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12. Rakakabe 

Rakakabe, how beaut i fu l he is, Rakakabe! A Malagasy demon , 
has been sighted as far n o r t h as Kismaayo. H e skims the waves, 
eats mosquitoes, his face gleams, his ha i r gleams. His favorite qi 
t i o n is "Are you sleeping?" 

Rakakabe o f the g l eaming ta i l ! N o , we are wide awake. 

[This m o r n i n g we depar t o n o u r exped i t i on . M y employer s! 

—"Green grow the rushes, o !"—but we, his servants, are e 
m o r e cheerful . We are p repared to meet the ogres. 

We catch one another 's eyes and smile. A l l o f us sport necklai 
o f r ed thread: signs that we be long to the party o f the ogres, t ' 
we are p repared to h ide and fight and die w i t h those w h o live 
the forest, those w h o are d i r ty and c rooked and resolute. "Tell 
b ro the r his house is wa i t i ng fo r h i m , " M a r y whispered to me at 
e n d — s u c h an honor , to be the one to del iver her message! W h i 
she cont inues wa lk ing , mee t ing others, passing i n t o o ther han 
the b lood-red necklaces by w h i c h the ogres are k n o w n . 

T h e r e w i l l be no e n d to this catalogue. T h e ogres are eve 
where. N u m b e r th i r t een : A l i b h a i M . Moosajee o f Mombasa. 

T h e porters l i f t t he i r loads w i t h unaccustomed verve. T 
set off, s inging. "See, A l i b h a i ! " my employer exclaims i n de l ig 
"They ' re made fo r i t ! Na tu ra l workers!" 

" O h , yes sir! Indeed , sir!" 

T h e sky is t r anqu i l , the dust saturated w i t h l igh t . Everythi 
conspires to make me glad. 

Soon, I believe, I shall enter i n t o the mans ion o f the ogres, a 
stretch m y l imbs o n the doorstep o f Rakakabe.] 

T I I K O D O R A G O S S 

Cimmeria: From the Journal of 
Imaginary Anthropology 
F R O M Lightspeed Magazine 

I i M E M B E R I N G C I M M E R I A : I walk t h r o u g h the bazaar, between 
(lie stalls o f the spice sellers, smel l ing t u rmer i c and cloves, hear-
In^ the clash o f bronze f r o m the sellers o f c o o k i n g pots, the bleat 
nl goats f r o m the butchers ' alley. Rugs hang f r o m w o o d e n racks, 

i arlet and i n d i g o . I n the corners o f the alleys, m e n w i t h o u t legs 
( inch o n w o o d e n carts, t e l l i ng the i r stories to a c rowd o f ragged 
Children, m a k i n g coins disappear i n t o the air. W o m e n f r o m the 
mountains, the i r faces p remature ly o l d f r o m sun a n d suffering, 
Cull to me i n a dialect I can barely unders tand . T h e i r stands sell 
r e p l a n t s a n d tomatoes, the p u n g e n t olives that are dist inctive to 
Cimmerian cuisine, video games. I n the m o u n t a i n villages i t has 
lung been a custom to dye ha i r b lue for good fo r tune , a practice 
Ihiit sophisticated urbanites have lately adopted . Even the w o m e n 

I t cour t have ha i r o f a deep and s tar t l ing hue . 
My guide , Afa , walks ahead o f me , w i t h a s t r ing bag i n her hand , 

r x a m i n i n g the vegetables, buy ing caul i f lower and lenti ls . Later she 
mil make r ice m i x e d w i t h raisins, meat, and saffron. T h e cuisine o f 
Cimmer ia is r i c h , heavy w i t h goat and ch icken . (They eat and keep 
no pigs.) T h e pastries are filled w i t h a l m o n d paste and soaked i n 
honey. She waddles ahead (forgive me , b u t y o u do waddle, A f a ) , 
mid I fo l low a m i d a cacophony o f voices, speaking the Indo-Euro-
pean language o f C immer i a , w h i c h is closest perhaps to O l d Ira-
nian. T h e m o u n t a i n accents are harsh, the tones o f the urbanites 
loft and l i sp ing . Shaila spoke i n those tones, w h e n she taught me 
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10. Mbiti 

M b i t i hides i n the berry bushes. W h e n you reach i n , she says: "Oh, 
d o n ' t p luck m y eye out!" She asks you: "Shall I eat you , o r shall I 
make you my child?" You agree to become Mbi t i ' s c h i l d . She pri( I 
you w i t h a needle. She is betrayed by the cowrie shell at the cm I 
o f her ta i l . 

["My brother," Mary says. 

She describes the forest. She says we w i l l go there to h u n t ogres. 
H e r face is f i l l ed w i t h a subdued yet u rgen t glow. I find myself lean 
i n g closer to her. T h e sounds o f the others, the i r voices, the smack 
o f an ax i n t o w o o d , recede u n t i l they are t h i n as the buzzing ol 
flies. T h e w o r l d is composed o f M a ry and myself and the sky aboul 
Mary and the trees about Mary. She asks me i f I unders tand whai 
she is saying. She tells me about her b ro the r i n the forest. I real 
ize that the glow she exudes comes n o t f r o m some supernatural 
power b u t f r o m fear. 

She speaks to me carefully, as i f to a c h i l d . 
She gives me a bund le o f scarlet threads. 
She says: "When the c h i l d goes i n t o the forest, i t wears a red 

necklace. A n d w h e n the ogre sees the necklace, i t spares the 
c h i l d . " She says: " I t h i n k you and m y b ro the r are exactly the 
same age." 

M y voice is reduced to a whisper. "What o f Mbi t i ? " 
M a r y gives me a deep glance, fiercely b r igh t . 
She says: " M b i t i is lucky. She has n o t been caught. U n t i l she is 

caught, she w i l l be one o f the guardians o f the forest. M b i t i is al-
ways an ogre and always the sister o f ogres."] 

//. Ntemelua 

Ntemelua , a n e w b o r n baby, already has teeth. H e sings: "Draw 
near, l i t t l e pot , draw near, l i t t l e spoon!" H e replaces the meat in 
the p o t w i t h balls o f d r i e d d u n g . Fi l thy and clever, he crawls i n t o a 
cow's anus to h ide i n its s tomach. N temelua is weak and he lives by 
fear, w h i c h is a supernatural power. H e rides a hyena. His back wil l 
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ever be qui te straight, b u t this signifies l i t t l e to h i m , fo r he can 
11 stretch his l imbs w i t h pleasure. T h e only way to escape h i m is 
abandon his country. 

t o m o r r o w we depart . 
I am to give the r ed necklaces only to those I trust. "You know 

em," Mary expla ined , "as I know you." 

"Do you know me?" I asked, moved and surprised. 

She smiled. " I t is easy to know someone i n a week. You need 

nly l isten." 

Two paths l ie before me now. O n e leads to the forest; the o ther 

ads h o m e . 
H o w easily I m i g h t r e t u r n to Mombasa! I c o u l d steal some f o o d 

n d rupees and begin walk ing . I have a let ter o f contrac t af f i rm-
ng that I am employed and n o t a vagrant. H o w simple to c l a im 

at my employer has dispatched me back to the coast to o rde r 
pplies, o r to Abyssinia to purchase donkeys! B u t these scarlet 
reads b u r n i n my pocket. I want to draw nearer to the source o f 
eir heat. I want to meet the ogres. 
' Y o u were r igh t , " M a r y t o l d me before she left. " I d i d go to a 

ission school. A n d I d i d n ' t b u r n i t down." She smiled, a smile o f 
ing led defiance and shame. O n e o f her eyes shone b r igh te r than 

i he other, k i n d l e d by a tear. I wanted to cast myself at her feet and 
* eg her forgiveness. Yes, to beg her forgiveness for having p r i e d 

mo her past, for having s t i r red up the m e m o r y o f her humi l i a -
o n . 

Instead I said clumsily: "Even Nteme lua spent some t ime i n a 

i ow's anus." 
Mary laughed. "Thank you , brother ," she said. 
She walked away d o w n the pa th , sedate and u p r i g h t , and I do 

(lot k n o w i f I w i l l ever see he r again. I imag ine m e e t i n g a y o u n g 
man i n the forest, a m a n w i t h a necklace o f scarlet th read w h o 
Itands w i t h Mary's l i g h t bea r ing and regards me w i t h Mary 's 
direct and t r enchan t glance. I l ook f o r w a r d to this m e e t i n g 
.is i f to the sight o f a long-lost f r i e n d . I imagine clasping the 
hand o f this y o u n g m a n , w h o is l ike M a r y and l ike myself. Be-
neath o u r j o i n e d hands, m y employer lies slain. T h e ogres tear 

pen the tins a n d enjoy a p rod ig ious feast a m o n g the d a r k l i n g 
trees.] 
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h u m a n l ike its mother , and one, cal led Kip tegen , w h i c h resembled 
its father. W h e n the wife was rescued by her h u m a n k i n , her hu-
man- look ing c h i l d was also saved, b u t Kip tegen was b u r n t alive. 

[ I am pleased to say that M a ry r e t u r n e d this m o r n i n g , perfectly 
ca lm a n d apparent ly resolved to forget ou r quar re l . 

She tells me that Kiptegen's b ro the r w i l l never be able to forgel 
the screams o f his s ib l ing pe r i sh ing i n the flames. T h e mother, 
too, is scarred by the loss. She had to be he ld back, o r she would 
have dashed i n t o the fire to rescue her ogre-chi ld . Th i s informa-
t i o n does n o t seem appropr ia te for my employer 's catalogue; still , 
I find myself a d d i n g i t i n the margins. The re is a strange pleasure 
i n this w r i t i n g and no t -wr i t ing , these letters that hang between rev-
elat ion and ob l i v ion . 

I f m y employer discovered these notes, he w o u l d call t h e m im-
pudence, c u n n i n g , a t r ick. 

W h a t w o u l d I say i n my defense? "Sir, I was unable to te l l you. 
Sir, I was unable to speak o f the weep ing m o t h e r o f Kip tegen ." He 
w o u l d laugh: he believes that a l l words are f o u n d i n his language. 

I ask myself i f there are words conta ined i n Mary's margins: sto-
ries o f ogres she cannot te l l to me. 

K ip tebanguryon , she says, is homeless now. A m o d e r n creature, 
he roams the Protectorate c l i n g i n g to the undersides o f trains.] 

8. Kisirimu 

K i s i r i m u dwells o n the shores o f Lake Albe r t . Bathed, dressed in 
ba rkc lo th , car ry ing his bow and arrows, he glitters l ike a bride-
g r o o m . His purpose is to t r i ck gu l l ib l e youn g w o m e n . H e w i l l be 
betrayed by song. H e w i l l d ie i n a p i t , p ierced by spears. 

[ I n the evenings, u n d e r the l i g h t o f the l amp, I read the day's in-
ventory f r o m my record book , i n f o r m i n g my employer o f precisely 
what has been spent and eaten. As a representative o f Moosajee and 
Co., Super ior Traders, Stevedores and Dubashes, I a m responsible 
for ensur ing that n o t h i n g has been stolen. M y employer stretches, 
closes his eyes, and smiles as I i n f o r m h i m o f the a m o u n t o f sugar, 
coffee, and tea i n his possession. T i n n e d bacon, t i n n e d m i l k , oal 
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porridge, salt, ghee. T h e dates, he reminds me , are strictly for the 
lomal i s , who grow sul len i n the absence o f this treat. 

M y employer is f u l l o f op in ions . T h e Somalis, he tells me, are an 
. M i table na t ion . " D o n ' t of fend t h e m , A l i b h a i ! Ha , ha!" T h e Kavi-
l ondo , by contrast, are m e r r y and tractable, excel lent fo r manua l 
work. M y o w n people are cowardly, b u t clever at figures. 

There is n o t h i n g , he tells me , mor e odious than a German . 
However, the i r w o m e n are seductive, and they make the wor ld ' s 
most beaut i ful music. M y employer sings me a German song. H e 
sounds l ike a buffalo i n distress. Af te rward he makes me read to 
h im f r o m the Bible . 

H e believes I w i l l find this pa infu l : "Heresy, A l i b h a i ! Ha , ha! 
You' l l have to scrub your m o u t h out , eh? Ext ra ablutions?" 

Fortunately, G o d does n o t share his prejudices. 
I read: There were giants in the earth in those days. 
I read: For only Og king of Bashan remained of the remnant of giants; 

behold, his bedstead was a bedstead of iron.] 

(). Konyek 

Konyek is a hunter . His b u l g i n g eyes can perceive movemen t far 
Kross the plains. H u m a n beings are his prey. H e runs w i t h great 
lop ing strides, ki l ls , sleeps unde rnea th the boughs of a leafy tree. 
I lis favorite quest ion is "Mother , whose foo tpr in t s are these?" 

I Mary tells me that Konyek passed t h r o u g h he r village i n the Year 
of Amber . T h e w h i r l w i n d o f his r u n n i n g loosened the roofs. A wise 
woman had pred ic ted his arr ival , and the y o u n g m e n , i n c l u d i n g 
Mary's brother , had set u p a net between trees to catch h i m . B u t 
Konyek only l aughed and tore d o w n the ne t and disappeared w i t h 
.1 sound o f thunder . H e is now, Mary believes, i n the reg ion o f 
Kldoret. She tells me that her b ro the r and the o ther y o u n g m e n 
Who devised the trap have n o t been seen since the disappearance 
of Konyek. 

Mary's gaze is peculiar. I t draws me i n . I find i t strange that j u s t 
.1 lew days ago I described her as a c o l d person. W h e n she tells me 
of her b ro the r she winds her scarlet thread so t ight ly about her 
l inger I am afraid she w i l l cut i t o f f . ] 
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impression that I am shiftless and craven, and this w i l l qui te nalu 
rally make t h e m want to k ick me. H e h imse l f has k icked me o n 
occasion. 

I t is t rue that my back is often stiff, and I f i n d i t d i f f icu l t to 
ex tend my l imbs to thei r fu l l l eng th . Perhaps, as my employer sua 
pects, I am g r o w i n g o l d before my t ime . 

These nights o f fu l l m o o n are so b r igh t , I can see my shadow on 
the grass. I t wri thes l ike a snake w h e n I make an effort to straighten 
my back.] 

5 . Katandabaliko 

W h i l e most ogres are large, Katandabal iko is small, the size o f .1 
c h i l d . H e arrives w i t h a sound o f ga l lop ing j u s t as the f o o d is ready. 
"There is sunshine for you!" he cries. This causes everyone to faint, 
and Katandabal iko devours the f o o d at his leisure. Katandabaliko 
cannot h imse l f be cooked: cu t up and bo i led , he knits himsell 
back together and bounces o u t o f the pot . Those w h o a t tempt to 
cook and eat h i m may eat the i r o w n wives by mistake. W h e n noi 
t o r m e n t i n g h u m a n beings, he prefers to dwel l a m o n g cliffs. 

[ I myself prefer to dwel l i n Mombasa, at the back o f my uncle's 
shop, Moosajee and Co. I cannot p re t end to enjoy nights spent in 
the open , u n d e r what my employer calls the splendor o f the Afr i -
can sky. Mosquitoes whine , and someth ing , probably a dangerous 
animal , rustles i n the grass. T h e Somali cook and headman sit up 
late, exchanging stories, whi le the Kav i rondo porters sleep i n .1 
cor ra l const ructed o f baggage. I am uncomfor tab le , b u t at least I 
am n o t lonely. M y employer is pleased to t h i n k that I suffer terribly 
f r o m loneliness. "It 's no p icn ic fo r you , eh, Al ibha i?" H e thinks 
me too p re jud iced to tolerate the society o f the porters and too 
f r igh tened to go near the Somalis, who , to his m i n d , be ing devoul 
Sunnis, must be p l o t t i n g the removal o f my Shi 'a head. 

I n fact, we a l l pray together. We are t i r ed and far f r o m home. 
We are here for money, and w h e n we talk, we talk about money. We 
can discuss calculations for hours: what we expect to buy, where we 
expect to invest. O u r languages are di f ferent b u t a l l o f us count 
i n Swahil i . ] 
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Kibugi 

male ogre who haunts the foothi l l s o f M o u n t Kenya. H e carries 
chetes, knives, hoes, and o ther objects made o f meta l . I f you 

manage to make a cut i n his l i t t l e finger, a l l the people he has 
"voured w i l l come s t reaming out . 

has had, I suspect, a mission educat ion . This w o u l d exp la in 
e name and the calico dress. Such an educa t ion is n o t h i n g to 
ashamed o f—why , then , d i d she stand u p i n such a rage when 
lqu i r ed about it? Mary's rage is co ld ; she kept her voice low. " I 

ve t o l d you n o t to ask me these types o f questions! I have only 
me to te l l you about ogres! Give me the money!" She he ld ou t 

hand , and I d o l e d ou t her daily fee i n rupees, a l though she 
ad n o t stayed for the agreed a m o u n t o f t ime . 

She seized the money and secreted i t i n her dress. H e r con-
m p t b u r n e d me; my hands t r embled as I wrote her fee i n my 
cord book. "No questions!" she repeated, seething w i t h anger, 
f I went to a mission school , I ' d b u r n i t d o w n! I have always been 
free woman!" 

I was silent, a l t hough I m i g h t have r e m i n d e d her that we are 
t h my employer 's servants: l ike me, she has come here for 

oney. I watched her stride o f f d o w n the pa th to the village. A t a 
r t a in distance, she began to waver gently i n the sun. 
My face st i l l burns f r o m the st ing o f her regard. 
Before she left, I fel t compe l l ed to i n f o r m her that, a l t houg h 

y father was b o r n at Karachi , I was b o r n at Mombasa. I , too, am 
.111 Afr ican . 

Mary's m o u t h twisted. "So is K i b u g i , " she said.] 

. Kiptebanguryon 

fearsome yet curiously domestic ogre o f the Rift Valley. H e col-
cts h u m a n skulls, w h i c h he once used to decorate his spacious 

e l l ing . H e made the skulls so clean, i t is said, and arranged 
em so prett i ly, that f r o m a distance his house resembled a pal-

~e o f salt. His h u m a n wife bore h i m two sons: one wh ich l ooked 
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A p u l A p u l , M a r y says, bears a festering sore where the bul le i 
p ierced h i m . H e is allergic to lead.] 

2. Ba'ati 

A grave-dweller f r o m the environs o f the ancient capital o f Rush. 
T h e ba 'at i possesses a skeletal f igure and a m o r b i d sense o f humor. 
Its great pleasure is to impersonate h u m a n beings: i f your dearest 
f r i e n d wears a cloak and claims to suffer f r o m a co ld , he may be a 
ba 'a t i i n disguise. 

[ M a r y arrives every day precisely at the second h o u r after dawn. 1 
am cur ious about this reserved and encyclopedic w o m a n . I t amuses 
me to wr i te these reflections c o n c e r n i n g her i n the margins o f the 
catalogue I am compos ing for m y employer. H e w i l l t h i n k this writ-
i n g fly-tracks, o r smudges f r o m m y d i r t y hands (he persists i n his 
o p i n i o n that I a m always d i r t y ) . As I wr i te I see M a r y before me as 
she presents hersel f each m o r n i n g , i n her calico dress, seated on 
an ove r tu rned crate. 

I believe she is n o t very o l d , t h o u g h she must be several years 
o lder than I ( b u t I am very y o u n g — " T o o y o u n g to walk l ike an o ld 
man , A l i b h a i ! Show some spir i t ! Ha ! " ) . As she talks, she works at a 
b i t o f scarlet thread , p l a i t i n g someth ing , perhaps a necklace. The 
tips o f her fingers seem permanen t ly stained w i t h color. 

"Where d i d you learn so m u c h about ogres, Mary?" 
"Anyone may learn . You need on ly l isten." 
"What is your f u l l name?" 
She stops p l a i t i n g and looks up . H e r eyes d r o p the i r vei l o f calm 

and flash at m e — i n annoyance, i n warning? " I t o l d you ," she says. 
"Mary. O n l y Mary."] 

5 . Dhegdheer 

A female ogre o f Somal i land. H e r name means " L o n g Ear." She is 
described as a large, heavy w o m a n , a very fast runner . O n e o f her 
ears is said to be m u c h longer than the other, i n fact so l o n g that 
i t trails u p o n the g r o u n d . W i t h this ear she can hear he r enemies 
approach ing f r o m a great distance. She lives i n a r u i n e d hovel w i th 
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her daughter. T h e daughter is beaut i ful and w o u l d l ike to be mar-
1 ied. Eventually she w i l l m u r d e r Dhegdheer by filling he r ear w i t h 
I >uiling water. 

I My employer is so pleased w i t h the i n f o r m a t i o n we have received 
I m m Mary that he has dec ided to camp here fo r ano the r week. 
" M i l k her, A l i b h a i ! " he says, leer ing . "Eh? Squeeze her! Get as 
much o u t o f her as you can. Ha ! Ha!" M y employer always shouts, 
•is the r e p o r t o f his g u n has made h i m ra ther deaf. I n the evenings 
l ie invites me i n t o his tent , where , closed i n by walls, a roof , and a 
l l o o r o f Wil lesden canvas, I am afforded a b r i e f respite f r o m the 
mosquitoes. 

A l amp hangs f r o m the central pole , and beneath i t my em-
ployer sits w i t h his legs s tretched o u t and his r ed hands crossed 
o n his s tomach. "Very good , A l i b h a i ! " he says. "Excellent!" Hav-
i n g shot every type o f an ima l i n the Protectorate, he is now deter-
mined to t ry his h a n d at ogre. I w i l l be r e q u i r e d to r eco r d his ki l ls , 
.is I keep track o f a l l his accounts. I t w o u l d be "damn fine," he 
opines, to acquire the ear o f Dhegdheer . 

M a r y tells me that one day Dhegdheer ' s daughter, racked w i t h 
u m o r s e , w i l l walk i n t o the sea and give herself u p to the sharks.] 

4. Emu 

l i m u transports his vic t ims across a vast body o f water i n a ferry-
boat. His country, w h i c h lies o n the o the r side, is inaccessible to 
. i l l creatures save ogres and weaverbirds. I f you are t r apped there, 
your on ly recourse is to beg the weaverbirds fo r sticks. You w i l l 
need seven sticks i n o rde r to get away. T h e first two sticks w i l l al-
low you to t u r n yoursel f i n t o a stone, thereby escaping not ice . T h e 
r ema in ing five sticks enable the f o l l o w i n g t ransformations: thorns , 
a p i t , darkness, sand, a river. 

["Stand up straight, A l i b h a i ! L o o k lively, man!" 
M y employer is o f the o p i n i o n that I do n o t show a y o u n g man's 

proper spir i t . This , he tells me, is a racial defect, and therefore 
not my fault , bu t I may improve myself by f o l l o w i n g his example . 
My employer thrusts o u t his chest. "Look , A l i b h a i ! " H e says that 
i f I walk about s tooped over l ike a do ta rd , people w i l l get the 
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"Because i n one year I w i l l send my people back to this place, 
and i f you are here, we w i l l show y o u what i t means to be a mer-
maid ." 

We hang there i n the water for a few minutes more , me studying 
her, her smi l i ng at me, serene as A m p h i t r i t e o n the shore. Final ly I 
close my eyes. I lower my gun , a l lowing i t to slip ou t o f my fingers 
and fall toward the distant ocean floor. I t w i l l never be f o u n d , one 
more piece o f debris for the sea to keep and c la im. I am leaving 
someth ing b e h i n d . Tha t makes me feel a l i t t l e bet ter about what 
has to happen next . 

" H u r t me," I say. 
They do . 

W h e n I wake, the air is pressing d o w n o n me l ike a sheet o f glass. I 
am i n the medica l bay, swaddled i n blankets and attached to beep-
i n g machines. T h e submarine hums a r o u n d me; the engines are 
on , we are mov ing , we are heading away f r o m the deepest parts o f 
the sea. T h e attack must have already happened. 

Someone w i l l come for me soon, to tel l me how sorry they all 
are, to give me whatever pun i shmen t they t h i n k I deserve fo r be-
i n g f o u n d alone and d r i f t i n g i n the deeps. A n d then we w i l l r e tu rn 
to l and . T h e ship w i l l take o n a new crew and sail back to face a 
threat that is n o t real, whi le I? I w i l l sit before a boa rd o f scientists 
and argue my case u n t i l they give i n , and p u t me back i n t o the 
tanks, and take my unwanted legs away. They will y ie ld to me. What 
man has ever been able to resist a siren? 

A year f r o m now, w h e n I r e t u r n to the b o t t o m o f the sea, I w i l l 
hear the mermaids s inging, each to each. A n d o h , I t h i n k that they 
w i l l s ing to me. 
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/. Apul Apul 

A male ogre o f the Great Lakes reg ion . A melancholy character, he 
cats crickets to sweeten his voice. His house b u r n e d dow n w i t h al l 
ol his ch i l d r e n inside. His enemy is the Hare . 

| My in fo rman t , a w o m a n o f the h ighlands who calls herself on ly 
"Mary," adds that A p u l A p u l can be heard o n windy nights , cry-
ing for his lost progeny. She claims that he has been sighted far 
From his native country, even o n the coast, and that an A r a b trader 
once shot and w o u n d e d h i m f r o m the batt lements o f For t Jesus. 
11 happened i n a famine year, the "Year o f Fever." A great deal o f 
i csearch w o u l d be r equ i r ed i n o rde r to match this year, when , ac-
i ot d i n g to Mary, the cattle per ished i n droves, to one o f the Years 
Of O u r L o r d by w h i c h my employer reckons the passage o f t ime; 
I append this note , therefore, i n fine p r i n t , and i n the margins. 

"Always read the fine p r i n t , A l i b h a i ! " my employer reminds me 
when I draw u p his contracts. H e is unable to read i t himself; his 
ryes are no t good. "The Afr ican sun has spoi l t t hem, A l i b h a i ! " 


