Bwana
by Mike Resnick

Ngai rulesthe universe from Histhrone atop Kirinyaga, which men cal Mount Kenya, and on His sacred
mountain the beasts of the field roam free and share the fertile green dopes with His chosen people.

Tothefirst Maasa He gave a spear, and to the first Kamba He gave a bow, but to Gikuyu, who was the
first Kikuyu, He gave adigging stick and told him to dwell on the dopes of Kirinyaga. The Kikuyu, said
Ngal, could sacrifice goats to read their entrails, and they could sacrifice oxen to thank Him for sending
therains, but they must not molest any of Hisanimasthat dwelt on the mountain.

Then one day Gikuyu cameto Him and said, "May we not have the bow and arrow, so that we may kill
_fisg_, the hyena, in whose body dwell the vengeful souls of evil men?

And Nga said that no, the Kikuyu must not molest the hyena, for the hyena's purpose was clear: He had
created it to feed upon thelions leavings, and to take the sick and the elderly from the Kikuyu's
_shambeas .

Time passed, and Gikuyu approached the summit of the mountain again. "May we not have the spear, so
that we can kill the lion and the leopard, who prey upon our own animals?' he said.

And Nga said that no, the Kikuyu could not kill thelion or the leopard, for He had crested them to hold
the population of the grasseatersin check, so that they would not overrun the Kikuyus fields.

Finaly Gikuyu climbed the mountain one last time and said, "We must &t least be dlowed to kill the
elephant, who can destroy ayear's harvest in amatter of minutes -- but how are we to do so when you
have dlowed us no weapons?'

Ngai thought long and hard, and findly spoke. "I have decreed that the Kikuyu should till theland, and |
will not stain your hands with the blood of my other crestures,” announced Ngai. "But because you are

my chosen people, and are more important than the beasts that dwell upon my mountain, | will seeto it

that others cometo kill these animas.™

"What tribe will these hunters come from?* asked Gikuyu. "By what name will we know them?"
"Y ou will know them by asingleword,” said Ngal.

When Ngai told him the word by which the hunters would be known, Gikuyu thought He had made a
joke, and laughed a oud, and soon forgot the conversation.

But Ngai never jokes when He speaks to the Kikuyu.

* k% k% %

We have no eephants or lions or leopards on the Eutopian world of Kirinyaga, for al three specieswere
extinct long before we emigrated from the Kenya that had become so dien to us. But we took the deek
impala, and the mgjestic kudu, and the mighty buffalo, and the swift gazelle -- and because we were
mindful of Ngai's dictates, we took the hyenaand the jacka and the vulture aswell.

And because Kirinyaga was designed to be a Utopiain climate aswell asin socid organization, and
because the land was more fertile than Kenyas, and because Maintenance made the orbital adjustments
that assured us that the rains would aways come on schedule, thewild animals of Kirinyaga, like the
domestic animas and the people themselves, grew fruitful and multiplied.



It was only amatter of time before they came into conflict with us. Initidly there would be sporadic
attacks on our livestock by the hyenas, and once old Koboki's entire harvest was destroyed by a herd of
rampaging buffalo, but we took such setbackswith good grace, for Ngai had provided well for usand no
onewas ever forced to go hungry.

But then, as we reclaimed more and more of our terraformed veldt to be used as farmland, asthewild
animas of Kirinyagafelt the pressure of our land-hungry people, the incidents grew more frequent and
more severe,

| was ditting before thefirein my _boma_, waiting for the sun to burn the chill from the morning air and
staring out across the accacia-dotted plains, when young Ndemi raced up the winding road from the

village

"Koribal" he cried. "Come quickly!"

"What has happened?’ | asked, rising painfully to my feet.

"Jumahas been atacked by _fis_!" he gasped, Striving to regain his breath.

"By one hyena, or many?" | asked.

"One, | think. | do not know."

"Ishedill dive?"

"Jumaor _fid_?" asked Ndemi.

" ma”

"I think heisdead.” Ndemi paused. "But you arethe _mundumugu_. Y ou can make him live again.”

| was pleased that he placed so much faith in his_mundumugu_ -- hiswitch doctor -- but of courseif his
companion was truly dead there was nothing | could do about it. | went into my hut, selected some herbs
that were especidly helpful in combatting infection, added afew _gat_leavesfor Jumato chew (for we
had no anesthetics on Kirinyaga, and the hallucinogenic trance caused by the _gat_ leaveswould at least
make him forget hispain). All this| placed into alesather pouch that | hung about my neck. Then |
emerged from my hut and nodded to Ndemi, who led theway to the _shamba _of Jumasfather.

When we arrived, the women were dready wailing the death chant, and | briefly examined what was | eft
of poor little Juma's body. One bite from the hyena had taken away most of hisface, and a second had
totally removed hisleft arm. The hyenathen had devoured most of Jumastorso beforethe villagersfindly
droveit avay.

Koinnage, the paramount chief of the village, arrived afew moments later.
"_Jambo,_Koriba," he greeted me.

"_Jambo,_Koinnage," | replied.

"Something must be done," he said, looking at Jumals body, which was now covered by flies.

"I will place acurse onthe hyena," | said, "and tonight | shal sacrifice agoat to Ngai, so that He will
welcome Jumas soul.”

Koinnage looked uneasy, for hisfear of mewas great, but findly he spoke: "It isnot enough. Thisisthe



second hedlthy boy that the hyenas have taken this month.”

"Our hyenas have developed ataste for men,” | said. "It is because we leave the old and the infirm out for
them.”

"Then perhaps we should not |eave the old and the sick out any longer."

"We haveno choice," | replied. "The Europeans thought it was the mark of savages, and even
Maintenance has tried to dissuade us -- but we do not have medicine to ease their suffering. What seems
barbarousto outsdersis actualy an act of mercy. Ever snce Nga gavethefirst digging-stick to thefirst
Kikuyu, it has dways been our tradition to leave the old and the infirm out for the hyenaswhen it istime
for themtodie”

"Maintenance has medicines," suggested Koinnage, and | noticed that two of the younger men had edged
closer to us and were listening with interest. "' Perhgps we should ask them to help us.”

"So that they will live aweek or amonth longer, and then be buried in the ground like Chrigtians?’ | said.
"Y ou can not be part Kikuyu and part European. That isthe reason we cameto Kirinyagain the first
place”

"But how wrong could it be to ask only for medicine for our elderly?' asked one of the younger men, and
| could see that Koinnage looked relieved now that he himsdlf did not have to pursue the argument.

"If you accept their medicine today, then tomorrow you will be accepting their clothing and their
machinery and their god,” | replied. "'If history has taught us nothing else, it hastaught usthat.” They il
seemed unconvinced, so | continued: "Most races ook ahead to their Utopia, but the Kikuyu must look
_back_, back to asimpler time when we lived in harmony with the land, when we were not tainted with
the customs of a society to which we were never meant to belong. | have lived among the Europeans,
and goneto schoal at their universities, and | tell you that you must not listen to the Siren song of their
technology. What worksfor the Europeans did not work for the Kikuyu when we lived in Kenya, and it
will not work for us here on Kirinyaga."

Asif to emphasize my statement, a hyenavoiced its eerie laugh far off in the veldt. The women stopped
wailing and drew closer together.

"But we must do something!" protested Koinnage, whose fear of the hyena momentarily overrode hisfear
of his_mundumugu_. "We cannot continue to let the beasts of the field destroy our crops and take our
children."

| could have explained that there was atemporary imbaance as the grasseaters lowered their birthrate to
accomodate their decreased pasturage, and that the hyenas birthrate would amost certainly adjust within
ayear, but they would not have understood or believed me. They wanted solutions, not explanations.

"Ngal istesting our courage, to seeif we are truly worthy to live on Kirinyaga," | said at last. "Until the
time of testing isover, wewill arm our children with spears and have them tend the cattlein pairs.”

Koinnage shook his head. "The hyenas have devel oped ataste for men -- and two Kikuyu boys, even
armed with spears, are no match for apack of hyenas. Surely Ngai does not want His chosen peopleto
become medsfor _fig_."

"No, Hedoesnot," | agreed. "It isthe hyenas nature to kill grasseaters, just asit isour natureto till the
fidds. | amyour _mundumugu_. You must believe mewhat | tell you that thistime of testing will soon

pess.”



"How soon?" asked another man.
| shrugged. "Perhapstwo rains. Perhgpsthree.” Therains cometwice ayear.

"You arean old man," said the man, mustering his courage to contradict his_mundumugu_. ™Y ou have no
children, and it isthisthat gives you patience. But those of uswith sons cannot wait for two or threerains
wondering each day if they will return from thefields. We must do something_now_."

"l ananold man,” | agreed, "and this gives me not only patience, but wisdom.”

"You arethe_mundumugu_," said Koinnage at last, "and you must face the problem in your way. But |
am the paramount chief, and | must faceit in mine. | will organize ahunt, and we will kill dl the hyenasin
thearea”

"Very wdl," | said, for | had forseen this solution. "Organize your hunt.”
"Will you cast the bones and seeif we shdl be successful ?*

"I do not need to cast the bones to foresee the results of your hunt,” | replied. "Y ou are farmers, not
hunters. Y ou will not be successful.”

"Y ou will not give us your support?' demanded another man.

"Y ou do not need my support,” | replied. "I would give you my patienceif | could, for that iswhat you

"We were supposed to turn thisworld into aUtopia," said Koinnage, who had only the haziest
understanding of the word, but equated it with good harvests and alack of enemies. "What kind of
Utopia permits children to be devoured by wild animals?"

"Y ou cannot understand what it meansto be full until you have been hungry,” | answered. "Y ou cannot
know what it meansto be warm and dry until you have been cold and wet. And Ngai knows, even if you
do nat, that you cannot appreciate life without death. Thisis Hislesson for you; it will pass.”

"Itmustend _now_," said Koinnage firmly, now that he knew | would not try to prevent his hunt.

| made no further comment, for | knew that nothing | could say would dissuade him. | spent the next few
minutes cregting acurse for theindividua hyenathat had killed Juma, and that night | sacrificed agoat in
the middle of the village and read in the entrail s that Ngai had accepted the sacrifice and welcomed
Jumas spirit.

Two days later Koinnage led ten of the village men out to the veldt to hunt the hyenas, while| stayed in
my _boma_and prepared for what | knew wasinevitable.

It wasin late morning that Ndemi -- the boldest of the boysin the village, whose courage had made him a
favorite of mine -- came up the long winding path to vist me.

" Jambo, Koriba" he greeted me unhappily.

" Jambo, Ndemi," | replied. "What isthe matter?"

"They say that | am too young to hunt for _fis_," he complained, squatting down next to me.
"They areright.”



"But | have practiced my bushcraft every day, and you yoursdlf have blessed my spear.”
"I have not forgotten,” | said.
"Then why can | not join the hunt?"

"It makesno difference” | said. "They will not kill _fis_. Infact, they will bevery lucky if dl of them
return unharmed.” | paused. "_Then_the troubleswill begin.”

"| thought they had aready begun,” said Ndemi, with no trace of sarcasm.

| shook my head. "What has been happening is part of the natural order of things, and henceit is part of
Kirinyaga. But when K oinnage does not kill the hyenas, he will want to bring a hunter to Kirinyaga, and
that is_not_ part of the natural order.”

"Y ou know hewill do this?" asked Ndemi, impressed.
"I know Koinnage," | answered.

"Thenyou will tel him not to.”

"1 will tell him not to."

"And hewill ligento you."

"No," | said. "l do not think he will listen to me."

"But you arethe _mundumugu _."

"But there are many men in the village who resent me," | explained. "They seethe deek shipsthat land on
Kirinyagafrom timeto time, and they hear tories about the wonders of Nairobi and Mombasa, and they
forget why we have come here. They become unhappy with the digging-stick, and they long for the
Maasai's spear or the Kambals bow or the European's machines.”

Ndemi sgautted in Sllence for amoment.
"l have aquestion, Koriba," hesaid at last.
"Youmay ask it."

"You arethe_mundumugu_," he said. "Y ou can change men into insects, and see in the darkness, and
wak upontheair.”

"That istrue," | agreed.
"Then why do you not turn al the hyenasinto honeybees and et fireto their hive?"

"Because _fisg_isnotevil," | sad. "It ishisnatureto eat flesh. Without him, the beasts of the field would
become so plentiful that they would soon overrun our fieds.”

"Thenwhy not kill just those _fis_ whokill us?'

"Do you not remember your own grandmother?' | asked. "Do you not recdl the agony she suffered in
her find days?"

"Yan



"Wedo not kill our own kind. Wereit not for _fis_, shewould have suffered for many moredays. Fis
isonly doing what Ngai created him to do.”

"Nga dso created hunters,” said Ndemi, casting me ady look out of the corner of hiseye.
"That istrue

"Then why do you not want huntersto come and kill _fis_?"

"1 will tell you the story of the Goat and the Lion, and then you will understand,” | said.
"What do goats and lions have to do with hyenas?' he asked.

"Ligten, and you will know," | answered. "Once there was a herd of black goats, and they lived avery
happy life, for Nga had provided them with green grass and lush plants and anearby stream where they
could drink, and when it rained they stood benegath the branches of large, stately treeswhere the
raindrops could not reach them. Then one day aleopard cameto their village, and because he was old
and thin and weak, and could no longer hunt the impala and the waterbuck, he killed agoat and ateit.

"Thisisterriblel" said the goats. 'Something must be done.'

"Heisan old leopard,’ said the wisest of the goats. 'If he regains his strength from the flesh he has eaten,
hewill go back to hunting for theimpaa, for the impaas flesh is much more nourishing than ours, and if
he does not regain his strength, he will soon be dead. All we need do is be especidly aert while he walks
among us!

"But the other goats were too frightened to listen to his counsel, and they decided that they needed help.

"'l would beware of anyone who isnot agoat and offersto help you," said the wisest goat, but they
would not hear him, and finally they sought out a huge black-maned lion.

"Thereisaleopard that is eating our people,’ they said, 'and we are not strong enough to drive him
away. Will you help us?

"'l am dwaysglad to hep my friends,' answered thelion.
"We are apoor race,' said the goats. "What tribute will you exact from usfor your help?
"'None,' the lion assured them. 'l will do this solely because | am your friend.'

"And true to hisword, the lion entered the village and waited until next the leopard came to feed, and
then the lion pounced upon him and killed him.

"'Oh, thank you, great saviour!' cried the goats, doing adance of joy and triumph around the lion.
"It was my pleasure,’ said thelion. "'For the leopard ismy enemy as much asheisyours!

""We shall sing songs and tell stories about you long after you leave,' continued the goats happily.
"'Leave? replied the lion, his eyes seeking out the fattest of the goats. 'Who isleaving?"

Ndemi considered what | had said for along moment, then looked up a me.

"Y ou are not saying that the hunter will eat usas_fis_ does?"

"No, | am not."



He considered the implications further.

"Ahl" hesaid, smiling at last. "Y ou are saying that if we cannot kill _fis_, who will soon dieor leave us,
then we should not invite someone even stronger than _fis_, someone who will not die or leave.”

"Thet iscorrect.”
"But why should a hunter of animals be athrest to Kirinyaga?' he continued thoughtfully.

"Wearelikethegoats," | explained. "Welive off theland, and we have not the power to kill our enemies.
But ahunter islikethelion: It ishis natureto kill, and he will be the only man on Kirinyagawho is skilled
akilling."

"You think hewill kill us, then?' asked Ndemi.

| shrugged. "Not at first. The lion had to kill the leopard before he could prey upon the goats. The hunter
will kill _fis_ before he casts about for some other way to exercise his power.”

"But you are our _mundumugu ! protested Ndemi. ™Y ou will not | et this happen!”
"I will try to prevent it,”" | said.

"If you try, you will succeed, and we will not send for ahunter.”

"Areyou not al-powerful 7' asked Ndemi.

"l am dl-powerful."

"Then why do you speak with such doubt?’

"Because | am not ahunter,” | said. "The Kikuyu fear me because of my powers, but | have never
knowingly harmed one of my people. | will not harm them now. | want what isbest for Kirinyaga, but if
their fear of _fis_isgreater than their fear of me, then | will lose"

Ndemi stared at the little patterns he had traced in the dirt with hisfinger.
"Perhaps, if ahunter does come, he will be agood man," hesaid at last.

"Perhaps,”" | agreed. "But he will till beahunter.” | paused. "Thelion may deep with the zebrain times of
plenty. But in times of need, when both are starving, it isthe lion who starves|ast.”

* * % %

Ten hunters had |eft the village, but only eight returned. Two had been attacked and killed by a pack of
hyenas while they sat resting beneeth the shade of an acaciatree. All day long the women wailed the
desth chant, while the sky turned black with the smoke, for it is our custom to burn the huts of our dead.

That very same night Koinnage called amesting of the Council of Elders. | waited until thelast rays of the
sun had vanished, then painted my face and wrapped mysdlf in my ceremonid leopardskin cloak, and
made my way to his_boma .

Therewastota silence as| approached the old men of the village. Even the night birds seemed to have
taken flight, and | waked among them, looking neither right nor Ieft, finaly taking my accustomed place



onagtool just to the left of Koinnage's persond hut. | could see histhree wives clustered together insde
his senior wife's hut, knegling as close to the entrance as they dared while straining to see and hear what
transpired.

Theflickering firight highlighted the faces of the eders, most of them grim and filled with fear. By
precedent no one -- not even the_mundumugu_ -- could speak until the paramount chief had spoken,
and snce Koinnage had till not emerged from his hut, | amused mysalf by withdrawing the bones from
the leather pouch about my neck and casting them on the dirt. Threetimes| cast them, and threetimes|
frowned at what | saw. Finally | put them back in my pouch, leaving those elders who were planning to
disobey their _mundumugu__to wonder what | had seen.

At last Koinnage stepped forth from his hut, along thin stick in hishand. It was his custom to wave the
stick when he spoke to the Council, much as a conductor waves his baton.

"The hunt hasfailed,” he announced dramaticdly, asif everyonein thevillage did not dready know it.
"Two more men have died because of _fis_." He paused for dramatic effect, then shouted: "It must not

happen again!™

"Do not go hunting again and it will not happen again,” | said, for once he began to speak | was permitted
to commen.

"You arethe_mundumugu_," said one of the elders. ™Y ou should have protected them!"
"| told them not to go,” | replied. "1 cannot protect those who regject my counsd.”

" Fis_must diel" screamed Koinnage, and as he turned to face me | detected a strong odor of
_pombe_on his breath, and now | knew why he had remained in hishut for so long. He had been
drinking _pombe_until his courage was up to the task at hand, that of opposing his_mundumugu .
"Never aganwill _fis_ dineupon theflesh of the Kikuyu, nor will we hidein our bomaslike old women
until Koribatellsusthat it issafeto comeout! Fd_ must diel”

The dderstook up thechant of *_Fs_must die!" and Koinnage went through a pantomime of killing a
hyena, using his stick asa spear.

"Men have reached the stard” cried Koinnage. "They have built greet cities beneath the sea. They have
killed the last dephant and the last lion. Are we not men too -- or are we old women to be terrified by
unclesn egters of carrion?”

| got to my fest.

"What other men have achieved makes no difference to the Kikuyu," | said. "Other men did not cause
our problemwith _fid_; other men cannot cureit.”

"One of them can," said Koinnage, looking at the anxious faces which were distorted by thefirelight. "A
hunter.”

The elders muttered their gpproval.
"Wemust send for ahunter,” repeated Koinnage, waving his stick wildly.
"It must not be a European,” said an elder.

"Nor can it be aWakamba," said another.



"Nor aLuo," said athird.

"The Lumbwa and the Nandi are the enemies of our blood," added afourth.
"It will bewhoever cankill _fis_," said Koinnage.

"How will you find such aman?' asked an elder.

"Hyenas il live on Earth," answered Koinnage. "Wewill find ahunter or acontrol officer from one of
the game parks, someone who has hunted and killed _fis_ many times.”

"You aremaking amistake," | said firmly, and suddenly there was absolute sllence again.
"We must have ahunter,” said Koinnage adamantly, when he saw that no one €l se would spesk.
"Y ou would only be bringing agreater killer to Kirinyagato day alesser killer," | responded.

"l am the paramount chief," said Koinnage, and | could tell from the way he refused to meet my gaze that
the effects of the_pombe _had left him now that he was forced to confront me before the elders. "What
kind of chief would | beif | permitted fig_to continueto kill my people?’

"You can buildtrgpsfor _fis_until Ngai giveshim back histaste for grasseaters,” | said.

"How many more of uswill _fis_ kill before the traps have been set?' demanded Koinnage, trying to
work himsdf up into arage again. "How many of usmust die beforethe_mundumugu_ admitsthat heis
wrong, and that thisisnot Ngai's plan?"

"Stop!" | shouted, raising my hands above my head, and even Koinnage frozein histracks, afraid to
gpeak or to move. "l am your _mundumugu . | am the book of our collected wisdom; each sentencel
spesk isapage. | have brought the rains on time, and | have blessed the harvest. Never have | mided
you. Now | tdll you that you must not bring a hunter to Kirinyaga."

And then Koinnage, who was literdly shaking from hisfear of me, forced himsdf to sareinto my eyes.

"I am the paramount chief," he said, trying to steady hisvoice, "and | say we must act before _fis_
hungersagain. _Fis_must die! | have spoken.”

The edersbegan chanting” _Fis_mugt die!" again, and Koinnage's courage returned to him as he
redized that he was not the only one to openly disobey his_mundumugu's _ dictates. Heled the frenzied
chanting, walking from one el der to the next and findly tome, yelling”_Fs_must die!" and punctuating it
with wild gesticulations of hisstick.

| redlized that | had lost for the very first timein council, yet | made no threets, sinceit was important that
any punishment for disobeying the dictates of their _mundumugu_ must come from Ngal and not from
me. | left in slence, walking through the circle of elderswithout looking at any of them, and returned to
my boma .

The next morning two of Koinnage's cattle were found dead without amark upon them, and each
morning thereafter adifferent elder awoke to two dead cattle. | told the villagersthat thiswas
undoubtedly the hand of Ngai, and that the corpses must be burned, and that anyone who ate of them
would die under ahorrible _thahu_, or curse, and they followed my orders without question.

Then it was Smply amatter of waiting for Koinnage's hunter to arrive.

* * % %



Hewalked acrossthe plain toward my _boma , and it might have been Ngai Himsalf approaching me.
Hewastdl, well over six and one-half feet, and dender, graceful as the gazelle and blacker than the
darkest night. Hewas dressed in neither a_kikoi_nor in khakis, but in alightweight pair of pantsand a
short-deeved shirt. Hisfeet werein sandds, and | could tell from the depth of their calluses and the
graightness of histoesthat he had spent most of hislife without shoes. A smdl bag was dung over one
shoulder, and in hisleft hand he carried along rifle in amonogrammed gun case.

When he reached the spot where | was sSitting he stopped, totaly at ease, and stared unblinking at me.
From the arrogance of hisexpression, | knew that he was aMaasai.

"Whereisthevillage of Koriba?' he asked in Swahili.
| pointed to my left. "Inthevalley," | said.
"Why do you live done, old man?'

Those were hisexact words. Not _m'zee , which isaterm of respect for the elderly, aterm that
acknowledges the decades of accumulated wisdom, but _old man .

_Yes, | concluded silently, _thereisno doubt that you areaMaasai._

"The _mundumugu_ dways lives gpart from other men,” | answered doud.

"So you are the witch doctor," he said. "'l would have thought your people had outgrown such things.”
"Asyours have outgrown the need for manners?' | responded.

He chuckled in amusement. "Y ou are not glad to see me, are you, old man?"

"No, | annot."

"Well, if your magic had been strong enough to kill the hyenas, | would not be here. | am not to blame
for that."

"You are not to blamefor anything,” | said. "Yet."
"What isyour name, old man?'

"Koriba"

He placed athumb to hischest. "I am William."
"That isnot aMaasai name," | noted.

"My full nameisWilliam Sambeke."

"Then | will cal you Sambeke."

He shrugged. "Call me whatever you want." He shaded his eyes from the sun and looked off toward the
village. "Thisisn't exactly what | expected.”

"What did you expect, Sambeke?' | asked.
"| thought you people were trying to create a Utopia here."

"We a.elll



He snorted contemptuoudy. ™Y ou livein huts, you have no machinery, and you even haveto hire
someone from Earth to kill hyenasfor you. That'snot _my _idea of Utopia.”

"Then you will doubtlesswish to return to your home," | suggested.
"I haveajobto do herefirgt," hereplied. "A job _you falledtodo.”
| made no answer, and he stared at me for along moment.

"Well?' hesaid e last.

"Wel what?'

"Aren't you going to spout some mumbo-jumbo and make me disappear in a cloud of smoke,
_mundumugu_?'

"Before you choose to become my enemy,” | said in perfect English, "you should know that | am not as
ineffectua asyou may think, nor am | impressed by Maasai arrogance.”

He stared a me in surprise, then threw back his head and laughed.

"Theres more to you than meetsthe eye, old man!™ he said in English. "I think we are going to become
greet friendd”

"l doubt it," | replied in Swahili.

"What schools did you attend back on Earth?" he asked, matching my change in languages again.
"Cambridgeand Yde," | said. "But that was many years ago.”

"Why does an educated man chooseto st in the dirt beside agrass hut?"

"Why doesaMaasal accept acommission from aKikuyu?' | responded.

"l liketo hunt," he said. "And | wanted to see this Utopiayou have built."

"And now you have seenit."

"l have seen Kirinyaga," hereplied. "I have not yet seen Utopia”

"That is because you do not know how to look for it."

"You areaclever old man, Koriba, full of clever answers," said Sambeke, taking no offense. "Why have
you not made yourself king of thisentire planetoid?"

"The _mundumugu_ isthe repository of our traditions. That isdl the power he seeks or needs.”

"Y ou could at least have had them build you ahouse, ingtead of living likethis. No Maasai livesina
_manydta_any longer.”

"And after the house would comeacar?' | asked.
"Once you built someroads,” he agreed.

"And then afactory to build more cars, and another one to build more houses, and then an impressive
building for our Parliament, and perhaps arailroad line?' | shook my head. "That is a description of



Kenya, not of Utopia.”
"Y ou are making amistake," said Sambeke. "On my way here from the landing field -- what isit called?’
"Haven."

"On my way herefrom Haven, | saw buffalo and kudu and impaa. A hunting lodge by theriver
overlooking the plainswould bring in alot of tourist money.”

"We do not hunt our grasseaters.”

"Y ou wouldn't haveto,” he said meaningfully. "And think of how much their money could help your
people.”

"May Nga preserve us from people who want to help us," | said devoutly.

"Y ou are astubborn old man," he said. "I think | had better go talk to Koinnage. Which _shamba _is
his?'

"Thelargest," | answered. "Heisthe paramount chief.”
He nodded. "Of course. | will seeyou later, old man.”
| nodded. "Y es, you will."

"And after | have killed your hyenas, perhaps we will shareagourd of _pombe _and discusswaysto
turn thisworld into aUtopia. | have been very disappointed thusfar.”

So saying, heturned toward the village and began walking down the long, winding trail to Koinnage's
_boma_.

* k * %

Heturned Koinnage's head, as| knew hewould. By thetime | had esten and made my way to the
village, the two of them were Sitting beside afirein front of the paramount chief's_boma , and Sambeke
was describing the hunting lodge he wanted to build by theriver.

" Jambo,_Koriba," said Koinnage, looking up a me as| approached them.

" Jambo, Koinnage," | responded, squatting down next to him.

"Y ou have met William Sambeke?!

"l have met Sambeke," | said, and the Maasai grinned at my refusa to use his European name.

"He has many plansfor Kirinyaga," continued Koinnage, as some of the villagers began wandering over.
"How interesting,” | replied. "Y ou asked for ahunter, and they have sent you a planner instead.”

"Some of us," interjected Sambeke, an amused expression on hisface, "have more than onetalent.”
"Someof us," | said, "have been here for half aday and have not yet begun to hunt."

"I will kill the hyenastomorrow," said Sambeke, "when their belliesare full and they are too content to
race away at my approach.”



"How will you kill them?' | asked.

He carefully unlocked his gun case and pulled out hisrifle, which was equipped with atelescopic sight.
Mogt of the villagers had never seen such aweapon, and they crowded around it, whispering to each
other.

"Would you care to examineit?' he asked me.

| shook my head. "The weagpons of the Europeans hold no interest for me.”

"Thisrifle was manufactured in Zimbabwe, by members of the Shonatribe," he corrected me.
| shrugged. "Then they are black Europeans.”

"Whatever they are, they make a splendid wegpon,” said Sambeke.

"For those who are afraid to hunt in the traditiona way," | said.

"Do not taunt me, old man," said Sambeke, and suddenly ahush fell over the onlookers, for no man
pesksthusto the_mundumugu .

"l do not taunt you, Maasai," | said. "1 merely point out why you have brought the weapon. It isno crime
tobedfradof fid_."

"| fear nothing,” he said heatedly.
"Thatisnot true," | said. "Likeadl of us, you fear falure.”
"l shdl not fall with _this ," he said, patting therifle,

"By theway," | asked, "wasit not the Maasai who once proved their manhood by facing the lion armed
only with aspear?'

"It was," heanswered. "And it wasthe Maasai _and_the Kikuyu who lost most their babies at birth, and
who succumbed to every disease that passed through their villages, and who lived in sheltersthat could
protect them from neither the rain nor the cold nor even the flesh-eaters of the veldt. It wasthe Maasai
and the Kikuyu who learned from the Europeans, and who took back their [and from the white men, and
who built great cities where once there was only dust and swamps. Or, rather,” he added, "it wasthe
Maasa and _most_ of the Kikuyu."

"l remember seeing acircuswhen | wasin England,” | said, raisng my voice so that al could hear me,
though | directed my remarks at Sambeke. "In it there was a chimpanzee. He was avery bright animal.
They dressed him in human clothing, and he rode a human bicycle, and he played human musicon a
human flute -- but that did not make him ahuman. In fact, he amused the humans because hewas such a
grotesque mockery of them ... just asthe Maasai and Kikuyu who wear suits and drive cars and work in
large buildings are not Europeans, but are instead amockery of them."”

"That isjust your opinion, old man,” said the Maasal, "and it iswrong."

"Isit?" | asked. "The chimpanzee had been tainted by his association with humans, so that he could never
surviveinthewild. And _you , | notice, must have the Europeans wegpon to hunt an animal that your
grandfathers would have gone out and dain with aknife or aspear.”

"Areyou chdlenging me, old man?' asked Sambeke, once again amused.



"l am merdly pointing out why you have brought your riflewith you,” | answered.

"No," hesaid. "Y ou are trying to regain the power you lost when your people sent for me. But you have
made amistake."

"In what way?'

"Y ou have made me your enemy."

"Will you shoot mewith your rifle, then?" | asked calmly, for | knew he would not.
He leaned over and whispered to me, so that only | could hear him.

"We could have made afortune together, old man. | would have been happy to shareit with you, in
exchange for you keeping your peoplein line, for asafari company will need many workers. But now you
have publicly opposed me, and | cannot permit that."

"Wemust learn to live with disappointments,” | said.

"l am glad you fed that way," he said. "For | plan to turn thisworld into a Utopia, rather than some
Kikuyu dreamland.”

Then, suddenly, he stood up.
"Boy," he said to Ndemi, who was standing at the outskirts of the crowd. "Bring me a spear.”

Ndemi looked to me, and | nodded, for | could not believe that the Maasai would kill mewith _any
weapon.

Ndemi brought the spear to Sambeke, who took it from him and leaned it against Koinnage's hut. Then
he stood before the fire and dowly began removing al his clothes. When he was naked, with the firdight
playing off hislean, hard body, looking like an African god, he picked up the spear and held it over his
head.

"l gotohunt _fis_inthedark, intheold way," he announced to the assembled villagers. "Y our
_mundumugu_ haslaid down the chdlenge, and if you areto listen to my counsel in thefuture, as| hope
you will, you must know that | can meet any challenge he setsfor me."

And before anyone could say aword or move to sop him, he strode boldly off into the night.
"Now hewill die, and Maintenance will want to revoke our charter!” complained Koinnage.

"If hedies, it was his own decison, and Maintenance will not punish usinany way," | replied. | stared
long and hard a him. "1 wonder that you care.”

"Thet | careif he should die?"

"That you care if Maintenance should revoke our charter,” | answered. "If you listen to the Maasai, you
will turn Kirinyagainto another Kenya, so why should you mind returning to the original Kenya?'

"He does not want to turn Kirinyagainto Kenya, but into Utopia," said Koinnage sullenly.

"We are dready attempting to do that,” | noted. "Does _his_Utopiainclude abig European house for the
paramount chief?"



"Wedid not discussit thoroughly,” said Koinnage uneasily.
"And perhaps some extra cattle, in exchange for supplying him with porters and gunbearers?’

"He has good ideas," said Koinnage, ignoring my question. "Why should we carry our water from the
river when he can create pumps and pipesto carry it for us?"

"Becauseif water iseasy to obtain, it will become easy to waste, and we have no more water to waste
here than we had in Kenya, where al the lakes have dried up because of far-seeing men like Sambeke.”

"Y ou have answersfor everything,” said Koinnage bitterly.

"No," | said. "But | have answersfor thisMaasal, for his questions have been asked many times before,
and awaysin the past the Kikuyu have given the wrong answer.”

Suddenly we heard a hideous scream from perhaps haf amile away.

"Itisfinished,” said Koinnage grimly. "The Maasai is dead, and now we must answer to Maintenance.”
"It did not sound like aman,” said Ndemi.

"Youarejusta_mtoto -- achild,” said Koinnage. "What do you know?"

"I know what Juma sounded likewhen _fis_ killed him," said Ndemi defiantly. "That iswhat | know."
Wewaited in slenceto seeif there would be another sound, but none was forthcoming.

"Perhgpsitisjust aswel that _fis_haskilled the Maasai," said old Njobe at last. I saw the building that
he drew in the dirt, the one he would make for visitors, and it was an evil building. It was not round and
safe from demons like our own huts, but instead it had corners, and everyone knows that demonslivein
corners.”

"Truly, there would be a curse uponiit,” agreed another of the elders.
"What can one expect from onewho hunts_fis__at night?" added another.

"One can expect adead fis_!" said Sambeke triumphantly, as he stepped out of the shadows and threw
the bloody corpse of alarge mae hyena onto the ground. Everyone backed away from him in awe, and
he turned to me, the firelight flickering off hisdeek black body. "What do you say now, old man?"

"| say that you are agreater killer than _fis_," | answered.
He smiled with satisfaction.

"Now," hesaid, "let us see what we can learn from this particular _fis_." He turned to ayoung man.
"Boy, bring aknife."

"HisnameisKamabi," | said.

"I have not had time to learn names," replied Sambeke. He turned back to Kamabi. "Do as| ask, boy."
"Heisaman,” | said.

"Itisdifficult totdl inthe dark," said Sambeke with a shrug.

Kamabi returned amoment later with an ancient hunting knife; it was so old and so rusty that Sambeke



did not careto touch it, and so he merely pointed to the hyena.
" Katahi yatumbo_," hesad. "Slit the somach here"

Kamabi knelt down and dit open the hyenas belly. The smell wasterrible, but the Maasai picked up a
stick and began prodding through the contents. Finally he stood up.

"I had hoped that we would find abracelet or an earring,” he said. "But it has been along time since the
boy was killed, and such thingswould have passed through _fis_ daysago.”

"Koribacanroll the bonesand tdll if thisisthe one who killed Juma," said Koinnage.

Sambeke snorted contemptuoudy. "Koribacan roll the bones from now until the long rains come, but
they will tell him nothing." He looked &t the assembled villagers. "I havekilled _fis_inthe old way to
provethat | am no coward or European, to hunt only in the daylight and hide behind my gun. But now
that | have shown you that | can do it, tomorrow | shal show you how many fis_ I cankillin_my
way, and then you may decide which way is better, Koribas or mine." He paused. "Now | need ahut to
deepin, sothat | may be strong and aert when the sun rises.”

Every villager except Koinnage immediately volunteered his hut. The Maasai looked a each manin turn,
and then turned to the paramount chief. "1 will take yours" he said.

"But -- " began Koinnage.

"And one of your wivesto keep mewarm in the night." He stared directly into Koinnage's eyes. "Or
would you deny me your hospitaity after | havekilled fis_ for you?"

"No," sad Koinnage @ last. "'l will not deny you."

The Maasa shot meatriumphant smile. "Itisstill not Utopia," hesaid. "But it is getting closer.”
* % k% *

The next morning Sambeke went out with hisrifle,

| walked down to the village in the morning to give Zindu ointment to help dry up her milk, for her baby
had been dtillborn. When | was finished, | went through the shambas, blessing the scarecrows, and
beforelong I had my usud large group of children beside me, begging meto tell them astory.

Finally, when the sun was high in the sky and it was too hot to keep walking, | sat down beneath the
shade of an accaciatree,

"All right," | said. "Now you may have your sory."

"What story will you tell ustoday, Koriba?' asked one of the girls.
"I think | shdl tell you the tale of the Unwise Elephant,” | said.
"Why was he unwise?" asked aboy.

"Listen, and you shall know," | said, and they dl fell Slent.

"Once there was ayoung eephant,” | began, "and because he was young, he had not yet acquired the
wisdom of hisrace. And one day this e ephant chanced upon acity in the middle of the savannah, and he
entered it, and beheld its wonders, and thought it was quite the most marvel ous thing he had ever seen.



All hislife he had |abored day and night to fill hisbelly, and here, in the city, were wonderful machines
that could make hislife so much easier that he was determined to own some of them.

"But when he approached the owner of adigging stick, with which he could find buried accacia pods, the
owner said, 'l am apoor man, and | cannot give my digging stick to you. But because you want it S0
badly, | will make atrade.’

"'But | have nothing to trade," said the € ephant unhappily.

"'Of courseyou do,' said the man. 'If you will let me have your ivory, sothat | can carve desgnsonit,
you may havethe digging stick.’

"The e ephant considered this offer, and finaly agreed, for if he had adigging stick hewould no longer
need histusksto root up the ground.

"And hewaked alittle farther, and he came to an old woman with aweaving loom, and he thought this
was awonderful thing, for with it he would be able to make a blanket for himself so that he could stay
warm during thelong nights.

"He asked the woman for her weaving loom, and she replied that she would not to giveit away, but that
shewould be happy to tradeit.

"All | haveto tradeismy digging stick,’ said the €l ephant.

"'But | do not need adigging stick,' said the old woman. "Y ou must let me cut off one of your feet, that |
may make astool of it."

"The elephant thought for along time, and he remembered how cold he had been the previous night, and
finally he agreed, and the trade was made.

"Then he came to aman who had anet, and the eephant thought that the net would be awonderful thing
to have, for now he could catch the fruits when he shook atree, rather than having to hunt for them on
the ground.

"1 will not give you the net, for it took me many daysto makeit, said the man, 'but | will tradeit to you
for your ears, which will make excellent deeping mats:

"Again the eephant agreed, and finaly he went back to the herd to show them the wonders he had
brought from the city of men.

""What need have we for digging sticks? asked his brother. 'No digging stick will last aslong as our
tusks!'

"It might be nice to have ablanket,' said his mother, 'but to make a blanket with aweaving loom we
would need fingers, which we do not have!'

"'l cannot see the purpose of anet for catching fruit from the trees; said hisfather. 'For if you hold the net
inyour trunk, how will you shake the fruits loose from the tree, and if you shake the tree, how will you
hold the net?

"'l see now that the tools of men are of no use to eephants,’ said the young elephant. 'l can never bea
man, so | will go back to being an elephant.’

"Hisfather shook his head sadly. ‘It istrue that you are not aman -- but because you have dedlt with



men, you are no longer an eephant either. Y ou have lost your foot, and cannot keep up with the herd.
Y ou have given away your ivory, and you cannot dig for water, or churn up the ground to look for
accaciapods. Y ou have parted with your ears, and now you cannot flap them to cool your blood when
thesunishighinthesky.'

"And 0 the ephant spent the rest of his unhappy life halfway between the city and the herd, for he
could not become part of one and he was no longer part of the other.”

| stopped, and stared off into the distance, where asmall herd of impaawas grazing just beyond one of
our cultivated fields.

"Isthat al?" asked the girl who had first requested the story.

"Thatisal," | sad.

"It was not avery good story," she continued.

"Oh?" | asked, dapping asmall insect that was crawling up my arm. "Why not?"

"Because the ending was not happy.”

"Not al stories have happy endings,” | said.

"I do not like unhappy endings," she said.

"Neither do|," | agreed. | paused and looked at her. "How do _you _think the story should end?’
"The dephant should not trade the things that make him an eephant, since he can never become aman.”

"Very good,” | said. "Would you trade the things that make you aKikuyu, to try to be something you can
never become?”’

"Never!"

"Would any of you?" | asked my entire audience.

"No!" they cried.

"What if the eephant offered you histusks, or the hyena offered you hisfangs?'
"Never!"

| paused for just amoment before asking my next question.

"What if the Maasal offered you hisgun?’

Mogt of the children yelled "No!", but | noticed that two of the older boys did not answer. | questioned
them about it.

"A gunisnot liketusksor teeth,” said thetaler of the two boys. "It is aweapon that men use.”

"That isright," said the smaller boy, shuffling his bare feet in the dirt and raising asmal cloud of dugt. "The
Maasa isnot an animd. Heislikeus.”

"Heisnot ananima,” | agreed, "but heisnot like us. Do the Kikuyu use guns, or livein brick houses, or
wear European clothes?'



"No," sad the boysin unison.

"Then if you wereto useagun, or livein abrick house, or wear European clothes, would you be atrue
Kikuyu?'

"No," they admitted.

"But would using agun, or living in abrick house, or wearing European clothes, make you aMaasai or a
European?’

"No."

"Do you see, then, why we must rgject the tools and the gifts of outsiders? We can never becomelike
them, but we can stop being Kikuyu, and if we stop being Kikuyu without becoming something else, then
we are nothing."

"| understand, Koriba," said thetaller boy.
"Areyou sure?" | asked.

He nodded. "I am sure.”

"Why ared| your sorieslikethis?' asked agirl.
"Likewha?'

"The dl havetitleslike the Unwise Elephant, or the Jacka and the Honeybird, or the Leopard and the
Shrike, but when you explain them they are dways about the Kikuyu."

"That isbecause | am aKikuyu and you are aKikuyu," | replied with asmile. "If we were leopards, then
al my storieswould redlly be about leopards.”

| spent afew more minutes with them benesath the shade of the tree, and then | saw Ndemi approaching
through thetall grass, hisface dive with excitement.

"Wel?' | said when he had joined us.

"TheMaasal hasreturned,”" he announced.

"Did hekill any _fis_?' | asked.

" Mingi sana_," replied Ndemi. "Very many."

"Whereishe now?'

"By theriver, with some of the young men who served as his gunbearers and skinners.”

"I think | shal go vigt them,” | said, getting carefully to my feet, for my legstend to get siff when | Stin
one positon for too long. "Ndemi, you will come with me. Therest of you children are to go back to your
_shambas , and to think about the story of the Unwise Elephant.”

Ndemi's chest puffed up like one of my roosterswhen | singled him out to accompany me, and amoment
later we were walking across the sprawling savannah.

"What isthe Maasal doing a theriver?' | asked.



"He has cut down some young saplingswitha_panga ," answered Ndemi, "and he isingtructing some of
the men to build something, but | do not know what it is."

| peered through the haze of heat and dust, and saw asmdll party of men gpproaching us.

" |1_know what itis" | said softly, for dthough | had never seen asedan chair, | knew what one looked
like, and it was currently gpproaching us as four Kikuyu bore the weight of the sedan chair -- and the
Maasai -- upon their swesating shoulders.

Since they were heading in our direction, | told Ndemi to stop walking, and we stood and waited for
them.

" Jambo _, old man!" said the Maasai when we were within earshot. "I have killed seven more hyenas
thismorning.”

" Jambo _, Sambeke," | replied. "Y ou look very comfortable.”
"It could use cushions,” he said. "And the bearers do not carry it levelly. But | will make do withiit."

"Poor man,” | said, "who lacks cushions and thoughtful bearers. How did these oversights cometo

pass?’
"That isbecauseit isnot Utopiayet,” hereplied with asmile. "But it isgetting very close.”
"You will besureto tell mewhenit arrives” | sad.

"Youwill know, old man."

Then he directed his bearersto carry him to the village. Ndemi and | remained where we were, and
watched him disappear in the distance.

* * % %

That night there was afeast in the village to celebrate the daying of the eight hyenas. Koinnage himself
had daughtered an ox, and there was much _pombe , and the people were singing and dancing when |
arrived, re-enacting the stalking and killing of the animals by their new saviour.

The Maasai himself was seated on atall chair, taller even than Koinnage's throne. In one hand heheld a
gourd of _pombe , and the leather case that held hisrifle waslaid carefully across hislap. Hewas clad
now in thered robe of his people, hishair was neatly braided in histribal fashion, and hislean body
glistened with oilsthat had been rubbed onto it. Two young girls, scarcely past circumcision age, stood
behind him, hanging upon hisevery word.

"_Jambo_, old man!" he greeted me as | approached him.
"_Jambo_, Sambeke," | said.

"That isno longer my name," he said.

"Oh? And have you taken a Kikuyu name instead?"

"| have taken aname that the Kikuyu will understand,” hereplied. "It iswhat the village will cal mefrom
this day forth."

"Y ou are not leaving, now that the hunt isover?"



He shook hishead. "'l am not leaving.”
"You aremaking amistake," | said.

"Not as big amistake as you made when you chose not to be my dly," he responded. Then, after abrief
pause, he smiled and added: "Do you not wish to know my new name?'

"l suppose | should know it, if you areto remain here for any length of time," | agreed.

He leaned over and whispered the name word to me that Ngai had whispered to Gikuyu on the holy
mountain millions of yearsearlier.

"Bwana?' | repeated.

Helooked smugly a me, and smiled again.

" Now_," hesad, "itisUtopia."

Bwana spent the next few weeks making Kirinyagaa Utopia -- for Bwana

Hetook three young wivesfor himself, and he had the villagers build him alarge house by theriver, a
house with windows and corners and verandas such as the colonid Europeans might have built in Kenya
two centuries earlier.

Hewent hunting every day, collecting trophiesfor himsalf and providing the village with more mest than
they had ever had before. At nights he went to the village to eat and drink and dance, and then, armed
with hisrifle, he walked through the darkness to his own house.

Soon Koinnage was making plansto build ahouse smilar to Bwands, right in the village, and many of the
young men wanted the Maasai to procureriflesfor them. This he refused to do, explaining that there
could be only one Bwanaon Kirinyaga, and it wastheir job to serve as trackers and cooks and skinners.

He no longer wore European clothes, but aways appeared in traditiond Maasai dress, his hair
meticuloudy pleated and braided, his body bright and glistening from the dilsthat hiswives rubbed on him
eech night.

| kept my own counsal and continued my duties, caring for the Sck, bringing the rains, reading the entrails
of goats, blessing the scarecrows, dleviating curses. But | did not say another word to Bwana, nor did he
speak to me.

Ndemi spent more and more time with me, tending my goats and chickens, and even keeping my
_boma_ clean, which iswoman'swork but which he volunteered to do.

Finally one day he approached mewhile | sat in the shade, watching the cattle grazing in anearby field.
"May | speak, _mundumugu_?" he asked, squatting down next to me.
"Y ou may speak, Ndemi," | answered.

"The Maasai has taken another wife," he said. "And hekilled Karanja's dog because its barking annoyed
him." He paused. "And he cdlls everyone 'Boy', even the e ders, which seemsto meto be aterm of

disrespect.”



"l know thesethings" | said.

"Why do you not do something, then?" asked Ndemi. "Are you not al-powerful ?*
"Only Ngai isdl-powerful,” | said. "l amjust the_mundumugu ."

"Butisnot the_mundumugu_ more powerful than aMaasa?"

"Most of the peoplein the village do not seemto think so," | said.

"Ahl" hesad. "Y ou are angry with them for losing faith in you, and _that _iswhy you have not turned him
into an insect and stepped on him.”

"l am not angry,” | said. "Merely disappointed.”
"Whenwill you kill him?" asked Ndemi.

"It would do no good to kill him," | replied.
"Why not?'

"Becausethey believein his power, and if he died, they would just send for another hunter, who would
become another Bwana."

"Thenwill you do nothing?"

"I will do somethng,” | answered. "But killing Bwanais not the answer. He must be humiliated before the
people, so that they can seefor themselvesthat heisnot, after dl, a_mundumugu_ who must be listened
to and obeyed.”

"How will you do this?" asked Ndemi anxioudy.

"l do not know yet," | said. "I must sudy him further.”

"| thought you knew everything dready."

| smiled. "The_mundumugu__ does not know everything, nor does he haveto."
"OH?'

"He must merdly know more than his people.”

"But you dready know more than Koinnage and the others.”

"I must be sure | know more than the Maasai before | act,” | said. ™Y ou may know how large the
leopard is, and how strong, and how fast, and how cunning -- but until you have studied him further, and
learned how he charges, and which side he favors, and how he tests the wind, and how he sgnalsan
attack by moving histall, you are at adisadvantage if you hunt him. | am an old man, and | cannot defeat
the Maasa in hand-to-hand combat, so | must study him and discover hisweakness."

"And what if he has none?'
"Everything has aweskness."

"Even though heis stronger than you?"



"The e ephant isthe strongest beast of al, and yet ahandful of tiny antsinside histrunk can drive him mad
with pain to the point where hewill kill himself." | paused. "Y ou do not have to be stronger than your
opponent, for surely the ant is not stronger than the elephant. But the ant knows the e ephant's weakness,
and | must learnthe Maasai's.”

He place hishand to his chest.
" | _bdieveinyou, Koriba," he sad.

"l amglad,” | said, shielding my eyesasahot breeze blew a cloud of dust acrossmy hill. "For you done
will not be disappointed when | finaly confront the Maasai.”

"Will you forgive the men of the village?' he asked.

| paused before answering. "When they remember once more why we cameto Kirinyaga, | will forgive
them," | said at last.

"And if they do not remember?’

"I must make them remember,” | said. | looked out across the savannah, following its contours asit led
up the theriver and the woods. "Ngai has given the Kikuyu a second chance at Utopia, and we must not
sguander it."

"Y ou and Koinnage, and even the Maasai, keep using that word, but | do not understand it.”
"Utopia?' | asked.
He nodded. "What does it mean?"

"It means many thingsto many people,” | replied. "To the true Kikuyu, it meansto live as one with the
land, to respect the ancient laws and rituals, and to please Ngai."

"That seems ample enough.”

"It does, doesn't it?" | agreed. "And yet you cannot begin to imagine how many millions of men have died
because their definition of Utopiadiffered from their neighbor's.”

Hedared a me. "Truly?'

"Truly. Take the Maasai, for example. His Utopiaisto ride upon his sedan chair, and to shoot animas,
and to take many wives, and to live in abig house by theriver."

"It does not sound like abad thing," observed Ndemi thoughtfully.

"It isnot abad thing -- for the Maasai." | paused briefly. "But do you supposeit is Utopiafor the men
who must carry the chair, or the animasthat hekills, or the young men of the village who cannot marry,
or the Kikuyu who must build his house by the river?"

"l see," said Ndemi, hiseyeswidening. "Kirinyagamust be aUtopiafor al of us, or it cannot be aUtopia
at al." He brushed an insect from his cheek and looked at me. "Isthat correct, Koriba?'

"You learn quickly, Ndemi," | said, reaching a hand out and rubbing the hair atop his head. "Perhaps
some day you yoursdlf will becomea_mundumugu_."

"Will I learn magic then?'



"Y ou must learn many thingsto bea_mungumugu_," | said. "Magic isthe least of them.”

"But it isthe most impressive," he said. "It iswhat makes the people fear you, and fearing you, they are
willing to ligten to your wisdom.”

As| consdered hiswords, | finally began to get an inkling of how | would defeat Bwana and return my
people to the Utopian existence that we had envisioned when we accepted our charter for Kirinyaga.

"Sheep!" growled Bwana. "All sheep! No wonder the Maasai preyed on the Kikuyu in the old days.”

| had decided to enter the village at night, to further observe my enemy. He had drunk much _pombe
and findly stripped off hisred cloak and stood naked before Koinnage's_boma_, chalenging the young
men of the village to wrestle him. They stood back in the shadows, shaking like women, in awe of his
physica prowess.

"I will fight three of you at once!" he said, looking around for any volunteers. There were none, and he
threw back his head and laughed heartily.

"And you wonder why | am Bwanaand you are abunch of boys!"
Suddenly hiseyesfdl on me.

" There_isamanwhoisnot afraid of me," he announced.
"Thatistrue" | said.

"Will _you wrestleme, old man?'

| shook my head. "No, | will not."

"| guessyou are just another coward.”

"I do not fear the buffalo or the hyena, but | do not wrestlewith _them , either,” | said. "Thereisa
difference between courage and foolishness. Y ou are ayoung man; | am an old one.”

"What brings you to the village a night?' he asked. "Have you been speaking to your gods, plotting ways
tokill me?'

"Thereisonly onegod,” | replied, "and He disgpproves of killing."

He nodded, an amused smile on hisface. "Y es, it stands to reason that the god of sheep would
disgpprove of killing." Suddenly the smile vanished, and he stared contemptuoudy a me. "En-kal spits
upon your god, old man."

"You cal Him En-kal and we call him Nga," | said camly, "but it isthe same god, and the day will come
whenwe al must answer to Him. | hope you will be as bold and fearless then as you are now."

"I hope your Ngai will not tremble before_me ," he retorted, posturing before hiswives, who giggled at
hisarrogance. "Did | not go naked into the night, armed with only aspear, and day _fis_?Havel not
killed more than one hundred beasts in less than thirty days? Y our Ngai had better not test my temper.”

"Hewill test more than your temper,” | replied.



"Whét does_that _mean?'

"It meanswhatever youwish it to mean,” | said. "l am old and tired, and | wish to sit by thefire and drink
pombe."

With that | turned my back on him and walked over to Njobe, who was warming his ancient bonesby a
small firejust outsde Koinnage's_boma .

Unable to find an opponent with which to wrestle, Bwana drank more_pombe_ and findly turned to his
wives

"No onewill fight me," he said with mock misery. "And yet my fighting blood is boiling within my veins.
Set meatask -- any task -- that | may do for your pleasure.”

The three girls whispered together and giggled again, and finaly one of them stepped forward, urged by
the other two.

"We have seen Koriba place his hand in the fire without being burned,” she said. "Can you do that?"
He snorted contemptuoudy. "A magician'strick, nothing more. Set me atruetask.”
"Sethiman_easer tak," | said. "Obvioudy thefireistoo painful.”

Heturned and glared at me. "What kind of lotion did you place on your hand before putting it in thefire,
old man?' he asked in English.

| smiled a him. "That would bean _illusionist's _trick, not amagician's,”" | answered.
"Y ou think to humiliate me before my people?' he said. "Think again, old man."

Hewalked to the fire, stood between Njobe and mysdlf, and thrust hishand into it. Hisface was totdly
impassive, but | could smell the burning flesh. Findly hewithdrew it and held it up.

"Thereisno magictoit!" he shouted in Swahili.

"But you are burned, my hushand,” said the wife who had challenged him.
"Did | cry out?' he demanded. "Did | cringe from pain?"

"No, you did not."

"Can any other man place hishand in the fire without crying out?'

"No, my husband."

"Who, then, isthe greater man -- Koriba, who protects himself with magic, or |, who need no magic to
place my hand in thefire?"

"Bwang," sad hiswivesin unison.
He turned to me and grinned triumphantly.

"Y ou havelos again, old man."

* * % %



But | had not logt.

| had goneto the village to study my enemy, and | had learned much from my visit. Just asaKikuyu
cannot become aMaasal, thisMaasal could not become aKikuyu. There was an arrogance that had
been bred into him, an arrogance so greet that it had not only eevated him to his current high status, but
would proveto be hisdownfal aswell.

The next morning Koinnage himsdlf cametomy _boma .
" Jambo " | greeted him.

" Jambo _, Koriba" hereplied. "We must talk."

"About what?'

"About Bwana," said Koinnage.

"What about him?'

"He has overstepped himsdlf," said Koinnage. "Last night, after you left, he decided that he had drunk too
much _pombe _to return home, and he threw me out of my own hut -- _me , the paramount chief!" He
paused to kick at asmall lizard, that had been approaching hisfoot, and then continued. "Not only that,
but this morning he announced that he was taking my youngest wife, Kibo, for hisown!™

"Interesting,” | remarked, watching thetiny lizard asit scurried under a bush, then turned and stared at us.

"Isthat all you can say?' he demanded. "I paid twenty cows and five goatsfor her. When | told him that,
do you know what he did?"

Koinnage held up asmdll slver coin for meto see. "He gave mea_shilling_ from Kenya" He spat upon
the coin and threw it onto the dry, rocky dope beyond my _boma . "And now he saysthat whenever he
gaysinthevillage hewill deep in my hut, and that | must deep esewhere.”

"l anvery sorry,” | said. "But | warned you againgt sending for ahunter. It ishis nature to prey upon al
things: the hyena, the kudu, even the Kikuyu." | paused, enjoying his discomfort. " Perhaps you should tell
him to go away."

"Hewould not listen."
| nodded. "Thelion may deep with the goat, and he may feed upon him, but he very rardly listensto him.”

"Koriba, wewere wrong," said Koinnage, hisface amask of desperation. "Can you not rid of usthis
intruder?'

"Why?" | asked.
"I have dready told you."

| shook my head dowly. "Y ou have told mewhy _you have causeto resent him," | answered. "That is
not enough.”

"What more must | say?" asked Koinnage.



| paused and looked at him. "1t will cometo you in the fullness of time."

"Perhaps we can contact Maintenance,” suggested Koinnage. "Surely _they have the power to make
himleave"

| Sghed deeply. "Have you learned nothing?”
"I do not understand.”

"Y ou sent for the Maasai because he was stronger than _fis_. Now you want to send for Maintenance
because they are stronger than the Maasai. If one man can so change our society, what do you think will
happen when we invite many men? Already our young men talk of hunting insteed of farming, and wish to
build European houses with corners where demons can hide, and beg the Maasai to supply them with
guns. What will they want when they have seen dl the wonders that Maintenance possesses?”

"Then how are weto rid ourselves of the Maasal?'
"When the time comes, hewill leave," | sad.
"Your are certain?'

"l anthe_mundumugu_."

"When will thistime be?" asked Koinnage.

"Whenyou know _why hemust leave," | answered. "Now perhaps you should return to the village, lest
you discover that he wants your other wivesaswell."

Panic spread across Koinnage's face, and he raced back down the winding trail to the village without
another word.

* * % %

| spent the next few days gathering bark from some of the trees at the edge of the savannah, and when |
had gathered as much as | needed | added certain herbs and roots and mashed them to apulp inan old
turtle shell. | added some water, placed it in a cooking gourd, and began s mmering the concoction over
agmdl fire

When | was done | sent for Ndemi, who arrived about half an hour later.

" Jambo, Koriba" hesad.

"_Jambo,_Ndemi," | replied.

Helooked a my cooking gourd and wrinkled hisnose. "What isthat?' he asked. "It smdllsterrible.”
"Itisnot for esting,” | replied.

"I hope not," he said devoutly.

"Becareful not to touchit,” | said, walking over to the tree that grew withinmy _boma_and sitting down
inits shade. Ndemi, giving the gourd awide birth, joined me.

"You sent for me" hesaid.

"Yes | did"



"l am glad. The villageisnot agood placeto be."
lld.]?l

He nodded. "A number of the young men now follow Bwana everywhere. They take goats from the
_shambas_and cloth from the huts, and nobody dares to stop them. Kanjara tried yesterday, but the
young men hit him and made his mouth bleed while Bwanawatched and laughed.”

| nodded, for none of this surprised me.

"l think itisalmost time," | said, waving my hand to scare away somefliesthat aso sought shade beneath
the tree and were buzzing about my face.

"Almogt time for what?'

"For Bwanato leave Kirinyaga" | paused. "That iswhy | sent for you."
"The_mundumugu_ wishesmeto help him?* said Ndemi, hisyoung face shining with pride.
| nodded.

"I will do anything you say," vowed Ndemi.

"Good. Do you know who makes the oils with which Bwana annoints himsdf?"

"Old Wambu makes them."

"Y ou mugt bring me two gourdsfilled with them.”

"| thought only the Maasal annoints himsdlf,” said Ndemi.

"Just do as| say. Now, have you abow?'

"No, but my father does. He has not used it in many years, so hewill not mind if | takeit.”
"I do not want anyone to know you haveit.”

Ndemi shrugged and idly drew a pattern in the dirt with hisforefinger. "He will blame the young men who
follow Bwana"

"And hasyour father any arrowswith sharp tips?"

"No," said Ndemi. "But | can make some."

"l want you to make some this afternoon,” | said. "Ten should be enough.”

Ndemi drew an arrow in the dirt. "Like s0?" he asked.

"A little shorter,” | said.

"| can get the feathersfor the arrows from the chickensin our _boma ," he suggested.
| nodded. "That isgood.”

"Do you want me to shoot an arrow into Bwana?"

"| told you once: the Kikuyu do not kill their fellow men.”



"Then what do you want me to do with the arrows?'

"Bring them back heretomy _boma_ when you have made them,” | said. "And bring ten pieces of cloth
inwhich to wrap them.”

"And then what?'
"And then wewill dip them into the poison | have been making.”

Hefrowned. "But you do not wish meto shoot an arrow into Bwana?' He paused. "What shdl | shoot,
then?'

"I will tell you when the time comes," | said. "Now return to the village and do what | have asked you to
do."

"Yes, Koriba," hesaid, running out of my _boma_ and down the hill on his strong young legs as anumber
of guineafowl, squawking and screeching, moved resentfully out of his path.

It was less than an hour later that K oinnage once again climbed my hill, thistime accompanied by Njobe
and two other elders, al wearing their tribal robes.

"_Jambo_, Koriba," said Koinnage unhappily.
" Jambo " | replied.

"Y ou told me to come back when | understood why Bwanamust leave," said Koinnage. He spat on the
ground, and atiny spider raced away. "'l have come."

"And what have you learned?" | asked, railsing my hand to shade my eyesfrom the sun.
He lowered his eyesto the ground, uncomfortable as achild being questioned by hisfather.

"| have learned that a Utopiais addicate thing which requires protection from those who would force
their will uponit.”

"And you, Njobe?' | said. "What have you learned?’

"Our life here was very good,” he answered. "And | believed that goodnesswasits own defense” He
sghed deeply. "But itisnot.”

"IsKirinyagaworth defending?’ | asked.
"How can you, of al people, ask that?" demanded one of the other two elders.

"The Maasai can bring many machines and much money to Kirinyaga,” | said. "He seeksonly to improve
us, not destroy us."

"It would not be Kirinyagaany longer,” said Njobe. "It would be Kenyaadl over again.”

"He has corrupted everything he has touched,” said Koinnage, hisface contorted with rage and
humiliation. "My own son has become one of hisfollowers. No longer does he show respect for his
father, or for our women or our traditions. He speaks only of money and guns now, and he worships
Bwanaasif hewere Nga Himsalf." He paused. "Y ou must help us, Koriba."

"Yes," added Njobe. "We were wrong not to listen to you.”



| stared &t each of their worried facesin turn, and findly | nodded.
" will hdpyou.”

"When?'

"Soon."

" How_ soon?' perssted Koinnage, coughing as the wind blew acloud of dust past hisface. "We
cannot wait much longer."

"Within aweek the Maasal will begone,” | said.
"Within aweek?"' repested Koinnage.

"That ismy promise.” | paused. "But if we areto purify our society, hisfollowers may haveto leave with
him"

"Y ou cannot take my son from me!" said Koinnage.
"The Maasa hasaready taken him," | pointed out. "I will haveto decideif hewill be alowed to return.”
"But heisto be the paramount chief when | die.”

"That ismy price, Koinnage," | said firmly. ™Y ou must let me decide what to do with the Maasai's
followers" | placed ahand to my heart. "'l will make ajust decison.”

"I do not know," muttered Koinnage.
| shrugged. "Then live with the Maasai.”

Koinnage stared intently at the ground, asif the ants and termites could tell him what to do. Finaly he
sghed.

"It will be asyou say," he agreed unhappily.
"How will you rid us of the Maasai?' asked Njobe.

"l anthe_mundumugu_," | answered noncommittaly, for | wanted no hint of my plan to reach Bwanas
ears.

"It will take powerful magic,” said Njobe.

"Do you doubt my powers?' | asked.

Njobe would not meet my gaze. "No, but..."

"But what?'

"But heislikeagod. Hewill bedifficult to destroy.”

"We have room for only onegod,” | said, "and Hisnameis Nga."

They returned to the village, and | went back to blending my poison.

* * % %



While | waited for Ndemi to return, | took athin piece of wood and carved atiny holeinit. Then | took
along needle, stuck it lengthwise through the entire length of the wood, and withdrew it.

Findly | placed the wood to my lips and blew into the hole. | could hear no sound, but the cattlein the
pasture suddenly raised their heads, and two of my goats began racing frantically in circles. | tried my
makeshift whistle twice more, received the same reaction, and finaly put it aside.

Ndemi arrived in midafternoon, carrying the oil gourds, hisfather's ancient bow and ten carefully-crafted
arrows. He had been unable to find any metal, but he had carved very sharp points at the end of each. |
checked the bowstring, decided that it till had resilliancy, and nodded my approval.

Then, very carefully making sure not to let any of the poison come in contact with my flesh, | dipped the
head of each arrow into my solution, and wrapped them in the ten pieces of cloth Ndemi had brought.

"Itisgood,” | said. "Now we are ready.”
"What must | do, Koriba?" he asked.

"In the old dayswhen we still lived in Kenya, only Europeans were alowed to hunt, and they used to be
paid to take other Europeans on safari,” | explained. "It was important to these white hunters that their
clientskilled many animds, for if they were disappointed, they would either not return or would pay a
different white hunter to take them on their next safari.” | paused. "Because of this, the hunterswould
sometimestrain apride of lionsto come out and be killed.”

"How would they do this, Koriba?" asked Ndemi, his eyes wide with wonder.

"The white hunter would send histracker out ahead of the safari,” | said, pouring the oil into Sx smaler
gourds as | spoke. "The tracker would go into the veldt where the lionslived, and kill awildebeest or a
zebra, and dit open itsbdly, so that the odors wafted in the wind. Then he would blow awhistle. The
lionswould come, either because of the odors or because they were curious about the strange new
sound.

"The tracker would kill another zebrathe next day, and blow the whistle again, and the lions would come
agan. Thiswent on every day until the lionsknew that when they heard the whistle, therewould be a
dead animd waiting for them -- and when the tracker had finaly trained them to come at the sound of the
whistle, he would return to the safari, and lead the hunter and his clientsto the veldt where the lions
dwelt, and then blow the whistle. The lionswould run toward the sound, and the hunter's clients would
collect their trophies.”

| smiled at his ddlighted reaction, and wondered if anyone |eft on Earth knew that the Kikuyu had
anticipated Pavlov by more than a century.

Then | handed Ndemi the whistle | had carved.

"Thisisyour whigle," | said. "Y ou must not loseit."

"I will place athong around my neck and tieit to thethong,” he said. "'l will not loseit.”
"If you do," | continued, "1 will surely die aterrible death.”

"You cantrust me, _mundumugu ."

"I know | can." | picked up the arrows and handed them carefully to him. "These areyours” | said. "You
must be very careful with them. If you cut your skin on them, or press them against awound, you will



amogt certainly die, and not al of my powerswill be ableto save you.”

"l understand,” he said, taking the arrows gingerly and setting them on the ground next to his bow.
"Good," | said. "Do you know the forest that is haf amile from the house Bwana has built by theriver?!
"Yes, Koriba"

"Each day | want you to go there and day a grasseater with one of your poisoned arrows. Do not try to
kill the buffalo, because heistoo dangerous -- but you may kill any other grasseater. Onceit is deed,
pour al the il from one of these Sx gourdsontoit.”

"And then shdl | blow the whistle for the hyenas?' he asked.

"Then you will climb anearby tree, and only when you are safe in its branches are you to blow the
whigtle" | said. "They will come -- dowly thefirst day, more rgpidly the second and third, and amost
ingtantly by thefourth. Y ou will st in thetree for along time after they have eaten and gone, and then you
will climb down and return to your _boma ."

"l will do asyou ask, Koriba," hesaid. "But | do not see how thiswill make Bwanaleave Kirinyaga."

"That isbecause you arenot yet a_mundumugu _," | replied with asmile. "But | am not yet through
ingructing you."

"What dsemust | do?"

"I have onefind task to set before you,” | continued. " Just before sunrise on the seventh day, you will
leave your bomaand kill a seventh animd.”

"l only have six gourds of ail," he pointed out.

"Y ou will not need any on the seventh day. They will come smply because you whistle.” | paused to
make sure he was following my every word. "As| say, you will kill agrasseater before sunrise, but this
timeyou will not spread oil on him, and you will not blow your whistleimmediatdly. Y ou will dlimb atree
that affords you aclear view of the plains between the woods and theriver. At some point you will see
mewavemy hand _thus " -- | demongtrated avery definite rotating motion with my right hand -- "and
then you must blow thewhistle_immediatdly . Do you understand?’

"] understand.”

"Good."

"And what you have told me to do will rid Kirinyaga of Bwanaforever?' he asked.
"Wes"

"l wish | knew how," persisted Ndemi.

"Thismuch | will tdl you," | said. "Being acivilized man, hewill expect two things: thet | will confront him
on my own territory, and that -- because I, too, have been educated by the Europeans -- that | will use
the Europeans technology to defeat him."

"But you will not do what he expects?'

"No," | said. "He till does not understand that our traditions supply uswith everything we need on



Kirinyaga. | will confront him on his own battleground, and | will defeat him with the wegpons of the
Kikuyu and not the Europeans.” | paused again. "And now, Ndemi, you must go day thefirst of the
grasseaters, or it will be dark before you go home, and | do not want you walking across the savannah at
night."

He nodded, picked up hiswhistle and his weapons, and strode off toward the woods by theriver.
* * k% %
On the axth night | walked down to the village, arriving just after dark.

The dancing hadn't started yet, though most of the adults had dready gathered. Four young men,
including Koinnage's son, tried to block my way, but Bwanawas in agenerous mood, and he waved
them aside.

"Wecome, old man," he said, Sitting atop histal stoal. "It has been many dayssincel have seenyou."
"I have been busy."

"Potting my downfal?" he asked with an amused amile.

"Y our downfall was predetermined by Ngai," | replied.

"And what will cause_my__downfdl?" he continued, signaing one of hiswives-- he had five now -- to
bring him afresh gourd of _pombe .

"Thefact that you are not aKikuyu."

"What is so specia about the Kikuyu?' he demanded. "They are atribe of sheep who stole their women
from the Wakamba and their cattle and goats from the Luo. Their sacred mountain, from which this
world took its name, they stole from the Maasai, for _Kirinyaga isaMaasa word."

"Isthat true, Koriba?' asked one of the younger men.

| nodded. "Yes, itistrue. Inthelanguage of the Maasai, kiri_means_mountain_, and _nyaga means
_light_. But whileitisaMaasai word, it isthe Kikuyu's Mountain of Light, givento usby Ngai."

"Itisthe Maasai's mountain,” said Bwana. "Even its peaks are named after Maasal chieftans.”
"There has never been aMaasai on the holy mountain,” said old Njobe.

"We owned the mountain firgt, or it would bear aKikuyu name," responded Bwana.

"Then the Kikuyu must have dain the Maasal, or driven them away,” said Njobewith ady smile.

Thisremark angered Bwana, for hethrew hisgourd of _pombe _at a passing goat, hitting it on the flanks
with such power that it bowled the goat over. The anima quickly got to itsfeet and raced through the
village, blegting in terror.

"You arefoold" growled Bwana. "And if indeed the Kikuyu drove the Maasal from the mountain, then |
will now redress the balance. | now proclaim mysdlf Laibon of Kirinyaga, and declare that it isno longer
aKikuyuworld."

"What isaLaibon?' asked one of the men.



"Itisthe Maasa word for king," | said.

"How can this not be aKikuyu world, when everyone except you isaKikuyu?' Njobe demanded of
Bwana.

Bwana pointed at hisfive young henchmen. "I hereby declare these mento be Maasal."
"Y ou cannot make them Maasal just by cdling them Maasai "

Bwanagrinned asthe flickering firelight cast strange patterns on hisdeek, shining body. "I can do
anything | want. | anthe Laibon.”

"Perhaps K oriba has something to say about that,” said Koinnage, for he knew that the week was almost
up.

Bwanagtared at me belligerently. "Well, old man, do you dispute my right to be king?"
"No," | said. "l do not."

"Koribal" exclamed Koinnage.

"Y ou cannot mean that!" said Njobo.

"Wemust beredidtic,” | sad. "Ishe not our mightest hunter?"

Bwanasnorted. "l amyour _only _hunter.”

| turned to Koinnage. "Who e se but Bwana could walk naked into the veldt, armed only with a spear,
andday fis 7

Bwananodded hishead. "That istrue.”

"Of course," | continued, "'none of us saw him do it, but | am sure he would not lieto us.”
"Doyoudisputethat | killed fis_ with aspear?' demanded Bwana heatedly.

"I do not disputeit,” | said earnestly. "I have no doubt that you could do it again whenever you wished.”
"That it true, old man," he said, somewhat assuaged.

"Infact,” | continued, "perhaps we should celebrate your becoming Laibon with another such hunt -- but
thistime in the daylight, so that your subjects may see for themselves the prowess and courage of their

king."

Hetook another gourd from hisyoungest wife and stared a me intently. "Why are you saying this, old
man?What do you redly want?'

"Only what | have said,” | replied, spitting on my handsto show my sincerity.
He shook hishead. "No," he said. "Y ou are up to some mischief.”

| shrugged. "Well, if you would rather not..."

"Perhaps heisafraid to," said Njobe.

"| fear nothing!" snapped Bwana.



"Certainly hedoesnot fear _fis_," | said. "That much should be evident by now."
"Right,” said Bwana, till staring at me.
"Thenif hedoesnot fear fis_, what _does he fear about ahunt?' asked Njobe.

"He does not wish to hunt because | suggestediit,” | replied. "He still does not trust me, and that is
understandable.”

"Why isthat understandable?’ demanded Bwana. "Do you think | fear your mumbo-jumbo like the other
sheep do?'

"l have not said that," | answered.

"Y ou have no magic, old man," he said, getting to hisfeet. "Y ou have only tricks and threats, and these
mean nothing to aMaasal.” He paused, and then raised his voice so that everyone could hear him. "1 will
gpend the night in Koinnage's hut, and then | will hunt _fis__ tomorrow morning, in the old way, so that all
my subjects can seethe their Laibon in combat.”

"Tomorrow morning?" | repested.
Heglared a me, hisMaasal arrogance chisdled in every feature of hislean, handsome face.
"Atsunrise”

* * % %

| awoke early the next morning, as usud, but thistime, instead of building afire and sitting next to it until
the chill had vanished from my aged bones, | donned my _kikoi_and walked immediately to the village.
All of the men were gathered around Koinnage's_boma , waiting for Bwanato emerge.

Findly he came out of hishut, his body annointed beneath hisred cloak. He seemed clear-eyed despite
thevast quantitiesof _pombe _he had imbibed the previous night, and in hisright hand he clutched the
same spear he had used during his very first hunt on Kirinyaga

Contemptuous of usal, helooked neither right nor Ieft, but began walking through the village and out
onto the savannah toward the river. We fell into step behind him, and our little procession continued until
we were perhaps amile from his house. Then he stopped and held ahand up.

"Y ou will come no farther,” he announced, "or your numberswill frighten _fis_away."

Helet hisred cloak fdl to the ground and stood, naked and glistening, in the morning sunlight.
"Now watch, my sheep, and see how atrue king hunts.”

He hefted his spear once, to get thefed of it, and then he strode off into the waist-high grass.
Koinnage sidied up to me. ™Y ou promised that he would leave today," he whispered.

"Sol did."

"Heisdill here"

"The day isnot yet over."

"You're_sure_hewill leave?' perssted Koinnage.



"Have | ever lied to my people?' | responded.
"No," he said, stepping back. "No, you have not.”

Wefdl slent again, looking out acrossthe plains. For along time we could see nothing at dl. Then
Bwana emerged from a clump of bushes and waked boldly toward a spot about fifty yards ahead of him.

And then thewind shifted and suddenly the air was pierced by the ear-plitting laughter of hyenas asthey
caught scent of his oiled body. We could see grass swaying as the pack made their way toward Bwana,
yelping and cackling as they approached.

For amoment he stood his ground, for he wastruly abrave man, but then, when he saw their number
and redlized that he could kill no more than one of them, he hurled his spear at the nearest hyenaand
raced to anearby acaciatree, clambering up it just before the first six hyenas reached its base.

Within another minute there were fifteen full-grown hyenas circling the tree, snarling and laughing a him,
and Bwana had no choice but to remain where he was.

"How disgppointing,” | said & last. "I believed him when he said he was amighty hunter.”
"Heismightier than you, old man,” said Koinnage's son.

"Nonsense," | said. "Those are just hyenas around histree, not demons.” | turned to Koinnage's son and
his companions. "'l thought you were hisfriends. Why do you not go to help him?"

They shifted uneasily, and then Koinnage's son spoke: "We are unarmed, asyou can see.”
"What difference does that make?' | said. "Y ou are dmost Maasai, and they are just hyenas."
"If they are so harmless, why don't _you make them go away?' demanded K oinnage's son.
"Thisisnot my hunt,” | replied.

"Y ou cannot make them go away, so do not chide us for standing here.”

"l can makethem go away," | said. "Am | not the_mundumugu_?"

"Then do s0!" he chdlenged me.

| turned to the men of thevillage. "The son of Koinnage has put a challenge to me. Do you wish meto
savethe Maasa ?'

"No!" they said dmost asone.

| turned to the young man. "There you haveit.”

"You arelucky, old man," he said, a sullen expression on hisface. "Y ou could not have doneit.”
" You_aethelucky ong" | sad.

"Why?" he demanded.

"Because you called me old man, rather than _mundumugu_or _m'zee , and | have not punished you." |
gtared unblinking at him. "But know that should you ever cal me old man again, | will turn you into the
smallest of rodents and leave you in thefidd for the jacka s to feed upon.”



| uttered my statement with such conviction that he suddenly seemed less sure of himself.
"You are bluffing, _mundumugu_," hesaid at lagt. "'Y ou have no magic.”

"You areafoolish young man,” | said, "for you have seen my magic work in the past, and you know it
will work againin thefuture.

"Then make the hyenas disperse,” he said.

"I I do so, will you and your companions swear fedty to me, and respect the laws and traditions of the
Kikuyu?'

He considered my proposition for along moment, then nodded.

"And therest of you?' | asked, turning to his companions.

There were mumbled assents.

"Very wdl," | said. "Y our fathers and the village elders will bear witnessto your agreement.”

| began walking across the plain toward the tree where Bwana sat, glaring down at the hyenas. When |
got within perhaps three hundred yards of them they noticed me and began approaching, constantly
testing the wind and growling hungrily.

"Inthe nameof Ngal," | intoned, "the_mundumugu_ orders you to begone!”
Asl finished the sentence, | waved my right arm at them in just theway | had demonstrated to Ndemi.

| heard no whigtle, for it was above the range of human hearing, but instantly the entire pack turned and
raced off toward the woods.

| watched them for amoment, then turned back to my people.
"Now go back to thevillage," | said sternly. "1 will tend to Bwana."

They retreated without aword, and | approached the tree from which Bwana had watched the entire
pageant. He had climbed down and was waiting for mewhen | arrived.

"I have saved you with my magic,” | said, "but now it istime for you to leave Kirinyaga."
"It wasatrick!" he exclamed. "It was not magic.”

"Trick or magic,” | said, "what difference does it make? It will happen again, and next time | will not save
you."

"Why should | believe you?" he demanded sullenly.

"l have no reasontolieto you,” | said. "The next time you go hunting they will attack you again, so many
_fid__that even your European gun cannot kill them dl, and | will not be hereto save you.” | paused.
"Leave while you can, Maasai. They will not be back for half an hour. Y ou have to timewalk to Haven
by then, and | will use my computer to tell Maintenance that you are waiting to be taken back to Earth.”

Helooked degp into my eyes. "You aretdling the truth,” he said at last.

"l am."



"How did you do it, old man?' he asked. "I deserveto know that much beforel leave.”
| paused for along moment before answering him.
"l anthe_mundumugu_," | replied at last, and, turning my back on him, | returned to the village.

* k% k% %

Wetore his house down that afternoon, and in the evening | cdled down the rains, which purified
Kirinyagaof thelast taint of the corruption that had been in our midst.

The next morning | walked down the long, winding path to the village to bless the scarecrows, and the
moment | arrived | was surrounded by the children, who asked for astory.

"All right," | said, gathering them in the shade of an acaciatree. "Today | shdl tell you the Sory of the
Arrogant Hunter."

"Hasit ahappy ending?' asked one of the girls.

| looked around the village and saw my people contentedly going about their daily chores, then stared out
acrossthetranquil green plains.

"Yes" | sad. "Thistimeit has"



