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    To my Dear family. Do not be discouraged when things go wrong. Keep the dream and you may just achieve your life's ambitions

      

    

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

DINDI
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After Dindi got the news that he was going to join The Conquerors School, he could not hide his joy. No one in his village, “Mutakha”, had ever joined secondary school. He had, therefore, broken a record, and to leave the retrogressive village of drop-outs was no mean effort. Dindi had worked hard virtually everywhere! In school, at home, in their local church even at Mama Pima’s (alcohol den) just to make ends meet. He was loved by everybody because he ran all sorts of errands for them and being a fatherless son to his mother as his age-mates at school mocked him, he had no reason to look for friends. His friend was work some fathers used to tell their sons to emulate him as he seemed he would be a good father in the future. 

The time to go to the prestigious school was fast approaching yet he had not raised any money for shopping and leave alone his fees. He tried to talk to the people he had been working for but the thought of their loyal hand going away to a school where their sons had not merited stood between them. It is said some said behind his back that he would never make it, like father like son even though he was unknown. His mother went to all the women groups she knew of but they turned her down for her chronic inability to pay debts. Her friend, Mama Timo, had money but felt Mama Dindi was trying to climb too long a ladder. Matters got worse when she took her animal to the market to sell but there was no willing buyer unless at half the price she was quoting. You know why? Of course, your guess is valid but, they said it would take them five years to bring the animal back to life. Without any other choice, she sold the cow and this only helped her raise the fare they needed to get them to school.

On the set day, mother and son arrived at the school gate.
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THE CONQUERORS SCHOOL
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The watchman was not so sure of whether to allow them in or not. He had strict instructions not to allow idlers in and so a look at the two: the ragged clothes, the protruding bones in them, the feet in the protective gear of miss matched slippers, the small luggage in a lesso (African shoal) but the must smile on their faces with eyes that pierced his heart, threw him off balance. He simply smiled back, opened the gate, saluted them, and allowed them in without any question.

For fear of being sent back, Mama Dindi did not ask for the direction. She just followed people where they were going. As luck would have it, the parent she was following opened the office and sat in a comfortable chair in the office. The parent was very friendly and invited them to sit. Do you think they did it? No no... Mother and son were too embarrassed to sit on such chairs. Dindi simply smiled back and told the Parent that he could not sit on such a chair and lose his focus to study. It is then that it dawned on the Principal, for that was he, that this was a student in need. His appearance and hands vocalized it all. He thought of the only chance he had not filled for needy students ...It was the action of the woman that brought him back to his senses. She was spreading her old lesso on the floor to sit on.

‘Don’t spread it’, he shouted.

He made her sit while her son stood. He assured her that he was the head of the institution and would be ready to listen to her. This is what shocked her that she almost fainted but her son realized he needed to speak for himself. By the time he finished talking, everyone was in tears, and purses were opened voluntarily. Parents and teachers had come in when they heard the principal asking her not to spread her lesso, and things had moved out of his control. One parent volunteered to take Dindi to a nearby shopping center to do his shopping. Dindi won the remaining scholarship and was therefore allowed in school. Surely every dog has his day; determination and focus had enabled him to come this far.
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SIBUOR MANG’ANG’A.
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Dindi had issues adapting to school life in the first week. Later on, he got into the system. All was well until one afternoon when the head student came to class and forced all of them out for clubs. Dindi did not want to belong anywhere except in books. He needed to prove to everyone that the effort they put into his being in school was worth it. Sibuor Mang’ang’a as his name suggested, was feared by all students. Rumour had it that he once dug his teeth into a form two boy who had failed to tack in his shirt. He handled lazy students like criminals of KOdiaga, he abhorred dirt and so no one enlisted to clean took their chances with him. Despite all these, he was liked by both the senior students and the teachers because he had the courage of David and the gift of the gab like the one Kijana had. When he opened his mouth to speak, quality words overtook each other like a waterfall and it was no wonder that he was the lead actor in the school play. Dear ladies and gentlemen the form ones left more out of fear, unaware of which clubs they were going to join than out of respect. I don’t blame them.

Dindi avoided the pitch and went to the hall where some students were rehearsing for the drama festivals. The director was looking for something among them and within a short time, he
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