there is as much salr as there is meat
in the gammon.’

‘Really?" she asked. “Can I trust my choice to you then?’

‘Oh certainly,” he agreed, nodding his bald head.

They talked abour the city. Drinks were served, and another wai
brought them glasses of appetisers—prawn cockrail.

What is this?” Mwila asked, looking ar the unfamiliar stuff in the glass.

‘It is prawn cockrail,” he explained. "Havent you eaten it before?’

Muwila shook her head and then smiled gendly.

‘I'm sorry. | should have asked,” he apologised. ‘But I can assure you 1t 5
a very good appetiser!” He explained, “it is sea food.”

‘I'll sample it,” Mwila said courageously.

Bowls of soup were served, followed by the main meal. Kangwa
chicken in the basker and Mwila T-bone steak. They talked more freely
they continued cating and drinking, which was puncruated by an occasio
laugh. Kangwa talked about himself, his work, and family; it all soun
very innocent, as he showed thar he had nothing to hide from her. ‘Do 3
want some tea or coffee?’ Kangwa asked as they finished their sweet course

‘No, thank you,” Mwila replied. “This was a wonderful meal. Asar

I have eaten so much I might explode any time!’
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‘Dan’t kid me?" he protested. ‘And don't be shy?

I'm not kidding,” she assured him. ‘T have never caten such a big meal
before. | mean so many courses at once!’

‘I see,” he accepted. ‘In future, [ advise you to train your small stomach
o cope with more!” They both laughed.
 Mwila was impressed with Kangwa’s engaging humour and general
areness. He was very considerate and would partienty explain anything
at his young escort didnt know. She thought that there was something
exira special abour him; in a way, he treated her like a lady, and he did it
aturally and perfectly.
Mwila truly enjoyed Kangwa's company that night, and the more she
ime to know about him, the more she was prepared to trust him.

One warm Saturday afternoon, Kangwa and Mwila drove to Kafue. He
ove slowly and cautiously. They reached Kafue within thirty minutes. After
ating one of Kangwas old friends, they wenr down ro Kafue River and
puchr some fresh fish.

“The fish is cheaper here than in Lusaka,” Mwila whispered.

“Oh yes, I know,” Kangwa replied. ‘But what is more important is that
e vou can buy fresh fish straight from the water”

“Look! Some are gasping for breath,” Mwila exclaimed pointing. “Yes,
 are still alive.”

You'll take it to the refrigerator immediately,’ Kangwa advised, as he
by pressed on the accelerator on their way back to Lusaka.

1 liked the small town,” Mwila announced. ‘It looked decenr and ridy.’

It is a good place 1o come to once in a while,” he replied. ‘Bur you can't
here for a week without missing the fun and social amenities of Lusaka.’
they arrived in Lusaka ar sunset and were soon at the flat. Kangwa
s=d the boot of his car and rook our the fish from the cooler box. “Won't
ke some to your family?” Mwila asked cheerfully.

wish [ could,’ he retorted, ‘but my wife has plenty of fish and meat in
buse.’ They looked at each other and smiled simultancously. Kangwa
' and helped Mwila with her cooking. She could not help asking, ‘Do
b the same for Chongo when she is cooking?’

fonestly, I don®,” he replied. "But she doesn't cook often herself. The
e servant cooks most of the time.” Chongo was Kangwa's wife, and this
& the first rime that Mwila had referred to her by her first name, instead of
i wife'.

“Tell me more about Chongo,” Mwila asked. “Whar does she look like?
Fhat does she do?’
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Kangwa took his rime. He took a cigaretre from the metal case, lighted,
and smoked briefly before he answered, “Welll" he sighed. "Do you want
statistics?’

‘Not necessarily,” Mwila replied.

‘Chongo is far, of medium height, and she is beautiful,’ Kangwa
explained. ‘She is running a bourique and doing quite well, at the moment.”

They ate the dinner and ralked about many things. Suddenly, he
changed the topic. ‘Look at me,’ he commanded.

Mwila looked at him searchingly—she thought that his round face and
closely trimmed moustache made him look handsome in spite of his age. She
looked at his bulging pot belly and smiled. He gently smiled back.

‘Do you know what I'm thinking abour?” he asked.

‘Mo idea,” she replied, still looking ar him.

“I'hat you are the most beauiful black girl that I have ever seen!”

“Thank vou,’ she replied. ‘Bur why black girl?’

"“Well,” he said hesitantly, ‘because I would like to differentiate berween
the beaury of white girls and that of our girls. There are black beauties and
white beauties, but the two are in classes of their own.’

“Tell me, if you dont mind,” she asked. ‘Have you ever had a whire
girlfriend?’

“Yes, I have had one,” he replied.

‘And when was thar?’ she asked.

“That was four years ago when I was in Israel.’

“What were you doing there?’

He told her about a nine-month course that he had done ar Hebrew
University. She began asking so many questions, and he suggested, ‘Lets
change the topic.’

‘Bu it is so interesting,” she protested. ‘I would like to hear more abous
the Holy Land.’

Kangwa smiled. Mwila hesitated. “Tell me, are white girls just like us
are they different?’

‘Apart from their colour,” he replied, ‘there’s no difference.’

‘Really!” she exclaimed.

“Yes,” he replied. ‘But nothing is more interesting than ralking at
ourselves,” he reminded, determined to change the subject.

There was silence. Then he suddenly said, ‘Do you know thar I
become so fond of you in the past few weeks?’

‘I guessed so,” she answered not too sure.

‘I'm glad that you know,” he said, holding her hand.
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‘I didn’t say that [ know, she objected. ‘I only guessed.”

"You are a loveable girl,” he told her. ‘1 would be the luckiest man in the
world if I had you even for a few minurtes.’

‘But you have a wife," she reminded him.

“Yes, I know,” he agreed, ‘but thar is a problem I can handle.” He put
ourt his cigaretre and placed it in the asheray. He tried to kiss her, bur she
iscouraged him, shrugging her shoulders. Kangwa continued paying her
compliments until she smiled. He moved next to her, held her close, and she
sesponded lovingly. Her breathing quickened and she did not resist when he
carried her into the bedroom. Larer, she realised that he was the same man
aat she had thought was oo old for her! ‘Musonda was right,’ she reflected.
£ was abour 01.00 hours when Kangwa left Mwila and headed for his sweet
put now sour home,

The time was approaching midnight one Sunday night. Unable to
cep, Mwila tossed and turned in the extra-comfortable double bed. She
orried and pondered on the possible consequences regarding her secrer
ationship with Kangwa. Where was it leading ro? That weekend, Mwila
=nd Kangwa sccretly stayed ar Andrew’s Morel from Friday to Sunday.
eanwhile, Kangwa’s wife loyally beliecved that her conscientious and
ard-working husband was on a business trip over three hundred miles away
n the Copperbelt. Mwila scriously thought about her awkward position and
eventually placed her dilemma in perspective. Her solution was vivid in her
ind: to leave Kangwa and his property at this early stage, but then only a
soomy furure would be in store for her. Restlessly, she turned again.
Although Mwila and Kangwa became close friends by convenience, she
fidn’t hide the facr that she did not love him. ‘I cant love a married man,’
e would say to herself. She knew that his heart was at home with his wife
nd children. Bur what could she possibly do now? Where was her strength
ad the freedom she had so often yearned for? ‘Musonda was right!” She
Aected again in her bewilderment.

Mwila had a very busy morning in the office one Wednesday. Margaret,
2e production manager’s secretary, walked in.

‘Busy girl, working like a bee!” Margarer exclaimed. ‘Its time for lunch.’
‘Oh! Is it Mwila replied, looking up. The two gitls had become
guite friendly in the past few weeks and usually ook their lunch together.
Margaret walked about the office.

‘Can't I just finish typing a few lines?” Mwila asked politely.

“Why not?” Margaret replied, sirting down. She picked up the day’s
imes of Zambia newspaper and started perusing,
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Later, they went to the company canteen for lunch. They were eating
and chatting when a tall, young handsome man, with a tray in his hands,
stopped and murmured, ‘Can I join your table, girls?’

You are welcome,” Mwila answered, without paying any attention.

‘My name is Nkhara,” he introduced himself. The girls looked ar him
Sfﬂfchingl}r.

‘Call me Maggie,” Margarer replied, ‘and this is my friend, Mwila.”

“What carching names! I'm honoured to sit with you,” Nkharta
announced. ‘I'm sure everyone here is jealous of me.” They laughed loudly
and artracted the attention of the others in the canteen.

Nkhata was twenty-three and had now worked for the company for two
weeks. Since joining the company, he had seen the two girls and felt that
they were very attractive. Now, this was the chance that he had been waiting
for, to talk to them.

‘How do you find your new job?” Mwila asked.

‘It is okay,” Nkhata answered politely. ‘Bur this is really my first job, as I
just left school last July.

‘Oh, which school did you go to?’ Margarer asked anxiously.

‘I wenrt to Chizongwe Secondary School!” he replied. ‘T'm sure you must
be familiar with ic.”

“They were third after Munali and Mungwi in the 0-level results,
Maggie cur in.

“Yes, we did quite well,” Nkhata replied, smiling broadly.

‘I would give most of the credir to our hard-working teachers.”

There was a little silence. ‘Did you have new members of staft then?
Margaret asked, breaking the silence.

“We had only two new teachers,” he replied. ‘Both of them from
England.” Ar this poinr, Nkhata realised thar the girls were capable of
analysing his reasoning. He was quick to change the direction of their
discussion. ‘How about you girls? How long have you been with the
company?’

‘I have been here for five months now,” Mwila answered.

‘And Maggie,” Nkhata asked. “Can [ really call you Maggie by the way?’

‘Sure,” Margaret replied casually. ‘T have worked for exactly five years.
three months, and seven days today!”

‘Gee!” Nkhara exclaimed. “That’s long service and whart a good memory.”

‘She 15 one of the longest serving girls here,” Mwila added.

“We expect you ro inform us more about the company then,” Nkhata
said. ‘Incidentally, in which department do you work?’
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TI'm the trusted personal secretary to the production manager,” Marearet

ssted. ‘How about you?' She asked. ‘In which department are you

B

Tm in the Personnel Department.’

And what are your first impressions of your department and the

mpany as a whole?” Mwila asked, showing some interest in the discussion.
“Well,” Nkhata replied sighing, ‘my first impressions are thar the workers

we are very friendly; the fact that I'm talking to you so freely is evidence

wugh.” The girls looked at each other and smiled. My observation is that

-company could do better if they provided some social and spores facilities

‘employees,” Nkhara conrinued.

- “Thar would be a very good idea,” Mwila intetjected.

“Whar facilities do you have in mind? Margarer asked, joining in.
 Firstly, I commend the idea of the company subsidising the cost of
als in the canteen, which encourages all workers to have some balanced
=, which I presume makes us all more productive,’ Nkhara said. ‘But we
here only briefly during lunch hours.” As the girls were listening quietly,
ihata paused and then went on, ‘[ think we should have a club where we
meet after working hours and even during weekends for drinks and
Soor games and so forth. This I'm sure could broaden the outlook of the
p socially.”
~Don’t you think thar only beer drinkers would monopolise such a club?’
1la asked.

I donT think so,” Nkhata replied confidently. ‘I think that most people
=his country resort to beer drinking because of lack of sports facilities. If
have the necessary facilities, people will be very happy to urilise them.’
They talked about other issues, as they ate their lunch. The girls fele
¥ happy ar having such an enjoyable discussion with a man they had just
wome acquainted with. He was pleasant and good-humoured.

It was very nice meeting you,” Nkhata said as they parted. Mwila went
ne by taxi that day, and it was quite 2 contrast to the times when Kangwa
« his driver to collect her. Kangwa was away on business thar week,

It wasnt long before Nkhata felt that he liked Mwila very much.
en though they worked for the same department, they were in different
sions. Unlike Margaret, Mwila was young and pretty. There was also a
arkable element of maturity in Mwila which he could not understand,
& which he found desirable.

At work, rumours were spreading fast that Mwila was engaged o ger
aried to a wealthy and influential man. While Nkhata heard them, he
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decided to ignore them, until he confirmed them with her. Nkhara and the
girls continued to meet during lunch breaks. Their discussions had become
maore free and Friﬁndl}'.

That afternoon, Nkhata was determined to speak to Mwila when they
were alone. He was going to ask her for a date, but the girls didn’t show up.
"Where could they have gone?” he asked himself. He was unhappy with the
strange coincidence. He hurried his meal ralking very little to his friends at
the table.

‘Nlkhara, you are rather quier today,” one of the boys said. ‘Is anything
wrong?’ ;

‘Mot really,” Nkhata murmured. ‘I have a sore throar, and I don't wish
to spread the infection to all of you.” They laughed, obviously raking ir as 2
joke.

At half past three that afternoon, Nkhata reached for the phone and
dialled the internal extension 216. “This is the Personnel department. Can
I help you? a slow, but definitely feminine voice answered. He was asked
to hold on, and Mwila hurriedly came ro take the receiver. “This is Mwila
speaking,” she said.

‘It is me, Nkhara,” he said tmidly. ‘I didn' see you at lunch, so | jus
wanted to check if you are well.”

T'm all right,’ she said, “bur thanks for ringing.’

There was a pause for a few awkward seconds, and as silence srretch
between them, Nkhata asked, ‘Are you there, Mwila?’

“Yes, I am,” she replied, hesitantly. “Thanks again for ringing,” she
and hung up.

Nkhata felt that he had blown his chance. He felt despondent, bur
did not despair.

Margaret didnt come to work one day, so Mwila went alone to
canteen for lunch. She joined Nkhara and others at the table. After
meal, Nkhata had a chance of his life; to walk our of the canteen alone wa
Mwila. Avoiding the preambles, he came right to the point. ‘T would like 8
ask you to come out with me to a film tonight,’ he requested.

“Which film do you wish to watch?” Mwila asked, slowing her steps.

‘It is supposed to be very good,” Nkhara replied confidently. ‘It is ¢
From Ruscia with Love.

‘I like James Bond movies,” she said, ‘bur I have already watched that
Mwila had not watched the film bur hoped the young man would give up.

“Well,” Nkhara replied, showing his extra white teeth. “Why cant we
to another cinema and warch something ¢lse, or just go for a drink?’
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Mwila got the message but felt that she had to discourage him as politely
5 possible. “Thank you for the invitation, but my uncle will be home
pnight and so I can't go out in any case.’
‘If you ¢an't come tonight, how abour tomorrow?” he insisted. *You are
the only girl I have asked our since I came to Lusaka. I find you charming
and very good company. I would be honoured if you would accept.” There
vas silence before she replied.
‘All right,” Mwila accepred. ‘I shall come tomorrow. Whar time is the
-
They arranged their first date, and Nkharta walked away as a satisfied and
rery happy man indeed. With his date on his mind, the day passed very fast.
de was cheerful and worked very hard the rest of that day.
Mwila was collected by the driver after work that Thursday, and she
»und Kangwa and not her uncle waiting ar the flar. Kangwa used his spare
ey. She had a bath and then put on a long evening dress; the latest one
“angwa had boughr for her. He had specially asked her to wear thar dress.
Hegantly dressed, Mwila looked very arrractive.
“Where are we going?” she asked as they entered the car.
"I wanted to surprise you,” Kangwa replied. ‘But I should as well tell you.
am taking you to the best hotel in the city ronight.”
She smiled inwardly.
When they entered the five-star Intercontinental hotel, they went by
se lift w the eighth floor and then walked to the horel’s most popular
st cxpensive Makumbi Room. Some couples were already dining and
Batting.
“This is the first time I have come here,” Mwila whispered as they sat
at a secluded rable reserved for two, in a candle-lit corner. She did
¢ hide the fact thar she was overwhelmed by the interior decorations and
srangements of the horel and the impressing view of the brightdy lic ciry at
szht. They sipped at their drinks as they waited for their meals.
Many couples poured in. ‘Are there as many people as this every night?’
Ewila asked.

' “This place is always crowded on Tuesday and Thursday nights, because
at is when they hold the cabarer,” Kangwa replied. ‘Do you know what a
gbaret is?’

‘It 1s some kind of dancing act,” she replied, without thinking.
‘Specifically, it is an enterrainment provided while the guests are at
le,” Kangwa explained.

T see.” Mwila nodded.
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They were eating and chatting, punctuared by occasional laughrer.
Mwila was drinking Cinzano. She was now used o drinking alcohol!

‘T like that number,’ Kangwa announced. ‘Can 1 have the pleasure of a
dance?’

Tm also dying to dance,’ she replied quickly, under the influence of
liquor. “The music is infectious!”

Both of them were quickly on their feer. The thumba continued playing,
and the floor was crowded with dancing couples. Mwila liked the way he
held her waist tightly, and she loved the way he pressed against her when
they danced; it was so intimate,

You dance so well,” Kangwa complimented her. ‘I had the same
impression the first dme I danced with you the first day we mer, He
remembered.

“Thank you,” she replied. ‘T used 1o be a member of the Rallroom
Dancing Club at school. In fact, I'm missing dancing terribly.”

‘Dont worry,” he assured, holding her tight. ‘Now that | have found you,
I'will take you for dances regularly.’

Mwila smiled broadly, taking it as a joke. Bur Kangwa was no joker in
a pack of cards. ‘In fact,” he said, ‘I would like to take you on holiday to
Nairobi. They have nice hotels and nightclubs where you can dance until
you are exhansred.”

' have always wished to go to East Africa,” she replied.

Tm serious,” he insisted. “When can you get two weeks off”

‘T don’t know whether I am allowed to go on leave before I have served 2
year with the company,” she told him.

‘If thart is the problem,” he answered, ‘leave it to me, and I shall fix i
with your boss. You know thar | have some influence in this city. My friends
call me Mr Fix-it because I always ger what I want,” he boasted.

Do you” Mwila asked.

“Yes!" he replied confidently. Mwila thoughr for a while.

‘Did you fix our relationship?” She asked cleverly.

‘No,” he answered beaming. ‘Our friendship developed naturally. I knew
from the fisst time I met you ar the party that nighr, that you are beaur
and very attractive. I never suspected however, thar I would fall in love wi
you.’

“You better be honest abour us,” she caurioned.

‘Tam,” he replied, ‘and for my power and influence in the city, I can
great things for my friends.”

“Can you fix anything
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‘Can you fix anything?’ Mwila asked, smiling broadly. She knew thar he
very influential, and she liked the way he was boasting.
This was the third song that they had danced to, and they walked back
their table as the music ended. It was almost one o'clock when they left
« Makumbi Room. They had thoroughly enjoved rhemselves. Mwila,
t the influence of Cinzano was laughing and smiling radiantly.
Kangwa drove Mwila back to her flar and informed her that he would be
ing away for a week to his village to see his sick mother. He made it clear
he would miss her.
‘T trust that you'll be a good girl while I'm gone,” he said, lowering his car
ndow. ‘Don't let anyone girlfriend you” he instrucred.
‘And you don' ler someone husband you,’ she retorted.
‘For your sake, I won't,’ he cheated. “But promise me, will you be faichful
ing my absence?’ he asked slowly driving off.
“Yes, sir!” she replied obediently.” Your wish is my command.”



13

angwa looked at his watch as he parked the car. It was gerring on to

two. He opened the door, moved quickly but quietly into the house
from the lounge through the passageway towards the main bedroom. He
didn’t want ro disturb the children sleeping in the other rooms. Before
opening the bedroom door, he was surprised to see that the lights in the
room were burning. He found his wife sitting in a simple chair, drinking.
He couldn’t help but shour, “What the hell are you up to, and do you know
what time it is now?’

She looked at him searchingly without uttering a word. ‘And what type
of married woman are you who drinks so late at night?” he shouted again.

This was his first reaction to his wife’s increased consumprion of alcohol
in the past few weeks. His wife took rime to reply, as if choosing her words.
‘As a faithful wife who hasn't seen much of her husbhand, I have been wairing
for you. And while I wait, I need company. I have discovered of late thac
brandy can be such a good company!” She raised her glass and took a gulp.
She was trembling, and her glass slipped from her shaking fingers and fell
to the ground, shattered into small pieces. They quarrelled for a while, buc
there was no submission from either side.

As they lay in bed that night, they hardly discussed their problem, in
spite of Chongo’s insistence that he should tell her where he had been.
However, Kangwa mainrained thar they would talk abour it when she was
sober.

It was morning, and they were leaving for Kasama. ‘Did you pack my
suitcase!” asked Kangwa, staring at his wife.

‘I started, but I couldn finish,” said the calm and now seemingly sober
Chongo. ‘I didn’t know exactly what clothes you wished ro rake.”

1140
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‘After rwenty-four years of marriage!” said Kangwa teasingly. ‘And vou
sull don't know your husband.’

‘Here we go again,’ she replied.

Kangwa and Chongo had been married for twenry-four vears and had
ven children. Their two big children were both studying economics at the
‘niversity of Zambia. The remaining children were attending day schools in
2¢ city but stayed ar home with their parents. Of these, the three youngest
ildren would accompany their parents to their village near Kasama.

Their house-servant, Musuku, had just finished loading their baggage
pzo their car boot. He was a tall and strong man in his early thirties. He
ame and bent down close to Kangwa and politely said, ‘I have finished, sir,
at is there anything else you wish me to do before you leave?’

‘Did you clean the car thoroughly?” Kangwa asked. “You may stand up,’
e commanded.

| gerring on 1o
mro the house
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“Yes, sir,’” Musuku replied. ‘It is clean and shining, sit.’

‘Are you sure?’ Kangwa asked.

“Yes, sir,’” Musuku replied, ‘I am sure.” He smiled briefly.

“That is why I have confidence in you,” he complimenred him. ‘Because
a are not only hard working, but you can usc your brains. Musuku
pinned, showing all his brown teeth. He had been working for them for
years now. ‘Look after the house and the children carefully,” Kangwa

And what type srructed. ‘Don’t bring your friends into the house during our absence.”
auted again. “Yes, sir,” Musuku replied. Kangwa gave him some money.

won of alcohol “Thank you, sir,” the servant appreciated politely.

sng her words. Kangwa and his family lived in an old but beautiful four-bedroom house

Woodlands.
On their way out of the city, they drove to Dixon Mortors ro fill the car
ik and buy some spare fuel in a jerrycan. They were just pulling off when
sngo burst out laughing and was joined by the children ar the back, who
& absolutely no idea of the joke.
“Whar is 117’ Kangwa demanded.
You mean you didn’t hear what the perrol arrendants were saying to each
per?’ she asked cynically.
"No," he replied. “Whar did they say?’
"It's not my business to inform on them,’ she replied.
“Tell me or T'll go back and bear them-up,’ he intimarted, slowing the car.
She told him loudly. “The tall thin one said that some people have
me so rich and neurotic these days thar they can’t even change oil or put
er in their cars,’ she said, laughing again.
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‘And the fat ugly one,” Kangwa insisted, "whart did he say?’

‘He wondered whether it would be long before you rich men started
asking your domestic servants to give you bed-baths and dress you up,’
Chongo replied.

‘I think those peasants were just jealous of my Mercedes,” he boasted.

‘I don't think so,” Chongo protested. "They were absolutely right. No
wonder there are so many cars with knocked engines these days.” They
debated and laughed for a while before a long silence dawned.

Kangwa was a slow and caurious driver. He also conversed with his wife
and children regularly as his car cur the long distance steadily. The children
chatted excitedly abour the towns, villages, cars, and people they saw on the
way. They also played familiar games at the back of the car.

To avoid driving late atr night, they spent a night at Mwanza Lodge in
Mpika. After enjoving their meals and soft drinks, the children rerired
early and went to bed. Kangwa and his wife meanwhile sat down in the
lounge bar and were drinking and charting, They talked abour many things
including their differences. Kangwa explained that there was too much
work at his office and that sometimes he had been artending late business

‘I know that you are hard working, darling,’ Chongo replied. ‘But, like
before, you should find some time to spend with me and the children. Thars
all T ask from you.’ They looked at cach other, none uttenng a word, unt
Kangwa decided to break the silence.

‘T'm honestly sorry, my dear,” he apologised deceitfully. ‘In future, I shall
delegate some of my duties to my assistants so that I can be home mos
often.’

They looked into cach other’s eyes and smiled simultaneously. Chon
had no doubt that they had reconciled. They didn't have to hold hands
public to show it; this was for the children. Bur Kangwa was nort so certai
Later that night, they were closer to each other than they had been for m
months. Chongo was thrilled and gave herself to her husband complet
saying, ‘I'm all yours,” as he re-explored her expertly to her great satisfacti

Although Kangwa felt quite relaxed, he found it hard to sleep.
mind raced back and forth, and he was obviously concerned abour
predicament. How could he reconcile his new promise to his wife with
new love, Mwila, whose company and characrer he thoroughly enjoyed®
also dawned on him that he was not only cheating Mwila bur wasting
youth and jeopardising the young girl’s future. He knew at the back of
mind that Mwila was a good girl who deserved only help and protecs

L=
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' He concluded thar he was responsible for his family and realised that he
had to save his marriage. He thought that he would see less of Mwila as his
relationship with his wife was normalised.

They arrived in Milimas village to a warm welcome. Many old friends
~and relatives came to give their greetings. It was Kangwa's steady progress
in government service which had brought fame and pride to this small and
oﬂwrmse unknown village. As a resulr, his old father, Chamunda, was highly
‘respected in the area. There were many children too, but it was clear thar
they were there mainly to satisfy their curiosity as they gathered wartching
and admiring his 250 Automaric Mercedes Benz. Fven a number of adults
would not hide rheir delight at this splendid modern machine. To them,
t was particularly gratifying that a son of one of them could rise to such
heights. For the villagers, a car was not only unique, bur it was a status
bol, the ultimate sign of success. They asked for a ride, and Kangwa
sromiscd them one, time permitring,

Although Kangwa had come to the village with cars previously, all
bad been much smaller and less expensive. This was the first time thar a
fercedes had been brought and parked in Milima’s village. In fact, word
ead 1o the neighbouring villages, and many admirers flocked to sec and
wuch the car with utmost curiosity and admiracion.

Kangwa's happiness in the village was overshadowed by the deterioration
his mother’s health. He drove her seventeen kilometres o Kasama, where
was admitted to hospital. After several tests, she was diagnosed with
: berculosis.

Kangwa found that his joint grocery business with his young brother
wembya was doing very well. Their stores were situated in Kasama, where
ssiness was flourishing due to a large and cosmopolitan population.
gwa was, however, disappointed to hear thar their application to open
ery in Kasama had been turned down. Bwembya explained that the
mpetition for business in the area had increased.

‘I shall handle that while I'm still here,” Kangwa replied confidently.

It rook Kangwa no time to make the right conracts. He found the
rman of Kasama Township Council in a bar, and they had drinks
gether. They talked business while they drank, and Kangwa was promised
ax his application would be reconsidered as a martter of urgency. That was
od news since the assurance came from the popular and well-respected
srman. Kangwa of course rubbed the chairman’s hands discreetly. He gave
chairman a gift of K200.00 cash and also invited him ro fly to Lusaka,
2 his wife for a weekend, with all expenses paid for.
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In the village, Kangwa went to the Roman Catholic Church grounds
where he met Father Kangalu, who used to be his teacher at Primary
School. They talked mostly about issues concerning the development of
the village in particular and the local community in general. The reverend
told Kangwa thart there would be an auction sale ar the church grounds on
Sunday afternoon. This was aimed at raising funds for renovating the only
Missionary Orphanage in the district, some sixteen kilomerres north of the
village. Kangwa was glad to donare. He wrote a cheque to the church for 200
kwacha (K200.00) which Father Kangalu gladly accepted, saying, ‘May God
bless you for your generosity, my son!”

“Thank you for the blessings, Father,” Kangwa replied politely. *Bur the
church deserves contributions from many more of us. In fact, we owe the
church more than we can ever repay.” Kangwa was probably right. Churches
played a very important role in the lives of the community. They were nor
only a guide and base for morality but contribured well to the education
of the area through their schools and sometimes provided scholarships.
Churches were also regarded by some people to have brought abour general
political awareness of the masses by their continued preaching on the
equality of men before God. This point, however, is still widely debated.
There is another school of thought which believed that the church’s role in
the politics of the country was negarive. This faction claimed thar the church
cushioned and protected colonialists by condemning violence which was
supposed to be in self-defence against oppression and also by telling their
followers to love their enemies! ‘How does one love one’s enemies withour
capitulation?” they would ask. They argued that the churches were wittingly
used or misused to extend and entrench suppression during colonialism. So
the debate goes on.

In the meantime, Chongo was also busy in the company of her
womenfolk. In the absence of her mother-in-law, she took over some of her
domestic duties of maintaining the house and preparing meals. She found
the milling of millet into flour particularly difficult. It was hard to kneel in
front of a moulded stone, on which she placed the tiny grains which she
milled by grinding with a moving stone. She had done rthis before, bur thas
was ages ago, as in Lusaka, almost all the foodstuffs were bought excepr for
those growing their own vegetables. She also managed ro dry large quantiti
of fish and pumpkin leaves to take back to the capital.

Kangwa’s ream also found time to visit Chongo'’s folks in a neighboun
village. In the traditional Bemba homecoming, Kangwa, because of his gre
success, was given a hero’s homecoming by his in-laws. He received urm
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mspect, praise, and attention with hardly any mention of his wife. Chongo,
who understood her tradition well, took no offence and was in fact inwardly
srilled that she had married a man who was the envy of her village: she
would wish for no more personal glory.

Kangwa and his wife were given gifts of foodstuffs in many of the homes
saey visited. Their children, on the other hand, were quite often lost in the
allage in the company of many of their cousins. They played with several
sillage children, who admired and touched their expensive and artractive
dothes. When it came to sports or fights, the Kangwa children were easily
weaten, even by children a few years their junior. They were simply no match
or the more daring and stronger village-bred children.

Kangwa and his family gor back to Lusaka on a Friday. They had had
long and tiring journcy. Their children were complaining about having
issed two days at school. Thar evening, Kangwa and Chongo decided to go
® the club for a drink rogether, just like the good old days.

At the club, they joined old friends who were excited 1o see them back
snd were cager to learn about their journey. They had a lovely evening, At
bour 21.30 hours, Kangwa announced, “We shall have to retire now as | can
= that my wife is very tired!

Chongo smiled and said, I feel like sleeping right away.’

At the house, Kangwa decided to look up his friend Chimba, ar the
Hotel Intercontinental, who would bring him up to date with current
ghicial events in the capital city.

Chimba was a permanent secretary in the Ministry of Information and
Sublicity.
"‘Chongo,” he called before driving off. ‘Don’t wait for me and no more
B i

Tll put on my sexiest negligee instead!” she joked back.

‘Don’t make it difficule for me,” he retorred.

‘Don't you take me for granted,” she replied, smiling broadly.

“See you soon,” Kangwa said. He drove to Mwila’s flat instead.




o

eanwhile, life was looking up for Mwila. At work, Nkhara joined the
girls for lunch as usual. They were all as cheerful as ever,

T hear we have a new managing director,” Maggie announced engagingly.
She was always well informed, and she was a regular source of information
and sometimes rumours.

“Whar is his name?’ Mwila asked.

‘He is Nkobwe,” Nkhata replied. ‘He was a general manager for some
company in Kicwe.”

Nkobwe was the first Zambian in the company to hold rhar post. He
had been appointed ro Zambianise Howard Jones’ post according to the new
government policy. Howard was one of the last few whites remaining in 2
senior administrative position after independence. He was known to be 2
strict disciplinarian and was efficient and non-racial.

After 17.00 hours, Nkhata and Mwila were walking ro the bus stop
when a VW Beetle passed and stopped in front of them. Nkhara recognised
the car and driver who was an old friend. Jerry came out, opened the door,
and asked them ro get in. There were already three other passengers, two
girls and a boy. Nkhata could not help asking. ‘Do you think there is enough
room for two more?’

“Yes, there is,” Jerry replied. “But we should pray that we don't meet so
enthusiastic coppers!” They all laughed.

After squeezing into the back seat, Jerry introduced them to the oth
Jerry drove fast but cautiously towards the city centre. At that time of
day, there was always traffic congestion, as everyone was rushing home fr
work. After packing the car, they all walked to Lusaka Hotel for a drink.

116
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They entered the Bambino Lounge, and it was already congested. They
aged ro find seats for the girls near the bar counter. The boys were
pared to stand until they could find chairs. Nkhata bought their first
nd of drinks. Susan, one of the girls in the group, insisted on sponsoring
second round in spite of loud objections from the men. They talked,
hed, and had fun. They drank for almost one and half hours.

When their friends had left, Mwila and Nkhata went for dinner in a
Y testaurant.

‘I found your friends tremendous company,” Mwila announced. ‘Are
always that funny?’

"They are good entertainers,” he replied. ‘T always choose my friends

Mwila, lifting her eyebrows in mock disbelief, said, ‘Hmmm!
‘Mind you, I haven' seen Jerry in a long time,” Nkhara said. ‘But he has
ways been comical, ever since we were in school.” They were mnterrupted by
< waiter who brought them the menu, and Nkhata was quick to assure her.
| free to select anything you like to ear. I would hate to starve you.”
T'm actually starving,” she replied.
They ordered their meals and drinks. A bottle of white wine was brought
Nkhata's request. He asked Mwila to taste, and she announced thar it was
good.
‘Susan looked fascinating,” Mwila said as the waiter left them. ‘Does she
talk so fast and so excitedly?’
"You should see her with her boyfriend,” Nkhara replied. *She is cither
ing or hugging him!"
"Who is the lucky guy?” she asked.
‘He is James Kamanga,” he replied. ‘He is in the Unired States of
merica,”

“What is he doing in the States?” she inquired.
‘He's studying relecommunication technology,” he answered.
"Oh! Telecommunicarions,” she exclaimed. “When did he go?’
"He left the country abour ten months ago,’ he explained. ‘His course
take about three years.’
‘She must be missing him terribly,” Mwila observed. *Oh, not Susan,’ he
ested. “She’s so full of life and likes interacting with people.”
“That's no reason why she shouldn’t miss him,” Mwila argued, ‘if she
him.
“You are the expert,” he joked.
“Yes, sir," she joked back.
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There was a short silence as they ate, but Nkhata would not allow it 1o
spoil their first date. *You are very quiet,” he observed.

‘I'm enjoying the delicious meal,’ she replied.

“This is one of my favourite eating places,” Nkhata stated boastfully.
“They never disappoint me.” These were words which he could have spared
if he had known that Mwila had already been dined and toasted in the
country’s most famous hotel, the Interconrinental. Mwila, however, did
not wish to ler him down; she appreciated the facr that he was trying hard
to impress her and was doing well ar it. She answered thar the service was
excellent. They continued eating and chauwing. Nkhara looked ar his warch
and said, “Whee! Time always flies when in the company of a prerty girl.”

Mwila laughed, and her dimples appeared. She asked, ‘And whar time de
you make it, Mr Oily tongue?’

“We still have abour ten more minutes,” Nkhata replied, smiling. Nkha
paid the bill, and they quickly walked out.

“Why did you not tip the bugger?” Mwila asked inclegantly.

‘He didn’t deserve it,’ Nkhata replied. ‘Above all, | do not want to un
the government’s policy which forbids this capitalistic practice. We shou
be a socialist society you know.” They talked about the pros and cons
socialism on their way to the cinema. Mwila was obvicusly in favour
capitalism, but both of them defended their respecrive cases intelligently.

Tll pay for the tickets,” Mwila insisted as they joined the queue at
Twentieth Century Cinema.

‘Next time, woman'’s libber!” he replied mockingly. They laughed.

In contrast to Bwanga, Mwila found Nkhata intelligent and m
mature in his attitude. She was more at ease with him. Whenever nece
Nkhata let her express her feelings withour raking offence. Although
lacked Kangwa’s experience, etiquette, and polish, he tried to treat her li
lady, which definitely delighred her. She was able to follow the film with
any interference.

They took a taxi home, and the taxi driver was asked to wair ourss
Mwila’s flar. Nkhata walked Mwila to her door and then held her hand.

“Thank you very much for coming,’ he said. "You were tremen
company.’

Mwila smiled but said no word. ‘I wish I could see you like this
often,” he implored.

She flushed at the flattery. T'm glad you asked me, Nkhara,” she re
‘I thoroughly enjoyed myself tonight.”

“You are always welcome,” he said assuringly.
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mot allow it to “Won' you come in for coffee?” she invited, as Nkharta apparentdly ran out
of words.

‘T would love to,” he replied. “Bur no, thank you. The taxi driver is
sed boastfully. wairing for me. What are you doing tomorrow?’
dd have spared ‘I shall be doing my housework in the morning,” she replied. ‘How about
moasted in the wou? Whar will you do?’
~ however, did ‘1 shall do my shopping,’ he said, ‘which does not take more than a few
vas trying hard ours.’
the service was “Why donT you come over for lunch?’ she invited unconsciously.
od ar his warch ‘Is that an invitarion?” he asked excitedly.
precty girl.’ ‘It certainly is,” she replied. “Twelve hours sharp!”

& what time do You ber. I shall be prompr.” Nkhata accepted, walking away. ‘Good
ing,’ he remembered.

“See you tomorrow, she replied.

On her own, Mwila felt that she had been foolish to invite the young

man. She also realised that although she had enjoyed his company thar

miling. Nkhata

.
= want to unde ght, she had no cause to cncourage him. But brooding over spilt milk
see. We shoule d not help her cither. She resolved thar she would handle the situation

ly.
Nkhara was indeed puncrual for lunch, He arrived art five minutes before
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“You are welcome,’ she announced. ‘I'm glad you've come.’
‘Gee, what a flar’ Nkhara exclaimed. ‘T didnt know you were living in
8 luxury.” They ralked about the splendid furnishings of the flar for a while.
Muwila had prepared nshima and fish with vegetables. They sat there
fing and ralking. Mwila was happy to hear that he enjoyed her cooking,
srwards, Nkhata helped to clear away the dishes, and Mwila did the
ghing up. Both of them were happy and felr freer with each other than
& before. They ralked less abour their work and more about themselves
afternoon.
They had jusr finished washing up when they heard a faint knock at the
Mwila answered, and it was her friend Musonda with Ngoma, who
now become Musonda’s steady boyfriend, and they went ourt rogether
arly. They looked happy. Mwila made the introductions and the
gsome played cards for a few hours before they decided to go to a Disco
e cvening, They went to Lagondola, a popular night club in the heart
wsaka. The place was jammed with patrons, but they still managed to
eze in and later discovered thar it was worth it. They enjoyed their night
. dancing to the latest pop songs, until they decided 1o go back home.
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Gerring out was not easy either. Musonda was knocked to the floor near the
door by boys who were surging backwards, avoiding flying broken botles.
There was a fight just outside the door.

‘I would like to show you my flar,’ Nkhara suggested to Mwila as they
parted with their friends.

Mwila hesitated before saying, ‘T'll go on one condition.’

‘And what condition is thar?” he asked.

“That you take me back to my flat by midnight,’

‘Let’s sce,” Nkhata said, looking at his watch. “Thart gives me minus
thirty minutes.” He smiled.

‘I did’t know thar it was that late already,” Mwila replied. ‘How about
another time?”

‘No, it’s not late,” Nkhara joked, ‘it’s very early’

“You know it is late,” she answered. ‘Please try to understand. After all,
this is only our second date,’ she reminded him.

‘I promise you,” Nkhata said. “You won't stay long.’

‘Okay,” Mwila agreed reluctantdly. Nkhata hailed a raxi and instructed the
driver where to go.

His flar was in Kamwala, one of the high-density suburbs of Lusaka. The
sitting room was small and contained some old pieces of furnirure.

They played records and danced to soft music. Although they talked
about themselves, Mwila did not mention anything about Kangwa. She did
not know how he would react. On the other hand, Nkhara refrained from
asking her abour Kangwa. ‘I should rake it easy until I have gained her
confidence,” he said to himself. Bur he could not help saying what he fels
about her. “Mwila,” Nkhata whispered as they danced closely, ‘you are the
most beauriful girl [ have met.’

‘Really?” she asked.

T'm positively cerrain about that.” “Yours is nor the only heart I have
taken.” Then she teased him loudly, ‘Do you wane it back?’

“Want what back?” he asked, slightly puzzled.

“Your heart,” she replied teasingly.

"Oh let’s see,” he paused, amused. “No, I certainly can trust you with ic””
‘They both burst out laughing.

Nlkhara rried all the school boys™ tricks, but as soon as Mwila realis
what he was up 10, she said no in very certain rerms and insisted on goi
back to her flat. Nkhata did not argue much longer. As they parted, Nkh
repeated that he fancied her terribly. Mwila reminded him that they hardh
knew each other.
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weked 1o the floor near the That Sunday morning, Mwila felt torn between two powerful forces. She
dise fying broken borcles, was confused to the point of not knowing the direction of her furture. She
thought abour both men while lying down on Kangwa's comfortable double

gampested to Mwila as they ‘bed. But she braved herself and wenr o church.
She felt that Nkhara could be a suitable man for her. She realised he
aon ’ had no influence and was not too well off, but the fact that he was young,
antelligent, handsome, and single overweighed this. However, she did not
o need any reminders, as she thought of the flar and virtually all thar was in
ok That gives me minus ar; everything belonged to Kangwa, and she knew thar misbehaviour would
Jeave her our in the cold. Although Mwilas fears were real, she became
Msla replied. ‘How about less frightened, the more she thought about it. She was convinced thar her
‘happiness with Kangwa and his property was temporary and that she had
- o be brave and think more positively about her furure, which martered
— = understand. After all, imost. She resolved ro disentangle herself from the old man's grip and avoid

i becoming his permanent mistress.

P After work on Friday, Mwila and Nkhara played a few sets of tennis
Jeed 2 z2xi and instructed the ar the NLLPA Club. Although Mwila had played social tennis before, she

‘admitted it was her first competitive game and that his services were too
wrong for her feeble forchand.

She remarked, “You really gave me a good bearing. How long have you
en playing?”

“You shouldn’t worry a bit. I'll give you some coaching. After all, I have
moriced that your reflexes are very sharp.” He had played tennis for abour six
zars but didn't want to discourage her.

"Flattering again?’ she asked. “You seem 1o be quite good ar it

'l mean it," he replied. “You can catch up very easily. All you need is to
m the ball slightly harder and improve on your service by throwing the
ulls higher than you are doing, which is basic in any case. Bur your return
¢ service 15 naturally good.’

‘Really?” she acknowledged. "Thank you.’

‘And your main weapon could be vour backhand,” he continued. ‘It
poked so natural. Of course, it has to be developed.’

They went to Mwild’s flat after the game, and then Nkhara went for
shower at his place. He returned later to Mwila’s flat for dinner. They
pepared the meal together.

‘T was really exhausted after the game,’ she replied. “You wore me out.”

‘It is just because you haven't been playing any games,’” he replied. ‘I
san real games!

‘Naughty! Naughty!” she said, smiling,
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‘T'm nor being naughty,” he replied defensively.

‘Are there some unreal games?’ she asked suspiciously.

“Well, some people think thar any activity by which a body is slightdy
moved is a game,’ he replied. ‘Buc I don't agree with them.”

Mwila thoughr she suspected whar he was referring to. “You don have o
be modest abour it she challenged, staring at him.

T'm glad you know whar I'm ralking about,” he replied.

‘I still think that you are naughry; she said.

They were eating and chatting when there was a soft knock ar the door.

Tll get it,” Mwila announced, as Nkhara was abour to stand up. Her
heart skipped a beat as she went to open the door. If it were Kangwa, he
would use his key. *He 1s still away,” she thought, and her hopes of him nor
being the one lifted, but when she opened the door, it was Kangwa, standing
there and grinning happily. He didn't use his key as he had seen a lighr in the
sitting room.

‘Come in please,’ she invired breathlessly, hoping that he would not
sweep her into his big arms in front of Nkhata. ‘How was your trip? Mwila
asked, walking faster.

‘Oh! Refreshing,” he replied.

‘And how was life in the capital?” he asked. ‘Did you miss me?”

‘Ah, it wasn't too bad,” she replied, avoiding his second question. When
Kangwa saw Nkhara, he put on his genial smile and his best manners.

‘Oh! This is Nkhata,” Mwila introduced breathlessly. ‘He works in the
same department with me.’ She turned, ‘And Nkhara, this is Kangwa. He is
ghe i

‘I know you, sir, Nkhara interrupred. *The Under Secretary in the
Ministry of Science and Technology." Nkharta smiled uneasily.

Kangwa smiled back. He realised thar he was famous in the capital and
many people were bound to know him through the media.

‘Excuse me,” Mwila announced uneasily. She stood up. ‘Tll make some
tea for all of us.’

She quickly walked into the kitchen. “Whar shall T do now?’ She asked
herself. She had never been in such a tight spot before and she was trying
to think fast. She decided not to do anything just yer; after all, the situation
might resolve itself. Bur her apparent courageous attitude did not conceal hes
true nervous state. She was abour to lift the tray when one cup crashed on e
the floor, making a terrible noise.

‘Are you all right?” Kangwa shouted from the sitting room.

T'm okay, thank you,” she replied. “But I have broken one tea cup.’
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‘Do you need any help?” Nkhara shouted back.

‘I shall manage, thank you,” she replied.

Left to themselves, Kangwa and Nkhata talked openly. Their discussion,
which continued over tea, covered politics and the city in general. Bur it was
‘evident thar each was sizing the other up very carefully. Even if Kangwa did
not feel threatened by Nkhata, he could see thar the handsome young man
was intelligent, well-mannered and, above all, ambitious. On the other hand,

Nkhara knew that the old man was rich and famous in the city, experienced
nd sophisticated; in all fairness, they could nor stand on the same platform.
ey talked and sometimes laughed, though uneasily.

Larter that evening, it was Kangwa who announced his departure first.
“Well, I have 1o leave you young people.” But he had hardly finished speaking
shen Nkhara also announced, ‘T have to be leaving too, sir.’ They all stood

ip to go ar once. Mwila was walking them ro the door when Kangwa asked
Nkhata if he wanred a lift home. Nkhara polirely replied that he would love
_: lift, bur that he was passing through another friend’s home nearby. Nkhata
not passing through any other house, but he did not want Kangwa to
imow his house; it would be embarrassing to him, to say the least.

They said their goodbyes, and Mwila saw them off. She knew she had
> think fast. She felt the thought of explaining to both was honourable, but
ae would not dare tell the truth, as she was not certain whether she could

t Nkhara. Would Nkhata still like her if she told him the truth? Buc
be also had another fear that she might end up losing both men ar once.
felt she could easily give up Nkhata and remain happy, as she had no
®ligation to him. Somehow deep down in her own fast-throbbing heart she
inew that in the long run, she would not gain anything from Kangwa. He
bould not marry her. These thoughrs plagued her until she fell asleep.

The following day was Saturday, and Mwila decided to go and sce her
mentor carly in the morning., They talked abour her awkward situation,
d she spent the whole weekend at Musondas place. Thar way she avoided
ing either man.

Although Kangwa tried to ignore Nkhara, he inevitably found himself
ezarding the young man s a potential threar.

If Nkhara had to be serious, the fact thar he was single could be an
Eded advantage. Bur on second thoughts, he discounted any possibility of
ash. He thoughr of his investment in Mwila, but decided to play it cool.
the worst came to pass, his marriage and his high position in government
puld not allow him to come to an open confrontation with anyone over a
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girl. Bur he also knew that he held the trump card; Mwila had to think twice
before doing anything stupid!

The weeks thar followed were full of dramaric events, completely
unexpected by both Mwila and Kangwa, who had continued to see each as
usual. Kangwa was now promoted to permanent secretary in his Ministry.
Instead of taking his wife to celebrate, he was accompanied by Mwila, a
move which surprised many of his friends at the club. As the rift widened
again berween Chongo and Kangwa, he decided to tell her the rruth. His
wife pleaded with him to stop seeing Mwila and keep the pledge which
he had made when they went to the village. Bur he was no longer in a
compromising mood. He insisted that as long as he adequately maintained
the family, he would not tolerate any more nonsense from his wife. As her
husband continued coming home late, Chongo took to the bortle again,
constantly secking company and entertainment from brandy and coke.
Inevitably, she realised that her temporary shelrer from aleohol would not
help in solving their marital problem. Their children observed the change
of atmosphere in the house, bur they were helpless; there was nothing they
could do as their mother continued to look at her problems through the
bottom of the glass!

Muwila was picked up from work by Kangwa one day, and they drove
to her flac. Later, they went our for dinner, listened to some soft music, and
talked as they ate. As he looked at her sitting across the table, he reassured
himself that she still looked young and very beauriful. She looked back as
him and beamed a smile. They talked happily as they finished their meal.

“Shall we go home, honey?” he asked. Mwila nodded.

They were at home, sitting close to each other and chatting whes
Kangwa suddenly called her name, ‘Mwila, you are beautiful and loveable
He sighed. "You are the best thing—thar has ever happened to me.’
looked worried even though he tried o conceal it.

“Thank you,” she replied, smiling broadly.

Do you know that I still love you very much?” he asked.

“You have said that before,” she replied. “Bur I don’t think that one m
can truly love two women at the same time,’

They talked and argued, coming to no understanding, Kangwa |
shortly afterwards. Mwila went o bed and pondered over her dilemma am
her future again.
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ife had been rather boring for Kasongo in the village. He felt our of
touch with any intellecrual stimulation and discussion. When he could,
gave a hand to his old father in his wide variety of duties, most of which
ngo regarded as rather basic.

Kasongo, for instance, loudly detested the chitemene system, perperually
racticed by his people and their ancestors. Even though he appreciared
e motive behind the cutting and burning of tree branches to provide
pme nutrients to the soil, he argued thar the practice was destructive 1o
he trees and forests and created arid lands. Bur his arguments were met
mth undeserved contempr. The critics who cared to answer called him a
cuided young man who had lost his balance and direction. ‘How can
e condemn the practice withour which there would have been starvarion
mong our people?’ they would ask. ‘Don’t listen to Kasongo. He is stll
nbalanced upstairs!’ some argued.

After almost two and a half yvears in the village, most of his clothes were
e, and it was not uncommon to see him wearing trousers with patches,
has nothing to do with the fashion of the day. Kasongo's social
ing in the area was ar its lowest ebb, and he himself was aware of this.
» many villagers, Kasongo was a classic example of men who spent all
seir most productive times reading countless books and yer ended up with
ing, a fact which they didnT hide from him.

While in the village, Kasongo had a few bouts of depression. But even
g these dark moments, Mumbi's light was the only noticeable candle
it shone for him at the end of the dark tunnel. In the company of her

125
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brothers and sisters, Mumbi visited Kasongo as often as their tradition
permitted. She encouraged him thar he was sane and that everything would
be all right. Their friendship had developed to a mature and understanding
one, Although he really fancied the girl, Kasonge was in no position to
propose to her. She also realised thar he had lost confidence in himself and
therefore sympathised with him.

As he gradually regained his self-esteem, it dawned on him thar
remaining in the village for another year was ill-advised. The chances of him
going really crazy were pretry high. After a long and careful reflection, he
resolved thar the only solurion was ro leave the boring village for the bright
lights. In fact, Kasongo felr thar he would be more at ease in the city where
he would be inconspicuous.

When he arrived in Lusaka, no one had been expecting him, but he
knew Mwila's address from her letters:he headed for her flar.

When Mwila opened the door, she was surprised bur thrilled all the
same to see him. She hugged him. ‘Oh! Kasongo,’ she whispered. “You look
your old self again! I'm overjoyed to see you, my brother.’

Tm also happy to see you too, my sister,” he replied. ‘Allow me. Let me
inspect you.’ He slowly circled around her, inspecting her from head to feer.

‘Come off that,” Mwila protested. “Don't you start? You should tell me
about serious things first, father, mother, yourself and the people at home.”

*Sis, you have changed. You look so healthy. You are so polished! Whas
happened ro you?” He surveyed her further. “T'he city has really agreed widh
you.

“You think so0?” Mwila asked, smiling broadly.

“You look well and healthy too, Brother.” She hugeed him again. ‘Ok
Brother, I just can’t express how happy I am. God answered our prayers. I’
really delighted. I knew it would work our well.”

“Things will be all right now, my dear,” he assured her. “What we h
gone through is no longer important, bur historic. Of course, we have
build on it. Whar is crucial, however, is the raste of things to come.’
sounded calm, confident and prophetic.

They ralked at length thar night. Mwila was anxious to know abour
brother’s furure plans and how the people she knew were doing in the vill
Kasongo, on the other hand, learnt abour the gossip in the capital city.
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was surprised thar his younger sister was so well informed even on imporrant
and somewhat confidential marrers.

They agreed that Kasongo should seek for employment.

After a few weeks of job-hunring, Kasongo took the first job that was
offered to him, as an administrarive manager of an internarional company
ed in Zambia. The company, Maxwell Brothers Led., was specialised in
ing derergents and toothpaste.

Kasongo's appointment made him the most senior Zambian executive
n the company. He learnt later thar the company was under tremendous
pressure from the government to zambianise its management staff. The
company was willing ro indigenise and would have easily obliged by simply
moving its junior Zambian staff into high posts even though they were not
uitably qualified—the so-called ‘window dressing Zambianarion’, which
2 number of foreign companies had done, but without truly transferring
ffecrive authority to the elevared Zambians. Maxwell Brothers, however, was
determined for the future of the company in the country to find suirably
qualified and highly educated Zambians. Kasongo had therefore approached
shem ar the most opportune moment. His job carried a comfortable salary
shich included perks such as enterrainmenr allowance, free accommodation,
wne domestic servant, and a company car. Kasongo was accommodated in a
spacious well-furnished honse in Rhodes Park. In his new job, Kasongo was
very hard working and proved to be a dedicated administraror. It wasn’t long
before he established himself in the company.

Kasongo’s group of admirers was mostly composed of young men and
women. Although he socialised in Lusaka, he never took his conquests
eriously. His sweetheart, Mumbi, still rerained his deepest affection, and
shey kepr correspondence burning like a non-melting candle. Mumbi was

reaching ar Chisembe Secondary School near Chipoma’s village.

Kasongo had now worked for nine months. He wrote and invited his
sweetheart to visit him in Lusaka which she gladly accepred.

Kasongo and Mwila were at the bus station when Mumbi arrived. He
eld her in his arms as they hugged and kissed to the amazement of the
snlookers. Although not many couples hugged and kissed in public in
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7ambia, at that rime, a few educated ones left no stone unturned, in the
number of habits that they imitated from the Western civilization! It was
quite 2 reunion for the three of them that evening. Mumbi was the first o
observe. “Oh, you've already put on weight!’

Mwila smiled.
“If you say so, it must be true,” Kasongo replied, smiling broadly.

“Whar do you expect?” Mwila retorted. “With a change of luck, anything
and everything is possible.’

“You can only gain weight if you eat well,” Mumbi challenged. ‘T hope
no woman other than Mwila has been cooking for you and feeding you
discreetly,” she concluded beaming. They all laughed.

Mumbi was on holiday at the time, and she stayed in Lusaka for one
and a half weeks. She had stayed in Lusaka for two days before with her late
uncle, but this time was special. Kasongo, with a litle help from his sister,
went all out to impress their special visitor. They showed her places in and
around the capiral and took her to many functions where she met several
interesting people. She found her vacation in the capital really fascinating.

Kasongo and Mumbi also talked generally about many things and :
particular about themselves and the furure. They seemed to have underst
cach other rather well. So, when he popped the question at the end of |
visit, she immediately said ‘yes'. They agreed to inform her parents, but
of them realised thar this was a mere formality. Kasongo was once m
popular and even famous in his home village and the surrounding
Mumbi in particular knew that her parents were quite fond of him and
they would readily welcome him into the family. Kasongo's family was o
again held in high estcem in the village. They agreed to make concrete p
about an engagement and a white wedding at the end of the year.

Mumbi was particularly impressed with the rapid progress her fri
Mwila had made. For a girl who hadn't completed her secondary educass
and had no formal rtraining, Mwilas swift social advancement
phenomenal. Her wardrobe was filled with modern and fashionable ¢
from Europe; she had more than ten pairs of shoes, and much more.
occupied a fully furnished luxurious flat in 4 very decent area of the caps
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mle did Mumbi know at the time that the real property belonged to
Bwila’s sugar daddy.

Towards the end of Mumbi’s holiday, Kasongo obtained a few days off
He decided 1o drive her back to the village in his Fiat 132.

They left early in the morning and travelled all day to the village. They
il 2 warm welcome in Chipoma’s village. Many people, friends, relatives,
Imirers, and some curious villagers crowded his father’s courtyard to

et him and of course look at his machine, the car. Kasongo had broken
pother record in his area—he was the first son of the village to own a car.
e reflected that despite the previous health setback, he was not doing badly

er all.

Kasongo broke the news of his intention to marry Mumbi to his uncle,
%o in turn informed his parents and grandparents. His grandfather, Lwaba,
witty old man, rather too active for his age, volunteered to become the
cial marchmaker. There was no doubr as to his suirability, and therefore,
was asked to go ahead and approach Mumbis parents in the usual
ditional manner.

The following day, Mumbi’s family met, and as expected, the proposal
& accepted, with no hesitation. His father was happy for him. He had
d his son several times that a man only attained his full place and respect
Society after getting married. In fact, he had tried to persuade his son 1o
married many times before, but Kasongo had always replied thar he was
= ready. Mulenga was delighted with the prospect of a local and respected
® for her future daughter-in-law. Many parents of highly educated sons
ired the possibility of their boys marrying foreign women who could not
and their tongue. In this group, a white woman in particular would
Heast welcome. Racism really did not come into the reckoning as much as
practical realinies. A local girl knew their culture and would be accessible
‘her in-laws. She would render necessary help from time to time. His
maker, Lwaba, was the first to boast. ‘I knew all along that Kasongo
@ 2 very sensible young man. He would not marry a foreigner from
saka.” He scratched his bare stomach and his uncombed grey hair.
“What would stop him if he so wished?” Chansa asked. ‘In fact, [ always
t that he would go for a white woman, the way he ignored all the
Bl girls!

“Whar? A white woman, did you say?’ Mulenga asked contempruously.
ol He wouldn't dare. At least, she couldnt have entered my house.”
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“When did it become your house alone?’ Chansa reased. I thought 1t
belonged to the family, of which I'm the boss.

‘Quet, both of you,” Lwaba commanded. ‘Instead of praising your son
for arriving ar a sensible decision and making a wonderful choice, there you
are quarrelling like children about whar he haso’t done! When will you grow
up?’ he teased.

‘Oh, yes,” Lwaba's wife echoed.

‘Listen, you roo, Lwaba said to his wife very authoritatively. He lectured
to them and wenr to tell them a story about 2 woman he knew in another
village who went to visit her well-educared son in Lusaka. Her son had just
come back from Russia and was married to a white woman. A day after
she arrived in the capiral city, her son was seat away on an official trip to
another province. The visiting woman remained in the house with her
daughter-in-law. For one week, the women did nort ralk to each other, for
they couldnt understand each other’s tongue. The visiting woman was also
starving for she had no taste for the white man’s food her daughter-in-law
prepared. ‘A mess of food suirable only for children still breastfeeding—
incidentally, rice or mashed poratoes. As she didn't know anyone to run to
in Lusaka, the poor woman packed her bags and left before her son returned.
They all burst into laughter. “Thar is true, Lwaba’s wife confirmed. “You
know the woman Mulenga. She is the grandmother of Chipulu!” They alf
agreed that Kasongo had made 2 sensible choice and showered him with
praises and congratulations.

Back in Lusaka, Kasongo was at Mwila’s flat. They talked generally fo
2 while, bur Kangwa was the main subject. Kasongo made it clear to hi
cicter that he didn't like her relationship with Kangwa, He explained, %
don’t dislike him personally. After all, he even helped me find my job. But
honestly think that he is too old for you.”

There was silence before Mwila answered. ‘I don’t dream abour a youn
man anymore,” she replied emphatically. ‘In fact, now 1 agree with what m;
grandmother used to say that clderly men are better. They look after the:
women well” She pansed. ‘Haven't you seen how well the old man loot
after me and treats me? I can’t see any young man who can be as loving 2
caring as Kangwa." She suddenly remembered her ill-fated relationship wi
Bwanga. She thought that her feelings towards young men were justified.

‘Can you bet on that?’ Kasongo asked teasingly. Mwila was still thinki
when he went on, ‘Look at the way he is cheating his wife. How would

feel if you were in her shoes?’
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Mwila looked her brother firmly in the face. She was obviously annoyed
with his allegation. She felt he had no right to make any decisions on her
behalf.

‘It is my choice,” Mwila retorted, avoiding his specific questions, ‘and [
all disregard your sensible opinion.” On the other hand, Kasongo realised
thar Kangwa was educared, rich, and very influential in Lusaka. He was by
far better than Chisunka in Chipomas village.

‘I have no intention of making any decisions for you,’ Kasongo
plained. ‘I'm sorry if I gave you that impression.’

“You certainly did,” Mwila replied firmly

‘T appreciate that any decision on this matter should come from you
alone,” he stressed, ‘but [ would be failing in my dury if | didn't give you my

opinion on a very important issue which concerns your future”
Mwila listened.

*You know how [ felt when they almost forced you to marry Chisunka at
home?” he asked. ‘I still have your interest at heart and no other motives.’

Mowila nodded.

‘T shall always show interest in your furure, my sister,” Kasongo
ntinued, ‘or shouldn’t I’

‘I see what you mean,” Mwila replied meekly. ‘I think we just had a little
isunderstanding, my brother

They hugged and made up. They continued their discussion with no
ow of emotions. They agreed that Mwila had to be more cautious and
observe further, before making a definite commitment.
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aster was two weeks away, and Kangwa had hatched definite plans. He

told Mwila that he was taking her on a holiday to Kenya. He would
make all arrangements and pay all expenses. Mwila was thrilled, not only
because it would be her first time she had visited another country, but
she had always wished to wvisit Nairobi. Since she had come to Lusaka,
she had heard so much about the beauty and the enjoyable social life of
that flourishing Fast African City. In fact, some of her friends had lived in
Nairobi while artending Kianda College for Secretarial Studies.

Kangwa had rold his wife that he would be going on an official trip 1o
East Africa. Although poor Chongo knew that there was another woman.
she never doubted him when it came to aspects of his official work. He was
a very efficient civil servant who was admired and respected by many in the
Ministry, who knew how hard working he was. His wife had only admiratios.
for his rotal dedication to his work. She could therefore not have linked thie
trip with 2 carefully planned romantic retrear.

It was a Friday morning when Kangwa was driven to the Lusak
International Airport’s VIP lounge by his devoted wife. After checking in,
kissed her goodbye and waved as he walked away towards the VIP Loun
When he finally entered the Zambia Airways Boeing 737, Mwila saw hi
and smiled broadly. He walked along the aisle and sar beside her, in the f
class.

‘Hello there, stranger,” he whispered.

“Welcome aboard,” she replied. “How did Chongo feel about your trip?’

‘She didn't suspect a thing,” he answered. ‘I'm glad it worked our
beautifully. I expected that you would arrive later though.’

132
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‘1 was the first person to check in and board the plane,” she told him. ‘I

aad to avoid meeting your wife. Otherwise, my presence would have made
r suspicious.”

‘Good girl,” he whispered. ‘Tm sure if she had added one to one, her
answer was going 1o be one and that would have meant serious trouble!”
They laughed together.

After the routine announcements, the plane 1ok off. After some time,
Mwila looked at the plane window and was amazed by the sight. ‘ls that the
seal’ she whispered to Kangwa as she gazed ar the undularing outlines of land
merging into endless bluish water marshes,

‘I think it is a lake,” Kangwa replied, ‘we're still far from the sea.’

“Whar lake is 1t?" she asked.

‘I think it is Lake Nyasa,” he answered, rather uncerrain. ‘No, let’s ask the
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Kangwa asked one light-skinned air hostess. She smiled gently and then
wonfessed that she didn't know. "Wait, I'll go and ask the caprain,” she said.

Within two minurtes, the hostess returned and was smiling even broadly.
It is Lake Malawi,’ she told him confidently.

“Thank you,” Kangwa appreciated. He looked back at Mwila. She smiled
gently and nodded.
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Their only stop on the way was Dar-es-Salaam, the Tanzanian capiral.
A few passengers disembarked and more boarded the plane. The majority of

passengers from Dar-es-Salaam were Asians. They conversed heartily in
Swahili. Mwila could not understand what they were saying, but Kangwa
ad a basic understanding of this popular and widely spoken East African
anguage. They had their lunch shordy after leaving Dar-es-Salaam Airport,
ad Mwila remarked, ‘My very first meal away from Zambia!

B the Lusal=

Becking in, he ‘By the way,” Kangwa echoed, *how do you feel?’

* VIP Lounge ‘Grear! she replied.

dwila saw him They continued drinking champagne after their meal. And it was a
per, in the firse merry couple thar arrived ar Nairobi International Airport.

‘Oh look, the airporr is superb,” Mwila announced as they walked down

the gangway.
Youll see,” Kangwa replied, ‘that it is superior to our own Lusaka
Airport.”

= your trip?’
sorked out so
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“or Nairobi that morning, and they knew that they would enjoy being alone
together in the beautiful Kenyan countryside.

They returned to Nairobi feeling refreshed and spent a couple of days
there looking up Kangwa’s friends before heading for Mombasa. There was a
zerrible noise as the car sped along, and Kangwa brought the car gradually to
2 halr.

“Whar was that?” Mwila asked anxiously.

'I think we have a puncture,” he replied, opening his door. He was quite
aght. The left back tyre of their hired Ford Corrina had burst.

‘How can they give us a car with rotten tyres?” Mwila complained.

“They arc only in the business to fatten their long pockers,” he said, ‘and
ot 1o satisfy customers.” He quickly replaced the puncrured tyre with a
pare one, and they were back on the road. “We shall be in Mombasa soon,’
e encouraged. ‘It is only thirty-one kilomerres away.”

In Mombasa, they booked into the beauriful and expensive Eden Roc
fotel on the island. Thar night, they went to the casino in their hotel, where
mingled with many tourists, the majority of whom were rich Germans
* the company of young Kenyan beauties. It was however the contrary
far arrracted Mwila’s artention. Many elderly white ladies were escorted
¢ voung black men, and Mwila quickly commented, ‘It looks like many
aples have swapped!”
‘No,” Kangwa reassured. “Just like the young black girls, the black boys
g in it for the money,” he explained.
“You mean to say thar the old women pay their young male escorts?”
d a bewildered Mwila.
‘And they pay them well,” he answered.
The three days that they spent in Mombasa passed like minutes to
. She was thrilled to have seen the sea at last, as they sped away in
mred sailing boat. They visited many artractive areas on the island and
the Mainland Malindi. They had such a terrific and enjoyable high life,
tting many nightclubs, dancing, and eating lavishly. However, Mwila had
& complaine abour Mombasa, the scorching hear. ‘I had never been to a
pee so hor.” She was swearting profusely in spite of her light clothing.
T encourages people to go half-naked,’” Kangwa replied. ‘And the
gists enjoy that.”
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‘Apart from thar,” Mwila assured him, ‘Mombasa is the most beautiful
holiday resort I have ever seen. It's great.”

They returned to Nairobi and evenrually to Lusaka. They had had a
lovely holiday, and it had brought them closer to each other than ever before.

From the airport, they took a cab to the flar on Church Road. Kangwa
lefr two big suitcases full of new clothes and other presents for Mwila bur
ook a small case of clothes and presents o his family.

* * *

One evening, after Mwila had finished clearing the table after their
supper, she came from the kitchen and sat beside Kangwa. They were sitting.
chatting and laughing when he suddenly lowered his voice and whispered.
‘Do you know how I feel about you, my angel?’

‘[ turn you on,’ she replicd.

‘No,” he protested. ‘Many women can easily turn me on.’

‘Can they?' she asked.

‘Oh, yes,” he replied, *bur can we leave jokes aside for a change?’

Muwila stared at Kangwa searchingly, but uttered no word.

“Well, do you know how [ feel about you?" he asked again.

‘I don't know for sure, to be frank,” she replied.

He moved closer and looked at her in the eyes. ‘I don’t know how you
take this, bur I have fallen in love with you. I want you to marry me.’

She was not only surprised; she was remporarily confused. Kang
sudden change of tactics from defensive to direct attack was compl
unexpected. She no longer had any ground left on which to floor him!
tried to put on a brave face.

‘T'll think abour it," she replied. ‘But how aboutr Chongo?’

I'm positive she'll divorce me when she realises that I wanrt to
you,” he said confidently.

‘T'm overjoyed,” she replied, complerely overraken by emotion.

‘Tm glad that you feel as happy as I do abour us,’ he annou
‘because I'm convinced beyond doubt that I want you more than an
else in this world and that you and I were meant for each other.” He held
close and kissed her passionately.

‘Do you realise thar 1 shall have to ask my parents?” she asked.

‘Of course, | do, my love,” he assured her. “Iradition, my sweeth
the cornerstone of our society.”
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They went over 1o the club that evening, and although unknown to their
friends, they had a celebration drink. Kangwa further suggested that they go
and see her parents together, and she readily agreed. He also promised her a
big wedding as soon as possible after she had agreed ro marry him.

Mwila had a dare previously with Nkhara for Thursday, but she broughr
it forward to Tuesday so thar she could clear the air with him. She told
him abour Kangwa’s proposal and about her life with him. Nkhata was
 disappointed, but he managed not to show it. He told her thar if they loved
~each other and everyone was agreeable, she would evenrually be a very rich
woman.

When Mwila and Kangwa arrived in Chipoma’s village, many villagers
re very excited to see her and her companion in his big car. Crowds
gathered to greet them.

Mwila’s parents were happy to hear that their daughrer was to marry
= nich man. During the two days they stayed in the village, Kangwa and
{wila slept in separate huts as it was unthinkable for unmarried couples to
spenly sleep together in the villages. Before they left, Kangwa's matchmaker
mnounced their plans for a big wedding and paid the dowry. In the village,
9o one had any idea thar Kangwa was legally married to another woman.

Mwila, confident that Kangwas divorce would come through quickly
iad easily, never mentioned this to her parents either. Even Chiluba, who
d privately cautioned Mwila abour Kangwa’s marital status, was assured
sat there was no other woman.

Back in the capital city, Kangwa, now positive of his next step,
Derately ook issue with almost everything his wife did, right or wrong!
wasnt long, however, before he made it known to Chongo that their
1age was a very unhappy union and thar it was doomed ro failure, He
uded that the only solution was a divorce and thart he could make a fair
g-of-court sertlement for her if she agreed to a divorce by murual consent.
 did not hide the fact thar he wanted to marry another woman. Kangwa
8 totally surprised by his wife’s reaction. She didn’t crack or panic as he
anticipated; instead she told him pariently, ‘As far as I'm concerned, you
will my lawful husband. If you wanr to run around with little loose girls,
\ean please yourself, since it is your own repuration that is ar stake.”
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“You must give me a divorce, as I'm no longer in love with you,” he

demanded angrily.

‘I'm sorry, darling,” she replied. ‘I still love you as much as before and
I have no grounds for divorcing you.” Kangwa was obviously disappointed
to see that his wife was rotally composed in this major crisis. What he
didn’t know, however, was the fact that Chongo was just acting. Only
a week before, she had ralked at length with her lawyer brother about the
deterioration of her marriage. In fact, she would have loved a divorce in
order to be free. Her brother advised her thar as long as she didnt give her
husband any grounds for divorce, he was going o find it very difficuls, if nor
impossible, to divorce her. She therefore played her rehearsed role very well
and was aware of the consequences. A few days later, Kangwa tried further
to entice his wife into accepring a divorce with offers of a substantially
increased amount of money in sertlement, bur again, he drew another blank.
Chongo admitted that they had some differences sometimes, bur that this
was normal in many marriages and did not justify a divorce.

Against all the odds, Kangwa decided to go and live with Mwila at
the flar. His actions received a blind eye from his wife, who decided 1o
concentrarte her artention on running her business. Under the circumstances,
Mwila didn’t know what to do. She did not only have fears abour the
possibility of losing Kangwa, the flat, and possibly her job, she was worried
abour her reputation. Her friends advised her to keep cool and give Kangwa
a chance, since they thought that he truly loved her, to have left his wife for
her sake. ‘He had more to lose,” they argued.

Kangwa therefore could not go through with a formal wedding for fears
of bigamy.

Kangwa, however, bought an elegant and expensive six-bedroo
house in a fashionable area of Roma Township. It was a splendid hou
with a swimming poal in the huge yard. Kangwa and Mwila held a lavi
celebration, which they disguised as a house-warming parry.
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elatives and friends flocked to Lusaka to artend Kasongo's wedding;

some of them neither invited nor expecred. They created extra problems
for him. A few friends who had generously offered 1o help with temporary
accommodation regretted it afterwards. They found that their rooms were
not only crowded, bur they had also stretched their funds in order to cater
for the unexpected number of visitors.

That week before the wedding, Kasongo looked weak and tired, as he
went from one engagement to another. Now his party of friends, including
his chosen best men, had just returned from St Ignatius Church, the largest
Roman Catholic Church in the capital then. There, they had a church
' rehearsal for the wedding. Mumbi, her bridesmaids, and Mwila were
also present at the mock ceremony organised by the Rev. Fr. Kosmafu, a
grey-haired Jesuit priest who had worked in Zambia for many years, The
Reverend was a University of Zambia Roman Cacholic Chaplain, who had
known Kasongo personally during his days at the campus. Father Kosmafu
asked him why he rarely attended his masses. Kasongo thought for a while
and then, his head low, replied honestly that although he was a baptised
‘Catholic, he was not a regular church goer. He promised, however, thar
he would improve in view of his new status. The priest smiled gently but
anstructed Mumbi to encourage her husband to artend mass. He then said

1o both of them, ‘T hope that God will bless you ro lead a happy and truly
Christian life.

“Thank you, Father,” Kasongo replied.
“Thank you very much, Father,’ Mumbi joined in.

139
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Mumbi, on the other hand, was a truly practicing Catholic. In her
family, everyone regularly arcended mass, and her father, a retired primary
school headmaster, ensured that his family stayed that way. At sixry-eight, he
still looked strong and regularly conducted the village church choir.
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After church, the party wenr back ro Kasongos house, where they held
their last dancing rehearsal. The best men and the bridesmaids practiced
seriously in order to ensure the success of the real thing. When they
eventually ended their dancing practice, it was as they had done in the
previous two weeks, with the song they now termed ‘the national anthem!”
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The preparations had gone very well so far. In fact, Kasongo felt thar he
had been quite lucky; he received help even from many unexpected quarrers.
Kangwa had also joined in, and his knowledge of capiral events and his
influence were grear assets. It was he who managed to hire the most popular
band in Lusaka then, the Mosi-O-Tunya Band, to play at the wedding
receprion, at short notice. The band had a repuration of being quite heavily
booked, but their manager who knew Kangwa well quickly assured him thas
they would play on the day of the wedding,

That Friday was his last day as a bachelor, but Kasongo’s rempel
of activities never seemed to slow down. He moved from one place =
another to make a last check on wedding arrangements; by evening, he w
exhausted, anxious, and had lost his appetite. He decided to go to sleep carls
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Kasongo had been lying on the bed for quite a while. He had wanze
to sleep early that night, bur failed; his mind was rather too anxious for &
time of night. He found himself still thinking abour the wedding. His ms
drifted to some of the people who were nor invited, but who had confrons
him on the streets for invitation cards. He didntt know some of them wel
and wondered why they insisted on coming to the wedding, At this point. &
realised how much money he had spent on the wedding so far; it had alr
made him broke. On what would they live after the wedding? He wondems
He had paid for everything excepr for a small contribution from Mus
towards her very expensive wedding dress. Now he realised why some n
married couples in the capiral almost starved after spending huge sums
money on their weddings. He wished they had forgotten abour the
and ceremony altogether.
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He remembered the small village marriage ceremonies, where the only

noticeable expense was the bride price. The food and locally brewed beer
were free as they were donated by the couple’s families. But he also realised
that nothing would make Mumb;i happier than a church wedding, Among
the educated and enlightened girls, a white wedding was the only sign of

the start of a good marriage; it was a symbol of progress and a vardstick of
affluence.

Kasongo looked at his watch, and the time was past midnight. He
sealised thar he had been lying there wide awake for about three hours. He
felt tensed and nervous. He picked up the phone and dialled the hospital
‘number. He spoke to his old friend, Dr Kunda, who later brought him some
feeping tablets.

The big day finally arrived, and Kasongo found our thar his problem had
ot only been insomnia, bur waking up as well. It was Kangwa who woke
em up after waiting for half an hour. They had previously arranged to meet
z 09.30 hours to decorate Kangwa's Mercedes, which was to be used as the
bficial bridal car. Kangwa had in facr successfully finished decorating the car
2en he went to Kasongo’s house, only to find him fast asleep. Nort knowing
at Kasongo had been heavily sedared, Kangwa couldn help burt scold him
rerwards. “You gave me quite a fright,” he laughed at him. ‘I thoughe the
bedding scared you and you had died of cold feer!”

‘No way,” Kasongo replied cheerfully. ‘If there is anything I have prayed
in my humble and single life, it is for death to come after this day!” he

sled gently.

‘Now you are ralking like a man,” Kangwa said teasingly, ‘but why after
You know,” Kasongo replied patiently, ‘after today I shall show all the
kbting Thomases that I'm my father’s son. Many of them think thar if you
it marry early, maybe you are impotent!” Kangwa laughed and Kasongo

ped 1n.

wmembution from Mum
e sealised why some
e= spending huge sums

Ssegotzen about the pomss

If you intend to die so early, youd better write a will before the
ding,” Kangwa advised mockingly.

“You sound as if I have premonirion of death,’ Kasongo replied. ‘I have
mntention of enjoying my beautiful wife and married life.” They both
our laughing.
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The ceremony was due to start at 14.00 hours sharp, and the
bridegroom and his party had arrived ar the church twenty minutes earlier.
At the stroke of two, there was no sign of the bride and her parry. Kasongo’s
nervousness increased, and he started swearting, bur fifteen minutes later,
he heard the persistent sound of hooters and horns and was certain that his
bride was finally about to arrive. He cheered up instantly and smiled.

Holding her father’s hand, immaculately dressed, Mumbi really looked
her most beauriful that day.

The marriage ceremony and nuptial mass were very well attended and
the big church was full, with many people standing outside, Some VIDs,
including MMCs and cabinet ministers, graced the occasion with their
presence. There were also a noticeable number of University of Zambia
eraduates, who came to give moral support to their former mare. In front of
the altar, 1t was a calm and well-composed Kasongo who answered the priese
and loudly proclaimed, ‘I do.” When it was her turn to do, Mumbi spoke se
quietly thar she was hardly heard even by people seated in the front rows of
the church. In the sacristy, the couple exchanged their freedoms by signin
the register together with their witnesses.

As the newly-wed couple emerged from the church, led by Mwila, t
Matron of Honour, they were showered with confetti to the delight of ¢
cheering audience. Kasongo smiled broadly; Mumbi smiled gently.
best men and bridesmaids radiated supportive smiles. Bulbs flashed as ¢
walked down the aisle. The cameramen were kept busy taking photogra
of the newly-weds with different groups of relatives and friends outs:
the church. Kasongo, therefore, proved wrong all those village gossips
his relationship with Mumbi was a mere paranoid fantasy; he never fo
his village sweetheart ar the first sight of his sanity, as they had wror
predicted.

A long motorcade slowly drifted away from St. Ignatius Church in
deafening sound of horns. They were heading for the Nakarindi Hall, w
the reception was 1o be held. Many more people had just walked to
hall, a distance of abour one and half kilometres. The huge hall was pa
beyond capacity, and the music was pulsating; the Mosi-O-Tunya Band
playing their best. It was clear that all the invired guests, who couldn’®
distinguished from a number of enthusiastic ‘gatecrashers’, had plents
food to ear and alcoholic and soft drinks.
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After the Master of Ceremonies announced that the newly-wed couple
‘would now officially open the dance floor, there were loud cheers and
laughter. The band didn't have to be reminded of the number to play; they
had known it for weeks in advance, and it was the ‘national anthem’ with

which they starred.

Kasongo and Mumbi stood up to the cheering and applause of a very
auspicious audience. They walked slowly towards the centre of the now
empty dance floor. They stood there facing each other. Kasongo held his new
wife tightly but delicately as he pulled her rowards himself. The audience
was obviously delighted, and they applauded further. Then in a file, like
disciples, the other guests and their partners quickly walked onto the floor,
to support what was obviously at that time, a very successful one-couple
~dance. Ar this point Mulenga, Kasongo’s mother, raced through the crowds,
dancing and singing a Bemba song in tune with the English one she couldn’t
understand, to the amuscment of the lively audience.

For Kasongo and Mumbi, the noise of the cheering audience didn
disturb their concentration on the biggest dance of their lives. As they
foxtrotted around the floor, only these words from Perry Como’s old but
famous song constantly rang in their ears:

Kiss me for a million years;
Love me for a wallion years;
Then if it doesn’t work out;
Then you can tell me soodbye.

Kasongo looked at his new wife admiringly and held her possessively.
Mumbi smiled at him radiantly as camera bulbs flashed repeatedly.

Mwila and her parcner later joined the floor, and they waltzed elegantly
to their satisfaction. Whar Kangwa didn’t realise, however, was thar ar this
‘moment, Mwila was reminded of their failed wedding plans, which made
her feel somewhar cheated and sad.

It was trime for the giving of presents, and they were heaped on a large
able placed in direct view of the new couple. Some of the wrapped presents
looked quite bulky. Although Mumbi smiled as she shook hands with the

guests, her concentration was somewhere else; she was wondering abour
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the contents of those presents. She hoped that there wouldn't be a lot of
duplication. She also hoped that none of those parcels was empty! She had
recently heard thar a few guests ar such city receprions would very nicely
wrap anything even an emprty box, just to show thar they were giving 2
present. Such guests claimed they had no intention of cheating, but that
they were ashamed of sitring with their arms folded when everyone else was
giving something,

It was time to raise the toast, and the ralkative Master of Ceremonies
instead of calling upon the best man, took it upon himself. He bored
the audience for several minutes as he showered praise on the obviously
embarrassed groom, for his academic, social, and professional achievements.
He spoke in a typical black Américan accent, even though he had been to
the United States only for six months.

Mumbi was represented by her father Mukasa, for whom this was a grear
triumph over his elder brother-in-law, who could have insisted on making
the speech had the wedding raken place in the village, where uncles were stll
more authoritative than fathers over the fate of their children. He advised
his daughter to be a good wife. He asked her to be obedient to her husband.
whom he presented with a whip, saying, ‘Brook no nonsense from yous
woman. Correct her when she goes out of line.” He told the newly-weds
to love each other and alse to be ready to keep and entertain their relativ
whenever they visited them.

For the groom, Bwalya stood up. Holding his walking stick, he s
in a mixture of English and Bemba, o the satisfaction of many guests wi
couldn’t understand English very well. Bwalya told Mumbi in no uncers
terms that she was not married to Kasongo alone, but to the whole exten
family. Kasongo was told to love and cherish his wife. ‘Respect her as 1
have always respected your mother. She is your new mother,” Bwalya advi
Kasongo was congrarulated for reaching full marurity in his society
getting married.

After the speeches, the champagne flowed like warer ar the high ral
covered in a beauriful and obviously expensive whire corton mar
Everyone stood up and toasted to the health of the newly-wed couple.
audience burst into thunderous applause after the bride assisted by
groom cut the first slice off an exquisite three-tier wedding cake. M
knew that the impressive cake attracted the attention of many young g
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who would be eager not only to follow their example, but to beat their
magnificent performance.

It was Mumbi’s mother this time thar amused the audience with what
they had never seen at a wedding in Lusaka before. Just afrer Mumbi and
Kasongo had exchanged slices of the cake, the old woman, dancing and
ulularing all the way 1o the cake, picked two slices and briskly walked back
to her seat at the end of the high rable. She pushed one big slice into her
husband’s mourh, which was reluctantly opened. Giving him the other slice,
she commanded that he reciprocates until he obliged. The audience clapped
loudly giving them a long standing ovation,

It was now 22.30 hours, and the couple and their party left for an
undisclosed rendezvous.

The drnking and dancing continued. But it wasnT long before a
fight broke our in one corner of the hall. Two boys were quarrelling over a
double-crossing girl, It was the far short boy who was on the receiving end,
and he was hammered with fast flying uppercuts. Hit by a devastating right
hook, a looping left uppercut sent him flying. As if to finish his game, the
tall stronger boy bent over the victim to show off his prowess. Some female
guests screamed as some called out to the men in the audience to stop the
fight. There was a bang, and suddenly the tall boy fell to the ground himself,
groaning in pain while the disgraced combarant stood up and ran away.

When the spectators moved in, they found the congquering victim lying
in a pool of his own blood. Unnoticed by the audience, the far boy had
picked an empty beer bottle, lying next to him when he was on the floor.
He smashed the bortle into the rall boy’s face, shartering it into small pleces.
It all happened so quickly that no one had seen the short boy pick up and
use the once useful container turned into a lethal weapon. The now partially
blinded victim had lost a lot of blood and was rushed to the nearest hospiral,
the City Central Hospital, where he received fifteen stitches for multiple cuts
on his face.

The M. C. apologised to the guests for the unexpected nasty incident

and revealed thar the combatants were both garecrashers. He also announced
thar the reception was over, to the displeasure of other garecrashers, who

were obviously having 2 good time. The gatecrashers were always like that in

the capital city; they were the first to arrive and the last to leave. In fact, they
only left after ensuring that booze would no longer flow.
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B ack in Milima’s village, Chamunda, Kangwa’s father, was miserable. His
alling wife, Mutati, had returned from Kasama Hospital the previous
week. No sooner had she arrived than there was a further deterioration in her
poor health. Many friends had advised Chamunda to consult a traditional
healer since the white man’s medicine had failed. They suspected that Murati
was possessed by demons or evil spirits, for which a white man had no cure.
They rold him that should anything happen to his wife, he would only have
himself to blame for neglecting to consult well-established witch docrors.

It was now believed that a number of diseases that did not respond to
Western therapeutic treatment could still be cured by traditional therapy,
which many missionaries and early serders had openly condemned as
dangerous and primitive. Whether such miraculous cures were due 1o
coincidence with natural recuperation or the potency of the leaves and roots
used by local healers, no onc knew for sure. But they argued, rightly or
wrongly, that orthodox treatment too docs sometimes coincide with natural
healing.

Like many educated Zambians in the country, Kangwa had no faith
- rraditional healers. He had earlier hinted to his father and brothers that
they should not waste time and money on rraditional healers. ‘My mother
deserves reliable modern hospital treatment,” he had emphasised.

Chamunda was now concerned that he would be denying his wife a
life-saving chance. He thought of his own childhood when there were no
modern hospitals or clinics in the area and remembered that many lives were

146H
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ed by the witch doctors. He coughed uneasily and spat carelessly. He
cratched his scanty uncombed hair as he made up his mind. He reached his

decision; he had to consulr a traditional healer at all costs. He thought this
vould be in the inrerests of his frail wife.

Chamunda’s change of hearr was also partly to do with a strong rumour
@t had circulated in Milima’s village. People believed that his poor wife was
vewirched locally because of jealousy as his family was the most well-to-do
i the area. In the village, Chamunda’s house was the biggest and the only
ae with a corrugated-iron roof. To this, he had added the shops and now
2 popular bakery in Kasama belonging to his sons. Chamunda remembered
sividly whar the village headman had once said to him when he heard thar
his sons were planning to expand their grocery business two years earlier. ‘It
5 all very well to be ambitious and successful, bur success should be held
a moderation,’ he had warned. “When you expose it exrravagantly, you are
ly digging your own grave!” He now thought that his ambirious sons had
mnally dug the grave for his poor wife. He decided that they would seriously
onsider moving to Kasama permanently after his wifc recovered. Many
seople believed thar in Kasama, like in the urban rowns where populations
e cosmopolitan, people lived more peaceful and carefree lives, withour
onstantly bothering about the jealousies and gossip that plagued the
mllagers in rural areas.

Chamunda chose a very trusted rtraditional healer, who came from
mother village some fifteen kilometres away. This woman was so
sccessful and trusted thar it was generally believed that a patient had no
hance to live if Mama Chanza’s treatment failed. Chamunda sent for the
edicine woman. He sent two white cocks to facilitate her coming. On
crival, Chanza was paid a token fee of K2.00, which signified a contract
or the treatment. She would be paid part of the fee later and certainly
e remainder after the patient had fully recovered. This emphasised
confidence of the healer in her charms. However, she didn' hide the
miousness of Murati’s illness. Looking in her tiny shining mirror, one of
er diagnostic devices, Mama Chanza proclaimed, “This woman is lucky
Bat you broughr her to me today. Her case is grave and complicared by
sany opposing forces. If you came two days later, it was going to be oo
are!’
‘Hmm! Hmm! Hmm! Murari’s camp agreed in chorus.
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Mama Chanza’s treatment for demons, like thar of several other healers,
was a public ceremony. Such public performances gave tremendous publicity

to successtul healers.

The arena was prepared and two large bonfires started. The specrators
had assembled, and all were seated on the floor when Murari was led from
a small house into the centre of the arena by two of Chanza’s assistants,
disciples as they were called in the village. The patient sar down on a
big-reed mat. Just then, the drums started beating. One of the disciples
commenced a familiar song which was echoed by the spectators. It took a
while before Mama Chanza herself emerged from the same house and was
greeted by tortal silence! In her right hand, she carried a lion whisk, familiar
symbol of mystical powers and authority. When Mama Chanza entered the
big arena, the beating of the drums started again, bur slowly. She walked
briskly towards the patient who was sitting quietly. At this point, the drums
beat faster. Chanza held our her hand, slowly swung the whisk in the air
and then dipped it into a small gourd held by a disciple. She sprinkled
droplets of the fluid contained in it onto the miserable patient, and then she
ceremoniously walked around, sprinkling on the two bonfires.

Chanza srarted a song and the audience joined in; she danced around
the bonfires and then around the still patient. Evenrually, the healer was 1n
a trance, seized by and communicating with her ancestors. She fell to the
ground and rolled around, speaking in strange tongues which no one could
understand. Suddenly, the patient was also seized. She rolled on the mar and
on to the ground shouting and yelling words unfamiliar to the audience. Is
her ecstasy, she was also communicating with the spirits and the healer. The
frail Mutati stood up suddenly looking strong and lively. She danced
danced on her emaciated legs to the uproar of a sympathetic and support
audience. The audience was delighted, because going into a trance a
participating in the ceremony were the first visible signs of the patiens
response to the therapy. In cases where patients failed o respond, it w
concluded thar they were not possessed by demons bur were suffering fr
something else.

Chanza then quickly ran away into the nearby bush, only to come b
moments later with a collection of leaves and roots, the herbs for Mut
requirements. It was believed that once in a trance, the healer was directed
the spirits to fetch specific herbs for a particular patient.
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The herbs were boiled in a big clay por. Murari, who was now seated
on the mar hissing and yelling, was direcred rowards the pot. She sat down
beside it. A big blanker was brought and used to cover her and the pot. Then
Chanza lifted one end of the blanket and removed the lid from the steaming
pot. She withdrew her hand swiftly so that the steam could not escape. At
this stage, the audience was rtorally silent again; only Chanza'’s commanding
voice could be heard. *Open your eyes,” she instructed, ‘open them wide.
Open your mouth. Open your nose and your ears too. Open everything
wide and let the devils go out.’

‘Hmm! Hmm! the crowd roared back in approval.

‘And to you devils I say,” Chanza continued, shouting at the top of her
voice, ‘leave this harmless child alone. She has done nothing wrong. From
today, her body is cleansed and purified, and devils trying to disobey my
orders do so art their own risk.” Healers, it was believed, had the mysterious
powers to exorcise demons.

The audience clapped. No one knew exactly what was happening
underneath the blanket; excepr that Murtati was exposed to steam from the
boiling roots and herbs. At the end of the therapy session, Mutat walked
y towards the same house from which she had earlier emerged. That was
very good sign, but nonetheless, not the end. The following day, Mutari’s
est had a row of cuts made with a sharp razor blade. A powdery medicine
was then rubbed on the our flowing blood by one of Chanza’s assistants. A
prepared medication was also given to her in a bottle to drink as prescribed.
For three days after the ceremony, Mutati looked active and seemingly
the road to full recovery. A week later, however, the optimism of the
mllage over her health turned to despair. Her health deteriorated, and she
ame weaker and weaker. She died shortly afrerwards.

Strong young men were sent on bicycles in different directions to spread
sad news 1o neighbouring villages. Telegrams were sent to close relatives
o lived long distances away including Kangwa, Mutati’s most precious
. This was quite a contrast to the past, when drums were the major
ruments of communication. In those days, a typical beat could have
t the message of the funeral o longer distances across the highlands and
eys in this part of the district. Bur drums were no longer used for this
osc.
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During Murati’s last minutes of agony, many women and all the children
were removed from the house, leaving only a few selected elderly women ro
attend to her. Mutaci slowly gasped her last life, and as soon as she passed
away, the old women worked quickly in unison, bur in roral silence. The
body was washed, anointed with oils, and dressed in her favourite frock. “You
only go once, and you should go in style!’ Everything in the room was put
in place; Murari’s body was laid on a locally made long arm chair, so thar
the body would be leaning backwards and everyone could see it. Suddenly,
as if the women realised that they were finished, they burst out into cries,
all of them standing up and moving around the body. It was chaotic crying
to begin with. Each person was enumerating the loss in their own way, each
one crying out what a generous and wonderful person Mutati had been. The
older women in particular were regretting that the unpredictable death had
yet again missed them and picked the wrong victim! In the first few minures,
the house was in pandemonium with no one understanding anyone else.
One thing was clear though, the house was full of nothing bur roral grief.

Then, one old woman asked for the arrention of the house; she had wo
shout to be heard. “We all know whar a terrible loss this is and how grieved
we all are. But you all should quieten down and let us mourn our loved one
in peace. This is what she herself would have wished.’

Instantly, everyone in the house sat down on mats or the bare floor
Although the shedding of tears continued, it was now a more orderly affair.
Women took turps to lead the mourning, praising the lost one and sending
messages through her to their long-departed dear ones. Some old women
had a good repuration for leading funeral songs.

men to go and ferch firewood from the nearby forest. They also put out 2
small plate on a chair for donations of money, for buying food to feed the

simply flour, meat, fish, or vegerables, instead of paying cash.

Kangwa and his parry, which included Mwila, Kasongo, and Mumbi.

it was Mwila who cried our loudest for everyone ro hear. She was wearin
very simple clothes and a pair of old flar shoes. Thar was whar was expect
of her, as in the village, she was now known as Kangwa's new wite. Th
Mumbi and Mwila joined other women in singing funeral songs. Kangw

Meanwhile, men had assembled ourside the house and organised young

large number of mourners. The majority of villagers donated cooked food or

arrived by air from Lusaka that evening. As they entered the funeral house.

and Kasongo sar near the door, with their heads bent low for a few minures
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and then joined their men folk outside, where the mood was completely

different. They were greeted enthusiastically and asked questions abour

Lusaka and their journey thar day. The men were casually cracking jokes and

relating old tales as if nothing had happened. It crossed Kasongo's mind thar

while the men were brave and responsible, the women were emorional and

caring. He remembered the old saying, "Women will break down at your
- funeral while men crack jokes outside.” Now, it did make sense.

For two consecutive nights before the burial, the men slept outside the
house, around boenfires, The women took turns to sleep and mourn Murari,
~of whom they were constantly reminded by the corpse in their midst!

On the burial day, a number of selected men made the coffin with the
guidance of the village carpenter. Others helped to dig the grave. It was
all 2 communal affair, free of charge, and the willingness with which the

people worked showed that Milima’s village was not only a locarion, it was

2 social community where people interacted, celebrated together in times of
happiness, and helped each other in times of need or grief. This time, the
villagers were sharing their grief.

Kangwa had had an exchange of bitter words with his undle, Chibaye,
who had rejected his intention to purchase an expensive, ready-made coffin
from Kasama. He was warned to keep his money in his pocker, as it would
-not bring back his dead mother!

‘But this is my own mother, Undle,” Kangwa explained, ‘and purchasing
the cofhin is the least I can do.”

“So whart?” Chibaye blurted out. “What difference will it make?’

T'm responsible, and I can afford it,” Kangwa replied. “Whar is wrong
with the whole idea anyway?” He stared at his conservative uncle with
contempr.

“This is not Lusaka,” Chibaye answered emotionally. ‘And there is no
aced for you to show off. Haven't you caused enough problems already by
your ambitions and showing off behaviour? Do you want all of us to die?’
‘Chibaye fumed.

Only then did Kangwa get the idea of whar his craditionalisc uncle was
referring to. Kangwa was sorry and terribly disappointed. He walked away
‘murmuring, ‘Primitive! Very primitive!”
~ They took the body ro the graveyard. Reverend Kangalu who led the
prayers had just finished the sermon when the coffin was lowered slowly
with the help of four people in the corners of the freshly dug pit. When they
climbed out, close friends and relatives threw soil into the grave, the last
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farewell. Faced with the brural reality that Murati would never be seen again,
almost all the women burst out crying, shedding tears and some falling o |
the ground crawling and fainting uncontrollably.

When they came back to the village, a distance of abour three
kilometres, everyone who handled soil from the grave washed their hands
and feet in warer, thus washing, away Mutat's SPATIL. Prat thiar Vmﬁg‘& bad not
heard the last of Mutati; it still had her widower, who would one day require
a replacement. Until that time, poor Chamunda had ro lead a very lonely
and unsociable life, in order to justify his sorrow for his grear loss.

In Lusaka, Chongo had learnt of Murartis death from Kangwa’s friends.
The same evening, Chongo and her lawyer brother arrived in Milima’s
village to attend the funeral, of which they were not officially informed.
This caused great embarrassment to the bereaved family and Kangwa
in particular. Chongo was inevitably treated as if she was siill Kangwa's
favourite wife! She came from a neighbouring village and was not short of
old friends and sympathisers. To avoid further disruprion, Kangwa and his
party left for Lusaka early the following day, leaving Chongo and her brother
in the village. Chongo and her brother later visited their own village before
heading back for Lusaka.

For almost a week, friends and relatives in and around Lusaka visited
Kangwa to express their sympathy on his unfortunate loss. Even though
they were unexpected, Chongo’s friends in Lusaka came too. Kangwa was
somewhar confounded. He pur on a brave face and the embarrassment did
not show.

One day after work, Kangwa handed a sealed envelope to Mwila saying.
‘I have a letter for you, but I have no idea where it came from.”

Mwila took the blue envelope and glanced at it. She couldn’t guess
name of the sender, as her name and address were typed.

Bur who gave this letter to you?” Mwila asked, sounding suspicious.

‘No one gave it o me,’ he replied. I found it on my table! Why d
you go ahead and open it?” he suggested.

"Here we go!” Mwila said, sighing. She quickly opened the envelope
was surprised by the conrents. A note from Kangwa read: ‘Baby, you
drive my car at the end of these lessons” Attached to the note was a rece
headed Changwa Driving School for fifty driving lessons. First, Mwila
speechless as Kangwa stood there staring at her. She then burst our, ‘D
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Thank you very much for being so considerate.” She moved closer to him
and kissed him gently.

“You are welcome,” he encouraged. ‘I thought thar it would be more
nvenient if you could drive yourself ar rimes.”

“Thank you, love,” she said, holding his arm, ‘but did you have ro pay

r so many lessons? Fifty lessons are too many and too expensive, don' you
B

‘Don't worry your pretty head, love,” Kangwa assured her.

“We can afford ir, and I want to make sure thar you are a good driver
er these lessons.” They looked ar each other and smiled.



19

wila had been collected from work by Kangwa’s driver thar Friday

afternoon. She noticed that he was using their Mercedes Benz; he
always used Kangwa’s official car. She didn't ask any questions. Two hours
later, Kangwa entered the house and asked, *had a good day ar the office,
darling?’

“Yes, darling,’ she answered auspiciously. ‘In fact, I have some good news
for you.”

‘Good news,” he replied cheerfully. ‘It must be your special day!’

"My special day!’ she exclaimed. “Why?’

*First your good news,’ he replied, ‘let’s hear it.”

She walked to the table and picked up a lerter from a file and handed
it to him. He read the letrer quietly, and then he complimented her
‘Congratulations honey. I knew thar you deserved it.” The letter was
signed by the general manager of the Zambia Coffee Company and
part of it read: 'l am pleased to inform you that you have been promoted
to personal secrerary, at a salary of K3,540 per annum on the salary scale
K3,540-K4,260 with effect from 1 July 1978. Your incremental date no
changes ro the first of July each year, but your other conditions of servi
remain as indicated in the Company’s Terms and Conditions of Service
I wish to rake this opportunity to congratulare you heartly on yo
well-deserved promotion . ..

Mwila was hard working; besides, she was attending evening classes
Evelyn Hone College. She had passed Pitman’s shorthand and typing wid
good speeds.

154
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‘Let’s go out, darling,” Kangwa invited, ‘for 1 have good news for you
wo.’

‘For me!” she exclaimed. ‘But why can’ you tell me in here? [ wanr to do
my cooking.’

“You won cook tonight,” he said, ‘and that’s an order.”

“That's dictatorship!” she protested. “You know, | was ser o cook
something really nice for you tonight.”

“Save it for another day’ he commanded. “We are going our for a
change.”

‘Please, Kangwal’ she pleaded. ‘I don't want us to go our tonight.” She
looked at him, expecting that he would change his mind.

Kangwa stared back ar her and smiled gendy, bur his words were firm.
“The boss says we are going out!” he instructed, pointing to the door.
“Yes, boss!” she finally gave in.

Ramgwa's driver that Friday
mg their Mercedes Benz; he
sk amov qufstiuns. Two hours

s & good day ar the office;

They slowly walked round to the car park behind the house. Behind the
Mercedes, Mwila saw a new Fiat 128. She wondered who the owner was.
Kangwa took a bunch of keys from his pocker and handed it to her, saying,
“Happy birthday darling.” He kissed her lightly on the lips and locked into
her large brown eyes, and he kissed her again, but more passionately this
fnme.

“Oh, darling,” she shouted joyfully. “What should I say? What should I

» faex. | have some good news

S your special day!’

ido?”’

‘Don't say anything,” he replied quickly, ‘and don't do anything.’

“Thank you ever so much,” she told him. *You are my precious angel.”
She touched the car bur still she couldn't believe it. “You can’t do all this
shen he complimented hes for me, James. This is too much for me.’ She rarely called him James, his
deserved it The letter w ‘Christian name. She looked down as she blinked her eyelids several times.
mima Coffee Company an ‘He saw tears coming our of her big eyes, but he knew thar they were tears of
e you have been promote happiness. He simply reassured her, *Darling, you mean everything to me,
e= annum on the salary s and you deserve more than this small gift.” He took her in his broad arms
| Wour incremental date n and kissed away her rears of joy.

o orher conditions of servie 'l am sorry if I embarrassed you,” she apologised. ‘I'm so happy I don
¢« and Conditiens of Service even know how to take this.” She smiled broadly. Mwila came from a very
subsze you heartly on yos poor family, and they gave cach other no presents on such occasions. In
fier family, the only rthing they knew was to share the little they had and
ehat they learnt to share readily and judiciously. She thought that her life
fad now reached a completely new and higher horizon. She wondered why

beweer from a file and hande

= amending ¢vening classes
2% shorthand and typing wiss
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she so often worried about her future; Kangwa was there to provide the
assurance.

The car keys dropped from her hand as they embraced and kissed
passionately again.

‘Come on, open it,’ he commanded, ‘and give me 2 lift if you donTt
mind." He picked up the keys and handed them back to her. Mwila quickly
opened the door, sar in the drivers seat, and admiringly held the steering
wheel for a long minurte before opening the other door for him.

Mwila had passed her driving test on the second attempr; in fact, she
had driven the Mercedes a few times, when they were away from rhe traffic
congested ciry.

Kangwa was in the passenger’s seat, and Mwila was at the wheel. “Where
shall we go?” she asked, turning the ignition key.

‘Tust a minute,” he reminded her, “We should lock the house in case we
don’t return early.” She sar there waiting for him.

Once they left the city, Mwila stepped on the accelerator and drove very
well indeed. and he didn' hesirare to compliment her. They had gone past
Chilanga when Kangwa cautioned her, ‘It will be getting dark soon. Don’t
you think we should be returning home?’

‘Bur I can drive at night,’ she protested. ‘At least I need the experience,’
she added thoughtfully.

T know you do,’ he replied. ‘But dont you think you need more
experience driving during the day first?’

She nodded and said, “Yes, sic. You are the boss.’

“You don't have to agree,” he teased her. ‘It is your car after all”

Back at the house, they had a barh, changed their clothes, and then went
to the Ridgeway Hotel for a dinner dance.

Mwila’s twenty-sixth birthday party was on Saturday night, and it was
a lavish affair. The party was very well attended, mostly by the well-to-do
in Lusaka, many of whom were personally known to Kangwa. For Mwila,
this birthday was the first to be celebrated with a party of such splendour
and gaiery. She was also, for the first time, playing a full role as hostess to
some of the most privileged residents of Lusaka. In spite of her inexperience,
Mwila carried our her role as hostess very well and knew thar she owned her
dramatic elevation in social starus to none other than Kangwa. She resolved

to do everything to please him.
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Mwila had driven to Chilenje South to visit Bwalva and & _
' Sunday afternoon. Their relationship had now normalised since Mwils S0l
started working. Afterwards, she drove ro Musonda’s flar, where she found
her friend sewing,

‘Nice to see you,” Musonda greeted her. “That was a fabulous parry. We
really enjoyed ourselves.’

“Thank you for coming and for helping,” Mwila said. "You should also
thank Ngoma for me for tolerating my constant interference thar night”

“You know you are always welcome,” Musonda assured her. “Thar’s what
friends are for.”

The girls decided to go for a drive. ‘Let’s go out on our own,” Mwila .
said. ‘Just like the old days.’

‘How abour Kangwa?” Musonda asked. “Won't he be looking everywhere
for you?’
‘I had permission,” Mwila replied. ‘Besides, he has also gone to visit his

was there to provide the

ey embraced and Lissed
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ek 1o her. Mwila quickly
mungly held the steering
ax for him.
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men folk. I'm sure they are ralking shop right now.”
‘Oh, really?” Musonda exclaimed. “Whar are we waiting for then?’
‘Let’s go,” Mwila agreed, “just the two of us. Like the old days.’
“This will certainly bring back some old memories,” Musonda concurred.

sasterator and drove very
(Bex They had gone past
gemming dark soon. Don't

s I meed the experience,’ They drove southward to Mundawanga Botanical (GGardens abour eleven
kilometres south of Lusaka on the Kafue Road. Ar the gardens, the girls sat
by themselves after ordering soft drinks. That’s when Mwila learnt of her
friend’s encounter at the office the day before the party.

‘1 was busy typing that Thursday morning when the door opened,’
Musonda explained. “Then 1 saw this rall bearded man close the door behind
him.’

‘Did he knock?” Mwila asked impariently.

‘He didnt,’ Musonda replied. ‘1 asked what I could do for him. I
continued typing as I had many letters to do.’

“What happened then?’ Mwila asked, not sure where all this was
leading ro.

“This maniac said that his name was Sirali,’ Musonda went on. ‘He
started boasting about his intelligence and ralents. He sat down before 1
showed him the chair.’

Mwila listened atrentively.

‘He said that he was looking for a job as a lawyer,” Musonda continued.
‘But I told him that my boss was away and that we had no vacancies in any
casc. But he said that he had heard about the job we had advertised the

e taink you need more
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previous month and he already had plans for the contribution he would
make to the company. He sounded pompous. I told him that the post had
already been filled and therefore I thought the company would nor employ
him,” Musonda explained. ‘1 asked him to come back later and see my boss if
he wanred to.’

‘And did he leave?” Mwila asked impatiently.

‘No,” Musonda replied. ‘He said that he wanted to rake me our for
lunch, but I refused and rold him thar I was expecring my boyfriend to come
any time to take me to lunch. Then I asked him to see the administrative
manager on the ground floor instead. He agreed on one condition that I take
him to the office. I decided to escort him, just o ger rid of him.’

“You are 2 good secretaryy Mwila rteased. ‘Even escorting the
unemployed.”

‘I didnt have much choice,” Musonda replied, ‘did I¥’

‘I guess you were in a fix!" Mwila agreed.

‘Now listen to this, Musonda said. “We werc in the lift when this lunatic
swiftly grabbed me from behind. He tried to hold me close and commanded
thar 1 give him a kiss for a start?’

‘Oh, no!” Mwila exclaimed, ‘It must have been awful!®

‘I was complerely raken unawares,” Musonda continued. I tried to free
myself from his hold, but his grip was so firm it hurt to struggle. He was so
strong,” She sighed. ‘I turned to face him, in order to keep his body away
from mine by holding his shoulders and straightening my arms.’

‘Couldn’t you scream or shourt for help instead?” Mwala asked.

‘He had warned me not to scream, and God, I was so scared,” Musonda
replied. ‘I asked him whether he was after the job or afrer me. He said both
and smiled in a crazy manner. He scared me 1o death.’

“You should have cheated him and told him thac there was a vacancy,
Muwila suggested. ‘Maybe then he would have behaved himself.”

‘I doubr ir,’ Musonda answered. ‘Anyway, I didn't, and he pulled me
towards himself. When our bodies were touching, he tried to kiss me. Then
thank God, the door of the lift opened. In the confusion, I didn’t even realise
that we had reached the ground floor.”

‘So, did the messengers save you?” Mwila asked.

‘No,” Musonda protested. ‘It wasn't them
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‘Standing there waiting for the lift and maybe justifiably annoyed was
my boyfriend,” Musonda said, sighing. ‘I have never seen him look at me
that way, as if I was dirr itselt.

‘It couldn’t have been worse,” Mwila suggested. “Whar did Ngoma do?’

“That madman Sitali suddenly left hold of me,” Musonda said, sipping
her Fanta. ‘Although I was rterribly embarrassed, 1 had never felt so relieved
in my life. I introduced Ngoma as my boyfriend, after which Sitali quickly
left, without saying a word.’

“You mean Ngoma didnT ralk to him or something?” Mwila asked.
‘Not a word to him,” Musonda answered. ‘Bur when 1 explained how
it had happened, he wouldn believe a word I said. He insisted that we had
been romancing and that [ was a willing partner!”
‘Oh, Lord!” Mwila exclaimed. ‘It was bad.’
‘Bad!" Musonda exclaimed, sighing. ‘It was atrocious!”
I'm sorry for you. It was such a nasty experience,’” Mwila sympathised.
‘And for Ngoma too. After what he had seen, what on carth could he
believe?’
T think you are right,” Musonda replied. ‘Bur at the time | was in no
mood ro think. I expected sympathy and protection from him, but all he
uld do was blaming me as if [ was a prostitute! So, I told him off.’

“You told him offt” Mwila ejaculated. “Thar was cerrainly harsh. Tell me,
whart happened then?’
"We were in a restaurant discussing it over lunch,” Musonda explained.
“When I realised thar he wouldn't believe me, I lost my temper. | suddenly
stood up and rold him thar he was in no position to be possessive after all.’
‘I think both of you were being childish and selfish,” Mwila replied.
‘L don't think so,” Musonda protested, ‘because, suddenly, the expression
on Ngoma’s face changed. It became soft, and I knew that he finally believed
me. He said to me, "Please, honey, sit down and let’s forger abour this trivial
event.”
“Thar was a good thing,” Mwila agreed. ‘I'm sure you did comply.’
‘Oh, yes,” Musonda sighed with a smile. “You should have been there
to appreciate the feeling I had. We looked into each other’s eyes and smiled
simultaneously. There was only love and forgiveness in his eyes.”

* * *
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Kasongo and his wife dropped in at Kangwas house. He left Mumbi
with Mwila and went out with Kangwa for a drink. They were now close
friends, and they had mutual respect for each other’s grir and integrity. At
the Ridgeway Hotel Lounge, they were joined by Phiri. They exchanged
oreetings.

‘I heard the good news,” Kasongo said to Phiri. ‘Congrarulations mate.’

“Thank you," Phiri replied hearrily.

‘Oh, ves, Mr Governor,’ Kangwa joined in. “Well done. We are proud of
you,

Phiri had just been promoted o Lusakas Distnict Governor, a very
influential post. Other friends joined them and were buying rounds to
celebrate Phiri’s promotion. They drank and cracked jokes. They had fun for
a couple of hours before returning home.

One afternoon, Ngoma met Mwila in a supermarker. She asked abour
Musonda, whom she had not seen for the past week. Ngoma explained thar
their relationship had been over for exactly one week.

“What happened?’ asked puzzled Mwila. ‘I thought you believed her
about the incidence in the lift.” It was now two months after the incident.

‘Oh! So you know about that small incident,” Ngoma said, smiling,
‘Much as [ couldnt believe what I saw taking place in the lift, I lacer accepred
her explanarion.’

“You mean it had nothing to do with your break up?” Mwila asked
anxiously.

‘No!” he answered. ‘Absolurtely none.’

Ngoma then explained that Musonda came up with the excuse thas
her old boyfriend had returned from India, where he had been studying fos
four years. He proposed to her, and she claimed she had agreed ro marry
him. Ngoma was really disappointed, but he admitted that he would be
happy for Musonda if she settled down with one man. He had, howeves
double-checked and knew for a fact that the old boyfriend was engaged «
another girl and had no intention of marrying Musonda, whom he regard
as a double-crosser. .

He was informed that Musonda was acrually going about with a marn
Nigerian accountant, who drove a big American car. Ngoma complain
that Musonda had simply been lured by the Nigerian’s sweet talk and
way he spent money lavishly on the young Zambian ladies. A number
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igerians, mostly those who sympathised with the Biafran cause, had come
o work in Zambia during the Nigerian civil war. In spite of their small
numbers, they were known to be one of the most vocal and socially acrive
foreign groups in the Zambian capital.
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- ———

ithout a wedding, Mwila occasionally had mixed feelings about

her relationship with Kangwa. She was sometrimes tortured by
the apparent insecurity of her furure. Merely cohabiting with him had no
guarantees. “Whar if the whole affair failed and Kangwa made peace with his
legal wife?” she used to ask herself many times over.

Kangwa, as if he read her mind, made her very happy indced; he loved
and doted on her. Mwila in tum loved him and pleased him withour
ever showing her concerns over her security. However, her apprehension
continued to brew inside her.

Mwila was now enjoying the taste of the high society in which Kangwa
mingled. However, even though they mixed well among well-to-do families
in Lusaka, a few of them despised their kind of relationship. This led to
some amount of gossip in the capital. A few of Kangwa’s critics used to
argue thar Kangwa was a bigamist bastard and that he only got away with
it because he was a top government official. ‘Rubbish,” his supporters would
protest. ‘He is no bigamist since he is only legally married to one woman.
Even if he is, it is no business of the government to interfere in the domestic
affairs of its citizens. It is up to the offended woman to sue if she so wished.
The critics would often be silenced.

In Chipoma’s Village, Mwilas parents were not only surprised but were
puzzled to learn that it was impossible for their ‘well-educated” daughtes
to have a wedding. Nor that they preferred a whire church wedding to the

quiet litcle village ceremony, to which they were well accustomed. Mw
had written a long letter ro them in which she explained why the weddi
could not take place. The whole thought of a husband begging for
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divorce from his wife was unheard of in the villages, where a man would
divorce or leave his wife whenever he wanted. There were, however, fewer
divorces in tradirional marriages than in the modern ones in spite of their
paper protection! The common alternative under traditional marriages was
for a husband to inform his wife that he would be gerting her an assistant,
a second wife. Although the first wife would inevitably be senior to the
second, the latter, almost always a younger woman would receive more
favours from the husband.

Kangwa was very happy and proud when Mwila broke the news of her
pregnancy. This would not only bring him more respect and freedom with
his new in-laws, it would also strengthen his hold on his young wife! Even in
the urban areas like Lusaka and the Copperbelt, it was common belief that a
man had full authority and firm grip on his woman after they had children
rogether. They went to the club for a discreer celebration drink.

Weeks later, they had a frank discussion which lasted several hours.
Mwila was asked to give up her job. But she only wanted to go on materniry
leave after her pregnancy had advanced. In this way, she would keep her job
wo which she could go back afterwards. This was the only guaranteed furure
security for her and the baby. Kangwa insisted thar she needed more rest and
that she didn't need her salary and he would always provide. At first, Mwila
would not swallow that,

She told him quite frankly that although she had total faith in him, she
couldn’t predict whar would happen to her and the baby in case of his death,
This was the first time that she had mentioned the possibility of his death
since they had started living rogether.

Kangwa sat still. He scrarched his bald head uneasily. He rtalked to her
trying to put her mind ar ease. Mwila listened attentively bur still had her

doubts. It took all his patience and tact to convince her, but he had parted
with some secret information from his new will. He also told her in no
uncertain terms that he didn't like the idea of his own wife working as a
personal secrerary to anyone else!

~ Muwila played her role as a full-time mistress to Kangwa’s satisfaction.
She was a good partner, with a respectable sense of humour. She entertained
her husband’s relatives, friends, and their children happily, and this earned
her their respect and admiration. They thoughe she possessed the qualities
~of a good mother; they attributed this to her being broughs up in the village,
where hospitality came naturally.

One Sarurday afternoon, Kangwa opened the door and walked into the
sitting room. ‘Knock, knock,” he said. ‘Anybody home?'
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There was no reply, and then he heard her voice coming from the
kitchen. She was singing and could nor hear him.

‘Is that you honey?” he shoured.

“No, it is not me, Jimmy!” she teased him. ‘It must be my double!’

‘All right then. Since you are in the mood, I'll sing for you if you promise
to dance,” he said, entering the kitchen. ‘Is that a deal?’

‘Are you trying to serenade me?’ she challenged him, still continuing
with her plate-washing. “You sing, you know I can dance.’

Their conversation was interrupted by a knock ar the door. It was
Margaret. She came to plait Mwila’s hair. The two women frequently plaired
each other’s hair, and they were as good as the Zairean women who charged
exorbitant prices in their hastily erected hair salons. Such saloons were now a
common fearure at the markets in the capital.

‘Incidenrally, did you hear the sad news? Margaret asked as she sar
down.

“What sad news?” Mwila replied.

“That Mr Chishala is dead!”

“No, you don't mean it,” exclaimed a terrified Mwila. “Bur we saw him in
the canteen yesterday.

“Which Chishala is that?’ Kangwa asked.

‘He is our marketing manager,” Mwila answered. ‘But when did he die?*

‘Last night,” Margarer replied.

“Was it a car accident?” Kangwa asked.

“Yes,” Margaret answered. ‘And he wasnt alone. He was travelling with
his girlfriend when it happened.’

“What a shame!” Mwila pitied.

‘Did she survive?’ Kangwa asked.

‘No, both of them died on the spot. I hear their bodies are bey
recognition and the car is a wrire-off!

Kangwa lit his cigarette before announcing his departure from the ho
‘I should leave you girls to mind your hair and of course the inevi
gossipl’

“You are certainly right,” Mwila echoed. “Is it scaring you?’

‘I see no reason why he can't stay and listen to it,” Margaret protested.
will amuse him.’

‘I wish I could,” he said jokingly. ‘But I'm sure I'll be happier with
men folk at the club.” He left them immediarely.

The girls moved on to the veranda.
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‘Doesn't your house servant work on Saturdays?” Margaret observed, as

1e was oiling and combing Mwilas hair.

‘He used ro,” Mwila replied. ‘Bur I fired him yesterday.”

‘Fired him?" Margaret asked. “Why?’

“Our houseboy had a woman friend, a wife of another houseboy in the
‘neighbourhood,” Mwila explained.

‘But you couldn have sacked him for that?” Margaret protested. “That is
purely his own domestic problem.”

‘It went beyond his domestic boundaries,” Mwila replied. “The woman
‘used 1o come into our house during working hours withour our knowledge.

en she could collect foodstuffs, you know, mealie-meal, mear, salt, sugar,
“and things like that.

‘How could he dare!’ exclaimed a surprised Margaret. ‘Some people
fave the gurs,” Mwila replied. ‘After all we have done for him. He was like
2 relative to us. We boughrt him clothes and gave him foodstuffs regularly.
‘Now see how he had repaid us!
~ ‘And how did you find our? asked Margarer. ‘Did you catch the woman
red-handed in the house?”

‘No, we didnt carch her,” Mwila replied. “The woman's husband found

food in the house which his money could not buy. They quarrelled over i,

and then the wife confessed.”

"Oh no!” Margaret sighed. ‘Did your servant then confess in turn?”

‘He didn',” Mwila replied. ‘It was the offended husband who came here
ast Thursday and lodged a complaint. It was quite embarrassing.’

. ‘And when he was stealing all those things, did you miss them?” asked

rgaret inquisitively.

T had a feeling that flour and meat were finishing much faster,” Mwila

replied. “Bur honestly, I wasn’t certain, so I didn't bother to ask him.’

Kangwa returned later and had dinner with them, after which they drove
Margaret back to her flat.

Mwila had just parked her car in front of the maternity wing ar the
hospital. She had come to the hospital to arrend the antenaral clinic, which
she did fornighty. She was walking towards the front entrance when she
saw Nkhata coming out of the building. He smiled after recognising her
and said, ‘Good morning, Mum. You look so happy. I think married life has
agreed with you.’
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‘Hello, Nkhata,” she smiled back. ‘I'm sure you can still call me Mwila’’
She often felt embarrassed when she was addressed as Kangwa’s wife; she
couldn't rell whether it was ridicule or a compliment.

‘How is life in the ciry?” he asked, his eyes firmly fixed on her bulging
ummy.
“Things are okay,” she assured him. ‘Ar least | have no complaints so far.’

“The company is already missing your dedicared services,” he said. ‘[Did
you have o resign?’

‘Originally I had mixed feelings about it,” she accepted. ‘But in the end,
I was convinced | could do with a long holiday.” She smiled broadly as he
grinned.

‘Congrarulations,” Mwila complimented him. ‘1 heard abour your
promotion.’

“Thank you,” he said. ‘I shouldn't call it an important promotion.”

‘Really!” she exclaimed. *Some people are too modest.”

Nkhata had been promoted from personnel officer to assistant personnel
manager. His new position enritled him to a better company house in the
low-density area. For his age, he had made good progress since he had nes
worked for the company for a long time.

There was silence as they stared ar each other. Suddenly, Mwila gave
an excuse that she was late for the clinic, although she knew thar she sz
had another fifteen minutes. She had felt uneasy because of their p
relationship.

Mwild’s mother, Mulenga, had just arrived at Kamwala Bus Station.
daughter and Kangwa were there 1o meet her. The main purpose of her
was 1o be at hand when Mwila gave birth. That way, she could teach
daughter the dos and don'ts of looking after babies. As she came our of
bus, Mulenga kepr her distance and made a curtsey 1o greet her son-in
and with grear respect, Kangwa reciprocared.

There was a small problem at the bus station. Mulenga refused w
Kangwa's car. The message was understood; this was out of respect for
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son-in-law. By Bemba tradition, it was regarded as disrespectful for in-laws
to mingle! It was therefore common for in-laws to speak to each other with a
good distance berween them and uncommon for them ro enter each other’s
houses. Such pracrices, however, were now often ignored in the rigours of
modern urban life. Kangwa employed all his tact and power of persuasion,
bur the old woman was adamant. ‘I'd rather walk than enrer my father’s car!”

You can't walk, Mother,” Mwila protested. ‘It would rake you hours to
reach home.”

‘It doesn’t matter how long ir rakes me,” Mulenga replied. ‘In the village,
I walk long distances every day. Have you forgotten how we used to walk to
and from the fields daily?’

Kangwa suggested that he would go by raxi and leave the car for Mwila
to drive her mother home. Mulenga would nor take that either. She argued
that entering the car alone was as bad as entering her in-law’s bedroom!
Mwila and her morther had no choice but to take a taxi home, while Kangwa
followed behind them in his empry Mercedes.

It was a Sunday afternoon when it became clear that the onset of Mwila’s
labour was approaching, Mulenga rold her daughter 1o be brave and rake it
easy and that everything was going to be all right. Kangwa had just returned
from Chainama Golf Club. Although he had a lower handicap and had
played well that day, his team had been routed by a visiting Copperbelt
select team. As soon as he was informed of Mwila’s condition, he decided
to take her to the hospital. Mulenga, speaking in a low trembling voice, told
Kangwa that there was no need to go to the hospital. Back in the village,
Mulenga was one of the many untrained but experienced village midwives,
who were often called upon to assist young girls during childbirth. She felt
that this was her main reason for coming to Lusaka. This was a delicate
situation for Kangwa. He had to be very diplomatic to avoid offending and
disappointing his mother-in-law.

Thar day, Mulenga’s fears stretched further than Kangwa could imagine.
In her tradition, 2 man whose wife is pregnant should nor sleep with another
woman; otherwise, his wife would die during childbirth. Apparently, if the
woman died immediately after labour, it was concluded thar she herself
had been unfaithful during her pregnancy. In the village, the pracrice was
that the parents of the husband and wife asked their children to confess so
that appropriate medicine could be admimstered before the onser of labour.
Mulenga had already confronted Mwila for a confession and was assured
that there hadn’t been another man since she had conceived. As a result, all
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the portions Mulenga had brought from the village remained unused in her
suitcase.

No one had cross-examined Kangwa, and this plus the dubious nature
of Mwila’s marriage made Mulenga even more suspicious. She made it clear
to Kangwa when she conceded after a long argument saying, “You'll be
responsible if anything happens to my daughter in the white man’s hospitall
This situation was not exclusive to Mwila and Kangws; it was analogous to
many Lusaka marriages, which were torn between the old culture and the
new Western practices. Bur Mulenga also regrerred having talked ro the
son-in law directly, instead of through a matchmaker, as they did back in the
village. However, due to lack of time, she had to do what town dwellers do.
At this point, the old lady now accepted thar things and times were really
changing; she blamed this on foreign influence.

Mwila was evenrually admitted to the maternity wing of the city
hospiral, and it didnt rake long before an enthusiastic Zambian doctor broke
her bag of waters! The poor girl was having a drip to speed up the narural
process. Mulenga thought that her daughter had been in labour too long
without progressing. It was already two days since she had been admirred,
and a decision was made thar she should be operared upon.

Mrs Kabongo, a friend of Mwenya, was in charge of the maternity wing,
She suspected complications and confessed 1o the doctors. Who should be
consulted for consent? Mulenga who will obviously say 'no’” or Kangwa who
will agree but has no legal authority! Kasongo was away on a business trip at
the time.

But time was not on their side as Mwilas agony was geming worse

Kangwa became restless, whereas Mulenga became bitter to the point of
going crazy. After she was approached, she said no to the operation as she
strongly suspected that the doctors had connived with Kangwa ro kill hes
daughter. ‘T told him,” she reminded herself, ‘that if anything happened @

my daughter in the hospital, he would be held personally responsible!

It was now three days since Mwila had been admitred, and a professos
came around the ward. He decided that Mwila must be operated on cves
without consent from the parents. Because of the dispure, the professor took

the responsibility, and the baby was born: a strong baby boy, who very mud
resembled Mwila’s father. Mulenga was very happy, bur she knew thar mas
things had to be settled when they got back home.

A week after delivery, Mwila and the baby were discharged, and the
returned home. In the meantime, Chongo heard the good news, which w
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obviously bad news to her. She thought that with the baby Mwila had now
entrenched her position. Chongo went round and complained to Kangwa's
friends abour it. Some reacted indifferently, but most of them assured her
that Kangwa’s repurtation would suffer.

Kasongo returned to Lusaka. The first thing he did was to drive to
Kangwa’s home in Roma Township. He was delighred to see his sister now
a mother and he held his newborn nephew with joy and pride. He realised
that his mother looked more subdued than ever before. He had a word
with her, and she revealed 1o him the main source of her concern. She was
worried that Mwila might not be able to bear any more children after that
operation. She thought that her daughrter had been sterilised! She had often
heard abour sterilisations in town hospitals, and in any event, she was unable
to distinguish berween a caesarean and sterilisation; both were operations
to her. Kasongo reassured his mother that Mwila had a very good chance

of bearing him more nephews and nieces, at which point the old woman
became less uneasy.

Traditionally, the father had ro name the first child. He named him
Kanyanta, after his great-great-grandfather, who used to be a repurable
fishmonger in Kasama district.

Kangwa was now ready to hold a lavish party in honour of the baby, and
he had already invited many guests. But this event coincided with Mulenga’s
ritual of burying the babys umbilical cord, which had dropped late that
afternoon. Normally, this ritual had to be performed in utmost secrecy. An
elderly woman, respectable and very close to the baby, was always chosen to
bury the cord. According to Bemba tradition, no one else should know the
burial place of the cord. It was because of this that Mulenga did not want
other people to crowd the house,

A last minute compromise averted another confrontation between
Kangwa and his mother-in-law. Kangwa sent urgent messages to his guests
that the party would be delayed for two hours, by which time Mulenga’s
ritual would be over.

The parry itself was a grear success, as many people thoroughly enjoyed
themselves. Kangwa also drank very heavily that night. Some of his friends
thought that he was pleased that his first baby with Mwila was a boy, but
those who knew what he had been through over the past few weeks said chac
he was only drowning his sorrows.
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* ak H

It was now a year since Kanyanta was born, and Kangwa had o go on
an official trip abroad. He decided to take Mwila with him. He suggested
that they leave their son with Kasongo and his wife. Although Mwila was
naturally overjoyed with the idea of going overseas for the first time, she was
reluncrant to leave the baby behind.

‘I shall pay his fares,” she announced. ‘After all 1t is not much for an
infant.

‘Don’t be silly,” he replied. “You should know it has nothing to do with
money. I was thinking about you. You will be able 1o see many places more
casily if we are by ourselves.” “That may be so0,” she agreed. ‘Burt I don't want
w leave our problems behind with someone else.” She was determined. ‘It
will be only for two wecks,” he emphasised. ‘And Kasongo and Mumbi are
willing to help.’

‘How do you know?’ she demanded. "Did you ask them?' He nodded.

She further argued thatr if they left the boy behind, they would
constantly be worried about him in spite of the attention and care he may be
given. She offered to remain behind with their son instead. They discussed
the subject further, undl Kangwa succumbed to reason.

On Sunday night, they flew to London via Rome. Mwila enjoyed the
flight, the longest of her life. In London, they took a taxi from Heathrow
Airport to the heart of the city. Mwila was impressed by the city and the
numerous multi-storeyed buildings. They had been in the raxi for over an
hour and had not reached the city cenrre.

“Whar a ciry!” she exclaimed. ‘It is like a world on its own!

‘It is the world’s third largest city,” Kangwa reminded her.

Whenever they came to or passed familiar places, Kangwa would show
them to her.

Mwila had not seen the big houses and yards she had expected. “The
houses here look jammed together, with rather dny yards. Here they dont
have as much land as we do back home,” he explained.

‘Oh, I'm freezing,” she protested.
‘It is not so bad, love,” he assured her. “Don't forget we left the real sum
back home in Zambia.”
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It was about 15.30 hours when they finally arrived at the Grosvenor
Horel. By Tuesday morning, Kangwa had overcome his jet lag and was
ready to rackle his busy schedule. He had several interviews to conduct. The
majority of his interviewees were young men and women who were seeking
contract appointments in Zambia. There were also a few middle-aged
men among them. It was his dury to assure his shortlisted candidates of
the financial rewards, a beautiful sub-tropical climate, and Zambia’s good
reputation as a multiracial and peaceful country. Later thar week, at a
recruitment receprion hosted by Kangwa, he ably answered many questions
from the eager candidares and the inquisitive press. He assured the audience
that "Zambia in the sun’ would provide them with a very exciting experience,

Whenever he found time, Kangwa rook Mwila and his son sightsecing

around London. They went to all the imporrant historical places he could
remember, and they also did a lot of shopping in London’s modern fashion
shops, especially in the cxpensive Oxford Street. He just never stopped
buying her and Kanyanta expensive and surprising gifts.
They decided to leave their son ar Kangwa's old friends, the Mundias.
‘Mr Mundia worked for the Zambian High Commission in the United
Kingdom at the time. Thar cold Friday night would be their last nighr in
London before they left the country.

“We must have a last night to remember in London,” Kangwa suggested.
‘I agree,” Mwila murmured.

‘Since I have shown you most of the places that I know,” Kangwa
‘announced, ‘is there any place where you would like to go?’

“Yes,” she replied quickly. ‘And I'm glad you asked.’

“Where?” he asked, his eyes firmly fixed on her face.

‘Soho!’ she said calmly.

‘Don’t be silly, love,” he said.

T'm not being silly,” she retorted. ‘T'm just curious.’

‘Soho of all places,” he protested. “Why on earth shall we go there for?*

‘I don't know;” she replied. ‘Bur that is whart we shall find ourt!”

‘If you insist,” he gave in quickly, ‘1 shall take you there”

Mwila was wearing her most formal gown with a shawl over her
shoulders. She had bought the clothes recently in London. Kangwa, on the
other hand, was in his favourite old dinner suir.

The club they entered in Soho was rather exotic. They saw many
- couples in really exquisite clothing. Most women wore apparentdy expensive
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jewellery; they ate and drank copiously, with no appreciation of cost. Mwila’s
eyes wandered from one table to another as she took in the atmosphere, As a
live band srarted playing, lights were dimmed. The band played throughout
the meal, and a few couples danced. Then at about 22.30 hours, the lights
went off and a spotlight revealed a tall, smardy dressed figure holding a
microphone. He was apparently the host, and he wished all the guests a good
time. He then introduced the acts for the night.

After having caten a delicious meal and mellowed by the smooth
red wine, Mwila became very excited in anticipation of the unexpected
entertainment. She clapped easily as a beautiful brunette appeared on the
stage, but gasped at the sight of her nakedness, for the singer was wearing
a rather revealing dress. It was very tight and emphasised her good figure.
The voice of the singer was quite low and rather husky, which in irself was
very sexy. Her hair was dark and long, and a few strands fell suggestively
across her bosom. Her shoulders were bare, and her dress was held up
by the mere trace of a strap over them. The singer’s movements were
graceful and sexually suggestive. At this sight, Mwila became transfixed;
absorbed in the performance and unable to believe her eyes or ears. As
the song gradually ended, the singer bowed low and revealed even more
of her bosom. The crowd clapped wildly, and startled Mwila began w clap
too. She looked around her at all of the faces with beaming smiles and
glowing looks and realised thac the singer was completely accepred as an
entertainer. Looking across at Kangwa, Mwila relaxed and smiled uneasily.
He saw her awkwardness and warned her that there was something worse
0 come.

The entertainers came and went, and Mwila was a bit lost with the
accents of the comedians, especially the Irish and Scottish entertainers
Later, however, she relaxed more and began to enjoy the singing at least. She
showed her appreciation 1o Kangwa by clapping politely with the crowd
Kangwa meanwhile was thoroughly enjoying himself bur felt somewhas
restrained because of Mwila’s presence.

The last actress was a stripper and that was what Kangwa feared most =
the presence of Mwila who had never seen a striptease before. As the crowd
especially the males, roared encouragingly, “Take it off! Take it off,” Mwals
became totally uneasy and uncomfortable, She whispered to Kangwa, ‘D
you mean she'll even take off her panties?”
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“That’s whar all these people here are waiting for,’ he replied, ‘I guess,
and us wao!’

Showing no discomfort, the woman slowly undressed on the stage,
throwing her panties into the crowd, a sight which sickened Mwila even
further, as she realised that the audience, males and females, were equally
enjoying the climax! She sat ir through and put on a false smile bur was so
glad when it was over.

Mwila was quite pleased to leave the club at abour 02.30 hours, even
though the majority of people were still drinking and joking merrily.
Although glad for the expericnce, Mwila had no intention of revisiting a
Soho nightclub. However, upon their return to Zambia, she didn’ forger to
tell her friends including Musonda about her night out in Soho.
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t was a clear, warm Sunday afternoon, and Kangwa was seated on the

lawn outside the house reading the Sunday newspaper and drinking a
beer. He noriced a familiar car slowly approaching. He recognised the driver;
it was none other than his wife, Chongo. She parked her car directly behind
his Mercedes. He pur the paper down, stood up, and smiled as she came out.
He was delighted to see her, and he showed it. “Welcome. I'm happy to see
you.” He smiled broadly.

Are you? she answered him.

‘And how do we deserve the honour of your visit?” he asked, ignoring her
UNNecessary question.

‘From your guardian angell” she replied in a harsh voice.

“Would you like to come in?" he invited, pointing to the door.

‘No. she replied, Tm okay right here.” Her face was blank. Kangwa
gave her his chair and walked into the house to bring our another. When he
emerged from the house, he was followed by Mwila, carrying Kanyanra.

Mwila smiled uneasily and then greeted Chongo with respect as she
had always done whenever they met. This time, however, Chongo didn
reciprocate and instead glared at Mwila with contempt. At this poin, she
felt repelled and was abour to return to the house when she was stopped bs
Chongo. ‘Don’ go just yer,’ she commanded. ‘It is important that you lis
to what I am going to say.

“What do you have to say?” Kangwa asked, slightly puzzled.

‘Don’t irritate me any further,” Chongo warned him angrily. ‘T have
quiet and patient for too long. Now, I want you to tell me in her prese
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what she has got thar I haven't”” She pointed her finger ar Kangwa and Mwila
in turn.

Kangwa was stunned and did not know what to do. He felt irritated and
wished to put her off.

‘Dont worry abour what she has,” Kangwa finally replied. “Whar is
important is that I love her very much.’

You love what? $ha!” (Dog!) Chongo swore. ‘“You men are blind.” She
shook her head and spat on the lawn in a show of sheer contemprt.

Mwila looked at Kangwa, expecting a firm reaction. ‘I'm not going to
sit here and be insulted by you,” Kangwa said, standing up. Chongo stood
up two and was shouting and vyelling at both of them, which attracted
neighbours and passershy.

“Today, I came to show this bitch you call your wife that she is nothing,’
Chongo shouted at the wp of her voice.

"Shut up and ger the hell out of here before I call the police, Mwila
threarened. She felt that her integrity was ar stake; she had ro defend herself,

‘Police! You must be joking,” Chongo replied. “Let them come now, and
I shall tell them that you are a loose woman, the whore who has stolen my
husband.” Many people had gathered outside the house now, and it was
becoming increasingly embarrassing for Kangwa and Mwila.

‘And who is to blame?” Mwila scolded her publicly. ‘Maybe you are not
woman enough. You couldn’t satisfy him as much as I do. Thats why he left
you for me." Withour urrering another word, Chongo moved as swift as a
flash and was on Mwila, slapping her fiercely on the face before Mwila hir
her back. Kanyanta started crying, and Kangwa moved quickly berween the
two adversaries. Chongo started hitring Kangwa instead and was swearing ar
him 10 the amazement of some people in the crowd.

‘How can she treat me like this in my own home?” Mwila demanded. ‘T'll
call the police.”

‘Please ignore her,” Kangwa pleaded with Mwila. ‘She is finished; hers are
just the kicks of a dying horse!”

‘Men are devils,” shouted one feminine voice from the crowd. ‘How
could you just walk our on a wife with whom you have seven children, for a
younger girl?’

‘But that’s no reason why she should be insulting a respected man like
Kangwa publicly,” replied one man. “The woman is really arrogant.’

‘If I were her husband, I would teach her a lesson she would never
forger,” another man echoed.
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Chongo, unperturbed by the loud hostile reaction from the crowd, was
still shouting at the top of her voice, enumerating all her husband’s wrongs.
She emphasised that Kangwa had abdicated his responsibility over their
children. She challenged him crying thar he had stopped being ‘a responsible
father’ ever since he met his birching mistress. Whar apparendy infuriared
Chongo more was thar she had done everything possible to shore up their
crumbling marriage, bur Kangwa reacted negatively.

Amid shours and laughter from many onlookers, Mwila and the baby
went into the house. Chongo was calmed down by an elderly man from the
crowd after which she entered her car and drove off at a high speed.

The crowd dispersed slowly.

Kangwa was still trying to catch up on his work. He had found several
things pending when he returned from Britain. He worked hard and also
passed on some of the papers to his depury and the senior assistant secretary
at the Ministry. It was ar this point that Kangwa felt ill. He was complaining
of chest pains but didn't rake them seriously.

One bright Wednesday morning, Kangwa had just had his breakfast. His
briefcase in his hand, he stood beside the car, blinking for a moment in the
bright sunlight. He slid into the passenger seat of his official car. Mwila came
into the doorway. ‘Bye-bye, honey,” she shouted to him waving,

*(Goodbye darling,” he replied, ‘and remember we're going our ronight.’

“You bet [ won't forget,” she replied.

As the car inched through Grear East Road rush-hour traffic, Kangwa's
mind was oceupied by nothing other than his work. He was already working
on his official papers in the back seat, as he had quite often done.

Thar same bright morning, Kangwas bright life was dimmed. He
collapsed in his office and was later rushed to the big hospital in Lusaka. He
died in hospital a week later before diagnostic tests were completed, although
Dr Muyanga who admitted him did suspect thar in view of his long history
of smoking, there was a possibility of lung cancer.

The news of Kangwa's death caused sorrow and consternation in Lusaka,
and his was the most advertised funeral ever. He was a very popular Civil
Servant, and he was one of the few permanent secretaries who were very
close to their cabinet ministers. Consequently, the hospital supenntendent
had to answer personally to the Minister, concerning events leading o
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Kangwas death. The minister emphasised that the hospital had to invesrigare
and make sure that negligence and foul play were rorally excluded.

The hospital’s only consultant pathologist was asked 1o perform a
thorough post-mortem, which in facr confirmed Dr Muyanga’s initial
impression; Kangwa had died from cancer of the lungs.

The official mourning took place at Chongo’s house and so the women
in Kangwa’s life were there. Mwila was shatrered. ‘How could it happen to
me? How could it happen now? she asked herself several times as she rolled
on the ground, covered in dust. She cried our loud thar death had robbed
her of her breadwinner and wished thar their baby had not been born. She
feared that the boy’s future would be uncertain. Tears trickled from her large
flashing cyes like water from a fountain which has lost its valves. It was really
pathetic for Mwila, who was left ar the crossroads of life. She was totally
confused and did not know whar the future held for her and the baby. She
now felt that her education was inadequare to enable her support herself,
let alone two people. Mwila also realised that her taste of the good life in
well-to-do circles was a very short-lived experiment; she resolved thar it was
time she came down to earth.

Chongo also showed her grief, and like Mwila, she was wearing dirty old
clothes. In her erying, apart from expressing her sotrow for losing a husband,
the father of her seven children, she emphasised thar she was the offended
party. She made it clear thart she felt char if Kangwa had been staying with
her, he could still have been alive!

In spice of their differences, Mwila and Chongo had one thing in
common. They realised that they had both lost only one thing, their
husband, and they sat down together to mourn him.

One woman mourner who had been warching them for several
minutes shouted, “We women are petry! Why didn't they learn to share
him in life?’

Mourners converged on Lusaka from many places and all direcrions. The
majority of these came from Kasama and the Copperbelt, A large sum of
money was collected through donations to help feed and house the people
who had no homes in the capiral. It was later learnt thar about eighty per
cent of this money was spent on buying beer for male mourners. Some of
the men ar such funerals are not genuine mourners. They are known 1o
flock from one funeral 1o another, since they are assured of free beers.
Consequently, the deaths of big shots or their relarives arrracred the biggest
crowds; dying had become really expensive in the big cities.
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Everyone in the Ministuy of Science and Technology was given the day
off to go and pay their last respects to their respected and dedicated Head of
their Ministry.

The procession of Kangwa’s burial, which had been widely publicised in
the local press, radio, and television, started from the Ambassador Funeral
Parlour in Chachacha Road. From there, multitudes of people on foor,
bicycles, and buses and in several hundred cars followed the hearse 1o the
spacious Anglican Cathedral on Church Road. After a lengthy Requiem
Mass, the mourners proceeded in total silence to the Leopards Hill
Cemerery on the ourskirts of the city.

A member of the Main Committee had been asked by the Head of State
w represent the party and its government. Many ministers and almost all
the permanent secreraries of other “ministries were present. Although in
Kﬂﬂg“.’ﬂ.’ﬁ PIE.‘CE" i.r Was t].-l.f_' CLSTOIm 'DF Eldﬁrs s g;ivt: a f‘ﬂr{.‘.\'ﬂ:‘ll SPE{'.C'}I I Su‘:h
an occasion, the wind of change now placed the MMC in this position.
The Main Committee Member gave a comprehensive account of Kangwa's
brilliant record of performance from his school days and his important
services and contributions to the nation up to the time of his death. He
announced that Kangwa would be honoured posthumously by being
declared ‘Champion of the People in the Struggle against Poverty—CPSIY

It was then that Father ’Conner of St. Ignatius Catholic Church took
over to deliver his short but moving sermon. The priest, who had personally
known Kangwa described his devotion in parish activities. For people who
had come all the way from Kangwa’s village and who had never witnessed
a city burial before, the whole thing was strange. Ir was a big show which
lacked close personal involvement. Unlike their village funerals where the
villagers donare food, make the coffin, dig the grave, and bury the dead.
they saw thar all these were highly commercialised in Lusaka. They couldn?®
understand why, for instance, instead of women washing Kangwa's body, this
was done at the funeral parlour at great expense; instead of using Kangwas
van to take his body, an expensive hearse was hired from the funeral service
instcad of making a simple coffin which would quickly rot away in any case
a very expensive coffin was bought; and so forth. They were puzzled, and
even though they demanded no explanation, there and then, these wem
things they pondered and would seriously discuss when they returned =
their respective villages.

Mwila and Chongo had to be restrained to prevent them from huru
themselves, as they threw themselves to the ground viclently in total grief.



CHANGING SHADOWS 179

was as if they were competing against each other to show who was suffering
more! One tribal traditional cousin, a ngoni woman from the Eastern
Province jokingly summed up their behaviour, “They are now competing for
Kangwa's property and favours from his family!” Despite the sombre mood,
some mourners could not help bursting into laughter.

It was now a week since his death, and Kangwa's big extended family
had a noisy, heated meeting, ar which the main topic was the sharing of the
property he had left behind. They had also inrended to discuss the future of
Kangwa’s children and their mothers. However, this meeting resolved nothing,
and they all agreed thar the presence of the two widows was essential.

At the quickly reconvened second meeting, Mwila and Chongo sar next
to cach other in the centre of the room. Both were dressed in black corron
dresses and wore black head ties. In their distress, they looked like two
school girls in their school uniforms! The only evident difference between
them was the appearance of their hair. Chongo’s hair looked curly and
uncombed for weeks, whereas Mwila’s looked stretched, clean, and combed.,
According to Bemba tradition, a widow was expected to look ordinary in
every sense of the word, and she was not expected to clean and comb her
hair. Bur this was in Lusaka, at a time when many traditional practices were
being quickly raken over by the Western way of life. Even the old women
from Kangwa’s village who would have naturally criricised her there and then
for combing her hair controlled their anger; they only betrayed their feclings
by looking at Mwila with contempr.

Kangwa’s uncle asked for order and then specifically addressed the two
widows. He told them ro reveal all the money and properties left by his
nephew. He warned the women not to hide anything. ‘A wise person cannot
hide anything from the dead, let alone tell lies abour them,” he emphasised.
‘After all, the dead see us in our pettiness every time and can take revenge
when necessary.

Chongo spoke slowly bur effectively. She oudined her financial and
social hardships since as she pur it, "My husband had been stolen by daylight
from me.” She emphasised that it was because of the suffering of her seven
children that she was forced to concentrate on a small business, from which
she made no profit. She talked at length, emphasising the seriousness of
the debrs. In facr, she revealed nothing except her poverty and kepr all the
money she had earlier saved jointly with Kangwa. Chongo even suggesred
that the huge house in Roma Township where Mwila was now living
alone should be sold to raise money to feed and educarte the eight orphans
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her husband had left behind. Mwilas faction protested against Chongo's
allegations. The meering became disorderly as the two factions shoured at
each other. Kangwa’s uncle stood up and shouted for order; otherwise, he
threatened that he would close the meeting.

It was now Mwilas turn, but she did not utter a single word as she
had lost her voice two days earlier due to her continued emortional crying.
Instead, a shorr statement was made by Bwalya on her behalf. Her uncle
said that his family was too grief-stricken at the loss of the deceased. They
were still mourning him and could not concern themselves with his worldly
property or money. He emphasised that they had nothing o hide, at which
point he produced the joint savings accounrt book, which Kangwa had with
Mwila, and handed it over 1o Kangwa’s uncle. Inwardly, Mwila would have
liked to keep that book and theréfore the money secret, bur she gave it away
In consternation.

Kangwa's father, Chamunda, sat there in total silence. The old man,
apart from feeling unwell since he lost his wife, had neither guts nor
authority to argue with his brothers-in-law. When he was asked for his
comments, the old man said that he agreed with Kangwa's uncle thar if there
was money hidden in a bank or in a tin, buried in a house somewhere, it
should be revealed. He suggested thar such money should be used to buy
goats for the family, which could serve as a further reminder of his lost son.
He emphasised that he was not at all interested in the property but in his son
and the grandchildren he had left behind. He suggested that he could rake
all the eight children left by Kangwa back to Milima’s village and feed them
personally. However, his son Bwembya reminded him that he himself was
old and had to be looked after.

At the end of the meeting, Kangwa’s uncle, a retired miner, collecred all
the clothes which Kangwa had left behind. He was a respected old man with
a high sense of fairness and was therefore trusted ro distribure the clothes
fairly among the family members.

The following day, a protocol officer delivered a message to Kangwa's
families from the Secretary of State, in which he confirmed that the
government would quickly sort out Kangwa’s terminal benefits. The
statement also disclosed that the government would further honour Kangwa
by sering up a fund to be known as ‘Kangwa Fellowships.” This fund
would give awards to promising civil servants to study administration up to
University level.

For Mwila, the most shocking news since Kangwa's death came when his
will was revealed. Although he lefr a large sum of money, Mwila, who wept
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loudest ar his graveside, didn't ger a mention in the will. Bur the will was
good news to the woman who wepr beside her, Chongo, to whom Kangwa
had bequeathed a large sum of money. Most of Kangwa's money went to his
first seven children. Mwila, confounded and confused, couldn’t comprehend
whar had happened. She had believed thar Kangwa had changed the will,
making her his main beneficiary. She could therefore, not believe that
Kangwa had taken her for a ride. Larer, Kangwa's lawyer whispered that
his client had in fact intended to change the will but hadn' completed the
process when he died. His new will, the contents of which he had whispered
to his young wife, had been typed the same week he was admitred to
hospital. The only thing lacking in the document was Kangwa's precious
signature. Mwila wept further thar fate had robbed her of her future and
fortune. She even pitied herself for her pride than for the money. She feared
that once the details of the will were heard by many people in Lusaka, she
would become a laughing stock in the capiral city.

Mwila also reflected that she would become a lesson to all the youne
girls who risked their future and the chance of a decent marriage by flirting
around with married sugar daddies, expecting large financial rewards. ‘I have
learnt my lesson well,” she shouted in agony, lying on her bed. “The only
solution is for me to leave this ciry and its unfairness behind.” She resolved.

For Chongo, the news of the will made her cry with happiness as if she
was no widow who had just lost a husbandishe behaved like a young girl
who had just won the jackpot in the National State Lottery. She even invited
her close friends for a private party to celebrate,

At that small party. one of the friends cautioned her quietly thar as a
widow she was supposed to be mourning her dead husband and not be
rejoicing like a young girl who'd just become engaged. Bur Chongo disagreed
and shouted for everyone to hear. “You are saying that I lost my husband.
Don't you know that I lost him a long time ago?’ she asked in anger, her
long eyelids flapping like the wings of a pigeon just disturbed from its perch.
‘Do you know how many times I sat in a puddle and felt totally stupid?
she continucd. “Don't you know thar I had cried and cried for him all that
time? Now my cyes are dried of their tears. Can't you see thar this will is the
best thing that has happened to me since then? Can't you appreciate thar it
brought back all my pride?” She gulped a mouthful of brandy and coke and
sat down as everyone in the room warched quietly.

Chongo didn't give a damn whar her friends said or felt. Whar was
important to her was the fact thar she had raught Mwila and Kangwa a
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lesson, thar is, if the dead ever learn lessons! She wished Kangwa would come
back just for a shorr while and see her in her moment of triumph!

Kangwas family conclave was again in session. The meeting was highly
secretive to avoid publicarion of their deliberations and conclusions. Their
biggest problem was the distribution of the money from the will, most of
which would come from the sale of Kangwa’s shares in an international
company.

They were generally annoyed to learn that the big family would only
share 15 per cent of the money left, whereas the remainder went to Kangwa's
children and the first wife. The women in the meeting were accusing the
men of being blind cowards. “Why cant you share out the money evenly?
they argued. ‘How can you be bound by an old piece of paper written
by your dead relative?” There was pandemonium in the house as the
disagreements grew bigger and louder. The few enlighrened members of
the family warned thar they would have nothing to do with such a move.
‘Long gone are the days when greedy families disinherited widows,’ they
emphasised. “The will was legal and binding and anyone who tried to
contravene it would be locked up by the long arm of the law.” There was
roral silence.

Mwila’s embarrassment never ended ar the disappointing will. She was
ordered, and not requested, to surrender half of the money she had saved
with Kangwa. The money was only K3, 000 and didnt bother her much.
Whart pained her most was the fact that Kangwa’s people knew thar she
had received nothing from the will. To add insult to injury, she was also
informed by a messenger from the conclave that she should switch houses
with Chongo, in view of their differences in size, contrary to the number
of children. Mwila was reminded that the money used to buy her present
house came from Kangwa's labour together with his legal wife. Situated in
Woodlands, Chongo’s house was an old bur respectable four-bedroom
bungalow. Mwild’s on the other hand, was a posh, modern, and arrractive
six-bedroom villa with a swimming pool and a borehole. Her first reacrion
was not to bow down ro this further humiliation, an arritude she changed
soon after consulring Kasongo and her friends. She now agreed thar half a
loaf was berter than nothing. She was willing to comply.

Chongo was happier than she had been for many months. This she
did not hide from her friends. Tm complerely overwhelmed by what has
happened since Kangwa’s death. Everything has gone my way,” she boasted.
‘In fact, what has happened was completely beyond my expectations. Surely
some men are better off dead than alive!” she concluded, beaming.
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With the house as the only asset of value, Mwila’s apparent insecurity
created tremendous anxiety. Her living standards were already
diminishing, as she had started to employ stringent spending measures,
which meant an end rto lavish dinners and entertaining. Although she
pondered her future for a weck, she came to no obvious conclusion. She
visited her brother one night and pur all her problems before him. He
suggested that she should go back to Zambia Coffee Company. She told him
that she had already considered the idea, bur she felt she could only return to
her old company as a last resort. She knew that Nkhata was now the depury
boss of personnel and for purely personal reasons, she would be reluctant
to work there again. She didn't want him or others in the company to pity
her. Above all, even though she didn tell him, some instinct told her thar
she was not really meant to be a secretary and typist for the rest of her life.
She told him, however, thar she would prefer something more challenging.
Kasongo withour any further questions promised to help his sister in her job
hunting. He also reminded his sister that her house was too big for her to
maintain, especially withour a job. He invited Mwila to stay at his house and
assured her thar Mumbi had actually suggested the idea.

‘It is very nice of you to make the offer,” she rold him calmly.

‘Are you taking it up then?' he asked gently.

"Well. I agree it will be hard to mainrain the house,’ she conceded. ‘Bur
what would happen to it if I vacated the place? Don you think that there is
need for someone to look after it?*

“The whole idea is to use your house to bring you a good income,’ he
suggested. “You can rent the place in no time.” “Yes!” she exclaimed. “Thar's
quite an idea. I never thought abour it

1583
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‘A house like yours would earn you abour eight times your annual
income,’ he stressed. ‘In fact, companies and foreign missions are always after
that type of house. It is in a very decent part of Lusaka.’

They discussed further, and Mwila agreed thar his sugeestion was a brilliant
one. She was however apprehensive abour losing her hard-earned freedom and
independence. Kasongo advised her to think it over in her good time.

It was during this time that one of Kangwa's friends, Banda, visited her
at her home, Banda was Mwila’s former boss at Zambia Coffee Company.
She gave him a beer to drink while they talked. He told her that he was
personally disappointed by his late friend’s failure to leave her in a sound
financial position. He offered to help her if she had any urgent problems. He
sounded rather generous. He also asked Mwila about her future. “What are
your plans?’ Banda asked. “Won't you be looking for a job?’

T'm already looking for one,’ she replied. ‘Bur jobs are not easy to come
by these days.’

There was a short silence before Banda replied. ‘I dont agree,’ he
protested. ‘You surely have the right connections. Your brother for instance
can easily find you a good job in many companies.”

‘My brother 15 not entrenched enough to be influential in this city,’
Muwila replied, sighing. She sat back and looked at Banda. He smiled
back at her. She remembered her heydays with Kangwa and his well-to-do
circle of friends. Many such groups comprised wealthy citizens, who had
somehow mushroomed their riches overnight, since independence. They
belonged to a highly selective code of association and had little or no regard
for the common man, at whose expense their businesses thrived. ‘Is this
fair?” she asked herself. "My head is not made of stone!’ she surrendered in
consternation.

‘But that’s no problem,’ Banda said, as if he was reading her thoughts.

“What do you mean, its no problem?” she asked curiously.

‘I can find you a job,” he offered. ‘In fact, there’s a job already.” She was
becoming intensely interested, and she couldnt help but smile. Mwila alsa
remembered that Banda was the same man who easily found her the first job
after receiving a phone call from the late Kangwa. Finding her another job
would cerrainly not be beyond his capabilities.

‘A job?' she asked with concern. "What type of job is it

Banda explained that they had a vacancy in one of the departmenss
for a sales lady. Banda was now a personnel manager for a manufacturing
company based in Kafue.
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Mwila would have liked the job. She felt it was challenging enough, and
she thought it would keep her away from Lusaka most of the time. Then she
asked about accommodarion and was told that she would be given a housing
allowance instead. She also expressed her fears about transport difficulties.
Banda quickly assured her that he would always give her a lift and that if she
obliged, her promotion would be rapid.

‘Oblige with what?’ she asked blantdy.

“You know whar I mean. You are a very atrractive young woman, and I'm
a man,’ he said, pausing for a while. I like you very much, Mwila.’

“You know, I used 1o think that you and Kangwa were good friends,’
Mwila said, sighing. ‘At least I thought thar you had grear respect for each
other. Now I'm rorally bafiled.’

“There is no need for you to be unduly worried,” Banda assured. “You
are very artractive. [ used to admire you even when you worked for Zambia
Coffee Company. What is important now is thar Kangwa is dead!’

You snake!” she yelled emotionally. “You bastard, you know that I'm
still in mourning for your dead friend. And here you are patronising me
in order to lay me!” She swallowed air and quickly let it out. She suddenly
remembered her bitter experience with Bwanga.

‘Please don't get me wrong,” he pleaded. ‘T was just joking. I really came
here to offer you a job without any strings.” “Don’t you lie to me!” She cried,
her chest heaving and her body trembling. ‘1o you think I'm so cheap I can
be bought by your silly tricks?”

‘I beg you,” he implored. “Take the job without any . ..

“Shut up and get our of here,” she interrupted him. Banda stood up and
only then realised char his big frame was trembling. He quickly made for the
door bur with difficulry.

“Take your job and stuff it. 1 don't want to see your face again,’ she
shoured. “When will it stop in this city? When will old men put an end to
trading favours with sex? Is sex all that there is in life?” She banged the door
behind him.

Mwila was terribly upser that day. She realised that she was in no mood
to see anyone. She decided to lock up the gate and the house doors and
went to sleep. When she woke up, she remembered Banda. “He was jusr like
Simuchimba,’ she recalled. “Both were sick upsrairs,” she concluded.

When Kasongo and his wife visited Mwila one evening, they informed
her that there was a vacancy for a trainee announcer with a local relevision
company. Kasongo had had a long chat with the director, who was an old
friend of the late Kangwa and knew Mwila quite well. Kasongo emphasised
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that the chances of her getting the job were good, but that the final say was
hers. Mwila was prepared to attend the interviews in four days time.

When the day for the interviews came, Mwila discovered that she was
just one of the many girls after the post. It was only then that it dawned on
her thar the offer would not be automatic. Her fears of not getting the job
were heightened when she ralked to two of the candidates. Both girls had
their full GCE ‘0’ level certificares, which she lacked. Although her interview
was relatively easy, she felr she had made a mockery of herself by coming and
she returned home nor only pessimistic, bur rather annoyed with herself; she
did not expect any favourable reply.

The offer of the job two weeks later came as a grear surprise to Mwila.
She was however delighred thar she had been chosen. Inwardly, she consoled
herself that it was not the certificates which counted more in her new job,
but her personality.

‘T owe it to Kangwa,’ she said to herself. ‘May His Soul Rest in Erernal
Peace.” In effect, Kangwa's company and his circles had helped her image
a great deal; she was now very well scasoned, dressed exquisitely, and she
expressed herself so eloquently that she was the envy of many girls who were
more educated than her.

In her contract of employment, it was clearly spelr our thar after a short
familiarization with the local studios, she would be senr abroad for a nine
months TV announcer’s course. It was decided that she would be sent to
Britain. This added incentive made her accept the offer immediately.

Mwila had thoroughly enjoyed her short stay in London with Kangwa.
and secondly, she knew thar many Zambians trained abroad were still being
preferred to their Zambian rrained counterparts for jobs and promortions by
many employers. Even though she condemned such employers inwardly and
felr thar their minds should be decolonised, she didnt mind enhancing her
own opportunities. Lastly, and more imporrantly, her unforrunate story had
been highly exaggerated and became the rtalk of the city. She therefore liked
the idea of leaving Lusaka for a while—Britain would become her temporary
sanctuary. She was anxious to go.

Mwila, six months a ‘widow” had two important issues to settle, withous
which her trip would be in the balance. The first one was found o be easily
and quickly resolved. It involved Kanyanra. It was agreed thar it was in the
boy’s interest to remain in Lusaka with Kasongo and his wife. Mwila was
relieved since she had fears abour leaving the boy in Chipoma’s village wirs
his grandparents.
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The second one was the more difficult. Ir concerned her own clearance
from Kangwa's family. As a widow, among other things, she could not go
on such a long trip, she could not sleep with another man, and she could
not lead a sociable life, excepr after she had been cleansed. The dearance was
almost invariably in the form of a marriage ceremony, by which a relative of
the deceased would sleep with the widow at least for one night. A brother,
cousin, or even nephews in the case of the men were the most favourable
candidares. In this way, the spirit of the deceased would forever be removed
from the widow. It was by such practices that many Bemba men found
themselves with more than one wife. If the man liked the woman, he might
keep her as his wife, and as such, replace the dead relative.

Mwila and Kasongo left for Chipoma’s village, in Kasongo's car. After
spending a nighr in the village, they left accompanied by Chansa, Lwaba,
and Chibale. At the first cockerow, they headed north for Milima's village.
They arrived in the evening, and Lwaba, head of their delegation, presented
their case in the traditional way.

It was the night and dury of Kangwa’s family to decide on when Mwila
and Chongo could be cleansed; six months was too soon by their standards.
It was in this uncerrainty that Mwila’s family made a rather unprecedented
move. They requested that their daughter be cleansed quickly as she had to
go abroad. First, the message was received with laughter and was obviously
regarded as a joke, but their persistence showed that it was a very serious
matter indeed. Kangwas family argued that they had no man ready tw
replace their dead relative yer, as he had not been long gone. A man whe
appeared too anxious to replace a dead relative would generally be suspecred
of having caused the death in order to take over his wife and properry.

‘Is there no way our of this mess?” Mwila asked herself. ‘It is a mammoth
rask,” she concluded.

Many people, including Mwila's relatives, conceded that they were
asking for the impossible. Even Lwaba confessed thar there was no chance
that their outrageous demands could be granted. Mwila, in spite of the
discouragement, vowed never to give up.

Then came an unexpected twist and turn of events. Mwila, strongly
supported by Kasongo, had forced her family to demand that because
she was Christian, she didnt want a ritual marriage ceremony, bur just
a simple blessing ceremony to clear her. However, this news was regarded
as scandalous in Milima’s village, but it was by no means the first in the
country. A few young widows and widowers in Kasama and Mansa had
already created a storm by refusing these ritual ceremonies in which the
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partners chosen were very often old and unattractive. Burt this was the first
case in Milima’s village in which the demands were received with dismay
and rebuke. The feelings of the village, of whom the majority were from
Kangwa's extended family, were fully expressed by one old man. "What has
this Christianity got to do with our culture?” he asked, clapping his hands
in a show of total disbelief. "Does it want to completely erode our traditions
and turn us into a different kind of people?” Those who agreed with the old
man clapped in approval, and the majoriry present in the audience did.

Although they were dumbfounded, their general feelings were thar
since a widow was traditionally cleansed o protect her from being haunted
by the spirit of her dead husband, it was Mwilad’s own funeral if she refused
this protection. In the end, they relucrandy agreed to let her go and swore
to have nothing to do with the ghastly consequences of her arrogance.
Many felt personally hurt and were angered by Mwilas contempr of their
traditional values.

‘Maybe she is possessed by the devil!” shouted one old woman.

‘She is the devil itselft’ echoed another feminine voice. “She is evil!
chorused yert another.

Mwila tumed in the direction of the women and looked at them
helplessly as their venomous tongues unleashed more vicious attacks on her.
But her unexpected salvation came ar last.

A week before her departure date, Mwila was cleansed in a new and
untraditional way. She slept alone in a small village hut thar night. The next
morning, her face, hands and feet were washed, using a solution in which
herbs were soaked the previous day. She was given a string of white beads to
wear on her left arm before Kangwa’s uncle declared, ‘As far as my family is
concerned, you are now a free woman. You may go in peace and may God
bless you!” The same morning, Mwila and her triumphant delegation left for
Chipoma’s village. Two days larer, they returned o Lusaka. On arrival, they
headed for Bwalya’s house and informed him of their wriumph. Their uncle
found it difficult to believe them; it was as if the old traditional ways were
giving way to the new western values.
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ack in Lusaka, Mwila re-examined her position. She wasnt certain

whether going abroad ar that time was right or not. She needed more
time to think it over. But time was not on her side. She therefore decided to
take the gamble. She got together the few items she had to take with her and
left most of her personal belongings at her brother’s house.

There was a small send-off party in her honour at Kasongo's house. It
was a small party and only close friends and relatives attended. Everyone
at the party showed their sympathy for whar had happened to her, which
annoyed her even further. Mwila disliked being pitied; such commiserations
would only prolong her agony and vision of the tragedy. She wanted to put
all the misery behind her.

On the evening of 15 Seprember, Mwila was driven to Lusaka
International Airpore. A few friends were there to bid her farewell. After all
the farewells had been said, Mwila looked closely at her son’s happy face. She
reflected briefly on the whole idea of leaving the boy behind, a knot in her
stomach tightened further. With tears in her eyes, she handed over Kanyanta
o Mumbi, bur her little son, now comforrable in Mumbi’s arms, even smiled
as he waved back to his mother. The poor boy was probably thinking that
it was one of Mwila’s short absences, when he always remained in Mumbi's
good care.

For Mwila, the flight was long and eventless. After passing through
the somewhar annoying immigration checks at Heathrow Airporr, she was
welcomed by Sichilongo, Kasongo's old friend. Sichilongo was now working

154
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in London. He drove her through heavy traffic to his home in Crawford
Avenue, at Wembley, where she met his beautiful wife, Susan, and their two
children.

Mwila was given a warm welcome; Susan was entertaining and chartty. It
was as if the two women had known each other betore. Although it was ar
the end of the British summer; Mwila thought that it was rather cold. Even
though the house was centrally heated, she felt a cold chill in her solid bones.

The following day, Mwila and Susan visited parts of the ciry and also
managed to buy herself some warm clothing, a few fashionable dresses and
SOIME COSMCTICS.

Mwila’s first preoccupation before registration was to look for
accommodarion. Her flat hunting turned out to be much harder than she
had expected. Even with Sichilongo's assistance, they searched for two weeks
without coming up with a decent bed-sitter. Whenever they phoned for
places advertised in the press, they were told that they were late as soon as
their African accent betrayed them. She later realised thar this applied tw
all coloureds. At that time, many landlords had vowed to keep blacks out
of certain areas, the so-called decent residences. This they claimed was to
keep their areas clean and their property safer. It was during this time that
Mwila realised thar living in London was not as rosy and pleasant as she had
thought when she had briefly stayed at the hotel with Kangwa, where the
majority of the residents were tourists and behaved in a friendly way.

Now she came across a type of racial discrimination no one had ever
told her about at home, where going 1o London even for a short time was
regarded as a special achievemenr. She concluded thar she would nor find 2
flat in a decent area where she would have liked to stay. She now extended
her search to areas dominated by blacks after reminding herself that she
had come to study and not to seek luxury. Here too, she was greeted by
dilapidared houses and flats, but even a slum was hard to secure.

Apart from looking for a flat, Mwila’s other major preoccupation was
watching television. Whenever she was not helping Susan with housework
she was glued to their twenty-four-inch colour television. She w
particularly cxcited by the facr thar unlike in Zambia, where there was o
onc channel, she had a choice of many channels. Apart from the many g
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films, she also appreciated the high frequency of sports and comedies—they
were very comical and entertaining.

It was 2 October, and Mwila’s registration day at Thomson College for
TV announcers and rechnicians. She had become quire anxious about her
chances of finding her own place to live in. At the college, she mer other
students, mostly from overseas, before they were addressed by the College
Principal, Mr Brian Woodbine. He was a rall, well-built balding Englishman,
wearing a dark three-picce suir. [ Juring his address, Mr Woodbine impressed
the African students with his up-to-date knowledge of African current affairs.
They later learnt that their new principal had raughr geography in a few
African countries before raking up his television career.

After the registration, onc girl approached Mwila. ‘My name is Nomsa,’
she cheerfully introduced hersclf to Mwila. I come from Zimbabwe”

‘Mine is Mwila,” she reciprocated. ‘I'm glad to meer you.”

‘And where do you come from?’ asked Nomsa,

T'm from Zambia,” Mwila answered.

"Oh Zambia!” Nomsa exclaimed. “We are a family, aren’t we?’

‘Oh, yes,” Mwila agreed. The two girls discovered that they would be
attending the same course, and they ralked at length, It was then that Mwila
mentioned her accommodation problems to Nomsa.

Are you seriously looking for a place then?” Nomsa asked.

Tm desperate,” Mwila replied affirmatively. Nomsa thought for a
moment and then stared at Mwila who stared back ar her.

| actually stay in a three-bedroom flat with another girl,” Nomsa
revealed. ‘And we are looking for a third girl to stay with us.’ Mwila asked
many questions about the flar, and they agreed that it would be better if she
viewed it. They decided to go ro the flat right away.

The girls arrived at the flar, and in spite of her desperation, Mwila was
determined to view the place critically and ensure thar it was habirable.

“T'his is the small kirchen,” Nomsa said frankly. It was so small char there
was just enough bench space for one cook, and consequently some of the
pots and pans were hanging on hooks above the bench. The cooker was
gas and looked quite old, but the small fridge was new. Stuck in a corner,
one had to squar to put items into it. The lounge was large, and the dining
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table and chairs occupied about one-third of the space. The three-piece suite
looked old bur was clean and comfortable. There was a twenty-three-inch
colour TV set and a large thick red rug in the centre of the room. Nomsa
showed Mwila the rest of the rooms.

“This is the bathroom,” Nomsa explained. It was roomy, bur Mwila
looked more critically at the large, old-fashioned bath. She then reminded
herself, ‘I'm not secking luxury, but knowledge.” Mwila then looked at
the shower above the bath. It looked newer than the bath. “Was this fitted
recently?’ she asked.

Not recently, bur it was firred much later,’ Nomsa explained. ‘In
London, there used to be only baths and no showers. In fact, some houses

didn't even have baths.”
“Whar did the people use then?” Mwila asked.

“They depended on public baths,” Nomsa answered. Mwila pressed the
handle of the seemingly old toilet. It flushed well, much to her surprise. The
bathroom was painted green, except for one wall which was wallpapered
with a spring garden design.

‘How about the room?” Mwila asked anxiously.

‘Oh, yes!" Nomsa replied. “That's where we are going next.’ It was
medium-sized, with a large window revealing a small and overgrown front
garden. The rear fence was quite high so thar no one could see into her
room from the footpath. A lot of natural light entered the room, and this
encouraged her to acceprt it. She felt that this basement flat in the West End
of London was far superior to the many she had seen during her flat-hunting
episodes.

Mwila moved into the flar the following day, and both her new flarmares
were there. “This is Carol,” Nomsa introduced. ‘And Carol, meer Muwila”
The girls exchanged formal greetings. Carol, an Australian girl, was almose
the same height as Mwila. She had long brown hair which was oo dark
to be fair, and the ends had been permed so thar it was a bir curly. Mwila,
smiling partially, looked Carol closely in the face. Carol smiled back. Her
cyes were blue, and she had thin eyebrows. Although Carol’s nose was rather
prominent and pointed for a girl, Mwila thought that she was not ugly. In
fact, her thin and well-shaped lips made her particularly attractive. As they
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talked, Mwila found her new friends charming, and it was then she learnt
thar Carol had originally rented the flat alone and then decided to subler it
The flat belonged to an Australian landlord, a Mr Colin Hancock, who was
no longer living in Britain. Mwila was now happy thar at last she had a roof
above her head.

She quickly settled into her course and worked hard. She had for the firse
two months effectively ignored the beckoning social life of London, which
had drowned many foreign students. Even though she artracted the artention
of most of the male students in her class, she frequently spurned all their
advances. In her class, the only young man who was very free to speak with
Mwila was Mimis Popodurous from Athens. Although Mimis liked Mwila,
he could only chat her up for fun and warned the other boys to keep off his
African Queen. Mwila often referred to him as "My guardian Greek?” Besides
Mimis, Mwila was also friendly with a South African student, Zulu. A more
mature student, Zulu had invited Mwila to his flar, where she met his wife
and children.

Several times, Mwila declined to go to discos with her flarmates. ‘How
can girls go for a disco and dance on their own?’ she one day asked Nomsa.
‘I think it is unsafe.”

It is safe, I can assure you,” Nomsa declared. “That is why girls here
MOVE 1N tWos or groups.’

‘And when you ger to the disco, who is going to be your partner?” Mwila
asked sceprically.

‘That’s no problem ar all,’ Nomsa replied. “We gitls can dance on our
own if we like. Bur there are always boys looking for girls!

‘I shall only come with you when you go to a movie,” Mwila declared.

'l understand your fears,” Nomsa replied. ‘1 felt the same way when 1
first came to London.”

‘I'm glad you did,” Mwila said.

“Why are you glad?” Nomsa asked reproachfully.

“Well, it means that I'm not abnormal,” Mwila answered.

"For me that was three years ago,” Nomsa explained. ‘And now I think
that I was naive. Just imagine when you return to Zambia and people ask
you about the social life in London. Will you tell them that you never went
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out? Or will you tell them about whar you read in the papers? Wouldn' you
be ashamed of that? Or what will you really say?” she fired Mwila with her
volley of searching questions.

Mwila thought for a few seconds before she replied. ‘T don' think ir is
necessary for me to change my habits in order to learn abour the sodial life of
this place. In such a case, I would like to find out in the least damaging way.’

They rtalked further, each girl defending her stand. Nomsa, however,
strongly advised Mwila to come out of her shell and then said, ‘Tt will be
only a marter of time before you follow my advice,” she predicted.

“You sound so sure,” Mwila replied, ‘I wouldn’t bet on it if | were you.”
‘l am positive, Nomsa answered. ‘Do you want to ber?” she challenged.

“To bet! No,” Mwila declined, ‘ler’s just wait and see.’ Nomsa nodded.

There were other things with which Mwila had to come to terms with
regarding the social life of her flarmares. While Carol had a steady boyfriend
who often spent the weekends at the flat, Nomsa had a couple of boyfriends
and a large group of admirers. She often spent weekends out or brought
a boy home. Mwila knew that it was none of her business to pry and get
concerned. She cared more about having a good relationship with her

friends.

One Saturday afternoon, Mwila jumped on to a bus and sat down on
the last empty seat. By the time they had passed through a couple of stops,
a number of passengers were standing as more were joining the bus than
alighting. As she turned, Mwila saw three elderly women standing next to
her, all of them heavily laden with shopping. Mwila quickly stood up and
said to the oldest of them, “You can take my seat.”

“Thank you,” she replied in a Cockney accent. ‘Bur don't bother I'm all
right.’

‘Do sit down,” Mwila insisted. ‘I can stand withour any problem.’

As the bus swerved up and down the slopes, Mwila could see many
young boys and some girls in their carly twenties seated comfortably, as
they watched the other two women struggle. She realised that she had seen
it everywhere, on the tubes, on the buses, and even on the trains. This
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reminded her of her childhood days at home, when young boys or girls
willingly surrendered their seats as they saw adults getting on the buses. She
realised that even in Zambia things were changing, especially in the urban
areas, but still, she thought she had never seen anything as bad as that. As
her mind drifted back and forth, she began thinking abour the society in
which she found herself a toral stranger. She remembered how they were told
several times by Sister Theresa thar civilised societies had tremendous respect
for ladies. “Are these standing women not ladies?” she asked herself. ‘Or is
one only a lady in the eyes of the gentleman one is with? It is none of my
business,” she admitted although she felt strongly that the young boys and
girls who did not give up their seats were ill mannered.

Minding her own business, Mwila asked the bus conductor, ‘Are we near
Crawford Avenue?’

"We are getting further away from ir, miss!” he replied. “We have already
passed it.” Mwila jumped out of the bus ar the next stop and then walked
back ro Crawford Avenue. She was happy 1o find Sichilongo and his family
at home. She spent the afternoon with them. In the evening, they went
together for dinner at a busy Chinese restaurant. Sichilongo and his family
quickly ordered Chinese dishes all 0o strange to Mwila. Even Susan's
humorous persuasion could not move her; there was no way she could
indulge in feasting on the likes of bamboo shoots and fried shrimp balls. In
fact, she tried to use the unfamiliar chopsticks, until she gave-up. For the
meal, Mwila had to sctde for chicken cantoong, which she pretended to
enjoy, avoiding disappointing her hosts.

Mwila found Sundays very quict, except for the few shops which
remained open. Most Sundays, she passed the time by playing scrabble with
Carol and her boyfriend.
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It was a cold Thursday night in mid-December, and Mwila was busy
rcading when she heard a tap on her door, *Come in,” she invited,
standing up. Carol entered.

‘I'm not staying,’ Carol announced. "You have visitors outside.’
*Outside?” Mwila asked. *“Who 15 1t? Why can't they come in?’

“You'd betrer find out for yourself,” Carol suggested.

Coming out of the flat, Mwila was complertely startled by whar she saw;
the air and sky were filled with pure white floating substances, falling onto
rooftops and the ground, forming a white coating. “Take thart,” one familiar
vaice shouted. ‘And char.” echoed another voice as two cold white missiles
landed, one on her forehead and another on her chest. They felr wer. Sull
bewildered Mwila shouted, "What the hell do you think you are . . . ¥

‘Come on, Mwila, join us and have some fun,” Nomsa challenged.

‘Oh! Snow!” Mwila suddenly realised. She had never seen it before.
although she had heard the girls ralk so much abour it. The girls were lates
joined by Carol, and they had grear fun throwing snowballs at each other
As other students joined them from the neighbourhood, they made a big
snowman in front of their block. Mwila thought that snow was fantastic and
not as cold as she had been made to believe. In her leteer to her parents thas
night, she gave a derailed description of her first experience in the snow. The
following Friday was cold and snow continucd falling most of the day. Bs
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Saturday morning, the snow had stopped falling, but the temperature was
still sub-zero. Mwila decided to go and visit Sichilongo and his family.

For one and a half hours, Mwila had been standing in the abnormally
long queue. She had seen only two buses going to Wembley, which didn
stop because they were jammed with passengers. She thought that this was
unusual. ‘Is there another bus strike today?” she asked a middle-aged lady in
front of her.

'l have no idea, love,’ the blonde replied cautiously. ‘But wharever is
happening is terrible, isn't it?*

It 1s awtul,” Mwila agreed. She had now come to accept thar the British
people liked strikes. There were strikes almost every three weeks during her
short stay, and she thought that the Trade Unions were responsible; they
seemed to have more power than the government of the day.

In spite of her heavy warm clothing, which included two pairs of socks,
gloves, and a top coar, Mwila felt extremely cold. Her fingers and toes became
painful and felt strange, as if they were being pricked by sharp needles. She
thrust her hands in her coat pockets, but her fingers were almost numb. Like
many others that day, she walked away from the bus stop, disappointed, and
ran towards her flat. She phoned the house and apologised to Susan that she
wouldn’t make it. She quickly run a hot bath and jumped in.

The rest of the day remained extremely cold, with intermittent snowfalls,
and the girls, like many other London residents, were trapped indoors. They
were virtually prisoners of the unfriendly weather.

On Sunday, the girls learnt of the devastating effects of the sub-zero
temperatures which had affected the rest of Britain. Many mororists were
feared dead. They were missing after being trapped and buried by the heavy
snowfalls. This had also affected thousands of farm animals, especially sheep
and goars. Rescue efforts were being hampered by the bad weather as many
vehicles had their water or fuel frozen in the tanks! There was nothing thar
the panicky authorities could do abour the coldest weekend that the country
had experienced in several decades. Mwila then realised that it was for the
same reason that the buses were virtually off the roads the previous day.
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Since coming to London, Mwila had developed grear admiration for
the public transport, which she thought was very efficient. In spite of 1=
fair share of strikes, it enabled millions of workers to go to and from work
and coped well with the large numbers of commuters. That weekend was,
however, different as transport, private or public, was practically paralysed
As Mwila felt like a prisoner in her flar, she wondered how it was possible
that a factor such as weather could completely disable the sophisticated
inventions of modern technology. How she missed home in sunny Zambia.
and the abundant sunshine.

The following Monday, Mwila was unwell. Carol found her sitting
miserably upright, clutching a box of rissue papers. She had a cold. &
running nose, and was looking sheer misery. Although she missed two das
ar college, her friends comforted her and looked after her well.

As the terribly cold weather persisted during that week, Mwilas chi
body had its hcart warmed up by her third letter from Kasongo. It
lengthy and very informative. Mwila learnt thar her son was in good he
and had put on weight and thar their parents were well in the village. Her
had been sold by Kasongo and the money deposited in her savings acco

L

The news abourt her house was equally pleasing. A private company !
rented her house at a very good rate and delighted Mwila sighed happily;
realised thar somehow her future and that of Kanyanta would be secure.
good news didnt end there; Mwila was also happy to learn that her bro
had been promoted to the post of general manager of Maxwell Brothers
She reflected on how things were working in her favour much faster than

had expected.

It was a relatively warm night, and the wind was blowing lightly.
was washing up the plates and dishes, and Mwila was drying them.

‘Do you think Nomsa is coming back?” asked Carol.
‘Coming back where? Mwila asked, placing a plate on the drying ¢
‘I mean here,’ Carol said, ‘to join us for coffee.”

‘T'm sure she won't,” Mwila replied confidently. That evening N
had cooked a very delicious Zimbabwean dish and had invired both 1
and Carol besides two other girlfriends. As usual, Nomsa provided
of the entertainment with her never-ending jokes. While it lasted, the
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lapped it up and enjoyed every morsel of the tasty meal, bur as had already
happened on two previous occasions, Mwila and Carol were left to rake care
of the dirty dishes. On the other hand, when Mwila or Carol made a treat
for the group, they saw the feasting to the very bitter end of cleaning up
dirty dishes with lirtle or no help from their ever-amusing friend. However,
both Mwila and Carol liked Nomsa for her frankness and extremely cheerful
character; she kept her flatmares entertained come rain, sun or snow.

On a chilly Friday night in March, the three girls went to see a baller
dance at a theatre in the Westend. ‘It was wonderful,’ Mwila exclaimed as
they left the show.

“They really know how to dance,” Nomsa echoed. ‘It was marvellous!”
¥ b
“Thank you, Carol, for suggesting it,” Mwila appreciated,
“We would love to come again,’ Nomsa cur in,
o3

You are welcome,” said Carol cheerfully. Although this was the first
tume Mwila has seen a live performance by a baller troupe, she managed to
interpret some of the movements. She had also been to two concerts and

seen the opera, all thanks to Carol.

As the girls were happily relating to themselves the parts of the dance
they found most exciting, Nomsa suggested that they go to a pub for a
change. Being a Friday, the pub was fully packed, and the girls had difficulry
finding a place to sit. They rook their drinks standing as they charred. Mwila
noticed thar there were more girls than boys. The girls were happily chatting
away on their own in twos, threes, fours, or more. However, this picture
changed later on as more boys were now chatting up the girls, and more girls
who initially had no male escorts were now leaving in the company of boys.
As her friends were charting away with boys, Mwila was approached by a
tall, slim man with a heavy Cockney accent.

"Good evening, love,” he greeted her. ‘My name is Richard.’

‘Pardon,” Mwila said, wishing to catch his name.

‘My name is Richard,” he said much more slowly. “Whar is yours?’

T'm Mwila,” she replied.

Are you enjoying yourself, honey?” he asked, downing his brandy.

T'm all right,” she answered calmly.

‘And where do you come from?’ Richard asked. ‘No, maybe | can make a

guess.’
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1§
‘As you hke M'mla encouraged hun?é‘;JII
“You are from Nigeria," he sounded confident.
‘l have never been to Nigeria,” Mwila replied. ‘Africa has over fifty
countries you know.
“Where do you come from then?’

I come from Zambia in Central Africa,” she said. In the past, the
majority of whites who tried to guess Mwila’s nationality thought that she
was Nigerian, reflecting the higher proportion of Nigerians among blacks in
London.

‘Can [ buy you and your friends a round?” Richard offered, “What are
you raking?’
‘No, thank you,” Mwila discouraged him.

Richard walked to the bar and bought himself another double brandy.
He walked back unsteadily and said, T'll be honest with you. You are the
most attractive woman | have ever seen.” He stared at her blank face.

‘Here we go again,” Mwila teased him.
‘I'm serious. [ mean it,” he declared.

“Yes, my grandfather used that line too, when he was a wee lad. “She felr
she had to put him oft by all means.

He ignored her statement “Bur listen to me. You are a black killer. You
have insrantly raken my hearr I He stated.

‘Me, taken your heart?” she asked. ‘How come you are still breathing?’

‘Don't treat me like 'm one of those National Front Hooligans,” he
snapped. ‘T'm a gentleman vou know and I happen to be colour-blind?

‘I thought so two,” Mwila replied. ‘Otherwise I wouldnt be ralking ro
you. But I also think that it is unbecoming of an English gentleman to be
giving such intimate compliments to a roral stranger?”

‘Get stuffed” Richard shourted, walking away with his half-emprty glass of
brandy. He was strugeling to walk straight.

Later that night, a number of boys approached Mwila and her friends.
had a chat, or offered to buy them drinks. Many of them already knew
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Nomsa and she duly introduced her girlfriends. The girls enjoyed the outing
thar night.

Mwila was awakened from her Sunday afternoon siesta by the phone
which rang repeatedly. She went into the lounge and picked up the receiver.

‘Hello,” she answered. ‘Can I help you?’

‘Hello,” a voice said at the other end. “Clan I speak to Mwila?’

“This is Mwila,” she said. “Who is...?

“Sorry,” interrupted the unfamiliar voice. *Maybe | should reintroduce
mysclf. My name is Haamaundu. We mer at Sichilongos party last weekend.

I see,” Mwila said. ‘How are you?'

‘I'm strong as a rock,” Haamaundu replied.

After talking abour the weather and the parry, Haamaundu came to the
point. T want to rake you out. When are you free?”

‘Isn’t that too presumpruous?’ Mwila retorted. “Why didn't you ask me if
[ was willing to come out with you or not in the first place?’

‘Come on, don't be difficult,” he replied. “I think you should have
guessed at the party that I liked you insrandy.’

‘But you didn't have any cause to dislike me,” she replied cleverly.

‘Are you trying to give me one?’ he asked.

‘Depends on what you want,” she said blundy, I like girls, who speak
with that degree of confidence,” he complimented her. “Whar a piry I didn't
have the chance to speak to you for a long time thar night.’

"Thank you for your compliment, or is it bluff” Mwila said. ‘Now in
response to your question,’ she paused, sighing,

‘I'm listening,” he assured her.
“Thank you for asking,” Mwila said calmly. ‘But sorry I can’t make it. I'm
working on a project and until I submit it, [ can’t go our.’

“When are you submitting your project?” he asked patiently.
In a month’s time,” Mwila replied hesitantly.
T wouldn't like to interfere with your studies,” he gave in tactfully. ‘Bur
[ would be honoured to share a meal with you any time you are free. Fven
hard working girls have to ear ar some point.” He stated.
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‘I wish | could come,” she said politely. ‘Bur at the moment, 1 just can’t’
Mwila had no project to submit, bur hoped that she could discourage him
thar way.

“You know what?" he asked her. ‘I'm naturally impatient. But my feeling
right now is that I can sweep the remnants of my pride under the carper. I'll
wait for one month. Then I'll give you a ring.”

‘May [ ask you how vou got my phone number? she inquired.

‘A very reliable source,’” he explained. ‘And I promised nor to tell you.”

‘Please tell me,” she urged him.

“Why?" he asked. ‘Are you offended thart I called you?’

‘Don’t be silly,” she snapped. Tm not annoyed. I just want to know for
the record.”

Tl tell you later,” he said. ‘And if you are annoyed, just direct your anger
at me.’

Just tell me, will you?" she demanded.

‘Okay, I'll break my promise because you have insisted. It was Nomsa.
But don't tell her. You hear?’

‘I guessed as much!’ she sighed. ‘It couldnt have been anyone else.”

“Why did you ask me then?” he raunted.

‘I just wanted to confirm,” Mwila answered. *The others who could have
told you in the party were Susan or Carol, but I wouldn’ suspect them o
betray me to a total stranger.”

‘Expect my call in a month’s time,” Haamaundu reminded her, “and don®

suspect anything.”

Mwila hesitated before she answered.

‘One month is a long time. There is no point for you waiting for
Jusr invite someone else.

‘] don't wanrt someone else,” Haamaundu replied. “It's you I want,
I'm willing to wait, all at my cost,” he ended.

‘All right,” Mwila replied. “Thanks for ringing.’

‘Bye-bye, pretty one,” he ended.

‘Bye Bwana,” she hung up.
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—————r—

wila entered the lounge. There was a telegram addressed to her on the

small rable. Her hands were trembling as she picked it up. She held
the unopened envelope, her mind racing through unpleasant possibilities.
Her hearr bear faster, bur she tried to calm down, somehow preparing herself
for the worst. But she couldn®t help wondering whether it was death. ‘If
the death is in Lusaka, who could it be? she asked herself ‘Kanyanta?' she
reflected. ‘God! No! It couldn’t happen. Mumbi? “No, it would be a tragedy!”
She then thought it could be anyone from Bwalya's family; it could even be
someone from the village. Most likely a distant relative she postulated. She
closed her eyes for a few seconds, as if praying for special strength, and then
she went ahead and opened the telegram. It read:

‘Chongo dead stop Overdose. Dolice investigating. Kasongo.’

"Oh no!” Mwila said. “What a shame! What will happen to the children
now?" Even though Chongo disliked Mwila even after Kangwas death,
Mwila didn’t reciprocate the negative feelings; she pitied and sympathised
with Chongo and considered her as the offended party. Mwila felt lonely and
needed someone to talk things over with. ‘Are you there, Carol?” she called
out.

‘I'm in,” Carol replied. “Why don’t you come for a cup of tea?’

‘I have received some sad news” Mwila answered, slowly entering Carol’s
room,

"Sad news!" Carol echoed. “What is it? Please do sit down.”

It is Chongo,” Mwila said, looking at Carol’s blank face. The name

probably didnT ring a bell.

203
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‘Remember Kangwas legal wife?’ Mwila asked. “The one I told you
abour?’

‘Oh, yes. Now I remember,” Carol agreed. ‘But what has happened 1o
her?’

‘She’s dead!” Mwila whispered.

“What a pity!” Carol sympathised with her. ‘But you are not related, are
you?’ she probed.

‘Oh no,” Mwila protested. ‘Bur we had someone in common and
eventually we experienced similar problems. Somehow 1 just feel responsible.”

‘T agree it is a good thought,’ Carol accepted. ‘Bur frankly you shouldn®
oo on blaming yourself. You had nothing to do with her death.”

‘I feel so sorry for her” Mwila sighed. ‘And who will look after the
children as their father would have wanted?’

‘How did she die?” Carol asked. Mwila gave her the relegram 1o read for
herself. It was only two weeks earlier thar Mwila had had a serious discussion
with Carol and Nomsa. She had rold them about her involvement with
Kangwa and the problems that followed afrerwards. That was the day she
had received a letter from Kasongo, in which he informed her that Chongo
had now been cleansed traditionally. After the ceremony, she became second
wife to Bwembya, the late Kangwas brother. The couple had an immediate
problem, regarding where to settle. Bwembya asked Chongo to sell the house
and her business in Lusaka in order to go and settle down in Kasama, where
he was still running the grocery shop and the bakery. But Chongo refused o
return to Kasama and rthat’s when Bwembya agreed to come and stay with
her in Lusaka for a while.

T'm not too sure,” Mwila told Carol. “But I think my puzzle is beginning
to unfold.’

“What puzzle?” Carol asked anxiously.

I told you how they treated me and how much better she was handled.
didn’t I¥" Mwila asked.

“You did,” Carol answered, not really getring the point.
“That’s it Mwila said, raising her hand in the air. ‘I think ir was a trap.’
“What trap?” asked Carol.
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“They knew she had a business, and they also suspected that she had
hidden Kangwa's early savings but couldn’ prove it. On top of this, they
gave her my house which was worth a lot more money and they didn’t touch
her big share of the money from the will. Now it makes sense.’ she argued
intelligently.

‘Are you suggesting that the new husband was responsible?’

"Most likely,” Mwila answered sharply. ‘All they did was to lure her and
she fell for it. I don’t believe it was suicide.’

It was a cold Wednesday afternoon, and the snow had just stopped
falling. Mwila and Nomsa were walking from college to the tube station.
Mwilas class had visited the BBC studios thar day, and she was remarking
on the British weather. “Why on earth should snow be falling now? I thought
that we were in spring,’

"We are in spring all right, Nomsa replied. ‘Bur the truth is thar the
weather here is unpredictable. Anything ar all is possible ar any time of the
year.” This reminded her of what the late Kangwa had told her abour the
British weather on her first trip to London.

‘Now I know why the people of this country talk so much about the
weather. Everywhere you go 1t is, "Good morning, love. How are you
managing with the weather? What a cold day? Whar a lovely day, even when
the weather is pathetic.” The two girls laughed.

‘Oh yes,” Nomsa agreed. “The weather is the real conqueror of these
islands, and there is very little that they can do abour it

“Thus, whenever they see a single ray of their cold sun, they think it is
wonderful,” Mwila cur in. ‘Bur dare to go our there and you'll freeze to death
in spite of the apparent brightness.’

‘Dont mind them,” Nomsa said. ‘By the way, what are you doing this
Sarurday evening? she asked, changing the topic.

‘Thave no particular plans,” Mwila replied. Anything on?’

“Yes indeed,” Nomsa answered. “There’s a do and I have heen invited and
specially asked to bring a friend. Would you like to come?’

Well, ler me see . .

‘It would be nice if you come with me, dear,” Nomsa urged. ‘I'm sure
you'll enjoy it.”
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“Who is throwing the party?” Mwila asked.
‘A Zimbabwean couple [ know very well,” Nomsa replied confidentdy.

‘In that case, I'll come,” Mwila accepted heartily. ‘I have never been to a
Zimbabwean parry.’

T'm glad you'll come,” Nomsa said. “We shall have fun.’

‘How about Carol?” Mwila asked. ‘Is she coming to0?’

‘I haven't asked her,” Nomsa replied. ‘I'm not sure whether | should.”

‘I think it would be nice if she came too,” Mwila reasoned
diplomatically.

‘I think you are right,” Nomsa saw reason. ‘In thar case, T will ask her
tonight.”

‘Thank you,” Mwila said. ‘It is very nice of you." OQver the months,
Mwila had realised thart there were certain things she could learn from both
her flarmares, bur in addidon, Carols personality and quier temperament
gave her a sense of security.

Saturday came and with 1t the party at Nomsa’s friends. The girls arrived
just after 21.00 hours, and they found many guests in the house. The music
was playing, and a few couples were already on the dance floor.

‘Dance?’ one middle-aged man asked Mwila. She nodded.

They walked onto the floor. They danced well together. Mwila found
out that the man was a Zimbabwean studying in London. From the corner
of her eyes, Mwila saw that Carol was also dancing. Mwila turned and her
glance met Carol’s. They smiled ar each other gently. The party warmed up
and more and more people arrived. The music played on. There were a lor of
drinks and a variety of snacks.

Mwila asked Carol as they went to refill their glasses, ‘Are you enjoying
yourself, loveZ’

*Oh, the party is terrific,’ Carol replied, smiling broadly. “How about
you?’

“The music is infectious,” Mwila answered cheerfully. *T'm having a ball.’

“With anyone special?’ Carol joked.

“Yes. Roger Moore!” Mwila joked back. They laughed.
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At abour 02.00 hours, the party was still lively even though a few people
had left. Mwila and Carol excused themselves afrer thanking the hosts like
other people had done before them. Nomsa said with a naughty smile thar
she would leave larer.

“Very nice party, wasn’t it?” Carol remarked as they entered a cab.
It was lovely,” Mwila replied. ‘I thoroughly enjoyed myself.

In her bed that night, Mwila thought about the party. ‘It had been
fabulous. Would Nomsa really come back, or would she go away with the
boy who was in her company for most of the time? As she turned, she
wondered just why she was thinking about such things. ‘May be I'm just
envious of Nomsa's vitality and freedom,” she accepred in self-criticism. ‘But
I am also free. Or am I not?” At the party, Mwila had spurned two definire
proposals for dates as quickly as they were uttered. Now she wondered just

why she never gave any man a chance.

As she continued her self-examinartion, her memory flashed back. She
knew that at home, she was still regarded as a heroine, in the forefront of
change from an old and brutal Bemba culture. “Now in London, what am 17
she asked herself. ‘A conservarive? A traditionalist conservative: A progressive
conservative? A hypocrite?” She wondered silently. In the darkness, she
touched and felt the white beads on her left arm. “Whar did they symbolise?’
she asked herself. ‘Freedom,” she answered her own question. Then she
rebuked herself. “T'm free, bur here I am still in my shell like a widow, or
am | still 2 widow?" She was suddenly trembling as her degree of uncertainty
magnified. She felt like a freed prisoner who couldn’ tell whether she was
still inside or outside jail. ‘T must go all the hog and show the world thar my
cleansing was as good, if not better, than the rraditional one” she resolved,
without knowing how she could achieve this.

The next morning, Mwila woke up at about 11.30 hours. This was not
because of the party the previous night. The girls generally had the habit of
lying in on Sunday mornings. Mwila quickly had a bath and made herself
presentable. She was going to have lunch with Sichilongo and his wife,
The phone rang, and Nomsa answered, ‘It is for you,” she said, holding the
receiver over to Mwila.

‘Hello,” Mwila answered in a low tone.
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‘Is that Mwila?" said the voice.

*Speaking,” Mwila replied.

“This is Haamaundu.’ he said. *How are you?’

“Very well. Thank you,” Mwila replied.

‘T want to take you our ronight,” he said confidently.

*Ir 15 exactly a month since [ last spoke to you. Didn't you remember?”

‘Oh! I'll tell you whar, I forgot completely,” she paused. ‘1 didn’t think it
was important in any case.’

‘It was very important to me,’ he answered. ‘And | always keep my
promises.’

‘I see,’ she said, cutting in.

‘1 will be thrilled if you come our with me. You know I have becn
counting the days since I asked you. It has been a very very long wait. Shall 1
come and pick you up?’

‘All night,’ she gave in. “Where are we going?’

‘T would like us 1o go o a movie,” he suggested, after reflection. “Then
we can go for dinner.”

‘It sounds a full programme,” she said. ‘But we shouldn’t stay till late. I
dislike struggling for buses or taxis late at nighe.”

“Thar is no problem,” he answered. ‘T'll bring you back.”

When he picked her up thar nighr, Haamaundu drove his car very
confidently. It was evident from the way he drove, that he knew his way
around London very well. They saw a movie, which both of them enjoyed,
and they were now abourt halfway through their dinner at a restaurant in
Tottenham Court Road. As they talked, ate, and wined, Mwila remembered
her nights our with the late Kangwa. She complimented Haamaundu. “This
is a lovely place, and the service 15 excellent.

‘I think it is not bad,” Haamaundu answered. During their conversation,
Haamaundu told her more abour himself. He was a divorcee with one
daughter. He had come to London for studies two years earlier. He was now
working in London for a firm of chartered accountants. Mwila also gave 2
brief account of herself.

At abour 23.30 hours, Haamaundu paid the bill and tipped the wairer
oenerously. They were leaving the restaurant when he suggested thar they
go to his flat for coffec. Mwila ar first declined, saying thar she would visi




CHANGING SHADOWS 200

him some other time, bur Haamaundu's persistence and persuasion made
her give in.

Haamaundu parked his Ford Capri on the road next to his flar. He
quickly opened his door and rushed to the other side of the car. But before
he reached for the door, it opencd and Mwila came out. He reminded her,
I came to open the door for you. A lady shouldn’ open her door in the
presence of 2 man.’

"Thank you for the thought,’ she encouraged him. ‘I'm not used o
it. No one opened the door for me before. Did you do it for your wife in
Zambia?’ She sighed. ‘I mean when you were still married?”

‘Frankly, I didn't,” he confessed. “Bur as you grow old and travel around
the world, you are bound to pick up many new habits.’

‘T have observed it here,” she said. I definitely like the idea. It is nice o
know that even our own men are changing with the times.’

‘It is a good idea to change with the times,” he agreed. ‘But we should be
selective.”

"How selective?” she asked, as they climbed the stairs to the second floor
where he lived.

“To only adopt new ideas and practices which are good and progressive,’
he cautioned. ‘But we must keep our identity and preserve all the good
elements in our culture.’

Are you a progressive conservative? Mwila asked mockingly.

Tm a progressive traditionalist” Haamaundu replied. They looked ar
cach other and smiled simultaneously.

Muwila was impressed by his flat on Culmingron Road in South London,
It was neat and very well furnished. Instead of coffee, Mwila was drinking
Drambuie, and he was drinking a lager chased by a whisky. The soft music
played as they talked more frecly abour themselves. When she observed
that it was gerring late, Mwila insisted on being taken back to her flar, and
Haamaundu complied.

Two wecks later, they were returning from watching a film. This was
their third night out rogether since their first date. Haamaundy parked
his car in its usual place and they walked up the stairs to his flac. As had
happened ar the previous occasions, soft music was playing, and they were
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drinking and charring happily when he asked, “Tell me what is your love life
like here in London?’ There was silence. “I)id you hear me?” Haamaundu
persisted.

“Yes,” Mwila replied. ‘Ah!" She siched. “Why do you want to know?'

‘I just told you about mine, didn' I?* he asked.

‘I didn't coerce you into 1t,” she murmured. ‘It was of your own free will.’

‘But why shouldn't I know about it?’ he insisted. ‘T'm an interested party.’

“Well,” she paused. ‘It is strictly my private life!” she smiled.

‘Come on. It isnt a crime,” he scolded. ‘And it is nothing to be
ashamed of.’

‘Okay,” she murttered hesitantly, ‘it is nothing—zero!”

‘Liar?” he challenged.

‘T mean it,” she affirmed. ‘T don tell lLies”’

‘Is it possible?’ he asked mockingly. ‘And why is that?

‘l have told you what I have gone through,” she replied calmly. °I
resolved to be extremely cautious now and so [ couldnt be bothered.’

‘Gee!” he smiled gently. “You must be starving!’

‘Ru.bbish,? Sh': P‘fﬂt’tsted. II ha‘-’t mana.g{"d \rf]._}-r "n.'nrﬂil. &fte{ a", W OWOITIETL
are not like you men!’

‘Do you like music?’ Haamaundu asked, changing the subject.

‘Oh yes,” she answered instantly. “Music indeed is the food of life.”

‘Oh no! It’s the food of love,” he protested. They laughed.

The atmosphere was intimate, and suddenly, he ok her hand. ‘Can I
have the pleasure of a dance?’

“Why cant we just talk as we are?’ she asked. ‘Come on!” he challenged
her. ‘Don’t be shy!

They stood up and danced. They talked as they moved slowly on the
floor. He bent to try and kiss her, bur she reacted sharply. ‘Ha ha, nor so
fast,” she caurioned him. ‘Let me tell you. I have had a wonderful nighr with
you, burt please don't spoil it by doing something inappropriate.’

‘Don’t be primitive,’ he urged. “You are a wonderful woman, more
beautiful than Cleopatra; more beautiful than the Queen of Sheba!’

“Thank you for the compliments,’ she acknowledged. “You are also a very
handsome man.’

“You are so attractive and desirable, Mwila,” he continued praising hes
Tl do anything to have you. Anything in this world.”
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‘They were in each other’s arms again. He held her so close this time thar
he could feel the pounding of her excited heart against himself. He kissed
her lightly, and she didn't resist. He kissed her passionately, and he kissed
her again. Her warm lips were like burning flames. They were rrembling and
vibraring. He kissed her furcher. [t was terrific!

Haamaundu dated Mwila during the weeks thar followed. They went to
parties and movies and saw many interesting places around London together.
On most of these occasions, they were with Carol and her sready Kenyan
boyfriend Joe. Haamaundu boughr her many presents, which reminded her
of Kangwa's generosity. At times, Mwila couldnt help comparing the two
men. She concluded thar in spite of differences in their age, they had a lor
in common. Haamaundu made it clear that he was madly in love with her.
‘I love you so much, honey. I want to marry you, and I'm sure I'll adore you
forever!”

‘I love you wo,” Mwila replied. ‘But it is not easy."

“Whar is nor easy?” he asked hasily.

"First we need time. Only time will tell whether this love ar first sight is
real or just an infatuation and . .

“Of course, it is real,” he interrupted. ‘I'm so sure | want you more than
anything else in this world. You are the best thing thar ever happened o me
since my divoree.’

‘Secondly,” Mwila continued, ‘T have a mission to accomplish.’

“Whar is that?” he asked, slightly puzzled.

‘I have to finish my course and have a profession!’ she sounded
determined. Mwila knew deep in her fast-throbbing hearr that she was
deeply in love with Haamaundu. He was well off, tall, handsome, and very
generous. Even though he was only two years her senior, she found his
mature attitude very assuring. He had a very good sense of humour and
made good company for Mwila and her friends. Mwila felt like she had
been resurrected by Haamaundu. This was the only time since Kangwa's
death thar she felt like an attractive woman again. She accepted that she
was needed and loved and was very happy. But Mwila knew that what they
needed was time, which was not on her side. She had only three weeks to go
betore her final examinations. She also needed some time to do the necessary
shopping. She had 1o buy several clothes for herself and her son and some
presents to take home to her relatives and friends.
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Mwila managed to keep her new love life in low gear. Tl burmn my
candle sparingly,” she would say. Through the advice and stabilising influence
of Carol, Mwila managed to sit down and prepare for her final examinations,
and in the company of Haamaundu and her two flatmates, she sampled and
enjoyed the social life of London. Thus, Nomsa’s prophecy came true. On
second thoughts, she remembered Musonda’s prophecy back home, which
was also realised, when Mwila was hooked by the late Kangwa, despite her
earlier fears against sugar daddies.

Muwila passed her examinations, and her friends congratulated her on her
success. Haamaundu hosted a lavish party to mark the occassion.

“You know, | cant believe it,” Haamaundu whispered.

‘Can’t believe whar?’ Mwila asked impatiently.

“That, today is your last Saturday in London,” Haamaundu replied.
“Time has passed incredibly fast since I met you.’

Mwila smiled. “Would you like to turn the clock back?” she asked him.

“If it were possible, I would,’ he sighed. ‘In any case, today is our last
Saturday together for some time, and I would love to take you out for dinner
and a disco,” he paused. ‘How does thar grab you?'

“That would have been exciting!” Mwila replied. "Bur I was going to
ask you if we can go to a concert together. I would really appreciate thar,
darling.’

‘Concert!” he exclaimed. “What a way to part! Are you serious?’

“Why? Don’t you like concerts?” Mwila asked.

‘| havent attended any,’ he confessed. ‘Bur from what I hear, they are
dull and boring; suitable only for the old-age pensioners.’

‘I haven secn very many myself,’” Mwila admitted. ‘Bur [ have enjoyed
the few I have attended immensely. I'm sure you'll find it great fun.’
Haamaundu didn't need any more persuasion. They agreed to make a
foursome with Carol and Joe.

At the concert, they took medium-priced seats, which apart from
suiting their pockets, were just as good. The stage was clearly in good
sight. They found themselves amongst businessmen with their posh wives
and upper-class mothers with their daughrers fresh from finishing school.
The best sears, directly in front of the stage, were slowly being occupied by
stiff, polished, and cultured gentlemen, many with cigars in their mouths.
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Most of their smiling plum wives were overdressed and overdecorated with
glittering jewels.

Although adequartely dressed for the occasion, Haamaundu fele
unsurprisingly our of place in this large velvet room inundated by a wide
cross-section of the populace, suddenly ralking in hushed whispers and
tying to put on airs. The atmosphere was infectious for all four. Mwila,
Haamaundu, Carol, and Joe fell silent and were engrossed in the specracle.
Haamaundu noticed how polite everyone seemed as they sometimes readily
squeezed between the seats and the excited partrons.

‘Isn’t it a lovely theatre, Haamaundu?’ breathed Mwila, breaking the
obvious silence. Only now did Haamaundu look up at the ceiling and across
the tremendous warmth thar was creared by the rich red colours.

“Yes indeed,” Haamaundu agreed.

‘Oh! This is one of my favourite pieces by Mozart, Mwila, and look at
all these Chopin minuets!” exclaimed Carol quietly. ‘Here, have a look ac
the programme.” Noiselessly, Mwila turned the pages of the black and whire
programme and showed Haamaundu the list of performances. This was all
foreign to Haamaundu, and he gazed unbelievingly ar the long meaningless
words. Before Mwila had the time to comment, there was a general
disturbance as everyone rose to their feer and awaited the arrival of the rop
musicians and conductor. Quietly, all resumed their seats. and from the
stage, there issued sounds and high-pitched wails.

“This is horrible,” thought Haamaundu, but Mwila relieved his agony
by leaning over and whispering, “They're tuning the instruments.” Suddenly
there was a deathly hush. Haamaundu froze. The all conductor rose to
his full height and slowly raised his hands above his head. It seemed like a
lifetime before the conductor's arm started to wave and a faint burt clear note
penetrated the silence. Soon, a melodious sound filled the atmosphere and
the audience could relax. Haamaundu and Mwila, like all the other couples
in the theatre, soon lost the rapport they had each for the other and became
independently lured by the music into their own different worlds.

During this brief introduction to a live orchestral performance,
Haamaundu learnt to appreciate the intense beauty of music. Now there
was a break, and just as Haamaundu automarically raised his hands to clap,



214 HENEY M. MUSENGE

he felt Mwilas gentle hand resisting him. He quickly turned to look at
Mwila who was shaking her head as if to say, ‘Not now.” At the next break,
Haamaundu looked again at Mwila who, again, shook her head. “Why
didn’t people clap after such a rerrific performance?” wondered Haamaundu.
However, at the third break, the audience exploded and showed their
appreciation wholeheartedly. Only now did the audience react verbally to
their companions, and Carol leant rowards Haamaundu and explained to
him thar there are three movements in a symphony. This still didn't make
much sense to Haamaundu, and he felt that o impress Mwila, he must
quickly learn more abour these symphonies.

By the end of the evening, the spirits of Joe, Carol, Mwila, and
Haamaundu were independendy uplifted by the romance of orchestral
music. As they rose to leave the thearre, they felt relieved by the immense
tension in the air throughout the concert and could only smile ar each other
to express the inner enjoyment that each felt.

The remaining three days passed too quickly for Mwila. She, however,
managed to do her last shopping and bid farewell to her friends. She had
thoroughly enjoyed her stay in London.

‘Goodbye, Mwila, darling” Carol said in the deparrure lounge ar
Heathrow Airport. ‘T'll miss you, but you'll always be a good friend. Dont
forget to write.’ They hugged and kissed each other on the cheeks.

“Bye-bye, love,” Nomsa said. “You'll always be a valued friend. Will see
you in Zambia soon.’ The girls hugged.

‘Dont you ever forger that you are treasured, loved, and wanted,’
Haamaundu reminded her, holding Mwila in his arms. Tl come to you
soon. Do you hear that?’

‘I do,” Mwila replied, smiling broadly.

‘Now promise me again,’ Haamaundu said. “Will you marry me? That is
your last departure call” he reminded her as the message came through the
public address system. “Will you marry me?" he repeated.

“You know I will, Mwila answered, smiling gently. ‘But remember what
I told you last night. If in five months time you feel the same way about
us as you do now, then you bet I'll marry you.” She winked at him. They
embraced and kissed as others looked on.




CuanciNg SHADOWS 215

‘Do I have your assurance that you'll marry me? he asked, leaning
forward and kissing her again.

You do,” she answered. ‘Absolutely” “You will be late, Mwila,” Nomsa
shoured.

“She'll be late,” Carol told Haamaundu,

‘Bye-bye, loves,” Mwila shouted. ‘Be good all of you until we meet again.
Thank you for your wonderful company. It’s been great fun being with all of
you.” She waved and disappeared behind one of the departure gates.
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asongo and his wife together with Kanyanrta arrived at Lusaka
Internarional Airport about 06.45 hours. They went straight to the
public viewing galleries.
‘I hope thart her plane arrives on schedule,” Kasongo murmured.
‘I hope so too,” Mumbi said. ‘T hope so too,” Kanyanta, echoed.
At exactly 07.00 hours, they could see the big Zambia Airways DC 10
plane flying low to touch down.

‘Here they come!” Mumbi pointed to the approaching plane.
‘Oh yes” Kasongo said, looking at his watch. ‘And they are prety
punctual.’

The plane landed and was gradually but skilfully brought to a hale. A
few minutes elapsed before passengers started to disembark. Kasongo was
watching the front door and could not see anyone resembling his sister
among the crowded alighting passengers. It was Mumbi, who had been
watching the rear door, who shouted, “There she is. She has come!”

Kasongo turned quickly and looked at the rear door. “Is that my sister?
he asked rather uncertain.

“Yes, she’s the one,” Mumbi assured him confidently. They walked down
and waited near the immigration and customs checking counters, from
which they could have a clear view of all passengers collecting their baggage.
Mwila saw them and waved enthusiastically. They waved back to her.

216
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‘Oh! How nice to see you,” Mwila exclaimed as she approached them
after passing through the customs check counrer.

“Welcome,” Mumbi replied. “You are looking much younger!’ they
hugged. Mwila immediately extended her arms to Kanyanta who reluctantly
walked rowards her.

"Hello, sweetheart!” Kasongo greeted her.

"Hello, darling!” Mwila replied, as they hugged.

‘Had a nice flight?” Kasongo asked.

‘It was comfortable although eventless, thank you,” Mwila replied, in
a rather pleasant voice. Kanyanta was about to go back into Mumbi’s arms
when Mwila said, “Now for you, my angel. Whar is your name?

"My name is Kanyanta,” he answered slowly,

“Very good,” Mwila complimented him. ‘And do you know who I am?”

Kanyanta looked at Mumbi as if expecting help from her, bur she only
encouraged him, ‘Come on, just tell us who the stranger is.”

"She is my aunt,” Kanyanta replied slowly. There was laughrer. Kanyanta
was puzzled. He looked ar Mumbi who said nothing and smiled gently
instead. Mwila lifted her son in her arms, and the two of them were quirte
inseparable that day, in spite of Kanyanta’s frequenr requests thar he wanted
to go to his mother—Mumbi.

Mwila, Kasongo, and Mumbi talked at length thar day. They ralked
mostly about London and Lusaka. It was then that Kasongo was curiously
and critically surveying his sister’s left fingers. There were three beautiful
rings on them. He coughed uneasily and couldn’t help asking. “Whar are all
these rings on your fingers for?’

“Well, nothing special,” Mwila answered. ‘Dont you like them,
darling?’

You know I am hardly the arch traditionalist’ Kasongo answered. ‘1
thought you didn't like them yourself,” he paused. ‘Ot have you changed thar
much?

‘First, I thought thar they were childish!” Mwila agreed. ‘But now I think
that I was ignorant about rings and a couple of other things.’ She looked
at her ringed fingers and smiled. Somchow, she had expected that kind of
reaction from her brother; she thought peoples’ reactions on her cultural
transformarion would even be more negative in her own village.

“They look nice,” Mumbi joined in. ‘I wouldn't mind two more rings like
that myself.’
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‘Are you serious?’ Kasongo asked his wife. “Why do you want some
more?’ Mumbi smiled, and then looked at her sister-in-law.

"They are decorative!” Mwila defended herself. *They really make your
fingers atcractive. They are in fashion you know.”

They ralked for some rime abour fashions and culture. Kasongo
thought thar his sister had changed a lot in one year. He was amazed at how
confidently she ralked abour her new interests in baller, opera, and classical
music. Her command of English too had improved greatly. Kasongo was
inwardly proud of his sister’s new image. As if reading her brother’s mind,
Mwila inwardly thought that Kasongo had become more conservarive.

‘Incidentally, whart is the latest abour Chongo's death?” Mwila asked,
changing the subject after the obvious silence.

‘It seems worsce than we thought,” Mumbi said, looking at her husband.

"The developments are tragic,” Kasongo replied, sighing,

‘Bwembya was arrested last week on a murder charge. We were all

puzzled.’
“Just what I had suspected!” Mwila exclaimed.

‘How can they do such a thing?” Mwila thoughr that it was not beyond
the realm of possibility that Kangwa’s family had carefully and maliciously
plotted the Chongo murder.

‘If Bwembya was responsible, it was a senseless thing to do,” Mumbi
suggested.

‘I don't think he could have been in it alone,” Mwila argued. ‘It looks like
a plot involving his family.”

“Whatever happened, the law will rake its course,” Kasongo assured
them. ‘Justice will prevail in the end.”

It was now a week since Mwila had returned from London. Her
brother, as Managing Director of Maxwell Brothers, was now a big fish in
Lusaka. His new post came with a lot of influence, and consequently, he
had acquired a new well-to-do circle of friends. He gave a big welcoming
reception to show off his newly cultured sister.

Mwila was wearing the latest London fashions. As guest of honour,
she was the deserving centre of artraction ar the parry. Many middle-aged
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and young females made it clear that she was their heroine; they showered
her with hearty congratulations and compliments. A number of men, the
majority of whom were the ‘have beens,” never left her sight. They were eager
to attract her attention or chat her up. However, she handled them perfectly,
putting them off diplomarically, hence casung aside any doubts regarding
her position.

Musonda, followed by Ngoma, pushed through the crowded guests
and approached Mwila. ‘Hah! How immaculare you look,” Musonda said,
sighing. ‘Now | can see that London really agreed with you. How are you,
my dear?’

‘T'm very well indeed,” Mwila answered pleasantly. They hugged. ‘And
I'm delighted ro see you again.’

“Welcome home,” Ngoma said, extending his arm. ‘How exquisite you
look.’

‘Thank you,” Mwila answered, smiling heartily as they shook hands
tepeatedly. “I should congratulate you two for getting married. I thoughe
all along that you two were made for each other? Mwila had heard while
in London that Musonda and Neoma had reconciled and immediately gor
married.

“You shouldn’t be philosophical abour it, Ngoma challenged. ‘T should
inform you thar I foughr hard ro get her back.’

‘Hmm!" Musonda cur in. ‘Don’t listen to him. I struggled my way back
to him, and his girlfriends gave me very hard competition.” Ngoma and
Musonda looked ar each other. They held hands and smiled simultaneously.
Mwila smiled too.

‘Both of you should know thar you'e worth fighting for,” Mwila said.
‘I'm glad it worked our so well for you” They all laughed.

‘Hello there!” Nkhara said, offering his arm to Mwila, who was surprised
to see him. Mwila took his arm and smiled gently saying, ‘Hi, Nkhara!”

You have put on a lot of weight!” she exclaimed. “You must be doing
well.

‘Please meet my wife Ceswa,” Nlhata interrupted, ‘and Ceswa, this
is the very deserving guest of honour Mwila. This is Ngoma, and this is
Musonda. They are all my old friends.” Mwila shook hands with Ceswa and
congratulared Nkhara for marrying a very attractive wife.

“These two look the perfect couple,” Musonda cur in.
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Mwila also congratulated Nkhara on his promotion. Nkhara was now
the personnel manager at Zambia Coffee Company.

“Thank you. This time the promotion was real.” Nkhara boasted. ‘Excuse
us please, It was a grear pleasure meering you again.” Nkhara and his pretty
young wife moved on and mingled with other guests.

A good pop number was playing, and Ngoma and Musonda excused
themselves and walked on to the dance floor. Mwila saw Kasongo chartting
with two girls. She walked up to him.

‘Excuse me, dance!” Mwila asked. ‘And girls, forgive me for interrupting.’

‘Oh, why not!” Kasongo replied. ‘T'm sure the girls wont mind.” They
moved on to the now crowded dance floor. Many guests norticed them dance
and responded by clapping enthusiastically. A slow number started playing,
and Mwila and her brother continued dancing. As they danced and turned,
Mwila noticed a familiar figure in a crowded corner. She looked at him again
and was now cerrain that it was none other than Bwanga. ‘How could he
be here?' she asked herself. She wondered if her brother had invited him.
She remembered her agony as Bwanga’s girlfriend after he was arrested and
tried. She danced awkwardly as she reflected on her old relationship with
the guy. She lost her concentration on the step of the dance. ‘Are you all
richt?” Kasongo asked after stepping on his sister’s feet a couple of times, to
his embarrassment.

‘I'm sorry, love!” Mwila apologised. ‘I was a bit absent-minded.

“Would you like 1o rest?” he asked.

‘No!” she replied. ‘I shall be all right now.” Mwila concentrated on the
step of the slow number, and they danced well again. As the song ended,
Mwila walked to the corner where Bwanga was drowning a pint of lager.
‘GGood evening!” she greeted him. ‘Remember me?’

‘Hellow, Mwila,” Bwanga answered cheerfully. *You look so beauriful!
You're gorgeous!’

‘Forget abour the compliments,” Mwila answered him firmly. “Who
invired you o this party anyway?’

‘I'm very sorry to gatecrash at your party!” Bwanga confessed. ‘It has been
a long time, Mwila, and I have missed you. | just came to look at you'’

“Whar purpose will it serve?” she asked. “We should let bygones be
bygones. Otherwise, you will bring back bad memories!’




CHANGING SHADOWS 221

Look at you!" Bwanga sighed. ‘Long painted fingernails, sonsy rings,
red Lipstick, rose cheeks, flashing earrings, and the larest wert look! You have
really changed, Mwila.”

‘Have I?” she asked hastily. ‘For beteer or for worse?”

‘For better, of course,” he replied. ‘I have heard so much of how
artractive and sophisticated you have become. Now I can see it for myself.
There was indeed no exaggeration. You must really be the most beauriful
woman in this country!”

‘I think it is in your interest thar you leave at once,’ she commanded
him.

“Why?" Bwanga asked, ‘what have I done wrong?' He looked puzzled.

‘I don’t even want to see you any more. Do you hear?” Mwila affirmed.
“Youre spoiling my party” ‘But you are still my girl you know,” Bwanga
shouted. “Thar’s why I am here, Remember our relationship didn’t end?
Their argument attracred many puzzled guests. Kasongo quickly came
forward.

“Whar’s going on here?” he asked authoritatively. ‘Sister, is anything the
marter?’

“Yes!” Mwila answered. “This man here is annoying me! He must leave
the party at once.

‘She is lying!” Bwanga cur in. ‘She is my old girlfriend, and we were just
talking abour the good old times. I know she still loves me.” Bwanga boasted.

"Hes a liar! He's a cheat! He's a thief! Chase him from here. Bwanga’s
red set of eyes widened. He slowly opened his mouth to say something, bur
before any sound came our, he was quickly shown to the door by a tall far
guy, apparently the bouncer. ‘Let him go,” many guests shouted. Bwanga was
unceremoniously escorted from the house, and he quickly disappeared under
thick darkness.

“What was all that abour?’ Kasongo asked his sister. Mwila smiled and
then said, ‘I wanted to show that gatecrashing crook that I'm no longer the
ignorant, naive, and too-forgiving lircle girl that he used to mess up. I'm glad
that he was scared out of his wits!

‘Come on, Mwila, lets dance!” It was the Honourable Phiri.

Mwila nodded. They went dancing to near where the record player
was. They charted as they danced. Mwila learnt that Phiri had risen from
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governor of Lusaka to Minister of State for Local Government and
Accommodarion.

The party ended in the early hours of the following day, and many
guests had thoroughly enjoyed themselves.

Mwila started work at the TV Studios that week, and she was happy 1o
learn that she was the first Zambian female TV presenter. Many viewers were
very happy with her appearance and performance on the small box.

Mwila was accommodated in a decent two-bedroom flat near NIPA. The
flat belonged to the TV company. Mwilds own house in Woodlands was still
being rented by an international company. She was making a small forrune
compared to the incomes of her contemporary women.

One Monday morning, Mwila received a letter from Haamaundu. It was
the fifth letter from him since she had left him in London. Like the previous
four letters, it was nice and romantic. She enjoyed reading it. Haamaundu
cxpressed his feelings so vividly that he left nothing to Mwild’s imagination.
He also informed her that he would be coming home ar the month end.
Mwila was not too sure of his plans for the visit, as he did not elaborate. Bur
Mwila was jubilant all the same that her love would be coming home to her
for whatever duration.

The day before Haamaundu's arrival was a sad one for Mwila. They
had just received a telegram from Chipoma’s village, of the tragic news of
her grandfather’s death. Poor old Iwaba had hanged himself, after a biteer
quarrel with the village Headman.

Kasongo, his wife, and Bwalya were leaving for the funeral at once. They
had naturally expected Mwila to come with them. But Mwila's challenge
was not easy, to go to the village and therefore miss Haamaundu’s arrival. In
fact, she had already cabled him, confirming that she would be receiving him
at the airport. But she also knew that nor going to the funeral immediately
would upset her parents.

Mwila weighed the alternarives and possible consequences very carefully
She finally came to a decision. She had to show her love for Haamaundu.
She had to meet him at the airport and would rush to her village after
explaining everything to him. Her decsion was ridiculed by Kasongo, who
thought thar his sister was being arrogant and unrealistic. But he also knew
that it was pointless to argue with her. Kasongo had come to realise that once
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Muwila felt very strongly about something and made a stand, it was difficulr,
if not impossible to make her change her mind. Kasongo and the others thus
lefe by car for Chipoma’s village,

Mwila knew that her decision would be mer with laughter and scorn in
her village. But she thought thar she was doing the right thing all the same.

Mwila was very happy when Haamaundu arrived. They hugged and
kissed publicly to the amazement of onlookers. Haamaundu was surprised
to see her with a suitcase ar which point she told him of her family
bereavement. He was very sorry and offered to accompany her to the village,
but she discouraged him against her bereer judgement. She feared thar going
with him to the village might prejudice her case. Haamaundu accepted her
explanarion. She left for Mansa thar very morning.

She arrived in Chipoma’s village late in the afternoon. She joined the
women in mourning her respected grandfather. Mwila was surprised thar she
didn’t meet any hostility for deciding to come to the funeral a day after her
brother. Larter, she learnt from Mumbi thar Kasongo had covered up for her
by telling a lie thar she was ill and was recuperating at home. The docrors
had advised her against taking a long trip by road and therefore Mywila had
decided to come by air the following day.

The funeral itself was peaceful, except for Chibale’s outbursts and
violence. The arch traditionalist mainrained that his late father, Lwaba, did
not commit suicide. He postulated thar Chipoma’s medicine had driven his
father to rake the rope and hang himself. Chibale held the headman by the
neck and told him publicly thar he would also die. He punched the older
man but was immediately restrained from dishing out further humiliating
punishment.

After the burial, Mwila and Kasongo were concerned abour Mulenga’s
health. Their ailing mother had alrcady been hospiralised four times in
the last six months. In spite of frequent medical tests in the hospital, her
condition was still bad and her illness was still no fully diagnosed. She
looked very weak and was highly subdued during the funeral. Kasongo and
Mwila discussed their mother’s condition with their father Chansa, Buwalya,
and Chibale. Although Chansa was equally concerned about his wife’s
llness, he adopted a rational approach. He suggested that he would rake his
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frail wife to Mansa hospital for further tests and treatment. He also asked his
children to be brave and pray for their mother's recovery.

Chibale, on the other hand, was already fed up with frequent wrips to
the hospital, which he described as totally ineffective. He recommended a
well-known village medicine man to artend to his sister. Kasongo, Mwila,
and Kabaso sided with their father, bur they were overruled by their uncle,
who told them to shur up. As silence dawned ar their brief meeting, Kasongo
stood up and walked away. Chibale frowned internally. Kasongo agreed
with the rumours circulating in the village that Chibale had lost control of
his menral faculties and was on his way to the nororious Chainama menral
asylum. Bwalya somehow managed to calm Chibale down. Afrer the
meeting, Mwila visited her favourite aunt, Chiluba, as they hardly ralked to
cach other at the crowded funeral.

‘I noticed that you were very quier,” Mwila said. ‘It was unlike you even
at a funeral. [s anything wrong?’

‘No! I am all right,” Chiluba replied. ‘T guess it is old age catching up
with me.’

“Talk to me, aunt,” Mwila said. “You know you can always confide in
me.’ She sighed. “You know [ have never hidden anything from you, however
sensitive.” She concluded.

‘Actually, I have been a bit disturbed of late,” Chiluba confessed. ‘It
is two months now since my husband married a second wife. This was
completely outside our tradition as [ didn't recommend the woman and she
isn't one of us. We have been quarrelling abour this ever since.” She took
some air in slowly and let it our.

Mwila sympathised with her aunt, and they had a long discussion. In
spite of her own problems, Chiluba asked Mwila in the traditional manner
about her prospects for marriage. Mwila in turn confided in Chiluba and
whispered to her about her relationship with Haamaundu. She revealed that
he had proposed to her on arrival ar the airport. Chiluba promised never to
alarm anyone and thar she would wair for the suitor to make the necessary
move, Mwila, however, was given tips on how to conduct herself in such 2
situation.

The following day, Kasongo and his party left the village and headed for
the brighrt lights. Four days after returning to Lusaka, Mwila started getting
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concerned about Haamaundu. On arrival, Haamaundu had travelled o his
home in Macha, near Choma in the Southern Province to see his relarives.
Haamaundu had also promised to see Mwila at her flar a day after she
rerurned from Chipoma’s village. The facr that he always honoured his dates
somewhat worried Mwila. He, however, showed up two days later.

“Hi, love!” he greeted her. ‘T'm sorry | couldn’t come when 1 promised.’

‘Hello, darling,’ she reciprocated charmingly as they hugged. ‘I was
worried stff abour you.”

‘1 felt so sad myself,’ he explained, ‘but my family insisted that I stay a
few days longer with them.” He sighed. Mwila nodded. ‘It has been a long
time since [ last saw them you know,” he confirmed.

Haamaundu was cautious and diplomatic. He genty broke the sad
news which explained the real reason why he had stayed longer in his village.
Haamaundu had informed his family consortium thar he had finally decided
to get married once more. The news caused cheers and laughrer ar the small
meeting. However, the mood of the meeting suddenly changed as soon as
Haamaundu offered the name of Mwila as the future bride. The majority of
the elders at the meeting were rorally against Haamaundu'’s choice, They argued
that although she was a Zambian, Mwila was still a foreigner from Bembaland,
with a strange culture and tradition. *How could she marry a Tonga? they
asked. The more Haamaundu tried to convince his folks that times had
changed and that there was need for tribal ourwardness and nationalism and
that his choice was final, the more antagonistic his people became.

Haamaundu spent all the time in the village trying to win support of his
parents, burt they were unmoved. They in turn tried ro persuade him to leave
Muwila alone and choose a local girl instead, who would understand their
tongue and culture. He left his village, torally disappointed, although he did
not despair.

"Well, thar’s that then!" Mwila said, sighing. She looked sad, near to tears.

“What do you mean “thar’s that™ he asked, ‘I thought you loved me.
Are you thar eager to give up?’

You know that I love you, darling,” Mwila assured him, ‘but if your
relatives don’t accept me, there’s nothing we can do. Is there?

‘Forget abour them!” Haamaundu said firmly. “They cant run our lives.’

“You are not suggesting that we ignore their feelings?” Mwila asked. “We
can't do it withour their consent.” She shook her head. Haamaundu moved
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closer to her and held her arm. He smiled ar her, bur she did not return the
smile.

‘Darling!” Haamaundu said, I love you more than anything else in
this world. That's why I want to marry you. That’s why I won't brook any
nonsense from any quarters, even from my relatives.” He sounded very
romantic and left no doubt that he cared a lot for her. Their discussion went
on for several hours, but they still differed on what they had to do. Mwila
was rotally against Haamaundu's idea of getting married without the blessing
of his parents. She feared antagonising him with his parents and that withour
consent from both families, the marriage could nor succeed. She was ready
to call off their relationship, as it seemed to have no future. They talked
further and eventually agreed on a compromise. Haamaundu had to go back
to his village and make peace and plead with his family.

The following day, Haamaundu hurriedly left for Macha. Two days
later, he returned to Lusaka and went straight to Mwilas flar. Mwila was
overwhelmed by the unexpected good news. Haamaundu had evenrually
won over his relatives. They had reluctantly bur finally given him consent
to marry the girl of his choice. "We did it!" they said to each other as
they hugged in a long and romantic embrace. They celebrated at the
Intercontinental Hotel that night.

"The weeks thar followed were hectic for both of them. Mwila took leave
from work and travelled to Chipoma’s village with Haamaundu. As expected,
Mwilas extended family accepted Haamaundus proposal after lengthy
deliberations. Even though they could have preferred a local suitor, they
had come to accept that times had changed. Now, they had to place Mwila’s
teelings and happiness above anything else. They therefore agreed to place
their ethnic inclinarions aside.

Mwila and Haamaundu evenrually gor married by registration ar the
Civic Centre, Later that evening, they held a modest reception party ar
Kasongo’s house in Kabulonga. The receprion was very well organised
although ir was rather small by Lusaka standards; it was only attended by
relarives and close friends.

In the national papers the following day, their wedding was hailed as 2
unifying bridge, cutting sharply across the otherwise conservative and rigid
tribal barriers. Mwila and Haamaundu were jubilant that they had in a small
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way contributed towards national unity. The newly married couple flew to
Kasaba Bay for their honeymoon, They had a lovely time, and they could
not have started their married life any berter.

On their return from honeymoon, Mwila and her husband put up some
money and bought a beauriful five-bedroom villa on Independence Avenue.
Even though they had used up most of their savings to buy the house, they
were happy that they didn't have to apply for a morrgage to do so.

Haamaundu joined a Lusaka Bank, in the lucrative post of depury
general manager. It offered good money and artractive perks.

On a Monday evening, Haamaundu drove to Kabulonga to visit
Kasongo and collect Kanyanta. Earlier that day, Mwila had resumed work
at the television studios. Kasongo and Haamaundu were drinking while
chatting, and Mumbi was in the kitchen making dinner.

‘Darling” Kasongo shouted, ‘come quickly. It’s time for news.’

“Thank you,” Mumbi answered loudly. Then followed by Kanyanta, she
returned to the lounge. She sat near her hushand, while Kanyanta stood next
to her.

Afrer the National Anthem, Mwils's beautiful and radiant face filled the
twenty-four-inch colour television screen.

‘It’s my wife!” Haamaundu shouted excitedly. It was the first time he was
seeing her live on a TV screen, ‘She looks beauriful’

‘Good evening viewers!” the newscaster’s voice announced confidently.
‘And here is the 19.00 hours news read by Mwila Chansa Haamaundu.” The
house was pervaded with golden silence, everyone trying to catch every word
the newscaster urtered:

Thousands of placard-carrying women marched to the office of the
Minister of Tradition and Culture, urging the government to ban all foreign
cultures. The women, all wearing long traditional chitenge costumes, were
particularly vocal about the wearing of miniskirts, which they considered as
foreign. Some of the placards read:

1. We urge the government o ban miniskirts in Zambia.

2. Qur culture has been swamped by im ported foreign ideologics.

3. 'The masses are totally behind che Party and its government in its
fight against foreign pollution.”
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“The demonstration was peaceful,” Mwila continued, ‘until, it met a
counter demonstration staged by a group of seemningly young girls. The girls
were all wearing miniskirts, hot-pants, wigs, and thick red lipstick. They
demanded freedom of choice and chanred slogans such as “Taste in clothes is
a personal affair;

Leave the mini alone;

Qur bodies are beauriful;

We don't mind showing off;

Keep with fashion and remain beautiful.™

“There were scuffles when the two groups of demonstrators confronted
each other outside the Minister’s office. Abour ten people were injured, and
police made several arrests.” Mwila paused and then wenrt on 1o read the rest
of the news.

“To end the news,” Mwila announced, ‘here are the main points again.
Thousands of placard-carrving women demonstrated against the adoption of
forcign cultures. They called on the government to ban all forcign . . .

‘Mummy!" Kanyanra said, pointing at the TV screen.

‘She was fantastic,’ Haamaundu shoured, jumping up.

‘She was great!” Mumbi said, standing up.

‘She was wonderful,’ Kasongo agreed. They all dinched in a close
family embrace and were obviously delighted with Mwilas magnificent
presentation.
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