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Glossary

The glossary at the back of this book on page 64 is
divided into five sections. A number beside a word in the

_text, like this®, refers to a section of the glossary. The
words within each section are listed in alphabetical order.
The page number beside a word in the glossary refers to
its first occurrence in the text.

Section I — terms to do with light and darkness

Section. 2 - terms to do with political systems and
government

Section 3 — unusual negative forms

Section 4 — termg to do with emotions

Section S — general-..

A note on the historical background 1o this story
This story is set in Kenya in the 1950’s. At that time,
Kenya was a British colony.

The colonial settlers took away Kenyan people’s land.
‘They forced Africans to work on the swlen land. They
made many laws that were against African people.

The K.A.U. - the Kenyan African Union — was
formed by black Kenyan leaders in 1944. But the British
colonial rulers refused to recognise the leaders of the
K.A.U. and did not allow them to have positions of
responsibility.

The K.A.U. wanted to change the colonial govern-
.ment and the laws by peaceful means. Thev wanted to
have the colour bar removed so that the black people
would have equal rights with the whites; they wanted the
lund returned io the black farmers and they wanted black
people to govern their own country.

Jomo Kenyatta became President of the K.A.U. in
1947. Kenyans believed he could save Kenya from the
evils of colonialism. But the colonial government refiiscd
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to listen 1o the K.A.U. The K.A.U. was banned and
many of its members were imprisoned.

The K.A.U. had members from all over Kenya, but
the highest number of members were from those parts of
Kenya where the Kikuyu lived. Jomo Kenyatta was
himself a Kikuyu. In 1951 a separate organisation was
formed from members of the K.A.U. Many of the
members of this organisation were men who had fought
for the British in the Second World War. They believed
that violence was the only way to bring about changes
and to remove the colonial rule. In 1952 this separate
organisation, called ‘Kenya Land and Freedom Army’,
or ‘Mau Mau’, began to attack colonial settlers. Mau
Mau also attacked and killed Kenyan chicfs. These were
chiefs who supported the colonial government. Warthii
- a well-known colonial chief — was killed in 1952.

In 1952 some leaders of the K.A.U. were killed and on
20 October of that year the government declared a S:ate
of Emergency. Jomo Kenyatta was arrested and
imprisened, even though it was never.groved that he was
a member of the Mau Mau. = g

Many young people left their viilages and joined the
Mau Mau. Mau Mau was a secret nationalist organisation
and people from all cver Kenya joined it. Most of the
members were from the Kikuyu. A man joined the Mau
Mau by taking a secret cath. He swore to fight for land
and freedom. Members of the Mau Mau knew that if a
man broke his oath or told anyone what he had sworn he
would be kiilled by the Mau Mau. '

The leader of the Mau Mau from 1953 to 1956 was
Dedan Kimathi. Dedan Kimathi was caught and hanged
by the British in 1956. By the end of that year
approximately 2,000 European and Asian civilians,
soidiers and African government troops were dead, and
over 11,600 Mau Mau had been killed. However, very
many thousands of Kikuyu, including women and
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"children, died of starvation and disease in the fortified
villages. These were villages surrounded by troops sent
in by the colonial government.

The British government was forced to give indepen-
dence to Kenya in 1963. Jomo Kenyatta became the first
President of the Rupublic of Kenya in 1964.

A note on the main characters in this story

Ngetho
is the head of the family in this story. Ngotho works
as a labourer on the land which his father once
owned, but-hich the British gave to a white settler.
Ngotho fought Wwith the British Army in the First
World War which is referred to in the story as the
First Big War. Ngotho has two wives, Njeri and
Nyokabi. He has three sons by Njeri and two sons
by Nyokabi.

NJEREL ——— = NGOTHO = ~NYOKABI

(First wife) (Second wife)
BORO KORI KAMAU MWANGI NJOROGE
Bore

Ngotho’s eldest son by his first wife. Boro fought for
the British in the Second World War. He came back
from the war a bitter and angry man. He has left
home and has gone to Nairobi to look for work.
Boro does not respect his father because Ngotho
works as a labourer on the land which his father
once owned.
Kori

Boro’s brother. He also has left home and gone to
find work in Nairobi.
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Kamau
Njeri’s youngest son. He has stayed at home and is
lcarning to become a carpenter. His wages help to
support the family.

Mwangi
Ngotho’s son by his second wife, Nyokabi. Mwangi
was killed while fighting for the British in the
Second World War.

Njoroge
the main character in the story. He is Ngotho's
youngest son by his wife, Nyokabi.

Other main characters

Facobo
Jacobo has done well out of colonial rule. He is
wealthy and is ready to help the British so that he
can keep his land and his wealth. Mr Howlands uses
Jacobo in his fight against the black people.

oy
JACOBO = STUEFANA
LUCIA MWIHAKI

Muwihaki
Jacobo’s daughter. She makes friends with Njoroge
and falls in love with him. The unhappy love affair
between Mwihaki and Njoroge is a central part of
the story.

Mr Howlands
the white settler who farms the land which once
belonged to Ngotho’s father. Lie loves his farm and
1s determined that no one shall take it from him. His
hatred for the black people increases as the struggle
for freedom becomes fiercer.
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PART ONE
THE WANING LIGHT
Chapter One

‘Nloroge, Nijoroge!” the woman called. The little boy,
dressed in nothing but a piece of cah;o -ran up to hls’
mother.

The woman smiled. Her small eyes were full of life and
the smile lit up her dark face. She looked at the child
with pride.

“Would you like to go to school?’ she said.

Njoroge gasped, but said nothing.

“We are poor, you know that,” his mother went on.

“Yes, mother.” The boy’s voice shook a little.

“You won’t get food at midday like the other children.’

‘T understand.’

‘And you must never bring shame’ on us by refusing to
2o to school.’ ;

The thought of gomg to school was like a bright light
in Njoroge's mind'.

‘T want to go to school,” he said quiatly. ‘I will never
refuse to go to school.’

‘All right. You'll begin on Monday. When your father
gets his pay, we’ll go to the shops. I’ll buy you s shirt and
a pair of shoris.’

‘I thank you, mother, very much.’

Njoroge wanted to say more, but he could not. His
mother looked at his eyes and understood. She was
happy, because her son was happy. In the evening,
Njoroge told his brother Kamau the news.

‘Kamau, I shall go to school. I'm glad. Oh, so glad.
But I wish you were coming too.’

‘Don’t worry about me,” Kamau said to the little boy.

‘I’'m being trained as a carpenter. It’s a useful trade’.
You get your education and I’'ll get a trade. Then, one
day, we’ll have a better home for the whole family.’



‘Yes,” Njoroge replied. ‘That’s what I want. I think
people get rich because they are educated.’

Ngotho, Njoroge’s father, was proud that his youngest
son was going to school. Njoroge was the second son of
Ngotho’s second wife. Njoroge was the first of Ngotho’s
sons o go to school. A man was always proud if one of his
sons went to school. It was important for the boy and his
family.

Ngotho had two wives, Njeri and Nyokabi. They had
given him five sons. But Mwangi, Njoroge’s only brother,
was dead. He had been killed in the Second Big War.

All the other brothers were friends and they often sat
together in one hut. They loved to hear stories from
Ngotho or the wgmen. That night, all the young people sat
together in NgOthtes big hut. Ngotho told them a story. It
was the story of the first man and woman and of the land
that God had given to them. '

‘God showed the man and woman the land and said:

“This land I hand over to you, O Man and Woman.

It’s yours to keep and to look after for ever.”’

There was a strange light in Ngotho’s eyes as he spoke.

When hLe told this story, he forgot his wives and sons
and all the young people in the hut.

Njoroge listened to the old story of the beginning of the
world. He wished he had stood next to God and seen all the
land. At the end of the story, he cried out, ‘But where did
our land go?’

Everyone looked at the little boy. Ngotho answered his
son slowly.

‘I am an old man now. But I have asked that question
many times, waking and sleeping. I've said: What hap-
pened, O God, to the land that you gave us?

‘I’ll tell you what happened,’ Ngotho went on. ‘First the
sun burnt all the land. There was no water and the cattle
died. Then the white man came and took the land. But not
all of it at first®,
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“Then came the First Big War. It was the white man’s
war, but we had to fight for them. We had to clear the
forest and make roads for them. We helped the British to
win the war and we came back tired. We said to each
other: “We have helped them. \X/hat will they give us in
return for our help?’

“They gave us nothing in return for our help. Instead,
they took our land.

‘My father’s land was taken from him. He died lonely,
waiting for the white man to go. But the white man
stayed. My father died on the land, working for another
man. Now I too work for another man, on the land that
used to belong to us.’

‘You mean the land that Howlands farms®?’

The question came from Boro, Ngotho’s eldest son.

‘Yes, the same land,” Nogotho replied. ‘My father
showed it to me when I was young. But one day the land
will return to us. I work here, waiting for that day.’

‘And do you think that day will ever come?’ another
son, Kori, asked.

‘I don’t know. Perhaps not in my life-time?, but, oh
God, I wish it was possnble ‘m

Boro, sitting alone in a corner, thoﬂght about the land
which they had lost.

Boro, too, had fought for the white man. He had
fought in the Second Big War. That war had killed his
brother, Mwangi, who had been his dearest friend. Boro
had gone to the war a boy and returned a man. Now he
was a man with no land and no job.

A bitrer anger” filled Boro’s heart. In a whlspcr lhd[
everyone c(‘uld hear, he said, “To hell with waiiing .’

And 1o his father he said, ‘Tiow can voi work for a
man who has taken our land? How can you go on being
his servant?’

And Boro walked out intwe the darkness without
waiting for an answer.



A bitter anger filled Borc’s heart.



Chapter Two

On Monday, Njoroge went to school for the first time.
He did not know exactly where the school was, So
Muwihaki, the daughter of Jacobo, showed him the way.

Jacobo was the owner of the land on which Njoroge’s
family lived. Jacobo was a black man, but the white men
allowed him to grow pyrethrum® as a cash crop? on his
land. Pyrethrum was a cash crop which Jacobo was able
to sell in the market. So Jacobo was rich and his big
house looked like a white man’s home.

Everything was new to Njoroge on that first day. The
school was a strange place and the church beside it was
the biggest building Njoroge had ever seen.

When the other boys saw Njoroge, they began to tease®
him.

‘You are a Njuka!” they cried. ‘Come on, Njuka, carry
this bag for me.’ :

‘No, my name’s Njoroge,’ the little boy answered. He
did not understand that Njuka rﬁtz{\_t;new boy’.

The boys began to laugh. ‘Njdka, Njuka! they
shouted.

But Mwihaki stopped them.

“Yeo, he’s a Njuka. But he’s my Njuka. Don’t any of
you touch him!’

The boys were silent. Mwihaki’s sister, Lucia, was a
teacher at the school. They were afraid that if Mwihaki
teld her sister about them they might be beaten.

For the first few weeks, Njoroge always walked home
with Mwihaki. They lived near each other and Njoroge
liked the clever little girl.

One day, they did not go siraight home. They sat
down on a little Lill and bepan 1o play. They forgot the
time and, as darkness came, Nyokabi came looking for
her son, Njoroge.
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She was angry to find her son with Mwihaki. She did
not want him to be friends with a rich man’s daughter.

Njoroge was sorry to scc his mother so angry. He
decided that in the [uture he would keep away from
Mwihaki. -

Nyokabi was very proud of her son and she-loved to
see him reading or writing. She wanted Njoroge to get
the white man’s education. Then, perhaps one day,
Ngotho, her husband, could stop working for Mr
Howlands.

Njoroge told his mother cverything that happened at
school.

“The teacher asked me to tell a story today, mother,” he
said. ‘A story you had told us came into my head. But

“when I stood up, I was afrand. I iost the storyV’

‘A man should not be afraid,” Nvokabi said. ‘You have
many stories. Or have we wasted our time telling them to
you?’

‘I tell you, mother, I forgot all of them!” And the little
boy’s eyes opened wide.

Nyokab: laughed.

‘All right. T’ll tell them (0 you 42at. But now you
must fetch your brother, Kamau. Your elder mother,
Njeri, wants him. Don’t forget to take off your school
clothes first.’

Dressed in his old piece of calico, Njoroge took the
path to the house of Nganga, the carpenter. The path
went near Jabobo’s house and Njoroge saw Mwihaki
coming towards him. He was ashamed of meeting her
dressed in his piece of calico, so he turned away and went
along another path.

Nganga was the village carpenter and Ngotho had paid
him a lot of money 10 teach Kamau his trade. Nganga
was rich because he had land. Land was much more
important than money. A man was rich only if he had
land.



As Njoroge got near to Nganga’s house, he saw his
brother coming towards him. ‘

“Work’s cver for today,” Kamau said. ‘Let’s go home,
brother. Oh, how I hate this man, Nganga!’

‘“Why, brother? Isn’t he a good man?’

‘No, he isn’t. He doesn’t let me do anything. How can
I learn a trade just by waiching? He treats me like a
servant.’

‘But why?” Njoroge asked. ‘He is a black man, like -
you.’

‘Blackness is not all that makes a man,” Kamau replied
bitterly. ‘Rich men — black or white - never want others
to get rich. Sometimes a European is better than an
African. A whige.man is a white man. But a black man
trying to be a white man is bad and harsh®.’

Njoroge said nothing. These ideas were difficuit for
him to understand. But he knew that the only good thing
was education.

Chapter Three

Ngotho usually walked tirough the fields to work.
Ngotho loved walking through the fields in the early
morning when everything was green and the crops were
in flower. But today he was walking along the busy
tarmac road that went straight to the city. Black men had
made the road for the white men in the First Big War.
. Ngotho was thinking of what bis son Boro had said.
Ngotho thought 160 of al! the lonely years of waiting -
Black men waiting for their land to be returned to them.
Perhaps they had all waited too long. Perhaps it had been
wrong to wait at all. Perhaps thut was the coward’s’ way.

Mr Howlands, the white setiler?, was already up when
Ngotho reached his land.



