[image: Cover: The House Boy By Justin Oloya]


The House Boy

Justin Oloya

Austin Macauley Publishers

2026-06-19



Table of Contents

	Cover

	Title Page

	About the Author
	Dedication
	Copyright Information ©
	Acknowledgement
	Chapter 1
	Chapter 2
	Chapter 3
	Chapter 4
	Chapter 5
	Chapter 6
	Chapter 7
	Chapter 8
	Chapter 9
	Chapter 10
	Chapter 11
	Chapter 12
	Chapter 13
	Chapter 14
	Chapter 15
	Chapter 16
	Chapter 17
	Chapter 18
	Chapter 19
	Chapter 20
	Chapter 21
	Chapter 22
	Chapter 23
	Chapter 24
	Chapter 25
	Chapter 26


Guide
	Cover
	Title Page
	About the Author
	Dedication
	Copyright Information ©
	Acknowledgment
	Start of Contents

List of Pages
	Page 1
	Page 2
	Page 3
	Page 4
	Page 5
	Page 6
	Page 7
	Page 8
	Page 9
	Page 10
	Page 11
	Page 12
	Page 13
	Page 14
	Page 15
	Page 16
	Page 17
	Page 18
	Page 19
	Page 20
	Page 21
	Page 22
	Page 23
	Page 24
	Page 25
	Page 26
	Page 27
	Page 28
	Page 29
	Page 30
	Page 31
	Page 32
	Page 33
	Page 34
	Page 35
	Page 36
	Page 37
	Page 38
	Page 39
	Page 40
	Page 41
	Page 42
	Page 43
	Page 44
	Page 45
	Page 46
	Page 47
	Page 48
	Page 49
	Page 50
	Page 51
	Page 52
	Page 53
	Page 54
	Page 55
	Page 56
	Page 57
	Page 58
	Page 59
	Page 60
	Page 61
	Page 62
	Page 63
	Page 64
	Page 65
	Page 66
	Page 67
	Page 68
	Page 69
	Page 70
	Page 71
	Page 72
	Page 73
	Page 74
	Page 75
	Page 76
	Page 77
	Page 78
	Page 79
	Page 80
	Page 81
	Page 82
	Page 83
	Page 84
	Page 85
	Page 86
	Page 87
	Page 88
	Page 89
	Page 90
	Page 91
	Page 92
	Page 93
	Page 94
	Page 95
	Page 96
	Page 97
	Page 98
	Page 99
	Page 100
	Page 101
	Page 102
	Page 103
	Page 104
	Page 105
	Page 106
	Page 107
	Page 108
	Page 109
	Page 110
	Page 111
	Page 112
	Page 113
	Page 114
	Page 115
	Page 116
	Page 117
	Page 118
	Page 119
	Page 120
	Page 121
	Page 122
	Page 123
	Page 124
	Page 125
	Page 126
	Page 127
	Page 128
	Page 129
	Page 130
	Page 131
	Page 132
	Page 133
	Page 134
	Page 135
	Page 136
	Page 137
	Page 138
	Page 139
	Page 140
	Page 141
	Page 142
	Page 143
	Page 144
	Page 145
	Page 146
	Page 147
	Page 148
	Page 149
	Page 150
	Page 151
	Page 152
	Page 153
	Page 154
	Page 155
	Page 156
	Page 157
	Page 158
	Page 159
	Page 160
	Page 161
	Page 162
	Page 163
	Page 164
	Page 165
	Page 166
	Page 167
	Page 168
	Page 169
	Page 170
	Page 171
	Page 172
	Page 173
	Page 174
	Page 175
	Page 176
	Page 177
	Page 178
	Page 179
	Page 180
	Page 181
	Page 182
	Page 183
	Page 184
	Page 185
	Page 186
	Page 187
	Page 188
	Page 189
	Page 190
	Page 191
	Page 192
	Page 193
	Page 194
	Page 195
	Page 196
	Page 197
	Page 198
	Page 199
	Page 200
	Page 201
	Page 202
	Page 203
	Page 204
	Page 205
	Page 206
	Page 207
	Page 208
	Page 209
	Page 210
	Page 211
	Page 212
	Page 213
	Page 214
	Page 215
	Page 216
	Page 217





About the Author

Justin Oloya was born to Ajulina Adong and Martin Uma. He was born in Anaka, Northern Uganda, and spent his early education at Anaka, Holy Rosary School, and Pakwelo Primary School Gulu, Uganda. He later joined Sir Samuel Baker School, Gulu, and St Henry’s College. Kitovu, Masaka, for his advanced level studies. He obtained a masters degree in electrical engineering (USSR) and bachelors degree in mathematics from the University of East London, UK. He also attended Nottingham Trent Universsity (UK) for a post graduate course in education (PGCE). From 1983 to 1985, he was the chief electrical engineer at Uganda Spinningmill, Lira, Uganda. In 1985, he lectured in electrical engineering science and mathematics at the Uganda Technical College in Lira, and from 1988 to 1989 he was the deputy regional director at the ministry of rehabilitation, Uganda, in charge of West Nile relief operations in conjunction with UNHCR resident office, Arua, Uganda. He now lives in the United Kingdom.









Dedication

This book is particularly dedicated to the children suffering all over the world as a result of wars, corruption and inefficient governments.

It is also dedicated to my late grandfather, Agustino Achire, my late father, Martin Uma; my late uncle (Hon) Erinayo Oryema, who died serving his country, Uganda. My late Uncle Peter Ochaya, Ajulina Adong Uma, Vilentina Abur Uma, Doreen Amayo Uma, Akello Uma, Donus Kilama Uma, Akwilino Otto, my late auntie, Lucia Anena, Abalo Oloya, Ojera Derrick, Late Boadrine Oketayot, Eng. Otim Oloya, Stephen Oloya, Denis Oloya, Amelia Oloya, Zoe Oloya, Olivia Oloya, Emily Oloya and Aber Oloya.

Finally to my late son, Stephen Achire Oloya, although you are long gone, you are always in our hearts everyday of our lives.





Copyright Information©

Justin Oloya 2026

The right of Justin Oloya to be identified as author of this work has been asserted by the author in accordance with sections 77 and 78 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publishers.

Any person who commits any unauthorised act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library.

ISBN 9781035848614 (Paperback)

ISBN 9781035848621 (ePub e-book)

www.austinmacauley.com

First Published 2026

Austin Macauley Publishers Ltd®

1 Canada Square

Canary Wharf

London

E14 5AA





Acknowledgement

Warm thanks and gratitude to the following people I have known:

Dr Sam Egharevba and family, Judith Amone and family, Charles Kamugisha and family, Abbey Mukasa, Lillian Chiza and family, Jimmy Achellam, James Kaggusa and family, Joan Nnyenda, Margarete Onek and family, Sally Odera and family, Dr Donna Spencer, Margarete Odiya, Miss Elena Paphova Alekcandrovna, Joan Amuge, Janet Oyella, Achan Anne Oyaka and family, Arthur Molife and family and many more.

Thanks to the following, with whom I share wonderful memories as students: Engineer John Lotara, Engineer Onek Hillary, Willy Akwero, Willy Oryema, Engineer Ojok Ben, Engineer Winston Mashemererwa, Engineer Fred Ssajabi.

I am extremely grateful to my publishers for their professionalism and expertise. Engineer Joseph Nyanzi Kubo and family, Engineer Mungi Abubakar (RIP) and many more.





Chapter 1

I lay in bed with thoughts rolling down my mind. The time, I guess was slightly after midnight, but I was still unable to fall asleep. The moon was extremely bright outside, and the whole village was quiet because the children who normally played with excitement under the bright moonlight had all retired to their beds. The sounds of playing children were replaced by the occasional hooting of owls from the surrounding trees and foxes barking now and then as they roamed the night, hunting for food. Orambo, my village was a glamorous land with two main seasons per year: dry and wet seasons each normally lasting about six months. The wet season was a season for planting crops and tending gardens, while the dry season was a period for harvesting crops and resting before the next rainfall. The hills, the sparsely dense forest, and the small Rambo River, from which the village acquired its name, were some of the natural features which made Orambo a beautiful and most pleasant place to live in. The fertile soil and the green pastures were the splendours of the village that raised me from the time I was born, a land of sunshine throughout the year where people toiled in their fields, reaping the crops on which they fed themselves. It was a village of singing, dancing, laughing-children playing, storytelling and lovemaking.

Orambo too was ridden with poverty, superstition, and ignorance. It was a village dotted here and there with homesteads and semi-permanent corrugated iron-roof houses with mainly mud-plastered walls. There were very few permanent buildings belonging to the very few countable villagers who might have acquired some money through working in the cities across the country or by other means. All the villagers knew each other by name and were friendly with each other. If something tragic befell the village or any member of the village, all the people gathered together and helped.

Traditional beliefs and practices had a tremendous influence on the village’s morals and way of life. All traditional values and rituals were practiced resolutely and all bylaws were based purely on strict customs and were passed on from one generation to the next, mainly through folklore or parables. Foreign religions and Western values were regarded especially among the elders of the village, as interferences to the customary esteem and values. The village had plenty of churches with various pastors preaching the words of God. The pastoral churches had become a source of generating income for the self-styled pastors, many of whom demanded tithes from the poor congregation.

Several village girls and boys attended the churches with the hope that they would pray their way to abundant wealth and fortunes.

Land was there to till and yet many stayed in churches praying for miracles to happen. In the churches, the young girls were preyed upon by these pastors who slept with them to receive ‘blessings’ and ‘spiritual cleansing’.

There have been cases where some pastors got involved in settling matrimonial disputes between husbands and wives and on many occasions, the wife was advised to get rid of the husband or vice versa. The next thing that happens is the pastor having an affair with the woman.

There was a case in the village when one of the pastors paraded all the women who had sought divine intervention because they could not have children. That night, the pastor slept with each of the women and claimed that he had spiritual powers to bless the women to have children after sleeping with them in a special room in the church. This continued for several months and none of the women ever conceived instantly with the pastor. Words finally reached some of the husbands who were very furious with the pastor. One of the men went and poured petrol in the church at night and set the church ablaze. The pastor escaped very narrowly that night and he fled the village that very night and never to return.

Pastors inflicted false hopes on society to the extent that the psychological damage on society will take years to repair. There was also a young man in the village who had fled the city because a pastor had put a bounty on his head. He had revealed how the pastor he was working for used to dupe members of his congregation. He related how they used to load wheelchairs for the disabled when the pastor was to visit another place to deliver sermons in that place which normally was very far from the city. These wheelchairs would later be used by people working for the pastor and they would travel to the destination where they would be accommodated in rented places and would later be given the wheelchairs to use and visit the church on the day the pastor would be preaching. Adverts and words would have gone around weeks before a pastor visited the place and would cure the disabled and perform several miracles. That day, the church or open ground would be crowded and amongst the crowd would also be at least about ten or more of the pastor’s people on wheelchairs.

The pastor would be ranting and preaching to the crowd and a moment would come when he would walk round and while ranting over the speaker he would ‘randomly’ approach the disabled on wheelchairs and request them each at a time to briefly narrate their stories about their disabilities. At that instant, he would command that the power of the Holy spirits descend upon the disabled person and enable the disabled to get up and walk. The person would feebly stand up, helped by us working for the pastor and he would disappear among the crowd pretending with excitement that they were cured. The wheelchairs would then be folded and later loaded onto a van. The crowd would go wild with excitement and after doing it to those particular people he had prepared for that occasion, the pastor would say it was enough for that day. The congregation would have given lots of money and news would have spread far and beyond about the ‘miracles’ performed by the pastor.

The pastor had informed all those who worked for him that he would send spells on anyone of them who would reveal his secrets. The young man was told that several people working for the pastor had disappeared mysteriously and were never to be heard from again.

There was also intense competition amongst pastors and witchdoctors to ply their unscrupulous trade without moral principles and without shame just to extort money from the vulnerable village folks. Both the pastors and witchdoctors wielded control over most of the villagers and preyed heavily on their ignorance, by deploying scare tactics to bring their followers to submission.

Child sacrifices were extensive in many villages and many children were disappearing on their way to and from schools. The local police and government authorities were constantly informed of what was happening and yet nothing much was done to stop it. Most of the perpetrators were top government officials and persons owning big businesses in the country who believed so much in witchcraft that it had become a normal practice in Kapeko. Witchdoctors were very central to all these heinous practices.

The villagers had complained and voiced their concerns to higher government authorities not knowing that it is a common practice by the very top government officials. The villagers were completely tired of what had been happening in the village for several years. Villagers had lost huge chunks of land to the very top government officials who usually tricked the villagers into signing documents purporting that their land would be used by the government for commercial farming that would benefit them and yet the corrupt officials ended up grabbing the land either for themselves or for sale to foreigners who paid these officials huge sums of money. Eventually, the poor villagers are evicted from their thousands of acres of land with a pittance of compensation that could not even buy any piece of land anywhere.

Villagers were absolutely fed up with all these malpractices and gimmicks but there was very little they could do because every government institution was highly corrupt and incompetent. Everything in the country was centred on bribes and extortion.

The villagers were completely disgusted and fed up with the system to the extent that some resorted to alcohol and drugs as a means of drowning their sorrows. Many young men frequently drowned their sorrows into taking alcohol and many had also committed suicide and young girls sold their bodies for money just to survive. Life was precarious in most parts of the country.

One of the worst-case scenarios was when a witchdoctor demanded a child for sacrifice from one of the clients. The client was requested to bring a child to sacrifice so that the client would become rich instantly after the sacrifice. Words were leaked to some of the villagers who set a trap for both the client and the witchdoctor by offering a child to the unsuspecting client.

That night, the client was to deliver the poor child to the witchdoctor. Unknown to both the client and the witchdoctor, there were some armed village vigilantes hiding in the grass not far from the witchdoctor’s compound. Sometimes after midnight, the client approached the witchdoctor’s house while being watched by the men in the bush. The child was tied in a sack and being carried by two men who had accompanied the client to the house.

As soon as they were about to enter the house, the armed villagers pounced on the client and the two men. The three culprits were beaten to death and the poor child was rescued. They later stormed the witchdoctor’s compound and dragged him out in the night and paraded him throughout the village. The entire village was alerted and when they came out, the witchdoctor too was molested and beaten to death that night.

The child was given back to the parents who were aware of the plan. Most children in the village never attended school because the government was so corrupt, and never cared about the people except for a few within the ruling clique. Government funds were frequently embezzled by few individuals in positions of power and the few schools were unaffordable for ordinary people.

Very few citizens were able to afford to send their children to school and yet those in positions of power and with plenty of money sent their children to the best schools in the country. Some also sent their children abroad on government expenses while the vast majority of the population could not even afford sending their children to elementary schools. If a member of the village managed to do so, they were considered successful because the villagers believed that higher education would consequently pave the way for some well-paid jobs in a country ridden with nepotism, corruption, and deep religious indifferences.

Matata is the name I was given at birth by my mum. I was born to a Christian family, so you could call me Mark because I was christened that name when I was still a baby. I would prefer you call me Matata, though, because Mark is a white man’s name and has no meaning to me. Some dogs in the white man’s land are also called Mark. Matata in my village means trouble. When my mother gave birth to me, she knew my birth was nothing, but trouble for her. According to what my grandmother told me, my mother dropped out of high school because she was pregnant, and she became a disgrace to her parents—especially to my grandfather, who was very proud of her because she was one of the few village girls who attended high school in those days. He had anticipated that his daughter’s education would have brought pride to his family, but this was not the case. According to him, my mother would study and become a medical doctor, or at least a senior nurse. Things didn’t go the way he had anticipated. In her final year of high school, she became pregnant and was dismissed from the prestigious missionary school, thirty-five miles from my village.

According to my grandmother, my mother didn’t even know who was responsible, or she intentionally refused to reveal who made her pregnant because she was so scared of my grandfather. Putting things straight, I was a misbegotten child who never knew my father and that is why I was brought up by my grandparents. I felt bitter that I never achieved higher education because my grandfather didn’t have enough money. He was an ex-army sergeant in the national army and had spent all his savings educating my mum. Even though he was entitled to pension money, in my country Kapeko it was nothing more than a dream because pension money belonging to people is often embezzled by few in high places through corruption. Three years had gone by since I attended a missionary school about seven miles from my village.

As for my mother, Juliana, she was already married to another man in another village. She had two boys and a girl, and according to our customs, although they were my uterine brothers and sisters, they were not my next of kin because they were of a different clan altogether. I had very little contact with my mother although, occasionally she paid visits to see her parents and me, but we never discussed issues in detail with each other.

My granddad was a tall, well-built man, and though in his late sixties, he looked slightly younger than his actual age. After retirement from the country’s national armed forces (Kapeko National Army), he got actively involved in party politics. Like most men of Orambo, he was a staunch supporter of NPP (National Progressive Party), which had won a landslide victory over NDP (National Democratic Party) in a national election two years back. He was a local organiser and chairman for NPP supporters in Orambo village. He had three children. His eldest son was married and settled in another village about twenty miles away from our village. His second child died of sickness at twenty when I was two years old. My mother was his last child, and he dearly loved her.

‘Vote for NPP because it is the only party that can guarantee you a brighter future. It is the party that can bring enormous development to your village. We shall build new schools, hospitals, and roads, and offer free education to all your children. Taxes will be reduced, and agricultural implements will be provided freely to every family in the village. Government loans will be granted to very many farmers to boost agricultural production all over the country, Kapeko.’

All the political rhetoric and empty promises by NPP campaigners were still fresh in my mind as if they were uttered just yesterday, and three years after NPP came to power, not a single school, hospital, or road had been constructed. The missionary school I attended was still one of only three schools existing in the entire division and had to cater for all the children from the sixteen villages. The schools were overcrowded, and the buildings were falling apart in all three of them. Repeated demands and requests by the community to the government to improve public facilities had all fallen on deaf ears.

To be admitted to my former primary school, you had to be a Catholic by denomination since it was built and funded by the Catholic Church. The other two were built and funded by the Islamic Organisation of Kapeko and the Anglican Church respectively, and the criteria for gaining entrance were purely based on the religious credence of the applicant.

Religion too was dangerously divisive and emotive to the population. People nationwide were so divided on religious grounds even though they may be of the same ethnic background. No Christian would marry a Muslim and viceversa. That religious divide had become so entrenched in people’s blood that people would kill each other for their respective religious doctrines once they were challenged on it.

The paradoxes of religion had become so dangerous because by virtue of manipulation and a subtle twist in the application, and the pretentious implication could breed apprehension and dangerous acrimony in the population.

My granddad had banked so much hope in the NPP. He expected to be rewarded for his tireless effort during the campaign by way of money or material assistance, but the NPP not only forgot about him and the entire village, it increased taxes. Consequently, prices of essential commodities in shops and markets soared so dramatically that a vast majority of the country’s population found many basic commodities too expensive to afford.

I had already turned eighteen and for the past three years, since I dropped out of school, I embarked on growing various cash crops as a source of income, but this did not help me out of my impoverishment. My annual output was very low due to poor farming methods, and the market price for the cash crops was too low to enable save enough income to solve all my problems and those of my grannies.

I had no higher education and no source of steady income or hope for the future. We relied on subsistence farming. Two months back, I was served with a notice from the office of the local tax office informing me that, since I was already eighteen years of age and I wasn’t a student, I was by law required to pay a development tax of five hundred Kapeko dollars annually, beginning that year. This was already September, and by the end of December, the tax collectors would be fast on my trail. Failure to pay would mean taking me to court.

The only money I had was three hundred dollars that I kept hidden in the ground somewhere at the back of my house. In Kapeko most people didn’t trust the bank—especially in the villages—because several times, savings have disappeared, and clients have been told to wait months or even years without getting their savings back when they desperately needed it. I had absolutely no idea how I was going to raise the remaining two hundred dollars that fast. I was faced with a situation in which I had to act quickly if I was to avoid winding up in jail for failing to pay money that many people in Kapeko dreaded and resented so much. People were fully aware that they were paying so many taxes, and yet there were no developments at all, especially in rural areas like my village.

At the heart of all my predicaments was a girl called Rachel, the daughter of Donato, who lived about two miles away in a neighbouring village called Zamba. I met her at a village dance three months before, and we were deeply in love with each other. Just one month later, she broke my virginity, and since then, she visited my house at night secretly without her family and my grandparents knowing what was going on between the two of us.

Rachel’s parents were very strict, and by village standards, they were considered well-to-do. If they found out what was going on between us, I would be in deep trouble because Rachel was still a student. Rachel attended one of the most prestigious high schools in a town about seventy miles from the village, and she was still waiting for her examination results in two months’ time to find out whether she would qualify for a place at the university. If she didn’t do well, she would have to apply for other job-related training.

Rachel’s dad was a retired police officer who had large acres of land and many herds of cattle in the village where he lived with Rachel’s mum and her two younger brothers, who were fifteen and thirteen years old. The brothers attended a good school in town and were still in for holidays.

It was ten years ago when Rachel was still a little girl that I last saw her, and it never crossed my mind at all that this beautiful young lady was going to have anything to do with me, let alone even talk to me. She grew into a gorgeous, charming eighteen-year-old girl. She was tall and slender, with a smooth body and a very sexy smile. She walked with elegance, and her every stride displayed all the feminine glamour of a rare breed of female. At first glance, you could tell immediately that this young lady was exceptional in the village. She looked exotic and distinct from the rest of the village girls.

Meeting her that night was the best day of my life. I had accompanied my village-mate, Deo, who lived about half a mile from my home. He had told me two days earlier about a girl who had just arrived from the city and how he was so fascinated by her beauty and how the two of them were now deeply in love. All my life, Deo and I had been close friends, both at home and as classmates, and I knew him for being a big mouth, a troublemaker, a liar and a braggart. If Deo said it was raining outside, you had better get out and confirm for yourself. There might be plenty of sunshine out there.

The only thing I believed was that there was possibly a girl from the city, but the rest of the things he said about himself and the girl I simply dismissed immediately as part of his routine lies. Deo could tell you one thing today, and tomorrow he will tell you the same story, but totally distorted. He was a compulsive liar with a great sense of humour and lots of jokes to crack. Deo, unlike me, was doing his third-year secondary education thirty-five miles from the village, and in four years’ time, he would be in the university if he passed his exams. He was lucky because his parents were better off financially, and that was why he was still in school.





Chapter 2

It was Saturday, the day when boys and girls in the village ardently, awaited the dance organised at the community centre, which was about two miles from my home. Earlier in the day, Deo called me so that we could make some arrangements for the dance that evening.

“I cannot wait for the evening to come,” Deo said with excitement.

“You are going to meet your darling,” I replied.

“Not a darling, but darlings. I have plenty of them,” he bragged.

“You are lucky; you have many, how about some of us who do not have any?” I replied.

“There are many out there, Mark. Just look around, man,” he said smiling. Deo stared almost benevolently at me for a little while and then said, suddenly: “I am off to my house. Meet me at mine around seven p.m.”

“Okay, Mr Ladies’Boy,” I said jokingly.

The time was approaching three p.m. when Deo left my house.

Later that evening, I called on him at his home and we left together for the community centre. We entered the crowded dancing hall at about eight p.m. The place was luminous, and the scent of perfumes and cigarette smoke was as heavy as water in the air. We arrived when the music had just stopped, and every face in the hall mirrored excitement.

The noise from the crowd amidst the humming noise of a generator all seemed to be part of the frenzy that night. The people were dressed in their best outfits, and I watched intently at the whole surroundings. Some drank beer from the city, some smoked, while some stood chatting amongst themselves. A group of girls sat not far from the main entrance to the hall chatting as they waited for the music to commence. On the opposite side of the hall from where I stood with Deo was a group of girls, seated on a long row of chairs. Deo whispered something to me that faded away with the noise, and he moved quickly across the dancing hall to join a group of boys and girls standing and chatting amongst themselves. I stood watching, totally submerged in excitement and uneasiness because this was the first time for me to witness such an environment.

Most of the crowds were students who had returned home for the summer holidays like Deo. Among the group of girls seated on the opposite side was Rachel. From the corner of my eye, I was watching her in her beautiful form and thinking how dignified and voluptuous she looked. Moments like this had been rare in my life. It was exciting and pleasure that I came to this place; it made me begin to experience moments that I had been missing before.

The moment I saw Rachel, she gave me a provocative invitation with her eyes that sent a chill deep down my heart. My instinct suddenly told me that this attractive girl had something special about herself. It was a totally new experience, which began to bother me a little. To me, she was Deo’s girlfriend, or at least he was interested in her, so the thought of having anything to do with her didn’t cross my mind. Deo once told me that women sometimes send powerful signals using their body language and eyes and yet most times men fail to pick up those signals.

Suddenly Deo returned and joined me. He urged me to go with him to request the girls for a dance. We moved across the hall and requested the girls for a dance.

“Are you a student like your friend?” Galina asked as we danced.

“No, I am not. I live in the village,” I replied. The music came to a stop, and we left the dance floor and moved together to where we had been standing before. Rachel and Deo came and joined us immediately.

“Do you want anything to drink?” Deo asked the two girls.

They looked at themselves.

“No, thank you,” Rachel replied quickly.

When the music resumed, Deo requested Rachel for a dance, but she stood shaking her head repulsively as Deo kept insisting.

“I am tired,” she said gently. I didn’t know what to say. Her words and reaction to Deo suddenly put me off from inviting Galina to dance because I was convinced that she would say no like her friend. What chance did I have with these beautiful, educated girls…? I thought to myself. Inwardly, I was resigned to the thought of even attempting any move that night, whether for a dance or anything beyond that. I was happy with the music, watching people dancing, and that was what mattered to me that night.

“Why don’t you two go and dance?” Deo said, smiling to Galina. She seemed a little disconcerted by his comment.

After a moment, Rachel said softly, “Galina, you go and dance with Deo.”

Suddenly Deo extended his invitation to Galina. She consented to his request, and the two moved together to the dancing area. We stood silently staring at each other without uttering anything. Then Rachel said something, but the noise deafened me, and I moved closer to get what she was saying. Pointing to two empty chairs next to her, she moved gently and occupied one of them. With her hand, she invited me to the other.

Smiling, I took a seat next to her, and we sat watching the dancing crowd. I was really touched by her welcome gesture, and I felt really privileged sitting next to one of the most beautiful girls I had ever seen in my life. Still lost in thoughts, she asked me where I lived, and I told her I lived in Orambo village.

A smartly dressed young man walked up to Rachel and invited her to a dance, but she told him she didn’t want to dance yet, and the young man left her alone. Before the music came to an end, many young men had asked her for a dance, and she kept turning them down each time they tried. The next music, Rachel politely requested me for a dance. We danced quietly without talking, but we kept smiling at each other most time. After dancing with her, she insisted I should stay beside her. After that, she refused to dance with anyone except me.

Since that moment at the dance when Rachel smiled at me, my world suddenly changed. The excitement, the thrill, the exhilaration of being loved by one of the most gorgeous girls in the land was overwhelming and too much to come to terms with. That night after the dance we exchanged our telephone numbers. I could see the look in Deo’s eyes and he wasn’t delighted by my interaction with Rachel.

Two days after the dance, she visited me in my small house. The night was quiet, and at that time of the night, everybody in the village must have retired to their beds. There was a gentle knock on my door, and I guessed immediately that Rachel had come to pay me a visit for the first time.

“Come in,” I answered, breathing heavily. I jumped off my bed and opened the door, and she quickly moved inside. In the darkness, I directed her to sit on my bed, while I bolted the door firmly.

I returned and sat gently beside her. “You are welcome,” I said quietly.

“Thank you,” she replied softly. I was for a moment totally lost in words. My heart began to thump hard against my ribs. I felt frantic and mesmerised with excitement because I was sitting next to this beautiful young lady.

She took a deep breath and asked gently, “Are you okay, Mark?”

“I am fine, thank you, and you are warmly welcome.”

“Thank you,” she replied softly. She took my hand in a gentle hold that sent a flow of excitement and passion through my body. “I love you,” she murmured.

“I love you so much, darling,” I replied softly. Suddenly she turned thrusting her voluptuous body against mine, and a warm gust of exhilaration ran through my entire body. I held her closer to me, and before we realised what was happening, we were kissing each other passionately.

“Mark, darling Mark!” she cried out passionately. With the contours of my body pressing lustfully into her, she responded wildly, bringing me tighter, closer, and deeper into her world. For a moment, we were locked in a paradise of tempestuous ecstasy, sweeping, searing and surging through our bodies.

That night, we were all over each other, and it was such a wonderful moment that would live with me for the rest of my life. That was also the day I became a man, and she became a woman. Incidences like that were very rare and were hard to come by. It was already the onset of a romantic and very special relationship.





Chapter 3

We were already in our third month of romance and Rachel hardly ever stopped calling me on my mobile phone and hardly ever missed a night visiting me in my house. Whenever the feeling of losing her to another man came to my mind, I really got bothered and mentally insecure.

Deo, my friend, was now fully aware that Rachel and I were head-over-heels in love, and he wasn’t very pleased about it. He became jealous and envious that we were deeply in love with each other, but whatever was going on in his mind never bothered me at all. We were fully in love.

No young man in his right mind would want to lose such a graceful woman to another man. I was extremely captivated by Rachel, and I made up my mind that whatever happens I was prepared to spend my life with her. There were many obstacles in my way. I said to myself that I was born a man, and I must face the world like a man and never surrender to situations, however difficult they may be. I was fully determined not to lose Rachel simply because I didn’t have the financial capability to begin an affluent family yet with Rachel. Whatever the odds were, I wasn’t going to remain in the village and continue scraping a living by toiling in the fields for the rest of my life. There were a few options to try, and one of them was to leave the village for the city.

Many young men from my village and the surrounding villages had left for the city. Many had sold the little land they owned and misused the money and now they had no money and job in the villages. Some had been extremely lucky and found work and were doing well. Some, however, returned to the village without any luck. Some were never heard of again for years after they left their villages.

Rachel was from a well-off family by village standards, and she was educated too. Her parents would obviously expect their daughter to settle down with a man who would be able to look after her properly. I was fully aware of the fact that the city wasn’t all paved with gold. I had no higher education, and even if I had one, I would be lucky to get a job because nepotism in Kapeko was widespread. The president of Kapeko was a Mramba by tribe, and the Mrambas were privileged. The Mrambas held high-profile jobs in the government, and all high-ranking military officers were Mrambas. Despite all the odds lying ahead, I decided to try my luck in the city instead of wasting my entire life in the village without any hope for the future. I needed to make a quick and resolute decision before things went out of hand. My grandparents were getting too old, and in a few years’ time, they would need a lot of attention, and the bulk of the burden would rest profoundly on my shoulders.

Apart from looking after my grandparents, I would also need to look after my own family. The question always lingering in my mind was where would I get the money to pay the dowry for the woman I would marry? In Orambo, and by customs and traditions, dowry is always paid to marry a woman. The dowry price consists of either huge sums of money or cows given to the parents of the bride. All those thoughts compelled me to take some drastic actions. After a long and careful debate within myself, I finally decided that the city was the only option available. Perhaps there I would be lucky enough to find work and earn some money.

What really mattered most at this critical moment was convincing my darling Rachel to accept the proposal and find money for transport to the city and to provide us with hotel accommodations and food for the first few days or weeks before I secured some paid jobs. I was pretty convinced there was absolutely no point telling my grandparents about my plan because they would reject it outright. I needed to convince Rachel and compromise with her over the plan.

It was already four months since we first met, and we had become so fond of each other and so much in love that we had become more of a married couple than just lovers. We spent most nights together till dawn when she would always leave my house to avoid being noticed by my grandparents and her parents when returning to her home.

When she visited me that night, we made love to each other, and as we lay chatting to ourselves in low voices, I felt it was the right moment to tell her what my plans were.

“Rachel, darling, I have something to tell you.”

“What is it about, Mark?” She asked gently but with much enthusiasm.

“It is about the city,” I replied.

“What about the city?”

“The issue is that I love you so much, and I don’t want to lose you to another man,” I explained.

For a moment, she was quiet and later asked, “You mean, you want to go to the city to look for work?”

“That is exactly what I have in mind,” I replied quietly.

“The city is a tough place to find work, especially if you do not have a professional qualification,” she explained.

“I do believe that there must be some manual jobs that the Mrambas wouldn’t want to do,” I said.

“Those types of jobs don’t pay well, and they are very tedious and hard,” she continued.

“To be sincere with you, I don’t really care what sort of job, so long as we have a roof over our heads and some income to live on,” I explained.

“So long as we are together and you are happy with what you are doing, I really don’t care,” she agreed.

This was the type of response I had anticipated from her, and now that she had given me the green light, I was relieved that I had someone who loved me and was willing to share the rest of her life with me. I breathed a deep sigh of relief and propped myself on an elbow, facing her. “What about your parents?” I asked.

“I am now a big girl, and my parents won’t do anything to stop me from being your wife, will they?” She replied, smiling. “And after all, Mark, I missed my period this time, and these days I feel funny. I think I might be pregnant,” she revealed.

I gave her a brief kiss and told her that I loved her and wanted to spend all my life with her. She left at dawn leaving me extremely delighted and optimistic about something which had been bothering me for the past few weeks. Her revelation only helped justify my reasons for leaving the village. Soon her parents would notice the pregnancy and that would spark trouble for me and my grandparents.

We needed to leave the village and to leave as soon as possible. I was prepared for all eventualities and also ready to face the full wrath of the law for the sake of us being together for the rest of our lives.

My next move was to plan the journey and organise some money for the trip.

It was Friday night, and the moon was exceptionally bright outside. I lay on my bed with mixed emotions. I was anxious to leave the village without raising any suspicion and also worried and unsure about what fate awaited us. Whatever happened next, I had made a decision, and it was final. I had three hundred dollars, which I had saved for a long time from selling cash crops that I had been growing on a small scale for the past few years. I had not informed my grandparents that I was leaving because they would totally resent the idea. It was approaching eleven o’clock when I heard a knock on the door. I got up and opened it.

“You are welcome, my darling,” I said.

“Thank you, sweetheart,” she replied. Rachel put the bag she had brought with her in one corner of the room and moved towards the bed. “We have to rest early for the long trip,” she said, removing her dress and shoes. She put them on the hanger, and with only her lingerie on, she climbed onto the bed.

“Are you ready for the journey?” she asked, gently holding my hand.

“Yes, we are,” I replied.

“I have brought one hundred dollars,” she said, giving me the money.

“That is wonderful!” I kissed her on the lips.

We agreed that night before we fell asleep that Rachel would leave my place at dawn, return to her home, and leave for the trading centre where we would meet at the bus terminal without anybody in the village suspecting what was going on. We agreed on the time and everything else before retiring to bed.

It was dawn when Rachel left my hut, and I lay on my bed waiting for the time to leave the village. At that moment, I was battling with my conscience. The thought of leaving without telling any of my next of kin was haunting me so much at that moment. My grannies had struggled so hard to bring me up. They catered for me right from childhood, and it was for their sake that I was leaving the village.

As usual, my grandma got up early and was sweeping the area in front of their main door. She was talking to herself about how she was really fed up with the goats destroying her vegetables and how she was tired of waking up every morning with a lot of pain, and yet she had no other alternatives. At that age, it was no surprise that my grandma began talking to herself. Those words were consoling to me and justified my decision. I got up and began preparing for the trip. One part of my brain was urging me to tell my grandma that I was leaving for the city, but the other side was telling me not to bother because they would totally reject the idea and become very watchful of my movements.

“Good morning, Grandma,” I greeted as soon as I got out of the house.

“Good morning,” she replied shortly and continued with whatever she was doing.

It was a very sunny Saturday, and as usual, the village folks prepared to go to the market that day. Some went to the market to sell things, especially farm produce. Some went to the market to buy things, while others, especially the old folks, went to the market to meet other old folks from other villages to chat and pass the day while swigging some local brews and smoking pipe tobacco. For the young men and women, market day was a day for meeting and making friends. It was the day that virile, active young men dressed smartly and went hunting for girls, telling them how much they were attracted to the beautiful ones and how much they longed for the day they would visit their houses at night and how much they wanted to spend their lives together as husbands and wives. On that day, a young man would display his ability and deploy all his verbal manoeuvres in finding for himself a loved one, and for those who already had one, it was a day for meeting and talking about themselves and consolidating their relationships. The Gambo market was famous, and people from the surrounding villages within the sub-county came there too, bringing in their goods and buying cheap foodstuffs. From the position of the sun, I guessed the time was about eleven o’clock, approaching midday. The bus would be at the trading centre by two p.m. so I took my bag and locked the door to my house and walked to where my grandma was busy willowing millet grains.

“Mum, I am off to the market, and I will see you later,” I said.

“Lunch is almost ready; have something before you leave,” she said.

“I am okay for the moment. I will have something later,” I replied.

My mind was mainly set on the journey. The anxiety, the excitement, and the uncertainty surrounding the trip were overwhelming and nerve-shattering. That is how life goes, I thought to myself. I was prepared to confront the challenges lying ahead of me. As I left the compound and followed the path leading away from the village, my heart kept pounding faster and faster. I continued walking, and the birds sang beautifully in the surrounding trees as if to say goodbye and wish me good luck. There were many people trekking to the market too, but I continued walking as if they were not there. I crossed a small bridge on the Rambo River, and as soon as I was on the other side, I stood for a moment and looked back. From that point, I could see the beautiful scenery of Orambo village, and for a moment, I just stood and looked, wondering in my mind how long I was going to miss the place where I spent all my childhood.

A group of people was approaching, and I
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