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KUDZAI


Learning to Honour


Chapter One


I Didn't Ask for Chickens!
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Kudzai stood in the middle of the chicken yard.

His left shoe was covered in mud.

And a large brown hen had just stolen the piece of bread he was holding.

"HEY! THAT'S MINE!"

The hen ran.

Kudzai ran after her.

The other chickens ran because everybody else was running.

Within seconds, feathers were flying everywhere.

From the veranda, Sekuru watched the commotion.

"Are you feeding the chickens, Kudzai, or are they feeding themselves?"

Kudzai stopped.

He looked at the empty feeding bowl.

Then at the hen disappearing beneath the fence with his bread.

"I DIDN'T ASK FOR CHICKENS!"

Sekuru laughed.

"I don't think the chickens asked for you either."

Kudzai was not amused.

Not even a little bit.

He had only come outside because his mother had called him three times.

"Kudzai! The chickens need feeding!"

"Kudzai! Have you given them fresh water?"

"KUDZAI!"

That last one had made him jump.

He had been sitting at the kitchen table, enjoying his breakfast, when suddenly everybody wanted something from him.

And now his bread was gone.

He stared at the brown hen.

She had finished eating and was scratching happily beneath the fence.

"Ah! This chicken!"

He shook his head.

"Every morning. Every single morning!"

He picked up the bucket and marched towards the feeding trough.

Behind him, Sekuru was still laughing.

"What's so funny, Sekuru?"

"Nothing, Kudzai. Nothing at all."

"Then why are you laughing?"

Sekuru wiped his eyes.

"I have lived many years, my boy. But I have never seen a chicken give somebody so much trouble."

Kudzai tipped the maize into the trough.

Immediately, the chickens rushed forward.

One flapped its wings.

Another pushed between his feet.

A little black hen stood right inside the feeding trough, scattering maize everywhere.

"Move! There's enough for everyone!"

Kudzai tried to lift her out.

She flapped straight into his face.

"AH!"

He stumbled backwards and nearly sat in the water bowl.

Sekuru laughed again.

Kudzai looked towards the veranda.

"Are you just going to sit there?"

"Well," said Sekuru, settling more comfortably into his chair, "you seem to have everything under control."

Kudzai stared at him.

Sekuru smiled.

Kudzai decided that grown-ups were very difficult people.
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Beyond the chicken yard, the morning sun warmed the red earth.

Birds chattered in the branches of the msasa tree, and a gentle breeze moved through the maize growing beyond the vegetable garden.

Mai Kudzai was watering her tomatoes when her son appeared beside her.

"Mama."

"Yes, Kudzai?"

"I don't want to look after the chickens anymore."

His mother continued watering.

"Why not?"

"Because they don't listen."

Mai Kudzai looked up.

"Ah, Kudzai! Chickens don't listen to anybody."

"I know that!"

"Then why are you expecting them to behave?"

Kudzai thought about this.

"They could at least stay out of my way!”

His mother smiled.

"Have you finished feeding them?"

"Almost."

"Have you changed their water?"

Kudzai looked at his shoes.

"Kudzai?"

"Not yet."

"Then go and fetch their water, Kudzai."

"But Mama, why must I always do it?"

"Because you are the one looking after them, Kudzai."

"Can't Baba do it?"

"Baba is working on that gate. He has his work, and you have yours."

"What about you?"

His mother placed the watering can on the ground.

"Kudzai, who cooked your breakfast this morning?"

"You did."

"And who washed your school uniform yesterday?"

"You did."

"And who helped you find your missing football boots?"

Kudzai shifted his feet.

"You did."

"Now, while I finish watering these tomatoes, you go and give the chickens fresh water."

Kudzai sighed.

A very long sigh.

His mother picked up her watering can.

"And don't come back without collecting those eggs!"

Kudzai's shoulders dropped.

The eggs!

He had forgotten about the eggs.
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Baba Kudzai was repairing a wooden gate near the house when Kudzai came walking past with the empty water bucket.

"What's troubling you, my boy?"

"Chickens."

Baba looked up.

"What have they done?"

"Everything!"

"Everything?"

Kudzai held up his muddy shoe.

"Look at this!"

Baba examined it.

"That's mud."

"I know it's mud!"

"Well, the chickens didn't put your foot in it."

Kudzai frowned.

Baba returned to his work.

"Have you finished your chores?"

"No."

"Then you'd better finish before your friends arrive."

Kudzai's head shot up.

"My friends?"

"Didn't you say you were playing football this morning?"

Kudzai dropped the bucket.

"Oh no!"

He had completely forgotten the time.

He snatched up the bucket and hurried towards the chicken yard.

Behind him, Baba called out.

"And don't forget to close the gate properly!"

"I KNOW, BABA!"
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Back in the chicken yard, Kudzai filled the water bowl.

A tiny yellow chick came running towards him.

"Peep! Peep!"

Kudzai looked down.

The chick was trying to climb over his shoe.

He carefully moved his foot.

The little chick followed.

He moved again.

So did the chick.

Kudzai crouched down.

"You're going to get stepped on."

He gently guided it towards the other chicks.

It hurried away, its tiny feet pattering across the earth.

For a moment, Kudzai watched it.

Then he remembered the football.

The eggs!

He hurried towards the nesting boxes.

There were two brown eggs in the first nest.

One in the second.

And another tucked beneath the large brown hen, who was sitting very comfortably in the third nest.

Kudzai reached towards her.

The hen puffed herself up.

He stopped.

He tried again.

She gave a sharp squawk.

Kudzai pulled his hand back.

"Ah, fine! Keep it!"

He collected the other three eggs and placed them carefully into his basket.

Then he checked the water bowl, made sure the feeding trough was full and headed towards the gate.

Finished!

At last!

He closed the gate and hurried towards the house.

But he had only taken a few steps when he heard a flutter behind him.

He turned.

The same brown hen was perched on the rim of the feeding bucket.

Before Kudzai could move, the bucket tipped sideways.

Maize spilled across the ground.

Kudzai stared.

The hen hopped down and began pecking at the scattered grain.

Then all the other chickens came running.

Again.

Kudzai put down his basket.

He looked at the maize.

He looked at the chickens.

Then he looked towards the veranda.

"Sekuru!"

His grandfather raised his head.

"Yes, Kudzai?"

"Come and see what they've done!"

Sekuru rose slowly from his chair and walked towards the fence.

He looked at the overturned bucket.

Then at the chickens pecking happily around it.

"Ah," he said. "They seem pleased with their breakfast."

Kudzai could hardly believe his ears.

"But I've already fed them!"

"Then they must be having a second helping."

Kudzai groaned.

Sekuru chuckled and reached for the bucket.

"Come, let's pick this up."

Together, they gathered the scattered maize and put the bucket back where it belonged.

When they had finished, Sekuru rested a hand on Kudzai's shoulder.

"These chickens keep you busy, don't they?"

"Too busy!"

Sekuru smiled.

"Well, tomorrow is another day."

Kudzai looked at him in horror.

"Tomorrow?"

"Of course."

"Even after a morning like this, I have to do it all again?"

Sekuru nodded.

"And the day after?"

"Yes."

"And the day after that?"

Sekuru's smile grew wider.

Kudzai stared at the chicken yard.

The brown hen was scratching beneath the trough as though nothing had happened.

He shook his head.

"I should have stayed in bed."

And from the veranda, Sekuru's laughter followed him all the way back to the house.
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KUDZAI


Learning to Honour


Chapter Two


That Troublesome Hen!
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Kudzai had a plan.

A very good plan.

He was going to finish feeding the chickens, collect the eggs, change their water and be back inside before his mother could think of anything else for him to do.

Five minutes.

That was all he needed.

He had even put his football beside the kitchen door so he could grab it on his way out.

Unfortunately, the chickens had other plans.

Especially the brown hen.

She was sitting in the nesting box, looking very comfortable.

Kudzai stood in front of her.

"Move."

The hen didn't move.

He leaned closer.

"Ah, this one! Always giving me problems!”

She gave a low, rumbling cluck.

Kudzai sighed.

He had collected three eggs from the other nests, but he could see another one tucked beneath her feathers.

He reached towards it.

Suddenly, the hen puffed herself up and gave a sharp squawk.

Kudzai snatched his hand away.

"Ah!"

He stepped backwards.

The hen settled down again.

Kudzai looked at her.

Yesterday she had stolen his bread.

Today she was refusing to give him an egg.

He was beginning to think that this particular chicken had a problem with him.
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Kudzai tried a different approach.

He fetched a handful of maize and scattered it just outside the nesting box.

The hen stretched her neck.

Kudzai waited.

She looked at the maize.

Then she looked away.

"Fine."

He scattered a little more.

Two other chickens came rushing over.

They gobbled up the maize before the brown hen had even stood up.

Kudzai stared at them.

He kicked at the dirt in frustration, sending a little cloud of dust across his shoes.

But the maize was gone.

And the brown hen was still sitting.

Kudzai rubbed his forehead.

This was taking far too long.

He had already spent nearly five minutes trying to collect one egg.

One egg!

He looked towards the house.

Perhaps he could leave it.

After all, he had collected three.

Surely three eggs were enough for one morning.

He picked up his basket.

Then he heard his mother's voice.

"Kudzai! Have you collected all the eggs?"

He closed his eyes.

How did mothers always know?

"Almost, Mama!"

"Don't forget to check the last nest!"

Kudzai looked at the brown hen.

She looked perfectly comfortable.

He was not.
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Sekuru was sitting beneath the msasa tree, sorting through a small pile of groundnuts.

Kudzai approached him carrying his basket.

"Sekuru."

"Ah, Kudzai. Finished already?"

"No."

Sekuru looked at the basket.

"What's the problem?"

"That brown chicken."

Sekuru put down his groundnuts.

"What has she done now?"

"She won't move."

"From where?"

"The nest."

Sekuru nodded.

"Perhaps she's laying an egg."

"She's already got one!"

"Then perhaps she's keeping it warm."

Kudzai frowned.

"But Mama said I must collect the eggs."

"Then you will have to wait until she moves."

"How long?"

Sekuru shrugged.

"That depends on the hen."

Kudzai stared at his grandfather.

"She could sit there all morning!"

"She might."

"But I want to play
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