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THERE WAS atime when animals could spesk.

Lions and zebras, e ephants and leopards, birds and men al shared the earth. They labored sSide by side,
they met and spoke of many things, they exchanged vistsand gifts.

Then oneday Ngai, who rules the universe from His throne atop Kirinyaga, which men now cal Mount
Kenya, summoned al of His creationsto meet with Him.

"l have done everything | can to make life good for all My creatures,” said Ngai. The assembled animas
and men began to sing His praises, but Ngai held up His hand, and they immediately stopped.

"I have made lifetoo good for you," He continued. "None among you has died for the past year.”
"What iswrong with that?' asked the zebra.

"Just asyou are congtrained by your natures,” said Ngal, "just as the € ephant cannot fly and theimpaa
cannot climb trees, so | cannot be dishonest. Since no one has died, | cannot feel compassion for you,
and without compassion, | cannot water the savannah and the forest with my tears. And without water,
the grasses and the trees will shrivel and die.”

There was much moaning and wailing from the cregtures, but again Ngai sllenced them.
"l will tell you agtory,” Hesaid, "and you must learn fromiit.

"Once there were two colonies of ants. One colony was very wise, and one colony was very foolish, and
they lived next to each other. One day they received word that an aardvark, a creature that eats ants,
was coming to their land. The foolish colony went about their business, hoping that the aardvark would
ignore them and attack their neighbors. But the wise colony built amound that could withstand even the
efforts of an aardvark, and they gathered sugar and honey, and stockpiled it in the mound.



"When the aardvark reached the kingdom of the ants, heimmediately attacked the wise ants, but the
mound withstood his greatest efforts, and the ants within survived by eeting their sugar and honey. Finaly,
after many fruitless days, the aardvark wandered over to the kingdom of the foolish ants, and dined well
that evening.”

Ngai fdl slent, and none of His creatures dared ask Him to speak further. Instead, they returned to their
homes and discussed His story, and made their preparations for the coming drought.

A year passed, and finally the men decided to sacrifice an innocent goat, and that very day Ngai'stears
fell upon the parched and barren land. The next morning Ngai again summoned His creaturesto the holy
mountain.

"How have you fared during the past year?' He asked each of them.

"Very badly,"” moaned the e ephant, who was very thin and weak. "We did as you instructed us, and built
amound, and gathered sugar and honey -- but we grew hot and uncomfortable within the mound, and
thereis not enough sugar and honey in dl the world to feed afamily of € ephants.”

"We have fared even worse," wailed the lion, who was even thinner, "for lions cannot eat sugar and
honey at dl, but must have mest.”

And 0 it went, as each animal poured out its misery. Finally Ngai turned to the man and ask him the
same question.

"We have fared very well," replied the man. "We built acontainer for water, and filled it before the
drought came, and we stockpiled enough grain to last usto thisday."

"l am very proud of you," said Ngai. "Of al my creatures, only you understood my story.”

"Itisnot fair™ protested the other animals. "We built mounds and saved sugar and honey, asyou told us
to!"

"What | told you was aparable," said Ngai, "and you have mistaken the facts of it for the truth that lay
beneath. | gave you the power to think, but since you have not used it, | hereby takeit awvay. And asa
further punishment, you will no longer have the ability to spesk, for creaturesthat do not think have
nothing to say."

And from that day forth, only man, among all Ngai's cregtions, has had the power to think and speak, for
only man can pierce through the factsto find the truth.

* * k% %
Y ou think you know a person when you have worked with him and trained him and guided histhinking

snce hewasasmall boy. Y ou think you can foresee his reactions to various Situations. Y ou think you
know how hismind works.

And if the person in question has been chosen by you, sdected from the mass of his companions and
groomed for something special, as young Ndemi was selected and groomed by me to be my successor
as the mundumugu -- the witch doctor -- to our terraformed world of Kirinyaga, the one thing you think
abovedl dseisthat you possess hisloydty and hisgratitude.

But even amundumugu can bewrong.

| do not know exactly when or how it began. | had chosen Ndemi to be my assistant when hewas Hill a



kehee -- an uncircumcized child -- and | had worked diligently with him to prepare him for the position
he would one day inherit from me. | chose him not for his boldness, though he feared nothing, nor for his
enthusiasm, which was boundless, but rather for hisintellect, for with the exception of one small girl, long
since dead, he was by far the brightest of the children on Kirinyaga. And since we had emigrated to this
world to create aKikuyu paradise, far from the corrupt imitation of Europe that Kenya had become, it
was imperdtive that the mundumugu be the wisest of men, for the mundumugu not only reads omens and
casts spdlls, but isaso the repository for the collected wisdom and culture of histribe.

Day by day | added to Ndemi's limited storehouse of knowledge. | taught him how to make medicine
from the bark and pods of the acaciatree, | showed him how to cregate the ointments that would esse the
discomfort of the aged when the weather turned cold and wet, | made him memorize the hundred spells
that were used to bless the scarecrowsin thefield. | told him athousand parables, for the Kikuyu have a
parable for every need and every occasion, and the wise mundumugu is the one who finds the right
parablefor each Stuation.

Andfindly, after he had served mefaithfully for Sx long years, coming up my hill every morning, feeding
my chickensand goets, lighting the firein my boma, and filling my empty water gourds before hisdaily
lessons began. | took him into my hut and showed him how my computer worked.

There are only four computerson al of Kirinyaga. The others belong to Koinnage, the paramount chief
of our village, and to two chiefs of distant clans, but their computers can do nothing but send and receive
messages. Only mineistied into the data banks of the Eutopian Council, the ruling body that had given
Kirinyagaits charter, for only the mundumugu has the strength and the vision to be exposed to European
culture without becoming corrupted by it.

One of the primary purposes of my computer wasto plot the orbital adjustmentsthat would bring
seasona changesto Kirinyaga, so that the rainswould come on schedule and the crops would flourish
and the harvest would be successful. It was perhaps the mundumugu's most important obligation to his
people, snceit assured their surviva. | spent many long days teaching Ndemi al the many intracacies of
the computer, until he knew itsworkings aswell as| mysdf did, and could spesk to it with perfect ease.

Themorning that | first noticed the change in him began like any other. | awoke, wrapped my blanket
around my withered shoulders, and walked painfully out of my hut to st by my fire until the warming rays
of the sun took the chill from the air. And, as dways, there was nofire.

Ndemi came up the path to my hill afew minutes|ater.
"Jambo, Koriba," he sad, greeting mewith hisusud amile.

"Jambo, Ndemi," | said. "How many times have | explained to you that | am an old man, and that | must
gt by my fire until the air becomeswarmer?'

"l am sorry, Koriba," he said. "But as| wasleaving my father's shamba, | saw a hyena stalking one of our
goats, and | had to driveit off." He held his spear up, asif that were proof of his statement.

| could not help but admire hisingenuity. It was perhaps the thousandth time he had been late, and never
hed he given the same excuse twice. Still, the Situation was becoming intolerable, and when hefinished his
chores and the fire had warmed my bones and eased my pain, | told him to it down opposite me.

"What is our lesson for today?" he asked as he squatted down.

"Thelesson will comelater,” | said, findly letting my blanket fal from my shoulders asthe first warm
breeze of the day blew afine cloud of dust past my face. "Buit first | will tell you astory.”



He nodded, and stared intently at me as | began speaking.

"Oncethere was aKikuyu chief,” | said. "He had many admirable qualities. He was amighty warrior, and
in council hiswords carried great weight. But dong with his many good qualities, he dso had aflaw.

"One day he saw amaidentilling thefieldsin her father's shamba, and he was smitten with her. He meant
to tell her of hislovethe very next day, but as he set out to see her, hisway was blocked by an elephant,
and he retreated and waited until the e ephant had passed. When he finally arrived at the maiden's boma,
he discovered that ayoung warrior was paying her court. Nevertheless, she smiled at him when their eyes
met, and, undiscouraged, he made up hismind to visit her the following day. Thistime adeadly snake
blocked hisway, and once again, when he arrived he found the maiden being courted by hisriva. Once
more she gave him an encouraging smile, and so he decided to come back athird time.

"On themorning of thethird day, helay on hisblanket in hishut, and thought about al the many things he
wanted to tell her to impress her with hisardor. By the time he had decided upon the best approach to
win her favor, the sun was setting. Heran dl the way from hisbomato that of the maiden, only to find
that hisrival had just paid her father five cattle and thirty goats for her hand in marriage.

"He managed to get the maiden done for amoment, and poured forth hislitany of love.

"'l loveyou too,' she answered, 'but although | waited for you each day, and hoped that you would
come, you were awayslate.

"' have excusesto offer,' he said. 'On thefirst day | encountered an e ephant, and on the second day a
killer snake wasin my path.' He did not daretell her the real reason he was late athird time, so he said,
'And today aleopard confronted me, and | had to kill it with my spear before | could continue on my

way.
"'l am sorry,’ said the maiden, 'but | am till promised to another.’
"'Do you not believe me? he demanded.

"It makes no difference whether you are telling the truth or not,’ she replied. 'For whether the lion and the
snake and the leopard are redl or whether they are lies, the result isthe same: you have lost your heart's
desire because you were late.™

| stopped and stared at Ndemi. "Do you understand the moral of my story?* | asked.

He nodded. "It does not matter to you whether a hyenawas stalking my father's goat or not. All that
mattersisthat | waslate."

"That iscorrect,” | said.

Thisiswhere such things had dways ended, and then we would begin hislessons. But not this day.
"Itisafoolish story," he said, looking out across the vast savannah.

"Oh?" | asked. "Why?"'

"Becauseit beginswith alie

"What lie?"

"The Kikuyu had no chiefs until the British created them," he answered.



"Who told you that?" | asked.
"I learned it from the box that glowswith life," he said, finally meeting my gaze.
"My computer?"

He nodded again. "I have had many long discussions about the Kikuyu with it, and | have learned many
things." He paused. "Wedid not even livein villages until thetime of the Mau Mau, and then the British
made us live together so that we could be more easily watched. And it was the British who created our
tribal chiefs, so that they could rule us through them.”

"That istrue," | acknowledged. "But it is unimportant to my story."

"But your story was untrue with itsfirst ling," he said, "so why should the rest of it be true? Why did you
not just say, 'Ndemi, if you arelate again, | will not care whether your reason istrue or false. | will punish
you."

"Becauseit isimportant for you to understand why you must not be late."

"But the story isalie. Everyone knows that it takes more than three days to court and purchase awife.
Soit began with alieand it ended with alie.”

"Y ou arelooking at the surface of things," | said, watching asmal insect crawl over my foot and finaly
flicking it off. "Thetruth lies beneath."

"Thetruth isthat you do not want meto be late. What has that to do with the elephant and the leopard,
which were extinct before we cameto Kirinyaga?'

"Listen to me, Ndemi," | said. "When you become the mundumugu, you will have to impart certain
values, certain lessons, to your people -- and you must do so in away that they understand. Thisis
especidly true of the children, who are the clay that you will mold into the next generation of Kikuyu."

Ndemi was slent for along moment. "I think you arewrong, Koriba," he said at last. "Not only will the
people understand you if you spesk plainly to them, but storieslike the one you just told me arefilled
with lieswhich they will think are true Smply because they come from the mundumugu'slips.”

"No!" | said sharply. "We cameto Kirinyagato live as the Kikuyu lived before the Europeanstried to
change usinto that characterlesstribe known as Kenyans. There is a poetry to my stories, atradition to
them. They reach out to our raciad memory, of the way things were, and the way we hope to make them
again." | paused to consider which path to follow, for never before had Ndemi so bluntly opposed my
teachings. Y ou yoursdlf used to beg mefor stories, and of dl the children you were the quickest to find
the true meaning of them.”

"l was younger then,” he said.
"YouwereaKikuyuthen," | said.
"l am dill aKikuyu."

"Y ou are aKikuyu who has been exposed to European knowledge and European history,” | said. "This
isunavoidable, if you are to succeed me as the mundumugu, for we hold our charter a the whim of the
Europeans, and you must be able to speak to them and work their machine. But your greatest challenge,
asaKikuyu and amundumugu, isto avoid becoming corrupted by them.”



"l do not fed corrupted,” he said. "I have learned many things from the computer.”

"Soyou have" | agreed, asafish eaglecircled lazily overhead and the breeze brought the smell of a
nearby herd of wildebeest. "And you have forgotten many things.”

"What have | forgotten?' he demanded, watching the fish eagle swoop down and grab afish from the
river. Y ou may test me and see how good my memory is."

"Y ou have forgotten that the true vaue of agtory isthat the listener must bring something toit,” | said. "l
could smply order you not to be late, as you suggest -- but the purpose of the story isto make you use
your brain to understand why you should not be late.” | paused. ™Y ou are also forgetting that the reason
we do not try to become like the Europeans is because we tried once before, and became only
Kenyans."

Hewasslent for along time. Findly helooked up a me.

"May we skip today's lesson?" he asked. ™Y ou have given me much to think about.”

| nodded my acquiesence. "Come back tomorrow, and we will discuss your thoughts.”
He stood up and waked down the long winding path that led from my hill to the village.

But though | waited for him until the sun was high in the sky the next day, he did not come back.

* k% k% %

Just asit isgood for fledgling birdsto test their wings, it isgood for young people to test their powers by
questioning authority. | bore Ndemi no malice, but smply waited until the day that he returned, somewhat
humbled, to resume his studies.

But the fact that | now had no assistant did not absolve me of my duties, and so each day | walked down
to the village, and blessed the scarecrows, and took my place alongside Koinnage in the Council of
Elders. | brought new ointment for old Siboki'sjoints, which were causing him discomfort, and |
sacrificed agoat so that Ngai would ook with favor upon the pending marriage of Marutawith aman of
another clan.

Asaways, when | made my rounds, | wasfollowed everywhere by the village children, who begged me
to stop what | was doing and tell them a story. For two days | was too busy, for amundumugu has many
tasks to perform, but on the morning of the third day | had some time to spare, and | gathered them
around mein the shade of an acaciatree.

"What kind of story would you liketo hear?" | asked.
"Tdl usof theold days, when we dill lived in Kenya," said agirl.

| smiled. They aways asked for stories of Kenya -- not that they knew where Kenyawas, or what it
meant to the Kikuyu. But when we lived in Kenyathe lion and the rhinoceros and the el ephant were not
yet extinct, and they loved toriesin which animals spoke and displayed greater wisdom than men, a
wisdom that they themselves assmilated as| repeated the stories.

"Very wdl," | sad. "l will tell you the story of the Foolish Lion."

They dl sat or squatted down in asemi-circle, facing me with rapt attention, and | continued: "Oncethere
was afoolish lion who lived on the dopes of Kirinyaga, the holy mountain, and because hewas afoolish



lion, hedid not believethat Ngai had given the mountain to Gikuyu, the very first man. Then one
morning..."

"That iswrong, Koriba," said one of the boys.
| focused my weak eyes on him, and saw that it was Mdutu, the son of Karenja.

"Y ou have interrupted your mundumugu,” | noted harshly. "And, even worse, you have contradicted him.
Why?'

"Ngal did not give Kirinyagato Gikuyu," said Mdutu, getting to hisfeet.
"Hemogt certainly did,” | replied. "Kirinyagabelongsto the Kikuyu."

"That cannot be s0," he perssted, "for Kirinyagais not a Kikuyu name, but aMaasa name. Kiri means
mountain in the language of Mag, and nyaga meanslight. Isit not morelikely that Nga gave the mountain
to the Maasai, and that our warriorstook it away from them?”

"How do you know what these words mean in the language of the Maasai?' | demanded. "That language
isnot known to anyone on Kirinyaga."

"Ndemi told us," said Mdutu.

"Well, Ndemi iswrong!" | shouted. "The truth has been passed on from Gikuyu through hisnine
daughters and his nine sons-in-law al the way down to me, and never hasit varied. The Kikuyu are
Ngai's chosen people. Just as He gave the spear and Kilimanjaro to the Maasai, He gave the
digging-stick and Kirinyagato us. Kirinyaga has dways belonged to the Kikuyu, and it dwayswill!"

"No, Koriba, you arewrong,” said a soft, high-pitched voice, and | turned to face my new assailant. It
wastiny Thimi, the daughter of Njomu, barely seven years old, who roseto contradict me.

"Ndemi told usthat many years ago the Kikuyu sold Kirinyaga to a European named John Boyesfor six
goats, and it was the British government that made him return it to us.”

"Who do you believe?' | demanded severdly. "A young boy who haslived for only fifteen long rains, or
your mundumugu’?'

"l do not know," she answered with no sign of fear. "Hetells us dates and places, and you speak of wise
elephants and foolish lions. It isvery hard to decide.”

"Then perhaps ingtead of the story of the Foolish Lion," | said, "I will tell you the story of the Arrogant
Boy."

"No, no, the lion!" shouted some of the children.

"Bequiet!" | sngpped. "Y ou will hear what | want to tell you!"
Their protests subsided, and Thimi sat down again.

"Once there was abright young boy," | began.

"Was his name Ndemi?" asked Mdutu with asmile.

"Hisnamewas Legion," | answered. "Do not interrupt again, or | shdl leave and there will be no more
goriesuntil the next rains”



The amile vanished from Mdutu's face, and he lowered his head.

"Asl said, thiswas avery bright boy, and he worked on hisfather's shamba, herding the goats and
cattle. And because he was a bright young boy, he was always thinking, and one day he thought of away
to make his chores easier. So he went to hisfather and said that he had had adream, and in thisdream
they had built awire enclosure with sharp barbs on the wire, to keep the cattle in and the hyenas out, and
he was sure that if he were to build such an enclosure, he would no longer have to herd the cattle but
would be free to do other things.

"'l am glad to seethat you are using your brain,’ said the boy's father, 'but that idea has been tried before,
by the Europeans. If you wish to free yoursdlf from your duties, you must think of some other way.'

"'But why? said the boy. 'Just because the Europeans thought of it does not makeit bad. After dl, it must
work for them or they would not useit.’

"That istrue,’ said hisfather. 'But what works for the Europeans does not necessarily work for the
Kikuyu. Now do your chores, and keep thinking, and if you think hard enough | am sure you will come
up with a better idea.’

"But aong with being bright, the boy was dso arrogant, and he refused to listen to hisfather, even though
his father was older and wiser and more experienced. So he spent dl his spare time attaching sharp little
barbs to the wire, and when he was done he built an enclosure and put hisfather's cattle into it, sure that
they could not get out and the hyenas could not find away in. And when the enclosure was compl eted,
he went to deep for the night.”

| paused and surveyed my audience. Most of them were staring raptly a me, trying to figure out what
came next.

"He awoke to screams of anger from hisfather and wails of anguish from his mother and ssters, and ran
out to see what had happened. He found al of hisfather's cattle dead. During the night the hyenas, whose
jaws can crush abone, had bitten through the posts to which the wire was attached, and the cattle, in
their panic, ran into the wire and were held motionless by the barbs while the hyenaskilled and ate them.

"The arrogant boy looked upon the carnage with puzzlement. 'How can this have happened? he said.
"The Europeans have used thiswire, and it never happened to them.’

""There are no hyenasin Europe,' said hisfather. 'l told you that we are different from the Europeans, and
that what works for them will not work for us, but you refused to listen, and now we must live our livesin
poverty, for inasingle night your arrogance cost me the cattle that it has taken me alifetimeto
accumulate™

| fell slent and waited for aresponse.

"Isthat al?" asked Mdutu at last.

"Thatisdl."

"What did it mean?' asked another of the boys.

"Youtdl me" | said.

Nobody answered for afew moments. Then Balimi, Thimi's older sster, stood up.

"It meansthat only Europeans can use wire with barbsoniit.”



"No," | sad. "Youmust not only listen, child, but think."

"It meansthat what works for the Europeanswill not work for the Kikuyu," said Mdutu, "and that it is
arogant to believe that it will."

"That iscorrect," | sad.

"That isnot correct,” said afamiliar voice from behind me, and | turned to see Ndemi standing there. "All
it meansisthat the boy wastoo foolish to cover the posts with the wire.”

The children looked a him, and began nodding their heads in agreement.

"No!" | sad firmly. "It meansthat we must rgject al things European, including their idess, for they were
not meant for the Kikuyu."

"But why, Koriba?" asked Mdutu. "What iswrong with what Ndemi says?"

"Ndemi tellsyou only thefacts of things" | said. "But because he, too, is an arrogant boy, hefailsto see
thetruth.”

"What truth does he fail to see?' persasted Mdutu.

"That if the wire enclosure were to work, then the next day the arrogant boy would borrow another idea
from the Europeans, and yet another, until he had no Kikuyu idess | &ft, and he had turned his shambainto
aEuropean fam."

"Europeisan exporter of food,” said Ndemi. "Kenyaisan importer.”
"What doesthat mean?" asked Thimi.

"It meansthat Ndemi has alittle knowledge, and does not yet know that that is a dangerousthing,” |
answered.

"It means,” responded Ndemi, "that European farms produce more than enough to feed their tribes, and
Kenyan farms do not produce enough. And if that isthe case, it means that some European ideas may be
good for the Kikuyu."

"Perhaps you should wear shoes like the Europeans,” | said angrily, "since you have decided to become
one"

He shook hishead. "I am aKikuyu, not a European. But | do not wish to be an ignorant Kikuyu. How
can we remain true to what we were, when your fables hide what we were from us?'

"No," | sad. "They reved it"

"I am sorry, Koriba," said Ndemi, "for you are agreat mundumugu and | respect you above al men, but
in thismatter you arewrong." He paused and stared at me. "Why did you never tdll usthat the only time
inour history the Kikuyu were united under the leadership of asingle king, the king was awhite man
named John Boyes?"'

The children gasped in amazement.

"If we do not know how it happened,” continued Ndemi, ""how can we prevent it from happening again?
You tdl us sories of our warsthe Maasai, and they are wonderful tales of courage and victory -- but
according to the computer, we lost every war we ever fought against them. Shouldn't we know that, so if



the Maasal ever cometo Kirinyaga, we are not deluded into fighting them because of the fables we have
heard?"

"Koriba, isthat true?' asked Mdutu. "Was our only king a European?’
"Did we never defeat the Maasal?' asked another of the children.
"Leave usfor amoment,” | said, "and then | will answer you."

The children reluctantly got up and walked away until they were out of earshot, then stood and stared at
Ndemi and mysdif.

"Why have you donethis?' | said to Ndemi. "Y ou will destroy their pridein being Kikuyu! "
"I am not less proud for knowing the truth,” said Ndemi. "Why should they be?"

"The ories| tell them are designed to make them distrust European ways, and to make them happy they
areKikuyu," | explained, trying to control my temper. ™Y ou will undermine the confidence they must have
if Kirinyagaisto remain our Utopia."

"Most of us have never even seen a European,” answered Ndemi. "When | was younger, | used to
dream about them, and in my dreamsthey had clawslike alion and shook the earth like an € ephant
when they walked. How does that prepare us for the day that we actualy meet with them?”

"Y ou will never meet them on Kirinyaga," | said. "And the purpose of my storiesisto keep uson
Kirinyaga" | paused. "Once before we had never seen Europeans, and we were so taken by their
machines and their medicines and their religions that we tried to become Europeans oursdves, and
succeeded only in becoming something other than Kikuyu. That must never happen again.”

"But isnt it lesslikely to happen if you tell the children the truth?" persisted Ndemi.

"l dotell them thetruth!" | said. "It isyou who are confusing them with facts -- facts that you got from
European historians and a European computer.”

"Arethefactswrong?'

"That isnot theissue, Ndemi," | said. "These are children. They must learn as children do -- asyou
yoursdf did."

"And after their circumcision rituas, when they become adults, will you tell them the factsthen?

That sentence was as close to rebellion as he had ever come -- indeed, as anyone on Kirinyaga had ever
come. Never had | been more fond of ayoung man than | was of Ndemi -- not even of my own son,
who had chosen to remain in Kenya. Ndemi was bright, he was bold, and it was hardly unusua for one
of hisageto question authority. Therefore, | decided to make another attempt to reason to him, rather
than risk apermanent rift in our relaionship.

"You are il the brightest young man on Kirinyaga," | said truthfully, "so | will poseyou aquestion, and |
will expect an honest answer. Y ou seek after history, and | seek after truth. Which do you supposeisthe
more important?"

Hefrowned. "They arethe same," he answered. "Higtory istruth.”

"No," | replied. "History isacompilation of facts and events, which is subject to constant reinterpretation.
It beginswith truth, and evolvesinto fable. My stories begin with fable and evolveinto truth.”



"If you areright,” he said thoughtfully, "then your tories are more important than history.”
"Very wel, then,” | said, hoping that the matter was closed.

"But," he added, "I am not surethat you areright. | will have to think more about it."
"Dothat,” | said. "You arean intdligent boy. Y ou will cometo theright conclusion.”

Ndemi turned and began walking off in the direction of hisfamily's shamba. The children rushed back as
soon as he was out of sight, and once more squatted in atight semi-circle.

"Have you an answer to my question, Koriba?' asked Mdutu.
"I cannot recal your question,” | said.

"Was our only king awhite man?'

"Wes"

"How could that be?'

| consdered my response for along moment.

"I will answer that by telling you the story of thelittle Kikuyu girl who became, very briefly, the queen of
al the dephants,” | said.

"What has that to do with the white man who became our king?' persisted Mdutu.

"Ligten carefully,” | ingtructed him, "for when | am done, | shal ask you many questions about my story,
and before we are through, you will have the answer to your own question.”

He leaned forward attentively, and | began reciting my fable.

* * % %

| returned to my bomato take the noon meal. After | had finished it, | decided to take anap during the
heet of the day, for | am an old man and it had been along, wearing morning. | let my goats and chickens
loose on my hillside, secure in the knowledge that no one would take them away since they each carried
the mundumugu's mark. | had just spread my deeping blanket out benegath the branches of my acaciatree
when | saw two figures at the foot of my hill.

At first | thought they were two village boys, looking for cattle that had strayed from their pastures, but
when the figures began walking up the dopes of my hill | wasfindly ableto focus my eyeson them. The
larger figure was Shima, Ndemi's mother, and the smaller was agoat that sheled by arope that she had
tied around its neck.

Finally she reached my boma, somewhat out of bresth, for the goat was unused to the rope and
constantly pulled againgt it, and opened the gate.

"Jambo, Shima," | said, as she entered the boma. "Why have you brought your goat to my hill? 'Y ou
know that only my own goats may graze here."

"Itisagift for you, Koriba," shereplied.

"For me?"' | said. "But | have done you no servicein exchangefor it."



"Y ou can, though. Y ou can take Ndemi back. Heisagood boy, Koriba."
"Bljt _— n

"Hewill never be late again," she promised. "He truly did save our goat from a hyena. Hewould never lie
to hismundumugu. He is young, but he can become a great mundumugu someday. | know he can, if you
will just teach him. Y ou are awise man, Koriba, and you have made awise choicein Ndemi. | do not
know why you have banished him, but if you will just take him back he will never misbehave again. He
wants only to become agreat mundumugu like yourself. Though of course," she added hadtily, "he could
never be asgreat asyou.”

"Will finaly you let me speak?" | asked irritably.
"Certainly, Koriba."

"| did not cast Ndemi out. He lft of hisown volition."
Her eyeswidened. "He left you?'

"Heisyoung, and rebellion is part of youth."

"Soisfoolishness" she exclaimed furioudy. "He has aways been foolish. And late! He was even two
weeks late being born when | carried him! Heis aways thinking, instead of doing his chores. For the
longest time | thought we had been cursed, but then you made him your assistant, and | was to become
the mother of the mundumugu, and now he has ruined everything!"

Shelet go of the rope, and the goat wandered around my boma as she began besating her breasts with
her figs.

"Why am | so cursed?' she demanded. "Why does Nga give me afool for a son, and then stir my hopes
by sending him to you, and then curse me doubly by returning him, amost aman and unable to perform
any of the chores on our shamba? What will become of him?Who will accept abride-pricefrom such a
fool?He will be late to plant our seed and late to harvest it, he will be late to choose abride and late to
make the payment on her, and he will end up living with the unmarried men at the edge of the forest and
begging for food. With my luck hewill even belateto diel” She paused for breeth, then began wailing
again, and finaly screamed: "Why does Ngai hate me s0?'

"Cdmyoursdf, Shima," | said.
"Itiseasy for you to say!" she sobbed. "Y ou have not lost al hope for your future.”
"My futureisof very limited duration,” | said. "It isKirinyagas future that concernsme.”

"See?' she said, wailing and besting her breasts again. " See? | am the mother of the boy who will destroy
Kirinyaga"
"| did not say that."

"What has he done, Koriba?' shesad. "Tdl me, and | will have hisfather and brothers beat him until he
behaves."

"Beating himisnot the solution,” | said. "Heisyoung, and he rebels againg my authority. It isthe way of
things. Beforelong hewill redize that heiswrong.”

"l will explainto him dl that he can lose, and he will know that he should never disagree with you, and he



will come back."

"Y ou might suggest it," | encouraged her. "'l am an old man, and | have much |eft to teach him."

"I will do asyou say, Koriba," she promised.

"Good," | said. "Now go back to your shamba and speak to Ndemi, for | have other thingsto do."

It was not until 1 awoke from my nap and returned to the village to St at the Council of Eldersthat |
redized just how many things | had to do.

* * % %

Our daily businessis dways conducted in late afternoon, when the heat of the day has passed, at the
bomaof Koinnage, the paramount chief. One by one the Elders place their matsin a semi-circle and sit
on them, with my place being at Koinnage's right hand. The bomais cleared of al women, children, and
animas, and when the last of us has arrived, Koinnage calls usinto session. He announces what problems
areto be consdered, and then | ask Ngai to guide our judgment and alow usto cometo just decisons.

On this particular day, two of the villagers had asked the Council of Eldersto determine the ownership of
acaf that was born to acow they jointly owned; Sebanawanted permission to divorce hisyoungest
wife, who had now been barren for three years, and Kijo's three sons were unhappy with the way his
estate had been divided among them.

Koinnage consulted with mein low whispers after each petition had been heard, and took my advice, as
aways. The caf went to the man who had fed the cow during her pregnancy, with the understanding that
the other man should own the next caf. Sebanawastold that he could divorce hiswife, but would not
receive the bride price back, and he elected to keep her. Kijo's sons were told that they could accept the
divisonasit was, or if two of them agreed, | would place three colored stonesin agourd, and they could
each withdraw a stone and own the shamba that it represented. Since each faced the possibility of ending
up with the smalest shamba, only one brother voted for our solution, as | had foreseen, and the petition
was dismissed.

At this point, Koinnage's senior wife, Wambu, would usudly appear with alarge gourd of pombe, and
we would drink it and then return to our bomas, but this day Wambu did not come, and K oinnage turned
nervoudy to me.

"Thereisonething more, Koriba," he said.
lld,.]?l

He nodded, and | could see the musclesin his face tensing as he worked up the courage to confront his
mundumugul.

"Y ou have told usthat Ngai handed the burning spear to Jomo Kenyatta, that he might creste Mau Mau
and drive the Europeans from Kenya."

"Thatistrue" | sad.

"Isit?" hereplied. "1 have been told that he himself married a European woman, that Mau Mau did not
succeed in driving the Europeans from the holy mountain, and that Jomo Kenyattawas not even hisred
name -- that he was actudly born with the European name Johnstone." He stared at me, half-accusing,
haf-terrified of arousing my wrath. "What have you to say to this, Koriba?'



| met hisgaze and held it for along time, until he finally dropped his eyes. Then, one by one, | looked
coldly at each member of the Council.

"So you prefer to bdieve afoolish young boy to your own mundumugu?' | demanded.
"We do not believe the boy, but the computer,” said Karenja.
"And have you spoken to the computer yourselves?'

"No," said Koinnage. "That is another thing we must discuss. Ndemi tells me that your computer spesks
to him and tels him many things, while my computer can do nothing but send messagesto the other
chiefs"

"It isamundumugu'stool, not to be used by other men,” | replied.
"Why?" asked Karenja. "It knows many things that we do not know. We could learn much fromiit."
"Y ou have learned much fromit,” | said. "It spesksto me, and | spesk to you."

"But it also speaksto Ndemi," continued Karenja, "and if it can speak to aboy barely past circumcision
age, why can it not speak directly to the elders of the village?'

| turned to Karenjaand held my two handsin front of me, pamsup. "In my left hand isthe meet of an
impaathat | killed today,” | said. "Inmy right isthe meat of animpalathat | killed five days ago and | eft
togtinthesun. It iscovered with ants, worms crawl through it, and it tinks." | paused. "Which of the
two pieces of meat will you eat?"

"Themest in your left hand,” he answered.

"But both pieces of meat came from the same herd of impaa,” | pointed out. "Both animaswere equally
fat and headlthy when they died."

"But the meet in your right hand isrotten,” he said.

"That istrue," | agreed. "And just as there can be good and bad mest, so there can be good and bad
facts. Thefacts Ndemi has related to you come from books written by the Europeans, and facts can
mean different things to them than they meanto us."

| paused while they consdered what | had said, and then continued. "A European may look upon the
savannah and envision acity, while aKikuyu may look at the same savannah and see ashamba. A
European may look at an elephant and seeivory trinkets, while aKikuyu may look at the same el ephant
and seefood for hisvillage, or destruction for his crops. And yet they arelooking at the same land, and
thesameanimd.

"Now," | said, once again looking at each of them in turn, "1 have been to school in Europe, and in
America, and only I, of al the men and women on Kirinyaga, have lived among the white man. And | tell
you that only I, your mundumugu, am capable of separating the good facts from the bad facts. It wasa
mistake to alow Ndemi to speak with my computer; | will not alow it again, until | have given him more
of my wisdom."

| had thought my statement would put an end to the matter, but as| looked around | saw signs of
discomfort, asif they wished to argue with me but lacked the courage. Finaly Koinnage leaned forward
and, without looking directly at me, said, "Do you not see what you are saying, Koriba? If the
mundumugu can make amistake by alowing ayoung boy to spesk with his computer, can he not also



make amistake by not allowing the Eldersto speak to it?"

| shook my head. "It isamistake to allow any Kikuyu except the mundumugu to speek to it.”
"But there is much that we can learn from it," persisted Koinnage.

"Wha?' | asked bluntly.

He shrugged helplesdy. "If | knew, then | would already have learned it.”

"How many times must | repest thisto you: thereis nothing to be learned from the Europeans. The more
you try to become like them, theless you remain Kikuyu. Thisisour Utopia, aKikuyu Utopia We must
fight to preserveit.”

"And yet," said Karenja, "even theword Utopiais European, isit not?"

"Y ou heard that from Ndemi, too?" | asked without hiding the annoyance from my voice.
He nodded hishead. "Yes."

"Utopiaisjust aword,” | said. "It istheideathat counts.”

"If the Kikuyu have no word for it and the Europeans do, perhapsit isa European idea,” said Karenja.
"And if we have built our world upon a European idea, perhaps there are other European ideas that we
canasouse”

| looked at their faces, and realized, for perhapsthefirst time, that most of the origina Elders of
Kirinyagahad died. Old Siboki remained, and | could tell by hisface that he found European ideas even
more abhorrent than | myself did, and there were two or three others, but this was a new generation of
Elders, men who had come to maturity on Kirinyagaand could not remember the reasons we had fought
s0 hard to come here.

"If you want to become black Europeans, go back to Kenyal" | snapped in disgust. "It isfilled with
them!”

"We are not black Europeans,” said Karenja, refusing to let the matter drop. "We are Kikuyu who think
itispossblethat not dl European ideas are harmful.”

"Any ideathat changesusisharmful,”" | said.

"Why?" asked Koinnage, his courage to oppose me growing as he realized that many of the Elders
supported him. "Whereisit written that a Utopia cannot grow and change? If that were the case, we
would have ceased to be a Utopiathe day the first baby was born on Kirinyaga."

"There are asmany Utopias asthere areraces,” | said. "None among you would argue that a Kikuyu
Utopiaisthe same asaMaasai Utopiaor a Samburu Utopia. By the same token, aKikuyu Utopia
cannot be a European Utopia. The closer you come to the one, the farther you move from the other.”

They had no answer to that, and | got to my fest.

"I am your mundumugu,” | said. "l have never mided you. Y ou have dwaystrusted my judgment in the
past. You mugt trust initin thisinstance.”

As| began walking out of the boma, | heard Karenja's voice behind me,



"If you wereto die tomorrow, Ndemi would become our mundumugu. Are you saying we should trust his
judgment aswe trust yours?"'

| turned to face him. "Ndemi is very young and inexperienced. Y ou, asthe eders of the village, would
have to use your wisdom to decide whether or not what he saysis correct.”

"A bird that has been caged dl itslife cannot fly," said Karenja, "just as aflower that has been kept from
the sun will not blossom.”

"What isyour point?' | asked.

"Shouldn't we begin using our wisdom now, lest we forget how when Ndemi has become the

mundumugu’?'
Thistimeit was | who had no answer, so | turned on my hedl and began the long walk back to my hill.

* k% k% %

For five days| fetched my own water and made my own fires, and then Ndemi returned, as | had known
hewould.

| was gitting in my boma, idly watching aherd of gazelles grazing acrossthe river, when he trudged up the
path to my hill, looking distinctly uncomfortable.

"Jambo, Ndemi," | said. "It isgood to seeyou again.”
"Jambo, Koriba," hereplied.

"And how was your vacation?' | asked, but thereisno Swahili word for vacation so | used the English
term and the humor and sarcasm were lost on him.

"My father urged meto come back,” he said, bending over to pet one of my goats, and | saw the welts
on hisback that condtituted his"urging.”

"l am glad to have you back, Ndemi," | said. "We have become like father and son, and it pains me when
weargue, as| am sureit painsyou.”

"It doespain me," he admitted. "1 do not like to disagree with you, Koriba."

"We have both made mistakes,” | continued. ™Y ou argued with your mundumugu, and | alowed you
accessto all that information before you were mature enough to know what to do with it. We are both
intelligent enough to learn from our mistakes. Y ou are still my chosen successor. It shall be asif it never

happened.”
"But it did happen, Koriba," he said.
"Weghdl pretend it did not."

"l do not think I can do that,” said Ndemi unhappily, protecting his eyes as a sudden wind blew dust
acrossthe boma. "1 learned many things when | spoke to the computer. How can | unlearn them?”

"If you cannot unlearn them, then you will have to ignore them until you are older,” | said. "1 am your
teacher. The computer isjust atool. You will useit to bring the rains, and to send an occasiona message
to Maintenance, and that isdl.”



A black kite swooped down and made off with a scrap of my morning meal that had fallen beside the
embers of my fire. | watched it while | waited for Ndemi to speak.

"Y ou appear troubled,” | said, when it became gpparent that he would not spesk first. "Tdl mewhat
bothersyou.”

"It was you who taught me to think, Koriba," he said as various emotions played across his handsome
young face. "Would you have me stop thinking now, just because | think differently than you do?"

"Of course | do not want you to stop thinking, Ndemi," | said, not without sympathy, for | understood the
forcesa war within him. "What good would amundumugu beif he could not think? But just asthere are
right and wrong ways to throw a spear, there are right and wrong waysto think. | wish only to seeyou
take the path of true wisdom."

"It will be greater wisdom if | come upon it mysdlf,” hesaid. "I must learn asmany factsas| can, so that |
can properly decide which are helpful and which are harmful.”

"You aredill tooyoung,” | said. "Y ou must trust me until you are older, and better able to make those
decisons.”

"Thefactswill not change."

"No, but you will."

"But how can | know that changeisfor the good?' he asked. "What if you are wrong, and by listening to
you until I becomelikeyou, | will be wrong too?"

"If you think | am wrong, why have you come back?"
"Tolisten, and decide," he said. "And to spesk to the computer again.”

"I cannot permit that,” | said. ™Y ou have dready caused great mischief among the tribe. Because of you,
they are questioning everything | say.”

"Thereisareason for that."

"Perhaps you will tel mewhat it is?' | said, trying to keep the sarcasm from my voice, for | truly loved
this boy and wished to win him back to my side.

"I have listened to your storiesfor many years now, Koriba," he said, "and | believethat | can use your
method to show you the reason.”

| nodded my head and waited for him to continue.

"This should be cdlled the story of Ndemi," he said, "but because | am pretending to be Koriba, | shal
cdl it the story of the Unborn Lion."

| plucked an insect from my cheek and rolled it between my fingers until the carapace cracked. "1 am
ligening."

"Once there was an unborn lion who was very anxious to see the world," began Ndemi. "He spent much
time talking abouit it to his unborn brothers. 'The world will be awonderful place,’ he assured them. The
sun will dways be shining, and the plainswill befilled with fat, lazy impaa, and dl other animaswill bow
before us, for there shal be no anima mightier than us!'



"His brothers urged him to stay where he was. "Why are you so anxious to be born? they asked him.
'Hereit iswarm and safe, and we never hunger. Who knows what awaits usin the world?

"But the unborn lion would hear none of it, and one night, while his mother and brethren dept, he stole
out into the world. He could not see, so he nudged his mother and said, 'Where isthe sun? and shetold
him that the sun vanishes every evening, leaving the world cold and dark. ‘At least when it comes back
tomorrow, it will shine onfat lazy impalathat we will catch and eat,’ he said, trying to console himself.

"But hismother said, There are no impaahere, for they have migrated with the rainsto the far sde of the
world. All thet isleft for usto eat isthe buffao. Their flesh istough and tasteless, and they kill as many of
usaswekill of them.'

"'If my somach isempty, at least my spirit will befull,' said the newly-born lion, *for al other animalswill
look upon uswith fear and envy.’

"'Y ou are very foolish, even for anewly-born cub,’ said his mother. The leopard and the hyena and the
eagle look upon you not as an object of envy, but rather asatasty med.'

"'At leagt dl of them will fear mewhen | am fully-grown," said the newly-born lion.

""The rhinoceros will gore you with hishorn," said his mother, 'and the e ephant will tossyou highinto the
treeswith histrunk. Even the black mambawill not step aside for you, and will kill you if you try to
approachit.'

"The mother continued her ligt of dl the animasthat would neither fear nor envy the lion when he grew
up, and findly hetold her to spesk no more.

"' have made aterrible mistake by being born," he said. Theworldisnot as | pictured it, and | will rgoin
my brothers where they are warm and safe and comfortable.’

"But his mother merely smiled at him. 'Oh, no,' she said, not without compassion. ‘Once you are born,
whether it isof your own choosing or mine, you cannot ever go back to being an unborn lion. Here you
are, and hereyou shdl stay."

Ndemi looked a me, his story finished.

"Itisavery wisestory," | said. "'l could not have done better mysdlf. | knew the day | first made you my
pupil that you would make afine mundumugu.”

"Y ou ill do not understand,” he said unhappily.
"| understand the story perfectly,” | replied.
"Butitisalie" said Ndemi. "I told it only to show you how easy it isto make up such lies.”

"Itisnot easy at dl," | corrected him. "It isan art, mastered only by afew -- and now that | seethat you
have mastered it, it would be doubly hurtful to loseyou.”

"Artor not, itisalie" herepeated. "If achild heard and believed it, he would be sure that lions could
speak, and that babies can be born whenever they choseto be." He paused. "It would have been much
sampler to tell you that once | have obtained knowledge, whether iswas fregly given or not, | cannot
empty my mind and give it back. Lions have nothing to do with that." He paused for along moment.
"Furthermore, | do not want to give my knowledge back. | want to learn more things, not forget those
that | already know."



"Y ou must not say that, Ndemi," | urged him. "Especialy now that | seethat my teachings have taken
root, and that your abilities as a creator of fableswill someday surpass my own. Y ou can be agreat
mundumugu if you will just dlow meto guideyou.”

"| love and respect you as| do my own father, Koriba," hereplied. "I have dwayslistened and tried to
learn from you, and | will continue to do so for aslong as you will permit me. But you are not the only
source of knowledge. | so wish to learn what your computer can teach me.”

"When | decide you areready.”
"l am ready now."
"You arenot."

Hisface reflected an enormousinner battle, and | could only watch until it was resolved. Findly hetook a
deep breath and let it out dowly.

"I am sorry, Koriba, but | cannot continueto tell lies when there are truths to be learned.” He laid ahand
on my shoulder. "Kwaheri, mwaimu." Good-bye, my teacher.

"What will you do?'

"I cannot work on my father's shamba," he said, "not after al that | have learned. Nor do | wishtolivein
isolation with the bachelors at the edge of the forest.”

"What isleft for you?' | asked.

"| shall walk to that areaof Kirinyagacalled Haven, and await the next Maintenance ship. | will goto
Kenyaand learn to read and write, and when | am ready, | will study to become an historian. And when
| am agood enough historian, | will return to Kirinyagaand teach what | have learned.”

"l am powerlessto stop you from leaving,” | said, "for theright to emigrate is guaranteed to dl our
citizens by our charter. But if you return, know that despite what we have been to one another, 1 will

oppose you."

"I do not wish to be your enemy, Koriba," he said.
"l do not wish to have you as an enemy,” | replied. "The bond between us has been a strong one.”
"But thethings | have learned are too important to my people.”

"They are my peopletoo,” | pointed out, "and | have led them to this point by aways doing what | think
isbest for them."

"Perhapsit istimefor them to choose what is best.”
"They areincapable of making that choice," | said.

"If they areincapable of making that choice, it is only because you have hoarded knowledge to which
they have as much right asyou do."

"Think very carefully before you do thisthing,” | said. "Despite my lovefor you, if you do anything to
harm Kirinyaga, | will crushyou likeaninsect.”

He smiled sadly. "For six years | have asked you to teach me how to turn my enemiesinto insects so that



| may crush them. Isthishow | amfindly to learn?’

| could not help but return hissmile. | had an urge to stand up and throw my arms around him and hug
him, but such behavior is unacceptable in amundumugu, so | merely looked a him for along moment
and then said, "Kwaheri, Ndemi. Y ou were the best of them.”

"I had the best teacher,” hereplied.

And with that, he turned and began the long walk toward Haven.

* k% k% %

The problems caused by Ndemi did not end with his departure.

Njoro dug a borehole near his hut, and when | explained that the Kikuyu did not dig boreholes but
carried their water from theriver, he replied that surely this borehole must be acceptable, for the idea
came not from the Europeans but rather the Tswana people far to the south of Kenya.

| ordered the boreholesto befilled in. When Koinnage argued that there were crocodilesin theriver and
that he would not risk the lives of our women smply to maintain what he felt was ausdesstradition, | had
to threaten him with apowerful thahu, or curse -- that of impotency -- before he agreed.

Then there was Kidogo, who has named hisfirstborn Jomo, after Jomo Kenyatta, the Burning Spear.
One day he announced that the boy was henceforth to be known as Johnstone, and | had to threaten him
with banishment to another village before he relented. But even as he gave in, Mbura changed hisown
name to Johnstone and moved to adistant village even before | could order it.

Shima continued to tell anyone who would listen that | had forced Ndemi to leave Kirinyaga because he
was occasondly late for hislessons, and Koinnage kept requesting acomputer that was the equal of my
own.

Findly, young Mdutu created his own version of a barbed-wire enclosure for hisfather's cattle, using
woven grasses and thorns, making sure he wrapped them around the fenceposts. | had it torn down, and
thereafter he aways walked away when the other children circled around meto hear astory.

| began to fed like the Dutch boy in Hans Christian Anderson'sfairy tae. Asquickly as| put my finger in
the dike to staunch the flow of European ideas, they would break through in another place.

And then a strange thing happened. Certain ideas that were not European, that Ndemi could not possibly
have transmitted to the members of the village, began cropping up on their own.

Kibo, the youngest of Koinnage's three wives, rendered the fat from a dead warthog and began burning it
at night, creating Kirinyagasfirst lamp. Ngobe, whose arm was not strong enough to throw a spear with
any accuracy, devised avery primitive bow and arrow, the first Kikuyu ever to use such aweapon.
Karenja created awooden plow, so that his ox could drag it through the fields while hiswives smply
guided it, and soon dl the other villagers were improvising plows and strangely-shaped digging tools.
Indeed, alien ideas that had been dormant since the creation of Kirinyagawere now springing forth on al
fronts. Ndemi's words had opened a Pandoras box, and | did not know how to closeit.

| spent many long days Sitting alone on my hill, staring down at the village and wondering if a Utopiacan
evolve and dill remain aUtopia

And the answer was dways the same: Y es, but it will not be the same Utopia, and it was my sacred duty
to keep KirinyagaaKikuyu Utopia



When | was convinced that Ndemi was not going to return, | began going down to the village each day,
trying to decide which of the children was the brightest and most forceful, for it would take both brilliance
and force to deflect the dien ideas which were infecting our world and turning it into something it was
never meant to be.

| spoke only to the boys, for no female may be amundumugu. Some, like Mdutu, had dready been
corrupted by listening to Ndemi -- but those who had not been corrupted by Ndemi were even more
hopeless, for amind cannot open and close at will, and those who were unmoved by what he had to say
were not bright enough for the tasks amundumugu must perform.

| expanded my search to other villages, convinced that somewhere on Kirinyagal would find the boy |
sought, a boy who grasped the difference between facts, which merely informed, and parables, which not
only informed but instructed. | needed a Homer, a Jesus, a Shakespeare, someone who could touch
men's souls and gently guide them down the path that must be taken.

But the more | searched, the more | cameto the redlization that a Utopiadoes not lend itself to such
tellers of tales. Kirinyaga seemed divided into two totally separate groups: those who were content with
their lives and had no need to think, and those whose every thought led them farther and farther from the
society we had labored to build. The unimaginative would never be capable of creating parables, and the
imaginative would creete their own parables, parablesthat would not reaffirm abelief in Kirinyagaand a
distrust of dienidess.

After some months | wasfinally forced to concede that, for whatever reason, there were no potential
mundumugus waiting to be found and groomed. | began wondering if Ndemi had been truly unique, or if
he would have eventually rejected my teachings even without exposure to the European influence of the
computer. Wasit possible that atrue Utopia could not outlast the generation that founded it, that it was
the nature of man to rgject the vaues of the society into which heis born, even when those values are
sacred?

Or wasit just conceivable that Kirinyaga had never been a Utopia, that somehow we had deluded
oursalvesinto believing that we could go back to away of life that had forever vanished?

| considered that possibility for along time, but eventudly | rejected it, for if it were true, then the only
logica conclusion wasthat it had vanished because the Europeans vaues were more pleasing to Ngai
than our own, and this| knew to be false.

No, if there was atruth anywherein the universe, it was that Kirinyagawas exactly asit was meant to be
-- and if Ngai felt obligated to test us by presenting us with these heresies, that would make our ultimate
victory over the lies of the Europeans dl the more swest. If minds were worth anything, they were worth
fighting for, and when Ndemi returned, armed with hisfacts and his dataand his numbers, he would find
mewaiting for him.

It would be alondly battle, | thought as| carried my empty water gourds down to the river, but having
given His people asecond chance to build their Utopia, Ngai would not dlow usto fail. Let Ndemi tempt
our people with hishistory and his passonless satistics. Ngai had His own weapon, the oldest and truest
weapon He possessed, the wespon that had created Kirinyaga and kept it pure and intact despite al the
many chalengesit had encountered.

| looked into the water and studied the weapon criticaly. It appeared old and frail, but | could also see
hidden reservoirs of strength, for although the future appeared blesk, it could not fail aslong asit was
used in Ngai's service. It stared back at me, bold and unblinking, securein the rightness of its cause.

It was the face of Koriba, last storyteller among the Kikuyu, who stood ready to battle once again for the



soul of hispeople.

At www fictionwise.com you can:

* Rate this story

* Find more stories by this author

* Read the author's notes for this story

* Get story recommendations



