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Kitabu Cha Nne:

(Book Four)


Kali’s Daughter
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She sauntered onto the balcony of the hunting palace and gazed into the darkness, a warm breeze teasing the ends of her sheer silk gown. The night was as black as her hair, the stars flickering like tiny torches in the distance. For the first time in her life she felt safe. Her raja promised her he would protect her, and so far he had kept his word. The hunting mahal was one of his father’s largest, a huge collection of elegant buildings surrounded by high thick walls and dense forests. 

She turned to regard him, his naked body stretched out across the cushions, his brown skin glistening from the sweat of their lovemaking, his details obscured by the mosquito net. She did not love him but she was certain he loved her. It was easy for her to make men love her. Her beauty attracted them like a bee to a brilliant flower and her ways made them promise all they could give. She wanted only one thing, protection. It was a gift every man was eager to give, but it was the one thing that never endured.

The sensation began at the small of her back, running up her spine to her head and emerging like fire in her eyes. She jerked her head around and ran to the balcony, her face distorted with dread, hoping she would not see what her senses warned. Scores of hands appeared on the edge of the wall followed by turbaned heads as the interlopers pulled themselves up. She stood frozen as they dropped into the courtyard one by one. Yells and screams rose to her ears and she answered with a painful howl.

The prince struggled up. “What is it?”

She ran to him, tearing through the mosquito netting, her eyes crazy with fear.

“They are here! They are here!” she screamed.

“What are you talking about? No one is here but us and my men.” 

“Thuggee! Thuggee!

Terror flooded the raja’s eyes. He jumped from the bed and ran across the room, grabbing his sword as the door crashed in. 

The invaders gripped yellow scarves in their calloused hands. They saw her and hesitated, then turned to the raja standing naked with his sword.

“If you leave now you have a chance to live,” he said. 

They attack him like starved wolves. The raja fought well, but they were too many. They dodged his swings and thrusts waiting for the right moment. One of them finally broke through his guard, slipping behind the prince and throwing his scarf around his neck. As the raja tore at the scarf another attacker ripped the sword from his hand and grabbed his feet. A third man grabbed the raja’s head, snapping it forward as the second man pulled his feet away and the scarf wielder pulled opposite. They strangled him in seconds, dropping the body to the ground absently. 

She watched her husband murdered and felt nothing. It was ending as it had before. Was there anyone one who could protect her?

They approached her and she backed away towards the balcony. 

“Stay away,” she whispered.

They fell to their knees in unison. One of them stepped forward, a gaunt man with a dense moustache and dark eyes. A dingy turban encircled his head, held together by a brilliant ruby pendant. He extended his hand to her, a reverent smile on his face.

“We have come to take you home, goddess,” he said. “Please accept these sacrifices as our gift.”

“NO!” she screamed. “Why can’t you leave me alone?”

She stomped the floor and the room shook. The others lifted their heads, fear in their eyes. Their leader stepped away.

“Please, goddess, we do not mean to offend you.”

The anger came from inside, coursing through her like a swollen river. Her skin darkened like the night sky, her pupils disappearing into a searing white glow. 

“Why won’t you leave me alone!” she hissed.

The men scrambled to their feet and ran for the door. She smiled, raised her arms, and danced.
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The wiry man ascended the towering palm tree with grace, rivaling the dexterity of the local primates. Upon reaching the upmost fronds he freed his spyglass from his waist belt then raised it to his eye. From his perch he could see for miles. The opposite shore of the strait was in full view; he waved at his cohort atop a similar tree on the opposite shore then turned his attention east to the mouth of the strait. His purpose was the same as it was every day. He searched the waters of the Malaccan Straits, seeking a particular group of vessels worthy of Sangir attention. Not every fleet carried the cargo that interested the bajing loncat, but this particular fleet was special not for the cargo it possessed, but for the men that sailed the collage of vessels. The men they sought were Sofalans and their leader was a man whose name raised fury in the heart of every Sangir: Changa Diop.

Changa stood on the deck of the Kazuri, patiently awaiting the word from the crow’s nest. The Tuareg stood beside him, his arms folded across his chest, his takouba resting in the worn baldric hanging from his shoulder. The man in the crow’s nest climbed down to the deck, nodding to Changa.

“It is as he said,” Nafari said. “They are waiting for us.”

Changa chuckled. “That old fool was right. The Sangir apparently have a score to settle with us.”

He patted his old friend’s shoulder. “Well, let’s give them their chance.” Changa turned to the drummer at the stern and nodded. The drummer beat out a slow rhythm and the air rattled with the sound of rising anchors. The fleet eased into the straits, every man on deck and alert. Another group was on the move as well, a group of men led by Amir Zakee. They had landed on shore during the night, waiting for the signal from the Kazuri to proceed. The drummers’ signal not only told them to march, but it also gave them an approximate idea of where the Sangir were hidden. Zakee signaled his companions with an exaggerated flourish of his scimitar, a proud smile on his face. Changa finally trusted him enough to give him an important command. Better still was the crew trusted him as well. When Changa announced the prince as the leader there was no limit to the bahari volunteering to accompany him. They moved swiftly along the banks, using trails when they found them, fighting their way through tangles of vines and brush when necessary, all the while keeping ahead of the approaching ships.

The Kazuri distanced itself from the other ships. Changa turned command over to Mikaili, the Ethiopian’s skills far superior to his in such close quarters. Bahari climbed into the sails with their crossbows while those below loaded the cannons. 

Changa stood at the prow. “Okay Sangir, show us what you’ve been doing for two years.”

He was answered by the roar of cannons. Plumes of water circled the small dhow, dousing everyone on deck.

“Where are they?” Changa shouted.

The Tuareg hit him on the shoulder, pointed to the shore. The cannons fired again and smoke spat from the jungle. 

“The guns are on the shore?” Salt water rained down on them again as the Tuareg spun him to the left. He saw smoke riding from that shore as well.

“They have us in a gauntlet,” Changa growled. “Signal the Sendibada and the Hazina to come. Have the others stay back. We’ll head towards the left bank. Zakee is aground on the right. Let’s hope he can find those bastards before they learn how to aim.”  

Zakee and his men rushed through the jungle to the cannons’ lair. They heard the guns first report and immediately knew the danger the fleet was in. The sound led them to eight guns manned by bare-chested Sangir hidden from sight by a woven net of vines.  Zakee’s eyes narrowed as he raised his scimitar over his head.

“Allah Akbar!” he yelled.

The baharia charged into the clearing. The stunned Sangir stood frozen until the young prince sank his blade into the chest of the nearest pirate. The other sangir yelled and attacked swarming the bahari with sewars and rage, abandoning the cannons for a more immediate revenge.

“The guns have stopped firing on the left bank,” Changa shouted. “Zakee must be among them. Concentrate fire on the right bank. Signal the Hazina and the Sendibada to go forward.”

The Kazuri fired into the foliage. Treetops burst into wood and smoke, the cries of men following soon after. The bowmen focused on the sounds and fired volleys, adding to the unseen carnage.

“Changa!” Mikaili’s voice was loud and urgent. “Look to stern!”

Changa rushed to the stern and cursed. A swarm of canoes filled with Sangir approached, covering the strait from shore to shore. In the center of the mass were five junks, cannons jutting from each side, the sails filled with archers.

Changa waved to the Tuareg. “Signal Zakee to return as fast as he can. Bring the Hazina, the Sendibada and the treasure junk to us. The others are on their own.”

The Tuareg ran to the bow and the drums rumbled. Panya came to his side from below deck, summoned by the foreboding cadence.

“We could use the wind on our side,” he said.

“I’ll do what I can,” she replied. She hurried to the bow, removing her herb bags as she ran. Changa concentrated on the approaching fleet, assessing the strength of each junk. His archers fired on the canoes, picking off the Sangir one by one. More bowmen emerged from below deck, carrying a weapon Changa procured during his journey through China. The Han called it chu ko nu, a crossbow configured to hold ten bolts instead of one, with a mechanism that allow the bowmen to shoot all ten bows in seconds. Each bolt had been dipped in poison concocted by Panya. The weapon was perfect for defending walls or ships. The crossbowmen lined the sides of the Kazuri, their weapons loaded. The same maneuver was being repeated on Changa’s other dhows and the treasure junk. 

Zakee and his men emerged from the jungle as the Sangir canoes surrounded the Kazuri. The bowmen began their barrage, thousands of bolts streaming into the canoes like lethal rain. So many Sangir tumbled into the sea their bodies blocked the approach of the others, making them easy target for the other crossbowmen. The smart ones rowed away, leaving the little warship for their bigger brethren. They set upon the other dhows and junks in the fleet.

Changa cursed as the Sangir swarmed the other boats, but there was nothing he could do. There were too many; he had to concentrate on saving his own ships and crew. The Hazina and Sendibada drew closer slowly, the sangir canoes closing despite the heavy fire from their archers. But the sails suddenly filled as a strong wind blew in from the direction from which they entered. Changa turned to stern and met Panya’s smiling face. Her arms spread wide, she chanted to her orisha, Oya, and her orisha answered with the unseasonably strong wind. His ships pulled away from their pursuers.

The yells of the ship bound Sangir reached Changa’s ears. An image popped into his mind, a vision of Taozhu harbor, the Kazuri surrounded by Woku ships as they battled to help the others escape. Changa pushed the doubt brought by the memory from his mind. They battled alone that day, their fate doomed by the errant cannon fire from Taozhu dragon cannons. This day his dhows would fight together.

The Kazuri made a dead run into the midst of the Sangir junks. Arrows and bolts whizzed by Changa’s head as he maneuvered to welcome the Sangir boarders. Angry sangir swung from the mast ropes, falling onto the Kazuri’s deck with sewars and swords drawn. Cannons roared and the Kazuri shook. Bahari and Sangir stumbling with the impact of cannon balls against wooden hulls. Chunks of wood sprayed from the broadsides of the junks flanking the dhow, but the Kazuri pushed through undamaged. Changa lost himself in the midst of battle, his throwing knives long spent in the bodies of unfortunate pirates, his Damascus cleaving the unarmored interlopers with deadly precision. He caught a glimpse of the Tuareg running along the railing like an acrobat, cutting down men with his double blades. The deck swirled in a cacophony of ringing metal, crossbow fire and human cries. Changa fought not with skill but instinct, moving with the deadly skill of the pit fighter, each blow meant to maim or kill quickly and efficiently.

The onslaught ended. Changa stepped over bodies as he looked about reviewing the damage. He ignored the junks sinking around him, victims of the Hazina and Sendibada. The dhows sailed up unnoticed during the battle, taking position outside the skirmish and unleashing their cannons on the junks. Beyond the three the battle raged, the sangir continuing their attacks on the smaller dhows and junks. Changa’s little fleet continued to sail onward, the treasure junk lumbering behind them unscathed. 

“Let’s get her cleaned up!” he shouted to his crew. The bahari, exhausted from the fight, trudged to the task, tossing the sangir overboard to the sharks. The wounded were tended to; the dead handled with the care they deserved. Changa plodded to the bow and sat, his eyes fixed on the west. He had his fill of the East, though he knew his victory would mean disaster for the next fleet sailing the straits. The Black Sultan had defeated the Sangir again. Luckily for the Sangir, the Sultan had no intentions of sailing the Malaccan Straits again.

The quartet sailed away from the melee, the treasure junk cruising through the remains of the Sangir junks. Zakee caught up with the Sendibada and boarded. He lost a few men, but they were aboard. The crews watched anxiously as the other ships continued to battle the Sangir, some fending of the swarms easily, others succumbing to the overwhelming ferocity. They all wanted to help but they were too damaged. By sunset the onslaught had subsided. They survived the Sangir gauntlet but paid a heavy price. Most of the dhows were either captured or sunk, their sparse crews and light armor too little protection against the Sangir swarm. The Han junks faired much better with only the smallest ones sustaining irreparable damage. Changa’s dhows had survived. The Kazuri suffered the worst damage since it bore the brunt of the fight. They let the remaining merchants sail on ahead as Mikaili guided them to a nearby landfall far enough away from the Sangir to be safe. There they tended to the wounded and made repairs before sailing on.

When they finally reached Calicut Changa and his crew were exhausted. Disappointment soon followed. The Han, desperate to return home through the straits before the Sangir recovered, dumped their merchandise on the Calicut merchants. Changa’s cargo was almost worthless.

Changa simmered in his cabin, flanked by his disappointed cohorts.

“When will this safari bear fruit? I thought the Han were our friends!”

“I told you not to trust them,” Mikaili replied. “They have no loyalty beyond their own needs.”

Panya sat silently, looking down at the table. Changa waited for her to commit but she said nothing. His eyes lingered on her a moment longer before shifting to the ever optimistic smile of Zakee.

“I know this is a disappointment, and the Han seemed to have slighted us. But remember, they rebuilt the Kazuri, which played no small part in our run through the straits. Besides, are there not more trading cities?”

“Of course there are,” Changa growled. “I was hoping to trade our cargo here and head directly to Sofala.”

Mikaili rubbed his chin. “There are two cities which may make this delay worthwhile,” he said. In Ceylon, jewels spring from the ground like yams. The sultans at home would pay dearly for baubles to drape their wives and consorts. And in Goa we might find a few merchants willing to trade items to take to Vijyanagar.”

Changa cut an eye at the old bahari. “I think you like to see me angry. You could have mentioned this long ago.”

“You didn’t ask,” Mikaili replied.

“Then it’s settled,” Changa decided. “We will sail to Ceylon for jewels and Goa for whatever we find!”
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Goa greeted the Sofalan fleet with beauty and abundance. The natural harbor was fed by three rivers, reminding the baharia of Mombasa with its tall coconut trees leaning over white sand beaches. Changa felt a pang of homesickness looking at the busy haven. Brown skinned men in loin clothes loaded and unloaded cargo from dhows of all types, a sign of a prosperous city. Mikaili stood beside him, his ever-present scowl mysteriously absent.

“What did I tell you?” he said. “You’ll get your fair share here. Goa is the pipeline to Vijayanagar, and Vijayanagar is insatiable.”

“Good. We can sell this cargo and make something out of this safari.” Changa was anxious to get home. His adventures in China had left him weary but also expectant. Something was different inside him. For most his life he had struggled with the fear of returning to his true home, afraid to confront the man who killed his father but also fearful he would fail to fulfill his promise to free his mother and sisters from captivity. Usenge stood out in his mind as an unbeatable foe and his tebos haunted him wherever he went. That fear waned like a setting sun, replaced by a confidence gained over his months away. 

Zakee and the Tuareg joined Changa and Mikaili on deck.

“What a magnificent harbor!” Zakee exclaimed. “I see many of my brethren among these people, Tuareg.” 

Changa hadn’t noticed the Arabs among the native folks but he wasn’t surprised. Their reach was wide, from Mombasa to the Spice Islands. They were present wherever there was money to be made.

He looked about with disappointment. Panya had not come to the deck. 

“I know a man here that can get us to Vijayanagar,” Mikaili said. “He’s an honest man and a good friend.”

“It’s been a long time since you’ve been here,” Changa assumed. “Are you sure he’s still alive?”

Mikaili laughed, emitting a hearty rumbled that surprised all three men. 

“He’s alive, I assure you. The day he dies the world will end.”

Changa smirked. “I’m looking forward to meeting this man.”

Changa, Mikaili and Zakee took a boat to the beach. Mikaili grabbed the first unoccupied laborer he saw and spun him about.

“Where do I find Ahmed Shem?” he inquired.

The man eyes widened. “Are you sure you want to know?”

“Of course. I’m an old friend.”

The man grinned. “Then he will be happy to see you. You’ll be the only friend he’s has in Goa.”

“This doesn’t sound promising,” Changa commented.

Mikaili waved his hand. “Ahmed is a hard man to get along with. You either love him or hate him.”

“That sounds familiar.” Changa gave Mikaili a sideways glance.

“Your jabs will not prick me today, Mombassan,” Mikaili grinned.

He looked at the laborer. “Take us to Ahmed.”

The man put his hands on his sides and glared at Mikaili. Mikaili scowled and went for his coin bag.

“Does anyone do anything as a courtesy in this world anymore?”

Mikaili dropped a coin in the laborer’s hand. The man grinned then turned to lead them. 

“Allah be praised! You are alive!”

The trio and their guide turned towards the exclamation. A man ran towards them, his hands raised over his head in praise. Changa’s hand fell on the hilt of his Damascus; the Tuareg’s takouba rested at his side. The man ignored their threatening poses and rushed up to Zakee before falling to his knees and burying his face in the young amir’s robes.

“It is you! I would not have believed it if anyone told me, but I see you with my own eyes. Amir Zakee lives!”

Zakee knelt to the man and lifted him up. Nervous curiosity ruled his face as he looked into the man’s admiring eyes.

“Brother, it is obvious you know me, but I must admit I do not know you.”

“You would not, amir. I am but a lowly merchant. Aden is my home as it is yours. Though you would be pressed to find ten good men that knew my name, everyone in Aden knows the Flower of Yemen.”

Zakee looked up at Changa, his face glowing. “He’s from Aden!”

“We heard as much,” Changa answered. 

Zakee smiled and turned back to his new found friend.

“Tell me of Yemen. How are my father and my brothers?”

The man’s face beamed solemn. “Though the image of our homeland burns bright in my mind, it has been some time since I’ve seen. As for the Sultan and your family, I have much to tell.”

Changa laughed. “So all of you talk like bad poets!”

He patted Zakee’s shoulder. “Stay here with your new friend. We’ll visit Ahmed and meet with you when we return.”

The Tuareg nodded, indicating he would stay with Zakee. Changa and Mikaili left the three together and followed Mikaili’s hired guide into the streets of Goa. They worked their way through throngs of marketers, women dressed in brightly colored sarongs and dull burkas, men draped in turbans, some Muslim, others Hindu, all sporting facial hair from minimum to extreme. Elephants move through the crowds carrying heavy items and important people, adding to the press and the heat. Changa was following his companions when a strange sensation sent a chill despite the heat. Someone was watching him. He looked about casually among the strange faces but noticed no stares. Still his right hand sought his knife bag. There was no reason for him to suspect an attack in this place but he also had not expected a tebo in Mongolia. Usenge’s reach was wide; he had to always be on his guard.

Their guide led them from the market to a street bordered by dilapidated stone buildings. A different crowd mulled here, a crowd of workers and beggars that either cleared the way or followed them with hands outstretched for alms. Changa felt a tug on his knife bag and instinctively grabbed the boy attempting to steal his knives. The ragged boy screeched in terror as Changa lifted him into the air. No sooner did Changa lift his did he realize the boy was a distraction for his cohorts. Their true target was his sword; Changa snatched the blade out before they could get a good grip.

“Get back!” he bellowed. He tossed the boy he held at his swarming friends and shook his sword. 

“Changa, quit playing with those children,” Mikaili exclaimed. “We have business.”

“Playing? These urchins tried to steal my sword!”

Mikaili glared and Changa considered putting a knife in his forehead. Instead he reached into his shirt and took out a handful of coins. He tossed the coins over the boys’ head and they ran off for the loot.

A few minutes later they stood before the home of Ahmed. Changa wasn’t surprised that the home was more a hovel. This journey had often ended in disappointment. Mikaili seemed genuinely shocked.

“This is the home of Ahmed?” He grabbed the workers arm and shook him.

“Don’t play games with me! My friend is an evil man and will not hesitate to kill anyone that crosses him.”

The man jerked his head about to look at Changa. Changa played along with Mikaili’s threat, snarling as he raised his sword. The man dropped to his knees trembling. 

“Please sahib, do not kill me! This is the house of Ahmed I swear.”

“What is all this commotion?” a voice questioned from behind the battered mahogany door. “Go away.  I told you ruffians before I have nothing. Nothing!”

“We are not bill collectors,” Mikaili shouted. “It’s your old friend, Mikaili!”

“Bah! Mikaili is dead. He was killed in the Spice Islands.”

“There are some who wish that was true but God had been good.”

The door creaked open to reveal one rheumy eye. “Mikaili! It is you!”

The door flew open and Ahmed Yazeed jumped into Mikaili’s arms. The man was the size of a large child with pale skin pockmarked red. His thin arms gripped the old navigator like a savior.

“You have come to save me from these evil men!”

Mikaili struggled to separate himself from Ahmed. “I wish I could say that was my reason here, but it’s not.”

“But you are here from the dead!” he squeaked. “And you have brought a warrior with you as well.”

“I was never dead, Ahmed,” Mikaili explained. “And Changa is not a warrior. He is my employer.”

Changa stepped toward Ahmed then stepped back. The man reeked. 

“We have come for your help. We wished to sell our goods in Vijayanagar and we are told you know the way. Is this true?”

Ahmed’s demeanor changed. Round fearful eyes became narrow calculating slits.

“I am a man with great debts. Any job I take on must pay me enough to repay those debts.”

“I have no idea what you owe but I’m sure I won’t pay you enough to clear them,” Changa answered. “I’m giving you a chance to get a new start and maybe live a little longer.”

Changa’s eyes darted to the left. Four men walked briskly in their direction, their intent clear.

Ahmed saw the men and squeaked. He jumped back into his hovel and slammed the door. Changa turned to face the men as their guide chose the moment to run away. Mikaili hand fell to his sword but Changa shook his head. 

“No my friend. Stay clear of this. We might be able to talk our way out of this. I need you to translate my words if they don’t speak Arabic.”

The men marched up to Changa apparently not impressed by his size or demeanor. The smallest of the four stood before him, raising his head to look the Bakongo in the eyes.

“Stand aside,” he ordered in Arabic. “We have business with Ahmed.”
“If you have business with Ahmed then you have business with me,” Changa answered. “He is under my employ now.”
The man looked Changa up and down. He glanced back at his companions. Their expressions remained emotionless.

“Our employer is a reasonable man. Pay Ahmed’s debts and he is free to go with you.”

“I have no intentions of paying his debts,” Changa answered. “Once he returns he can settle his accounts.”

“That is not acceptable!” The small man reached for his blade then screamed as Changa cut off his hand. Changa spun away from the sword swing of the closest man then threw a knife into the gut of the man behind him. The other two men stood motionless, their swords drawn, their faces locked in shock. The short man clutched his bleeding stump as he whimpered.

“Take your friends and go. Tell your employer he can collect his debt when Ahmed returns. Understand?”

The men nodded quickly. They gathered their comrades then rushed away. Changa was about to relax when he sensed someone behind him. He whirled, throwing knife poised then froze. A woman stood a distance away, her face covered by a dark veil a hood covering her head. Their eyes met and he swayed. He thrust his arm out instinctively and steadied himself on the nearby wall. Changa shook his head, blinked then look up again. The woman was gone.

Changa turned to face Mikaili. The Ethiopian looked puzzled. 

“Changa, are you...”

Ahmed shoved Mikaili aside and pounced on Changa, smothering him with his gratitude and his smell.

“Thank you, sahib! I am yours to command. Ask me and I’ll lead you to the end of the earth!”

Changa pried the man free and pushed him away. “I don’t want to go to the end of the world. I’ve been there.  I want to go to Vijayanagar.”

“And you will, sahib, you will!” Ahmed clambered back to his door, stopping briefly to wrap Mikaili in his odiferous hug. 

The men travelled back in silence to the harbor. Mikaili and Ahmed chattered endlessly, catching up on old times. Changa walked behind them silently, the image of the mysterious woman lingering in his mind. He knew no one in Goa; he’d never visited the port. But the woman seemed familiar, as if he knew her from some earlier place. Could she be the paramour of some wealthy merchant who’d seen him in his other life in Mogadishu? Or maybe she was a former slave freed years ago who had once pleasured him? He shrugged as he tried to clear his mind. Best to forget her and focus on the job at hand. 

They arrived back at the dhows at midday. They were in sight of the dhows when Changa spotted Panya running toward them. Her face was clearly distressed; Changa pushed past Mikaili and Ahmed and ran to her.

“What is it?” he asked.

“It’s Zakee. Come!”

Changa ran behind Panya to the shore. Zakee stood beside the man he’d met earlier, his face more serious than Changa had ever seen.

“What is going on here?” Changa inquired.

Zakee stepped to Changa and bowed. “Bwana Changa, for many days I have served with you as a companion and a friend. You saved my life and in your presence I have learned much of life and this world. But the time has come for me to leave.

There was a quiver in the amir’s voice as he continued.

“It seems my country is at war. I must go to fight with my father and brothers. I must go home immediately.”

“I understand how you feel, Zakee, but you are a member of my crew. We do not let one of our own face dangers alone.”

Zakee smiled. “I understand, but I cannot ask you to risk your lives in such a way. I have no idea what awaits me when I return home.”

“It will take time for us to leave,” Changa stated. “Mikaili and I must travel to Vijayanagar to trade our goods. When we return we will set sail immediately for Oman.”

“You don’t understand, Changa. I must leave immediately.”

“No prince, I don’t think you understand. You cannot rush into this situation. As you say you have no idea what is going on. Goa is a trade city. Find out as much as you can while we are gone. This way we all will be well informed when we return.”

Zakee looked at the Tuareg. The blue man nodded.

“So be it. I will wait until you return. In the meantime my brother and I will gather will learn what we can from our other countrymen. Tuareg, will you help me?”

The Tuareg nodded.

Changa looked at Panya. Things were strained between them since China. She met his gaze but did not smile.

“I leave the
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