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Chapter One
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Benzi had sacrificed his life to hunting down and killing the secret killer. He was wholly determined to terminate this unidentified murderer, who was wreaking havoc. But, whenever he told his friends of his mission to kill the secret killer, they laughed mirthfully. The secret killer had proved to be unstoppable. He had set himself the target of killing forty million people. He seemed to be bent on his plan for he had already killed three hundred sixty- eight people from different regions of the country.

The secret killer had eluded and deflected the police for over three years now. Despite the fact that he had declared his schedule openly through posters and placards stuck on electrical poles and house walls, no one knew where to start the manhunt from. The secret killer started as a snipper who shot down unsuspecting people in random spots. Dead bodies were picked by police every day. The same type of gun was used to kill them.

The secret killer had now taken to other ways of killing people, maybe to complete his count before he was caught. He now poisoned public utilities, such as water supply tanks, village wells, and food godowns. He sabotaged public infrastructure and facilities in

[image: ][image: ]

order to derail passenger trains; to overturn buses; to sink boats; and to down airlines. He claimed responsibility for each event he perpetrated.

The police were enraged by these outrageous massacres. Every time they set up traps in one region he switched places drastically. The police engaged in numerous shootouts involving wrong persons. They targeted wrong suspects confronting them in unnecessary fierce gun battles. Innocent people were caught in crossfire. They shot people indiscriminately and haphazardly.

Whenever their leads and informers gave them false information, they attacked headlong, making arrests and shooting dead anybody around.

Now the police were sick and tired of pursuing the secret killer. They thought they were killing more people than the secret killer himself. They announced a five million shillings reward for whoever would lead to the arrest of the secret killer.

People were seized by fear throughout the country. They did not know where the secret killer would be hitting next. They knew very well that his count was still very far. Individual people were so apprehensive that they stopped walking in the dark. Any suspicious movement scared people out of their skin. People were afraid of any strange man. Others shouted for help whenever they met a funnily dressed stranger.

Fear dominated the country. People nicknamed the secret killer apocalypse. They said he was the last unmistakable sign of doomsday. God fearing people just rested assured, waiting for the last day.
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The secret killer had not only killed people outright, but, he had also left masses of people harmed, injured, hurt, crippled, maimed, physically incapacitated, and mentally traumatized. These devastations obliged people to attend hospital clinics for treatment and cure of chronic diseases, such as cancer, HIV/AIDS, tuberculosis and diabetes. Others resorted to spiritual healers for deliverance prayers and casting of demons. Yet some chose to seek relief from alternative medicine from quacks. Some others resorted to herbalists, who prepare them curtails of traditional medicine. And some succumbed to sheer medicinemen, traditional healers and witchdoctors, who performed divinations to figure out who bewitched them so that they might counteract the witchcraft attack.

Others had just been switching camps. They started with God, and degenerated slowly to witchdoctors. They did not seem to get any relief throughout the continuum. They spent their meagre resources to no avail. Less did they know that the secret killer’s attack was deleterious. It was slow poison. It killed them slow by slow.

No one knew who the secret killer was. No one knew what his motivate was either. They only saw his handwork. There were several funerals on each street everyday caused by the secret killer. However, there were some rumours that the secret killer was known to some people, who did not want to assist the police. They said that the secret killer was a rich man whose bank accounts were seized and his wealth was confiscated. They said he was having his revenge.
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One day street children were caught posting the secret killer’s banners on electrical cables. They were arrested and demanded to produce their boss. They were put under duress. They said the man came to their dwelling place in a car at night. He was wearing a face mask. The car’s lights were turned off. He just gave them the job and paid them. They said they did not read the banners. They swore that had they known he was the secret killer, they should have reported him straightaway. All they could give was a rough and vague description of him. The identikit police officer was asked to make a painting of the secret killer from the children’s descriptions. Then the image was captioned wanted before being posted at strategic places, such as markets, bus stations and ports.

Hordes of slightly resembling people were arrested; while a series of others were wounded for resisting arrest, commonly known as obstruction of justice.

Meetings and meetings had been called by street government authorities, distinct security committees, and participatory police force. They conducted secret votes that mentioned wrong people as secret killers. Fortunately, this time the police ignored the lists.

Benzi asserted at each meeting in his area that he was capable of capturing the secret killer. He claimed that he was willing and able to catch the secret killer alive, if given the requirements of this mission. He said that he needed money to conduct the first phase of the mission, which was to create awareness and sensitize people across the country. He explained that without educating the public on how to detect the secret killer’s movements, it can be
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very hard to apprehend him. He said that there were people in every part of the country, where the secret killer could possibly be hiding; that was why public conscientization was inevitable.

Benzi said he needed some financier to fund his mission. He was very much concerned about the mass killings that were going on. No one knew who was next.

Benzi presented his strategic plan to various rich people, donor institutions, non-governmental organizations and charitable organizations. He promised that if they did not respond positively, he would work alone to save the nation from perishing at the hands of this marauding murderer.

Benzi said the nation was jeopadized. Citizens had become endangered species, facing extinction. The secret killer had masterminded inexorable mass murder plans. The insidious pouring of toxin into water sources would spare nobody.

Benzi was now devising his own initiative. He had to be quick enough to terminate the secrete killer before he destroyed the entire nation. He must raise the money needed for his operation. He must enlighten the public on how to abolish the secrete killer. He was now decided to fight alone. This was a one man’s army. He was both bold and courageous enough to accomplish this mission. He had the mental power and acumen to mobilize the critically needed funds for carrying out the mission. So, he set out to raise the money, by hooks and crooks. That was Benzi, the man of action. People said let us see how a man can save the nation all by himself.
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It was as if the secret killer himself had been listening to all that Benzi had been saying. Perhaps he had a magical means of eavesdropping his enemies. The secret killer sent Benzi an ultimatum letter. The letter was brought by an unseen messenger. It was inserted underneath the door threshold. The envelop was very well addressed. The letter was written in red pen. The handwriting was roughly scribbled, but legible. The letter read:

“Poor Benzi, you are a young man with a bright future. You hold a bachelor’s degree in medicine. You are still unemployed. You live in a single rented room at Kirumba, Mwaloni, specifically Kabuhoro Street. Your residential address is house number

144. You live with your two fellow medical doctors, with whom you graduated from the same university, Catholic University of Health and Allied Sciences (CUHAS). You and your companions are stranded and marooned. You are surrounded by hardships.

You live on practicing illegally by running unlicensed backyard clinic and pharmacy. You circumcise children. You commit abortions. You perform minor surgical procedures. You attend your patients in their homes, dressing wounds, giving them injections and gripe water. When your patients develop serious complications, you refer them to hospital.

You are making a lot of money from stigma cases, and those patients trying to bypass the long and complicated hospital process. You have got neither files nor cards. You only keep your patients records in a logbook for quick reference. You have neither queues nor waiting on the benches for the whole
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day. This has earned you a wide clientele. You offer service on call.

Your patients particularly like your simple procedure of dropping in their samples of blood, urine and stool, and then going their way to attend to their commitments; while you conduct diagnosis, and call them to give their results ready start treatment straightaway.

Physically, I know you very well Benzi. I personally happen to have utilized your service, because I am one of those people who hate spending the whole day in hospital. I think that if there are more patients, then, there should be more lab technicians, more doctors and more pharmacists.

So, you attended me at my home. This is what has made me spare you so far. I should have killed you long ago. You should stop sticking your nose into my affairs, and mind your business. I have been monitoring you very closely since you started entangling yourself into my holocaust. I know that you are tired of living in this world. But, I am giving you last warning. If you continue following me I will be eliminating you mercilessly. I will subject you to very painful death. I will throttle you till you suffocate. In case you want to prove that I know you personally, you are a tall and slander young man. You have a high forehead and hard set jaws. You have sharp temples with stylishly trimmed sideboards. You have close set determined eyes. You have a long pointed nose, and small lips. You have a physically fit physique from exercise. Morphologically
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