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Ij’. he prison van which transporte m'the
l wimum Prison Remand Cells stopped outside the Law Court
it exactly 9,00 am. The two police cars that escorted l:he’ﬁ@t -

e parked alongside it, one on.each side; The back doorof
M an 5

’ (whose barbed wire window was used more for letting i

oxveen than for seeing anything) wasopened. A chief |,
inspector of police spoke to the corporal in charge of the ’va{s./ W
“and the corporal stepped out. He was holding the key to the
two hand-cuffs which fastened me to two warders, one onmy |
left and the other on my right. The warder on my right roseup,
forcing me up with him, bending because you had to in this |
van. We stepped out, dragging with us the secondWarderpr 4
beendozmg ¥ o o G *" 1?:*’.
} In remand prison we were yery poorly fed, butI could see from -
the warder's face that his life wasn’t a picnic either. I felt I woul & '
rather be employed as a grave digger than I - 2 jo TN
warder. I've never-miet a warder who is proud of his waf -

g

the years I havé been fwith then .
retiring soon. But when the time comes, e
for an additional two or three years of se
the other. Isuppose theirjob is as a

3 ’ff-th!SOfﬁcer,I realised that I w:
zﬁ' was here. Pt
' :pped onto the veranda of the
hand. Ilowered m
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- “This was the _da}'i. had come for sentencifig, The |
heard all the evidence. The silence that filled the courtrox Sy
I'was ordered to stand up for my plea was unnerving. Eve
in the packed courtroom was eager to hear me talk, to hear

T had to say for myself and how I would get myself o

i “grave predicament T was in. I hadn’t prepared my:

|

mitigation. | had regaradf my case as hopelessly concluded, f
they knew all about r’r’x}: lie in crime; so when I'stood up, it 53
first to survey the courtroom and say a last farewell with my
Il eyes to those who cared for me. This last day, the day of
| judgement, meant everything to my family. It was on this day
it that I'would either be discharged to join them once again or be

parted from them for many, many years, It was for the judge to
- letthem know my fate. , '

first time since my arrest, I saw my father seated in the
courtroom. Beside him was my mother, Anne Wanjiru, and Milly,
the girl who would have been my wife. She and Mom had attended
. every session. Every member of my family had come to take me.
whemte because, as far as they were concerned, I was the most
_ innoeent person in the world. But Milly and my sister Connie
y I' knew Iﬁ& better. Thﬂ}f knew some of the ex; .;, oits of [he man ,:'
; kﬂﬂw}i in the criminal world as Jack Zollo, So they were less i '
' optimistic about the outcome. I'strained my eyes hardertosge if -

it there was a close friend around and, to my surprise, I saw.about
~asixof my old comrades in crime. Such friends normally disappear
; yhentrouble arrives and so I was happy to know that Tstill h d |

. friendsin my life. d - AN

1 ' A T

the judge, the prosecutor, the court clerk and the crowd wat
to hear me talk, I'was not with them. I wasn’t in the cour
 either. Tfound myself going back to my past and the scene
. last crime. T thought about the remand prison I ha
- saw myself again seated outside the jail with hundreds
 remanded prisoners. I had sarted off badly, for while my
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\ind inmates were in their own clothes, I'was in that hos
unifborm worn only by prisoners charged with a cap
- A patch of red cloth sewn on my chest indicated that I
case involving strokes of the cane and that I had to be cl
vatchedx A s
My mind went back to the mock court Mmy fellow inmates
in remand made up as we sunbathe ind bars. MO'CEEQ_W;
are intended to teach amateur-erifinals the courtroom procedures
and the kind of tactics to use in one’s defence. Some of these
jailbirds, having been in various courts — some more than thirty
times in their lives - would adopt the roles of judge, prosecutor,
defence lawyer, and witness. One then saw how the whole thing
worked, and a criminal would be advised to tell his true story so. |
that those more experienced in courtroom defence could give :
him valuable tips on how to defend himself. It was surprising |
how these experienced jailbirds could catch a person tellinga |
lie. They seemed to be experts in law. v
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Afer this kind of drama, the “judge” would pass a mock se1 e

to give the inexperienced ones a taste of whatto expect. Ao

as I stood in the dggk waiting for the real judge to decide ny

fate, I tried to remember some of the tips %ﬁd been given i
g

remand: . ‘3

“Donot fakean alibiyou cannot prove... i |
- Domallainesyucaotbon..

W, Kt e

1 N 'I.!.
 Inmitigation, do not begfor leniency for that will imply
guilty. Stick toyour plea..
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Well, I started wishing I had listened to those jar. 1 Fv_h
knew it all, But then, all T needed was advice on mitig? L th -
correct and safe way to get my sentence reduced by this cruel
judge. What I badly needed was leniency; but how wasI to go
about getting leniency without showing that I was guilty? at

I broke into a cold sweat as I felt the trap closing in tightly .1
saw the dirty water we were served for stew; the #gali which?
slipped between fingers as you conveyed it to the mouth the
stinking cells we were locked in; the rags we were given foi
blankets; the whole misery of prison life! T remembered th
murderers who never sleptat night and who would wake you up
in the small hours, just when you had managed to catcl_;_‘_gb me.
sleep, to tell you- with 2 wild look on their faces - that they had
figured out a way in which they might fool the judge. :
¢ The malicious warders would come early in the morning, when
you were just about to have your sweetest dreams, and wakg
youup to reality/They would order you o take off all your clothes

and squat nude outside as they carried on their meticulous daily

search. Could they not dothis with your clothes on?

“Freard the desperate voices of the prisoners singing Christiar

hymns to revive hope and kill boredom. T was lost in all that

misery when I heard the judge say, “If you have nothing to say. A

Put yourself in my place, though you havenever beena robber;

and tell me what you would have said. 1 said nothing. I knew 1

was guilty. Funny enough, I found myself smiling as I sat down.

[t was all over. ot Jv i-

"o ook : e % '-

On that January day 1971, Twas sent to prison for twenty years
‘with hard labour and 48 strokes of the cane. S

© At12.30 pm, I was again ushered into the prison van, thisti

~ asaconvicted prisoner. My relatives wept as the two police

escorted us back to prison, The van stopped for about f i

seconds as the prison gate was swung open. I felt all

slipping off me as the van crept slowly through the gate. £¥
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Just another bandit, sir. He has been given twenty
ibbbers are really getting it these days. This one, sir, is yo

* han the rest and I guess, by the time he completes twenty years,
bnhe'll be an old man — wise enough to know what is to be taken.

| ynd what's to be left alone.” _
“T'wenty years? Phew... Twenty years is twenty years even o

i ten year old kid. That means he’ll see the outside of prison
 upain when? January 1991! 'Rhew I'm glad he’s not my son. Td

disown him. Poor boy!” X

~ Thevan started moving once again.

stopped again and the door was open

srms of merciless jailers. I looked around my new home. I'was

only a few yards from the Duty Office. Behind me, about fourteen
he gate we had just passed. To the left of the

»*> -‘-..

Afiter twenty yards or 50, it
ed. I stepped down into the -

yards away wast
gate were the visitors cubicles where prisoners, sawand spoke 1
{0 their friends and relatives, through a wire mesh tha couldnot
 wven letin a mouse. Two yards from there wasadoor leading to |
1 building where the prisoners went for their 1
|

Anglicans early in the morning, Catholics there

where the dangerous prisone
e now was the Reception
Jistered as a prisoner and i
would be put in a shabby |
The law was that reliable.
that led to the interior of the pr
- al’s documentation office, a W2




happened! I was waiting for the handcuffs to be taken off m
wrists so that I could fight it out, determined that when I wen
down, I would go with at least two of them. Knowing that m
| bare hands were not sufficient for this, I had searched with m
eyes for some sort of weapon. The best I could see was a
| pliers on the table which the sergeant used to seal the prisoners
! property bags. I had to reach that weapon at all costs, for it wa
my only hope of giving a good last account of myself. '
, “Before I'm done for, I'll teach this lot a lesson they’ll never
' |[ forget! As for the ones I'm about to hit, it’s just too bad. T'll gi ve
\ them my reasons when we meet in hell.” Those were my thoug s
5% g __
' As the handcuffs were taken off, my right hand went up 1o m
\;nom:h tostifle a terrible cough I had felt coming, Even before
was over, the nearest warder was in my hands. I got hold of his
._neck from behind and squeezed it so hard that I felt some hea
on my palms as I tried to twist his neck and break it. Ano he
. warder got ready to attack me from behind. He was much bigge
) than me, and his blow would have sent me to dre:unland.f
: hmrs, especially now that he held the chain of my handcuffs
ready to smash me. Instinctively, I ducked, turning my vi
head towards him. The heavy blow crashed into the mouth of
his fellow warder, knocking out a few teeth and makm,g adeep
cut on his nose. I released him and let hig drop to the floor. i
As his friend knelt down, trembling with a million apoloM
doveto the table where the pliers lay. The sergeant; sensin
movement, threw a blow which only glanced on my shoul
pretended to fall down and, gave the table a push, knock
down so that the pliers fell only a few feet away from me.
about to pick them up when a giant leg with a heavily soled b
tried to crush my hand. I was fast enough to avoid it but, :
then, more warders rushed out from the Receptxon Room,
whistles, really loud.
~ From my kneeling position, I realised just then wha
- trouble Iavas in. I'was certain I was about to get killed.
- happy about that, my only regret being that I had--.
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accomplished my mission — getting the twol had sworn to go
to heaven or hell with. ’

Like a wounded lion, I got up and lunged for the sergeant. From
the way he braced himself, I knew that even if he was not a

~ professional boxer, he was still a force to reckon with. But Twas.
going all out for the kill.  wrestled with him, trying to get agood |
hold on his neck in order to strangle him and take him with me
(0 a lonely place. But I only managed to give him several ugly
scratches on the neck.

As he weakened with pain I was about to give his neck a final
\swist when a heavy blow exploded at the back of my head. Just
hefore passing out, I heard something else - a sired, sounding
from somewhere far away. Tt

Four days later, I wag told it was a prison glarm.. i
ok i e L
e .

[ heard distant voices and opened my eyes very slowly. Seeing
nothing, I closed them again. The voices sounded even nearer
ind I opened my eyes again. I felt weary and almost dead. Butl
noticed that I was in a cell of about seven by eleven feet. Irealised
" | hadn’t a shred of clothing on. I was completely naked. My
head felt like a time bomb, about to explode. Every limb in my
body refused to obey my orders. Only my eyes moved, and sol :
rolled them from sidetoside. . ,

I noticed that the tiny cell I was in had been drenched with |
water up to a level of three inches and that whoever had poured
it inside the cell had a reason for it, for he had stuck a blanket
underneath the door from outside to prevent the water fron
-~ flowing out. o

At one corner, I noticed a round plastic bowl, the kin
was used in this world as a toilet,a kind of crude cha
I instructed my hand to go to my head and find.
going on there. I felt some water flowing down 1
tried to lift my hand to investigate. My hand

T
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tongue let me know, by the salty taste of the liquid, that I was

weeping.

The voice I heard became clearer. Two people were talking

just outside the cell. T wanted to rise up and look through the

small hole in the door, but I couldn’t move. My whole body

seemed to have been beaten into soft pulp.

Just then, I heard footsteps coming towards the cell. After

sometime, [ heard a boot stomp on the floor in salute and a warder

say, “All is well, Afande.” :

“How is the new fellow? Has he come to yet?”

~ “No, sir. But the doctor was here about twenty minutes ago
| and said that the prisoner would recover. They.really worked on

8 him, sir. They continued to beat him even after he had lost

consciousness. Lucky for hll’tl he’s young, sir, otherwise he’d suffer

- the rest of his life.”

" “Isitthat bad? Well, all I can say is that he asked for it. Someone |
o_u_ght_m advise this boy and make him realise that he’s now in
.If he doesn’t change his attitude, it will just be too bad...

A Through the hole in the door, I saw his face, as he peered inside. -
& He struck the door hard with his stick to see if I would move. 1
¥ lay quite still. For the first time he seemed to notice the water
y seeping from under the door. He could see T was naked and -
§ swimming in water. There was a faint note of concern as he |
0 asked, “Must you keep him naked — with water all over?
- Unconscious? Who gave this order?”
“I suppose the Duty Officer, sir. I found him that way, sir.”
There was a long pause. “Well, when he comes back to his"
. senses - if he does - give him some food. Give him some clothing,
" too. Ithink he is too young to have any idea what he gc;thxm.se]f
nto.”
Another pause. “How long do you think he has: been
unconscious?” the officer askexi _ A
“Since 2.30 pm yesterday, sir.”
~ “Forsolong?” A
“Yes, sir. About thirty hours, sir.” g




“Well, that should teach him, shouldn’t it? If that doesn't teach
him, nothing will. See to it, Corporal, when he comesto,”

“Yes, Afande.” S

|eft alone again, I felt some of my muscles loosen. Ttold my
hand to go out there and find out what was going on with my
head. This time it obeyed. I touched my head and felta bandage.
At the same instant my head began to throb furiously, making
me wince with pain. I closed my eyes and tried to ignore the
pain.

Now my tummy began to voice its own complaints. It let me
know that it had to have food. I swore to myself that I would
not touch any food. Food was for those who wanted to live; I
wanted to die.

After a long while I gathered the strength to get up. Slowly, 1
began stretching my muscles. Every part of me was aching. In
my life of crime, I had been caught before by the police and
beaten thoroughly. But I had never before experienced anything
like this. Well, why hadn’t they killed me? Why do half ajob?
Painfully, I walked to the door and looked out through the hole.
I saw that warders were putting food outside the cells. Later, the
corporal in charge, escorted by warders, opened.each cell and
pushed in food. As they were about to open the door of my cell,
[ began moving away, dragging my reluctant legs along.

“Hey, young boy. How are you feeling?”
Ifroze where [ was. 1didn’t turn or answer.
“Young oy, listen to me. Listen to me as you would listen to
your father. Your approach isall wrong and will not do you abit
of good. Do you understand? I know you are worried about your
long sentence. But anything could happen if you learn to
cooperate and drop your stubborn pride. You could find yourself
free sooner than you think. Be sensible now.”
- Again I started weeping, not because his sympathy touched
~ me, but because he was out of my reach. Had one of them come
| near me, I would have been killed, for I would haye hung onto
his neck and never let go. They seemed to sense it because none
of thern came near me as they pushed in the food and s
w y: T i i
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- now wild. I'stood in the centre of the cellto see what: h
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away. A few more teardrops streamed down my face when none

of them came any nearer. But the one withthe food was near

enough. Before he could put the food down, I'struck out and the:

food splashed all over him. He slipped out ly and locked.

the door. From the lonely corner whefe I wént to sit down,

could hear them talk about me in amazement. '
A few minutes later, the officer came again to my door. I

do. Alright, come nearer, [ thought. But he only peered in X me.
My hair was shaggy and dripping with water. I must have looked
terrible.

“For how long has this boy been under punishment?”

“Since yesterday, Afande.”

“That is too much punishment. Can’t you see that, Corporal’
All that time you haven’t given him clothes’ Has he been nude

- since yesterday?”

“Those were the orders, sir. M}fﬁ’p;gon was that he should get
clothed, have a shower, get shaved...”
“Forget your opinion. Whose orders are you talking about? My
orders or whose orders? T don’t want this. Give him clothes, water
to take a bath; then have him shaved neatly. Then give him good

food.” He knew I was listening and, of course, he wanted to

-~ trick me. Of course, they were fooling me. Good food in prison?

They just wanted to see my reaction.

Turning to me, he said, “Young man, how are you feeling?Still
worried about your sentence? Don’t be so miserable. It’s nothing,
nothing at all. Patience is the only secret. Are you hungry? I want

* you to eat before anything else. What would you like to eat, eh?”

He was trying to trick me. I was very sure that this was nota
hotel where they gave youa menu and asked you what meal you. |

W wanted. SoTkept quiet.

in line. “He thinks I'm his mother, huh?”

He cursed me loudly and wént away, saying I would soon faﬂl

Once again I started weeping because no one would come nea::’j'
me and give me a chance to die like 2 man. They just left me

= 10



there, naked. To think that this was only the beginning and W
years of misery still awaited me!

No one bothered about me, except for a Mkamba warder with

1 long cat-like moustache, who kept peering in. Then he would
. o away whistling to himself. |

In' the mid-afternoon, at about 3.30 pm they brought in the
rvemng meal. I stood at the door, watching through the hole. .
T'he cook I had hit with the food was accompanied by another
huge fellow. He gestured to this huge fellow as if to say, “That
r dangerous boy is in this cell.”

The cooks, I remembered, were felléw prisoners, and so I must
hold no grudges against them. The huge fellow came in with the
food and, to my surpnse said, “Zollo, how are you?”

[looked up in surprise.

“Now listen carefully. I have been sent to you by GG. You
know GG, don’t you?” -

“Yes. Where is he?”

“Shh, listen. GG heard you were here and he has been trying to
contact you, but up to now, he has not had a chance. This block,
15 you must know by now, is the punishment block and it is only

 for those prisoners who have to be punished. So it is difficult for
him to see you. But he will try to come. How he gets here will be
his own headache. He told me to tell you to keep very cool...”

Suddenly he fell silent. The Mkamba warder with the moustache

| had comearound. Twas very upset to be mnermpted before talking
1o this inmate. He had brought me good news of the only person
| had been thinking about in this prison - GG - the man who
had been accused with me. He had been sentenced a little earlier,
ilong with some other bank robbers we had met in remand. As1
liad some extra charges to answer in different courts, my sentence
lad been delayed, and thus we had Been separated. I was happy
1 know he was here, so close to me. I needed him to tell me
low we would go about this challenge, this long sentence.
AllTcould see was darkness ahead of me. [ was not even twenty
ears old, so how could the judge do this to me’ Twemy years,
4ere’ '
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[ didn’t touch any food that day or on the two days thatfollowet
The plastic toilet was now stinking because, despite the empt
belly, I had relieved myselfa couple of times. The water on't
floor waé mixed with urine. This was the kind of battle I ha
feared all my life. I had feared this for I loved my freedom.
loved the easy life. I could hardly stand up now and stretch m
muscles! My mouth was dry, stinking! I waited for GG, wonderingl
whether I would be able to talk to him. : .

He had failed to come on Thursday, as he had promised, but
was quite sure he would keep on trying, no matter how mu cl
hardship it would cause him. He was that kind of friend. Bu
where was he? What took him so long? .

The hunger, the cold and the worry finally overcame me.
remember collapsing when an officer came to talk to me. From
the way he talked to the others, 1 knew he was a very senio
officer. He ordered my cell to be opened and that was the last
knew. Iwas lying on the floor in a heap. '

ook 3 ok F

When I opened my eyes, L heard what seemed to be like mu
coming from afar. Maybe my mind was deceiving me. I W@
looking up, staring at the light bulb above me. [ realised I wi
somewltere up high, lying on a bed with clean white sheet
Something told me to touch my head — 1 had been sﬁq,
clean. My wound had been covered with elastoplast. It was nigh
Tlooked round, trying to figure out whereIwas. . P
There were nine more beds in the room, all occupxed.T‘\ré
the guys were not asleep and were staringat me. ‘When one @
them smiled at me, I closed my eyes and slipped back ¢
dreamland. One of them knocked at the door calling h
doctor... : !
When I opened my eyes again, the music - real or imagined
was gone. The room seemed to have changed. The two b
were still there, in the furthest corner, but the other beds wet

empty. 3




A doctor came in and touched my forehead. T'wasn’t feeling all
that bad, but T was very hungry. The doctor pressed his
sethoscope on my chest and asked me some questions W'E‘fch'l
Jid ot bother to answer. He peeled back my eyelids and looked -
{ito my eyes. After making notes, he instructed me to lie stil
yid not try to get up. L heard him tell the other two patients oot
| disturb me in any way because, he believed, I was finding it

possible to talk. |

After he had gone I looked at the two fellows again. They
lyoked very interested in me. One of them came closer and
uretched out his arm as if to touch something on my head. I
fievented him from doing that. But he was smiling gently, gazing

~ | saw sadness in his eyes although he was trying to hide 1t
heneath the smile. But I hardly took notice of all that, as I was in
my own world and did not want to be disturbed. Why on earth
was he staring at me?
“Zollo... Jack. CanItalk to you? Can you hear me?”
[looked at him again, surprised to hear my name: Yes, there
was something familiar about this fellow. Where had I segn him?
It didn’t seem to matter. I closed my eyes, tryingto go back to
he peaceful world to sleep. He touched my head gently.
“Jacki, listen... It’s me. Have you forgotten me? Your friend

G :
tl know it sounds odd to say that Idid not recognise my friend
1G, but after spending days without food, after being so badly
heiten and left to rot on a cold wet floor, I had caught some
lisease, probably pneumonia, which had affected my brain and

the Q‘a_y I saw things. But now I could see! Yes, this was GG.

[ was gripped by a sudden rush of warmth which filled my
heart with happiness. I tried to sit up but he stopped me. He
ioticed that I was trying to speak and put a finger on his mouth.
‘No, don’t talk. [ know you cannot talk, Jack.”

A dark look crossed his face, for he was angry at what had

" lappened to me. He muttered some very angry words, shaking
lis head. If this had been done to me in anotﬁéfl"place-’at-afngtbﬂé
R BTty R, (S
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%ime, someone would have paid, But this was prison and ¥
7 were paying our dues. .

His companion was standing nearby, but GG did not bother
introduce him to me, seeing the condition I was in. He got ho
of his arm and they both sat on the opposite bed. GG asked n
whether I was hungry and I nodded weakly. As he was about
take out some milk from a bedside locker, the doctor, came bs C
acook behind him with a bucket of milk. They gave me a pir
andwatched me drink. I was then instructed to rest, I floate
back to dreamland.

I woke up feeling much better. It was late evening and the ligh
were on. GG, who had got himself admitted to the hospitz
was awake. He came over quickly and fed me some more g J
and food. After this, I could see things more clearly and we
even able to talk weakly. GG listened quietly with a frown as
told him what I wanted. )

This was my first time behind bars, but he had been in thi
place more times than he would like his closest friends to know

=He too had been given twenty years and 48 strokes, but w3
taking it much more calmly. From what L had seen of this hellis
place, I couldn’t imagine one year here, let alone twenty.

I had chosen a life of crime as a shortcut to happiness, no
eternal hell, and since I had lost the gamble, there was only on
thing left — I wanted 10 die. GG listened patiently as I askey
him to advise me on the best way of committing suicide. I ma

~itclear to him that I was willing to try anything that would i

me of this misery. ¥ e

“If you have no better suggestion,” I told hing, “I will try a
overdose.” |

“No, Zollo, listen to me. You are aman, and as a man, you cag
not despair. Where there’s life, there is hope, :

“I'm trying to tell you of another way. Will you listen? There’
something you can do, if you so desperately want to getout o
this place, but it needs perseverance. It will rake guts, all the
courage you have. But when it is done,” GG smiled faintly, “yo

will be free once more.”

14



“You mean it?”

“Yes. Look, maybe you have noticed that ’'m not sick. Do 1
look sick? The idea I'm going to give you is the one I wanted to
ry when Tarranged to be admitted here, But you stand a better
vhance of succeeding because, right from the beginning, you have
done everything right, as far as the plan goes. For over a week
now you haven’t talked to the authorities. You haven’t even
sgned any papers of admission. You started fighting as soon as
they took off your handcuffs, and that is excellent. Now, this is
e thing - carry on. Go on acting mad. Pretend to be mad, ralk
mad, be as mad as you can possibly be, and carry on being mad
until they take you to Mathare Mental Hospital. Once you are
umitted, I know you are a professional in escaping and there
wre a million chances to escape from that place. There are only
doctors and nurses and a few guards. If you fail the first time, it
doesn*erhatter. They will only take you back there, get you under
I drug for a week and leave you again. The place is paradise
tompared to this place. I'm sure the next time I will hear from
you, you will be sending my brother here to visit me. Do that,
Zollo. Forget suicide — act mad and be free. But, my dear friend,
you will have to sweat it out. You will undergo so many tests of
insanity that sometimes you will wish you had never started.
You think they will let you go to Mathare easily? You will really
have to prove you are mad. Want to give it a try?”

Yes.”

‘I knew you would. And if anybody can make it, it’s you, for
you have already made a deep impression on the authorities. But
one thing: when you start this project don’t starve yourself. You
will need the strength. It is better to eat heaps of food like 2 mad
han, even wage wars trying to get more food from the cooks.
You will have to play dirty. Very dirty.”

- "How long do you think it will take before they approve my
idmission?” '

“It depends on the degree of madness you display. Shouting
tirough the night or even smearing yourself with shit won’t worry

them. They will let you do it till you’re tired. What they hate isa

15
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| Istarted my act in earnest the following night when the who e

mad man who causes losses, so break things. Empty the chamber
pot into the prisoners’ porridge, then drink it.”
Icouldn’t help laughing wea%il,y. Was GG already mad?

w3k %

But it seemed like a good plan. As I was feeling already mad

after all T had gone through, it seemed quite natural to pretend
that I had gone off my rocker. For the first time, I saw a glimmer.
of hope. Yes, soon I would be free. AllThad to do was pretend
I'was mad.

GG said, “I'll give you any help you need in your mission. But
for God’s sake, don’t let more than two very trusted friends know
what you are up to. These jailbirds are worse than the warders,
as you will soon come to know. You can’t trust most of them.
But I'll be there. Good luck Zollo, and remember, from now on,
you are mad.”

EE R A

prison was quiet. I was still in the hospital. At twelve midnight,
when they were all asleep, I prepared myself to undertake the
most shameful mission of my life - proving myself mad. And
what a mission! "y _ 3
Unlike robbery, where we went in groups, encouraging eacht
other, I was on my own in this. I decided to start by whistling. I
whistled loudly, as if I was calling to a man who was miles away.
" The effect surprised me. T hadn’t known how jumpy and insect
allthese tough jailbirds were. They all jumped up, wonde: ¢
what calamity was upon them now. :
Z4burst out laughing because it was so funny. Maybe I wasal
crazy, finding laughter where there was none. They all lool
me strangely. The following day, GG reported to the doctortl
I had behaved rather oddly. He told the doctor that I had
complained that people were looking for me with a machine gun
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{rying to kill me. The doctor came to see me at around 10.30 am
and, as he was coming towards me, GG stopped him pretending
10 be afraid of me. T got his message and acted on it, grabbing
ilfe stethoscope from the doctor’s neck and throwing it aside. 1
was about to step on it when GG pushed me and saved it from
Jestruction. I took a plastic container with milk in it and struck
(G on the head. The milk spilt all over him. “Why did you want
(o kill me last night?” I demanded, “Is it not you who was trying
| (0 kill me last night?” GG, pretending to be mortally afraid,
| withdrew to safety. I turned to the doctor and he retreated. The
\ warders, who escorted him, rescued him and stood at a distance,
watching me in consternation. This episode ended with me being
handcuffed to my bed. ,
I stayed in the hospital another week, still handcuffed. Then
the nurse reported that I was fit to move, especially because I
was wanted for fingerprinting. The receptionist came for me,
together with some warders. I went politely without any argument,
but took advantage of the situation to publicise my madness. [
whistled and shouted, then laughed out loud. I'saw a white piece
of paper being blown by the wind and started figuring out how
| to make use of it. By the time the paper had reached us, I had
figured it out. Lstarted running back towards the sickbay, crying
out for help. I said it was a car being driven by a certain man
called John Mwangi who wanted to kill me. The paper was very
cooperative — it started following me! I ran in the opposite
direction, stopping now and then to see if it was still after me
and screaming for help. Everyone started laughing. 1 darted
\owards thewards and hid under a bed. A certain officer who
seemed 1o like me came and reassured me that the terrifying
| thing I had seen was only a piece of paper.

At last we reached the reception officer. My record card was
taken out and kept ready, together with the ink for finger printing,
Knowing that I might snatch the ink board, the clerk held it
firmly as my hand came down. [ was supposed to use only my .
left thumb but I smeared my whole hand with ink. That didn’t
bother them, as long as they got a good thumbprint. One of
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them at first held my thumb but, seeing I was cooperative, let g¢
With perfect timing, I snatched the record card and jumped bad
a few steps. I tore it into pieces, pushing some bits into my mout
and chewing them while they gaped, looking shocked. The
opened anew record cardand I toreit up as well. Someone decide
that enough was enough and got me out of the office. _

Back in the ward, I found that the inmates were out f¢
sunshine. I remembered what GG had told me about losses.
searched the patients’ lockers for any spare milk and drank a
much as I could. Then I spilt the rest on the floor. Of cours
they felt the loss and decided this would be my last day at ¢ e
hospital. I was taken back to solitary confinement.

* %% %%

Again I was all alone in a cell. Now I knew there was no turmi 1
back. I felt T knew what to expect and was ready for it. .
I had avoided fighting warders as well as I could. The fewi
I had fought them, during my insanity act, was when they ha
tried to prevent me from grabbing extra helpings of food. Thes
came a time when [ was so rough that some measures had to b
taken to contain me. I would go to where the meals were being
served and grab as much food as I could, take it to my cell an
throw it on the floor at one corner, just the way a mad ma
would do. After eating as much as I could, I would mix the res
with soil and smear it all over my body — anything to es
twenty years. 2
$Soon, I was smelling like a skunk and was the ugliest item they
had in prison. After they realised that [ would never takea batt
willingly, the sergeant commanded a group of inmates to holg
me down and wash me by force. This went on for sometime an
there was always a big struggle. Then one day I knocked o
tooth from one of the inmates. This prompted the author:
rule that I should be left alone, as far as washing was cone
But the officer also ordered that I should be kept handeu
since I had proved I could be very violent. - it
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Thelwarders not only made sure that he "'d"if‘ were fonﬂ-w,’ed .

but went a stage further and kept m¢ nude to'punish me for
tearing up my uniform. In doing so, I was following GG’s advice
(0 destroy everything of value that came in to my sight, “SEES

Handeuffed throughout the night and without evena blanket
with which to cover myself, I started realising just how hard the
battle would be. What must I do to convince them that T was
mad? T had done just about everything but there was still no talk
of my being taken to a mental hospital. I seemed to have
succeeded only in making my life unbearably wretched. Here
was I now, stinking and shivering with cold, with my hands
handcuffed. How long would this go on?

With great bitterness I stared at those handcuffs that made me
el so helpless. “Destroy everything of value,” Thad heard GG say.

[ got rid of the first pair of handcuffs quite easily. Itied a piece
of cloth round my wrist to avoid being hurt by the metal and
hanged the handcuffs against the wall with such force that they
hroke open. With one wrist free, I was able to release the other
one quite easily. Obviously it was quite unwise to let them have
their handcuffs back intact, just to use them on me again. To
Jestroy them, I fixed one end under the doorand then pulled
upwards. I broke them into several pieces and then threw them
unto the corridor outside. :

It was late at night and all was quiet. The sound woke up the
wardersand brought them to my cell, knowing I was the only
une in the Punishment Block who was likely to do cause sucha
ruckus. I didn’t bother to answer when they talked to me and
\hey went away with the broken handcuffs.

To celebrate this victory I sang the whole night, which helped
e forget the cold and also spread the idea that I'was really mad.
| was beginning to believe it myself. I was afraid that if this
\ontinued, I would cross a certain line beyond which wouldno
longer Qge'_pretending, and this was a bit frightening. Perhaps, by

hat was the use? While fighting to prove I was insane I realised
to fight equally hard to keep my sanity. |

§
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the ti!*!t;hpy let me go to Mathare I would really be mad, and

W
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took only a short while to free myself. Tbroke the

_ tied. But I knew this would not be the end of the matter

| r————— ¢ Ay e

I broke another pair of handcuffs in exactly the same w3
banging the lock against the door till it sprang open and h
using the bottom edge of the door to break it. -

Contemptuously, I tossed the second handcuffs outsidé
thinking to myself that these people would soon know who he
were dealing with. '

But the law would not be outdone so easily; they brought
different type. They looked pleased with themselves as they p
these new handcuffs on me. “Kamefunguwa na ile antomatik” (F
has been handcuffed with the automatic ones), one of them sas

Automatic or not, these new handcuffs were even m@
delicate than the first ones but the illiterate warders and
sergeant didn’t seem to know that. Besides, they had forgota
that they were dealing not only with a madman but a t
professional. :

To get rid of these ones, I needed a thin nail. In such a cas
needed to talk toa friend I could fully trust. I managed to co t;

_ an old friend called Young but he told me that a nail was o
“necessary. He happened to know of a place in prison where

could steal a key for the handcuffs. He promised to bring the kK
in the evening, When the prisoners closed work for the day:
3.30 pm, I waited patiently for Young o bring me the key. ” it
the rumour reached me that a prisoner had been caught with
types of handcuff keys and was in the Duty Office surroune
by all the senior officers, being thoroughly grilled. Youngs
charged right then and brought to the punishment block to Spe
seven days on half-ration of #gali without stew. .
That plan having backfired, I went back to plan A. Anot
close friend called Kennedy supplied me with the kind of n:
needed and in the evening I started working on the hander

two parts and threw them out. My night was more ¢
after that as I had found it very difficult o steep with 1

wondered what they would do now that Thad shown them th
could break all types of handcuffs, including “automatic™ o
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What followed surprﬁa— me and convinced me that there was
nothing new under the sun. The authorities had dealt with all
kinds of mad men and had an answer for everything, I was
horrified when I saw the new handcuffs they had brought into
the cell to fasten on me, and teach me a lesson.

I had never seen anything like this new fastener. I realised that
it was reserved for the most violent characters. * Dawaya moto
moto,” the sergeant said as they tied the thing on me. I conclu
that the people who invent things are themselves mad, especially
whoever invented this kind of handcuffs. ot

‘This strange apparatus was mainly made of leather. The wide
leather band went round my waist and was then fastened at the
back, just above the buttocks. On either side of the hips were
the handcuffs, to immobilise my arms. With my arms locked to
my sides, there was little I could do. As the leather band was a
bit loose round my waist I could move it from side to side a bit,
but that was all. When going to sleep I could only lie on my belly
and niot on my side or my back. I remembered what GG had told
me. “You will wish that you had never started it.” I was almost
regretting it now, for I felt totally cornered. As I was still naked,
I felt I had no dignity left and that the law was slowly winning, I
couldn’t sleep a wink. I felt like a chicken, tied up for slaughter

and was filled with despair.

" It seemed to me that the authorities had been toying with me,
just experimenting to see how much punishment 1 could take. I
had no doubt that somebody was enjoying this. Thad thought T
was smart to grab two or three rations. Plenty of food helped to
keep me warm in the night. Now I could not snatch a thing from
a twelve-year-old kid because of this devilish leather fastener
that held me so rigidly. :

I had gone to drink some water in the bathroom when Istepped
on something slippery. Unable to balance myself with my
immobilised arms, I fell and hit my head against the concrete
floor. 1lay there stunned and unable to move. A warder say
and picked me up. I was bleeding and this helped meto pu

an act. I faked unconsciousness.

-




The warder took me back to my cell and called the sergeant,
AsIlay there, pretending I was in another world, the warder
explained how it had happened. “You know, soap is slipperys
sir,” he said, thus giving me a brilliant idea. If had soap and water
I could get rid of this thing! Soap is slippery... :

“Well, forget all about that and take this boy to the Sick-Bay,™
said the sergeant. .

“Should I remove the fastener?” _

“Remove what? Don’t be a fool. You need to stay here a little
longer to know these people and their tricks. Do you think this
boy is unconscious? If you were asked, you would even say he
is mad. But there’s no such thing. He is faking everything.” T
me he shouted, “Young boy! Wake up and go to the hospital
Wacha kujifarryal Wafikivi tumeona wangapi wa aina yako?” (Stop
pretending! How many of your kind do you think we have seen
"~ “It’s hard to prove you’re mad,” I thought sadly. “Very h: d.
GG was right.”

The sergeant came up and stood over me. He pushed me with
his boot as 1 lay there, naked and trussed up. “Are you really:
unconscious, young boy? You really want to tell us you are mad?
Idon’t believe it. T have seen so many.” v,

He gazed down at me thoughtfully for a long time. “Alrig ht,

he snapped at the corporal, “have this thing removed and carr§

him to the Sickbay. Let the doctor examine him.”

"The leather fastener was removed and I was taken to the prison
hospital. Questions were asked why the person was being carried:
nude, but when the duty officer heard it was me he clicked t
tongue as if to say that was to be expected. )

After the doctor had seen me, I was taken back to my cell. T
had succeeded in fooling them that I was really hurt and they did
not tie me up again. il

Yet the battle had to continue, despite the risk. Go on being
mad, GG’s voice said... As mad as you can possibly be... Mathare
is paradise, compared with this place. Go on, Zollo. Don’t give up!

When they opened my door bringing in the evening meal, I
dashed out to where the food was being served. Isecured myse

22




p— ———— T

:t)me extra ration, using the dish as a weapon to beat back the
vooks. Back in my cell, I threw the #gali at my usual dirty corner.
When I had eaten enough and was about to start singing, the
door opened and 1 saw four warders and the sergeant. The -
ergeant had the leather fastener in his hands and he gaveittoa
liort thick-set warder who had a reputation for handling thé
imost violent criminals.
“Go ahead,” the sergeant said.
" 'I'he other warders approached me apprehensively, knowing I
' ad a reputation for knocking out teeth and making people bleed.
" Pt this time I was quiet. [ wanted the thing on, for I was sure
jow that there was a way of removing it.
“So, Mr Sergeant, you brought the whole gang with you?” I
| Juid tauntingly, “Very well, I think I'm getting used to sleeping in
this thing.” I offered my hands. The warders paused, suspecting
strick. “Shall T turn my back? Alright!” I turned my back. With
lightning speedthey grabbed me, fastened thie thing around my
waist and clipped on the handcuffs. “Yes, I'm getting used to
this thimg,” I said. “But I guess the moment I break it and throw
Y(y% pieces you will know whoIam.”
6body spoke, for they were all beginning to believe I must be
inad. They stared at the heap of #gali at the corner, asif wondering
how I could eat such filth - and, with my hands immobilized.
Then they left. g
The sergeant then spoke from the other side of the door. “You
|now, young boy, if you behaved that way all the time, you and
| would be great friends. It would save you alot of headache.”
| began to laugh. Was I so dangerous that he had to wait until
the door was locked before he could talk to me? :
“To show you that Tam happy with you today,” said the ser ;
| will bring you a blanket.” That showed me he was verytired
f the fights T used to put up and wanted to make peace. A few
minutes later, he opened the door and threw me a « irty ol
Ilanket, fit only for a dog or a mad man. “Here is your blank
young boy. Sleep well.” RBLRE .
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Again he locked the door, but didn’t go far. He stood outsid
peering in as if at a strange and fascinating animal. I said to
“Y ou know, Mr Sergeant I'm getting rid of this thing of yo¥
tonight, so you had better go and dream up a better type.” |

“You are mad,” he said, “you know that? I believe, young bt
youare mad. Kitu kinatengenezwa na Mwingereza unasemauta i
mikono mitupu? (You say you can break something which has by
made by a European with your bare hands?)” He was one
those illiterate warders. We had nicknamed him Kariambia
because he was always chewing snuff. I told him, “Unafikiri
cha Muwingereza ni cha Mungu? (Do you think what was made b
whiteman was made by God?) Unafikiri sisi zote tunatafina ugg
kama wewe? (Do you think we all chew snufflike you?).

“If you want this thing,” I'said, malke sure you come tomorr
morning and collect the bits. But mark my words, Mr Sergean
won't throw it in the corridor this time. I will throw itont
guard-walk just to give you a little work.” -

The guard-walk was at the back of the building and from 1
cell, I could throw anything there. But for them to retrieve
they would have to go for a special key froma higher authon
which would require a very good explanation. 2

“Young boy, Idon’t think you will ever learn.” .

“The guard-walk,” I repeated. “Check the guard-walk in’
morning.” I feltalot of anger and fire. How could they tie
man this way? v E:

“Just break that one,” the sergeant said. “If you break that
we shall know you are really circumcised.” He went aw
disgusted and disappointed with me. He could see [ w 15
" very stubborn and we could never be friends. : |

A few minutes later, when the coast was clear, Ica]lf_:_é uli
the block cleaner (who, as a prisoner, wasalways locked in
and sent him to Kennedy’s cell, which was upstairs. I told
that I wanted a piece of soap. He brought it to me. Th
ticked by and I waited until the eritire block had be
and the final check had been made with the master key.
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Then I sprang into action, only to discover that I had forgotten
one very important thing — water. What good was soap without
water? I had forgotten all about this essential item, while thinking
- of how surprised the sergeant would be the following morning

_ when he saw me free. But now I had failed and given him an
opportunity to laugh at me and remind me how clever the white
man was to have made such wonderful fasteners for difficult
people like me. I couldn’t let him win. But how? N

In such circumstances, you are left with only one alternative
* which, when you think of it,proves you a perfect lunatic. The
only liquid there was in the cell was my own urine in the bucket
and it didn’t take me long to decide that it would have to do.
There was enough and I could feel some more in my bladder.
Having relieved myself, I dipped the soap into the bucket and
made some lather. It was very difficult with my arms tied by my
sides and it took a long while to smear my hips and the lower
parts; everywhere the leather band would have to slide. When
there was enough lather I gathered all my strength and worked
the thing downwards, moving it from side to side. Luckily Thad
Jim bittocks and I got the thing down to my feet with surprising
ease.

My hands were still attached to the handcuffs but by this time
| was an expert in breaking such things. Thirty minutes later, 1
could hardly believe it. I was standing in my cell free. I shouted
“Hurrah” three times. The other prisoners wondered what that
meant, for they were used to me singing.

Friction wears out things, T had been made to understand. With
 great patience, I'started rubbing the leather band against the rough
part of the wall, singing as I did so. After two good hours of
{renzied rubbing, the whole thing collapsed. The leather covered

4 thin strap of metal and I quickly broke this. Just as Thad

promised the sergeant, I threw the two bits onto the guard-walk.-
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Chapter 2

w
*

Jwas taken to the medical officer'a few days later. Inl contrast
my earlier behaviour, I went to him very humbly and did no
scream or become aggressive in any way. I showed him that]
feared his presence more than anything else and begged him te
withdraw an accusation framed against me by the prison
authorities, that I was mad. =
“Do you mean to tell me that you do not want me to take yor
to Mathare Hospital?” he asked me in cross-examination. Ico
see the trap. Tanswered, “Why should you do a thing like that
I’'m not mad. Please don’t.” e
By denying that I was mad, I knew I was putting more wei
10 my case — even more than singing throughout the night. The
medical officer had the final word in this battle and, as I was
"~ taken back to the block, I wondered if T had done it right.
Back in my block, I went straight to my cell and closed th
door behind me. Itook the only blanket in the cell and wrappet
it around myself. I had been supplied with another worn-ou
Eunguru (prisoner’s uniform) and I looked very shabby because!
hadn’t washed for weeks and had smeared myself with ugali. .
felt tense and miserable as I sat at a corner figuring things out=
“I have been sentenced to twenty years and forty-eight strokes;
I thought to myself. “Since I came to prison I have known'ie
peace; terror has been my constant companion. How long havs
I been in prison now? two years? No. One year? No. We 1, 3
must be at least six months... Oh, no!’ 2
Bitterly, I realised I had been in prison for less than one month
" Istarted moaning as I thought of the twenty long years ahe:
 me. I realised I had taken all the punishment I could take. T
was no way I could continue with this kind of suffering. [ wa
thinking on those lines when I dozed off to sleep. %
When I woke up there was a plastic bowl of #gali and
There was, to my surprise, alsoa plastic cup of water. The se
in charge had either got tired of my arguments or had startet
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liking me or both. I didn’t touch either the tempting food or the
water. I didn’t talk to anybody that night and didn’t even g |
was now tired, very tired of everything. I didn’t care w
went to Mathare Hospital or not; I didn’t want to continue with
the acting. I remembered GG’s words: “You will wish you had
gever started...” But Tjust didn’t care any more. I had no more =
strength to go on. ;
- Once again | started thinking of suicide, the only option left
ppen to me. All the trouble T had gone through, all the
unishment, all the mad acting, all the loneliness had happened
in only three weeks. If it had been two years, as I had at first
thought, there would have been some hope, for it would have
left me with seventeen years to go. But my 20 years were hardly
iouched. Nobody, not even Superman, could'éur-\'rivé-twenty or
 gven ten years of this kind of life and Tknew 1 was now defeated.
\Why waste all this time pretending and eventually fail? Beforel -
could give myself an answer, I fell asleep again. 3

I

R

That night I dreamt that I had hanged myself and when some
people came and cut the rope 1 started running away. When I
looked back, I saw more than twenty police dogs running after
me. I was about to climb a tree when the lead dog dug its fangs
deep into my flesh. I woke up in fright.

I could hear a bell ringing in the distance. Soon after, a trumpet
sounded. This happened every day at 5.30 am. That morning
was particularly cold and Tsqueezed myself into a corner wrapped
up in the blanket. I saw the food where it had been kept the
previous day. I realised Thadn’t eaten for almost two days. With
the kind of thoughts that were in my head, I had no appetite
now, no time for food. All I could think of now was the easiest
inethod of suicide. T didn’t care if I went alone this time —
unlike the first day of prison when wanted to go down with at

R e

|east two guards. By the time the day warders appeared in the
block, T had come to a decision which made me feel relieved and
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happy — I would kill myself. I knew where I would get the rop
although I would have to deceive the man who would bring it
me. I would tell Kennedy that it was just another gadget I needa
for a new act and no doubt he would fall for it. None of th
people who knew me from the old gangster days could eve
imagine that I could commit suicide. Kennedy would not suspeg
athing,

My cell was opened at around 8.30 am and porridge was brough
in. In a fit of anger (this was not acting mad) I took the plast
container with the ugali and threw it out into the verandah.
kicked the bow! in which they were putting the porridge fo
breakfast. They went away hastily.

Surprisingly, I wasn’t feeling hungry and now that Thad co 1
to a firm decision about killing myself, there was no pointi
eating, What I needed now was a pen and piece of paper so thi
[ could write GG a farewell letter. .

At 9.30 am,Young brought me a pen and a piece of paper. E
had finished his penal diet sentence but was not back to his dutié
At 10.30 am, Kennedy brought me the rope, warning me ven
sternly not to crack under pressure and give him away when the
found the rope. This annoyed me considerably, since it prove
that he still didn’t trust my courage after all I had gone through
At 10.45 am, I wrote the following letter to GG and handed 1t &
a trusted cleaner, who acted as a go-between. I was sure of m
security because this illiterate cleaner could not read a wos
had written: '

My dearest friend, )
1 hawe done the best I could but to no avail. I think I ought to hat
Jollowwed my first plan right from the beginming. Just as you bad wars
me, Inowwish I had not started this whole game, but I daresay that toi
and fail is, at least, to learn. Whatever I bave learnt is, I'm afra
*useless, for [will never get the chance to put it to arry use. My deax fri
you know I am not a coward, and you kriow Jack Zollo never givess
before he is quite defeated. Now I'have reached the end and I amendi
mylife. |
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Please, GG, remember meto Milly, if she comes as she promised. If
e doesn’t come, don’t bother sending her the sad news. She will know in
e course. If there beanty life where I'm going, rest assured Ishall pray
foryou daily. Thopeyouwill make it andsurvivethe twenty years. Idonot
yiean to disconrageyou, but [don’t think it is possible to survive under the
prosent conditions. I donot seeanything beyond suicide.

Yours,
Juck Zollo.

[.S.: By the time you get this note, I will be no more, so don’t bother.

s o 3k % b

[ folded the piece of paper very tightly and kept it ready. I then
 (ested the rope and nodded with satisfaction. It could hold my
weight all right. T turned the chamber pot upside down and I was
standing on it when T heard the sound of heavy boots hitting the
floor in salute. The security officer or some other senior officer
was making a round of inspection. 1 hid the rope in the chamber
' pot, went to the door and looked our. It was the officer in charge,
.nd he was heading straight for my cell. T heard him ask the -
'~ sergeant, “What do you think of this boy in Number 362 I think
you know about this case a little better thanIdo.” "
" "The sergeant’s answer surprised me, for it was the opposite of
- whatTexpected.
" “From my years of experience, sir, | can say without any doubt |
1t all that the boy is mad. He is completely-mentally sick. [ have
observed him very closely, sir, ever since he came here, and I am
sure he is not pretending in any way. He is too young to pretend
that way. I think he has been heart-broken by the long sentence
imposed on him and it has ruined his mind.” '
+ Surprised was the right word for it. Kariambaki talking well of
- anyone! It surprised all the inmates in the block. I am still sure
he did it, not because he feally believed I was crazy but because

he was tired of me. The officer came to the door and we looked
{ \ o * A 4
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at each other. Now that Kariambaki had helped me I knew wha
to do, for ] am never short of ideas. I went to where the pla i
cup of water was and I picked it up.

“Be careful, sir. This boy will splash water in your face!” sai
Kariambaki, but the officer didn’t flinch. He wanted to see wh
Iwould do. s

“Open the door, sergeant.”

When the door was opened, I walked up to him like a zombi
ora hypnotised fool, holding the cup out to him with both hands

“Have some water, sir,” I said, “it is the only thing I can offél
you here. They never give me anything else. They don’t give mé
food. For two days I have not eaten but they don’t care abot

me.” T had never talked so meekly. And it was taking effect.

“Young boy,” he said, “put that water down. I'want youto bi
taken to the hospital immediately. Do you want that?” = =
“Hospital? But I'm not sick! And I was in the hospita
yesterday.” P :
“Not here. I mean the other hospital, Mathare. Don’t you feé
that kind of sickness?” he asked quietly, watching my face.
“But, Sir, it’s very late!” I said. .
“Very late? What do you mean, late?” It was only eleven in thi
morning. Helooked surprised. b
“I want to die,” I said, “I might even die tonight.” Just then!
realised I might be overplaying it. I had probably made a slip.
kept quiet, while he stared at me. Then, turning to the sergeant
he said, “Bring this boy to the reception office. Fle must go righ
away. I am of your opinion, sergeant. He’s quite confused.]
anyone needs help, it is this young boy.” .
So on that day, February 11,1971, on the same day [ had writtel
a suicide note, I was handcuffed and ushered into the same
that had brought me to prison. Through God’s power, help h

come just in time.
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"The van stopped outside the reception office of Mathare W
Hospital some time in the afternoon. There were four pris
 warders and a prison sergeant guarding me. I was handcuffed
like 2 mad bull and two warders sat me between them. I had not
talked all the way from the prison to the hospital. Ljust felelike -
weeping. But bitterness was choking my throat at the mere
thought of all that Thad gone through, the punishment and the
hatred I had had to endure. When the door of the van was
opened, the atmosphere changed dramatically. Icould see the
officers some yards away, the first time [ was seeing anything
outside the grey prison walls, I forgot my misery, feeling that
things were slowly working out my way. Only this morning Thad
wanted to end my life, but now there was hope.

A tall brown, smartly dressed man came forward. From what I
learnt later, he was called Henry and he was the second in
command of this nut-house. He had been here for thirty years
and prison warders didn’t worry him. When we all stepped down,
he fixed his professional eye on me for a long moment, then
ordered that I be uncuffed.

“This is a prisoner,” the sergeant objected, “he must remain
handeuffed.” But this, he should have known, was quite a
different kingdom, with its own boss. Henry barked out thatif
they did not take off the handcuffs they would have to take me
back toprison. At the thought of being taken back to prisonl
got really angry and I decided to give Henry a helping hand. I
charged at the sergeant and hit him so hard with my handcuffed
hands that he fell like an axed pole. AsI did so I, cried, “How
dare you defy my father’s orders? Didn’t Itell you once thatmy
father would come for me? Do you think I'will not t | him all
you have been doing to me back home? 1 wish1 hadrgﬁistol'—-
[ would shoot those helmets off your heads!” o il

As the sergeant rose up, Henry said, “That’sit. [told youto
1ake the handcuffs off. This is not prison, this isa hospital. Take

them off or go back with him.”




The handcuffs were taken off, after which I was instructed td
follow him into the office. The sergeant looked confused. H
called out, “But, sir! This boy is serving 20 years imprisonmeng
He might dash off and escape. Do you think that it’s wise...2%

“That’s the idea,” Henry said, “Let him escape. Let us see hir
do it. I find it only fair to remind you, once again that this is nd
prison.”

Realising that Henry was a no-nonsense person, the sergean
did not argue any more. All he could do was order two of th
warders to go to the back of the building and lay siege, just i
case I tried to run. A third one stood at the door and the fourtk
warder came with the sergeant into the office. Henry sat down
took out a form and began interrogating me.

“What’s your name, young man?” ;

Instead of answering, 1 looked round at the two warders wit
me. 1 folded my fists to strike. Henry, a man of long experience
quickly intervened. “Move away from this boy! Can’t you see
hates the very sight of you? You must have mistreated him ver
badly to make him hate you so much. Move back, get out
here. He is now my patient, not your prisoner. Go, go. Leave himtomé

When I saw them hesitating, I again decided to help Henry
Before they could get time to fool around, Itook the chair besid
me and, lifting it with both hands, smashed it on the back of oni
of the warders - so hard that he went out bending, From what
saw of Henry, he enjoyed every bit of it — provided, of courst
1did not suddenly turn on him. I watched the sergeant goto

']

back of the building where he had stationed his two warders

beckoned them and after two minutes, they all got into the vz
and left. T couldn’t believe it! My dream of the last two horrifyin
weeks had finally come true! Hurrah, I had made it! I was}
Mathare Hospital, not in that hateful prison. Here I would's
no more helmets. I had seen the last of those warders wik
enjoyed inflicting pain. What remained now was for me to

my record clean in this hospital so that I would be recommen: de

to stay. But Imust not forget my chief aim — to escape to tot
freedom. 3y :
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But let’s not forget one thing — to keep record clean in this
place is quite different from what you might think. To keep it
clean in order to be recommended to stay, you have to play dirty,
ralk dirty, sing dirty songs, play dirty games, do the craziest things.
[ had to remember to stay mad!

Behave normally and you are proved sane — and the next
minute you are back where you came from. So all I needed was
1o be cautious and I was very good at that. Henry, when he saw
that I was mentally back again after watching those warders go,
repeated his question to me.

«Tell me your name. Whatis your name?”

“7ollo. Jack Zollo from the Kenya Navy.”

“Fver had a car accident?” he asked me in English, after realising
that I was educated.

«Never heard of one. 1don’t hear much, the way I am treated
back there.”

“Has someone ever hit you on the head or have you had any
type of injury on any part of your head?” Henry asked.

“From what I know, you are not likely to see any of them around
here. The way you have treated them has made them afraid. Back
there they are used to inflicting pain on others. They are not
used to being given orders. L never like seeing the... If it was not
for the...” )

“Forget them!” said Henry, «Tell me: have you had any member
of your family admitted to this hospital?”

“Yes. My father ordered an hour ago that I be brought here. He
likes it here more than anywhere else.”

Henry started smiling, I couldn’t forget the fact thatI'was under
the most critical examination I had ever gone through. But he
seemed impressed by my foolishness, if not my madness. My
{oolishness seemed to amuse him. He stood up and asked me to
follow him. Like a hourid, Itrotted right behind him, wondering

what awaited me in this place of lunatics. _
. % ” s
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It was at moments like this that I thought about crime and
whether I had not been misled by my youth. Thad never foreseen
anything like what I was going through. If someone had told me,
during the good old days, that I would one day be happy to belg
admitted to a mental hospital I would have called him mad — of
arranged for him to get a new set of teeth. .
I was taken to a certain compound surrounded by a barbed
wire fence and a stone wall of about nine to ten feet high. There
was a distance of about seven feet between the two barriers and
this was where a sentry box was situated. As I passed the sentryy
I saw something about him that I didn’tlike. Later, Ilearnt th at
‘he was a retired prison warder. :
Within this yard were Wards Three and Four, in which crimin A
Junatics, especially those of my category were housed. I'was taken!
to aroom all by myself and locked up. I'selected a corner and sat
down to review things. When evening came, food was brought
and I noticed it was somewhat different from prison food,’
although it was still ugali and beans. The difference was that the
food was properly cooked, the beans were even fried. There
was also teX and everything was in clean plastic utensils. [ was
about to deVour this wonderful food when a warning signal
flashed through my mind. I decided to eat only a bit of the food
and half the tea. Regretting the loss, for T was really starving, T
decided to paint the wall with the rest of the food, mixing itwith
the tea. I had to keep doing such mad things until it was time to
escape. s N
I took the bowl and placed it at a corner. I then stepped back
and began playing a game — trying to throw the plastic cup into
the bowl, noting how many times I scored. T had a feeling that I
was being watched and I laughed loudly to myself whenever
succeeded in putting the cup into the bowl. I didn’t let them
know that I knew that they were around. » 8
Suddenly, the door opened. A lunatic stood there, staring at
me. I wondered whathe wanted and prepared for the worst..
I threw the cup and immediately the lunatic went to it. As
stood upright, I ran up to him and gave him the kind of
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butt not even a lunatic can forget. Hefell down flat, Tsat doy
with pain ringing in my head. Those who had been watehing
came in and dragged him out. Once again, without wOr 0 Mo,
the door was closed and I continued with my game. &7

ey
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In the hospital compound, there was a person who knew me,
although I did not know he was there at the time. He had seen
me and recognised me the moment I stepped out of the prison
van. His name was Kamau and he was a very well-known
gangster. :

Like me, he had been admitted for lunacy. Later Kamau
 introduced me to Mwangi, the man I had hit. | mention this name
because I met Mwangi later in prison where he caused a massacre
and set off a reign of terror that lasted several years...

The door was opened at around 7.00 am and I went out for
breakfast. I looked around the place to see if there was any
loophole that would enable me to leave this place as soon as
possible before I became completely mad.

At around 8.30 am, Kamau came and I was very surprised to
see him. J '

There was one thing I'was beginning to realise — that it wasa
small world for criminals, a yery small world. There were so
many boys I had known on the other side who I now met in
prison. I began to realise that when you don’t see a criminal for
some time, just know he is in prison. This is where they go for
their holiday. ButTwas quite surp ised to find this one in Mathare.
He had been arrested about eight months earlier and his case
was still pending. While in remand, he had began acting funny,
like a mad hare, and they had brought him to the nut-house. He

was being watched and was waiting for the final word from the
head of the asylum.
' He gave me a few tips about the hospital. If my type of
madness required that Tknock a few people down from time to
time, that was all right, for there were peoglq herevifrh'owwq
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’ mad they would never know what hit them. But1 H\Tust neves
| ever dream of hitting anyone on the hospital sta.f£ ,
, “That would be like committing suicide,” Kamau {told me. “You
| might hit the wrong kind of person and then they could easily
beat you to death. Then they would note that you died of ;
sudden illness, and no one would ever know the truth. Be careful
who you fight with when the devil starts to rage in your head;
One more thing. I know why you are here. I'm here for the same
reason. The only difference between us is that you know your
sentence, while I'm still awaiting trial. All the same, we are in
the same boat. So let me give you some advice. Don’t, for heaven’s
sake, try to escape at this early stage. They-are watching every
move you make and you still have along way to go before you
can convince them you are really mad. So don’t be in a hurry.
Dispel their suspicions and then you will stand a better chance.”
I'believed part of his story but doubted his sincerity, I still had
my wits about me and could not swallow whatever some ly' )
criminal dreamt up in the night and brought to me in the morning
as the gospel. I had stayed with these boys long enough to know
how cunningly they could bring complications into something
they feared themselves. Take this boy Kamau. He had been herefll
- for several months, not daring to escape, and his only fear was
that Jack Zollo would soon do what he feared to attempt. It
would be a big let down if I succeeded and left him cooling his
heels in this mad place. In such cases, a jealous criminal is mor
k- dmgt’IOUSthﬂn eVBnthEWaIders. Takmghlmmtoyour conthidenc
can be really unwise. In a place like this, which was completd y
new to me, I badly needed a friend and assistant, but Judgm
- from histalk and something in his eye, being quick to trust hin
would be detrimental to my plans. l)_(, ;

After three days, those who were watching me must have comy
to the conclusion that they had another case on their hands tha
- “was worth watching for a little longer. I wasn’t taken back t¢

T
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prison; I was taken to a ward accommodating forty to fifty
lunatics. Here, they were issued with fairly good blankets and
mattresses made of foam rubber. In this ward there were three
people who were not mad — Kamau, Mwangi and . We also
had one thing in common — the desire to escape in order to
evade long sentences (Mwangi had 23 years).

Mwangi had been in the asylum for about ayear and had become
one of the most trusted patients in this kingdom of the mad —
which made me afraid of confiding in him.

By studying the genuine cases of madness, I was able to improve
my own performance but, at times, I could not help laughing at
what I saw around me. There were times we would be brought
film shows, and the funny thing was that only a few of us would
actually watch the movie; the true lunatics were only interested
in finding out where this light and the pictures were coming from,
s0 you would see them staring in the direction to the screen,
trying to figure things out. Others would go to the screen and
start attacking the images. When a fight broke out on the screen,
they joined in. There was fun when we went to play football.
They would be divided into two groups all right, but then almost
everyone would have his own private goal, and then shoot the .
ball wherever he believed it to be. A sane man watching such
lunacy could not help laughing. .

Still, T had to be careful not to laugh too much. I started feeling
concerned that nothing, so far, had been put on my record to
show that my discipline was going down, and I knew that to stay
there I had to keep on dirtying my record. So, on one particular
occasions, after some games, a certain lunatic started attacking
the whole field. T gave him a hand from the other end. Together
we dispersed the whole group and they ran like frightened sheep
to their respective w hat left the two of us and we studied
each other. I knew this lunatic well, for Thad observed him staring
at me. He was a tall, strong, handsome fellow who was completely
mute. He had an obsession for washing his mouth and would do
it on the strangest occasion. For instance when rain fell and there
were puddles around, he would walk up to where the water was,

37




~learned fellow, more educated than I was. This encouraged me.

— - - T T T

scoop some with his hand and clean his mouth. But he neve
talked. '
. When he started walking towards me, I was apprehensive,
had decided that one day I would hit him so hard that he woul
stop staring at me like that. Probably this was the moment.

Ibraced myself for battle, but when he got near me he stretche
out his right hand. I responded but gave him my left, just in case,
His face looked friendly and there was something in his eye that
I found strange and interesting. He indicated that we sit down
which we did. The man looked around to assure himself that we
were all alone in the open field and then, much to my surprise,
he opened his mouth and spoke to me. '

“I have been in this bloody place for quite some time now,”
said the ‘dumb’ man. “Thave looked around carefully but haven’s
found asingle person in whom I could confide. You are the first.”
He looked at me again, as if expecting me to say something to
confirm that he was right. I remained silent. He went on, “I have
been watching you from a distance since you came and, lookin
at you, I knew we could one day make a deal. My brother, I’'m
not mad and, yes, I can speak.” !

L'was still quiet, listening. I wasn’t going to make a mistake of
committing myself too soon. But he went on, “My name is Rashid
Ibadah and I am from Uganda where I was once a lieutenant
colonel in the Ugandan army.” '

Judging from his mastery of the English language, he was 2

“My story is very complicated and might sound exaggerated te
you,” Rashid went on. “But please, just listen and try to believe
me. From the look of you, you are the same asme - jus
pretending to be mad - maybe for the same reasons. But then,
brother, before we have talked we cannot know. What I wani
you'to realise is that I wouldn’t talk to you if I didn’t need hel
pretty badly. You will wonder why Lgive you my story but T hav
all the confidence in myself and in m)?"]iﬂ)éemém. You can prov
it yourself. Iam able to detect that youare not mad, somethin:
you know very well. Now, tell me before I continue, can I tr

your




[ stared at this figure beside me, massively built, Handsome,
brown with thick hair. He was between thirty and thirty-five, if
| was any judge, and quite a personality despite the clothes he
* had on then, the blue hospital uniform. Having been in.-many.'-' '
| places during my life in crime, T knew I'was not being played for
1 sucker and if I was ever to get a genuine friend in this hospital,
it was this man, Rashid. I decided to take the risk of trusting
him.

“ do not know what you have in mind,” I said, “but Ican tell
you that you can rely on me, that is to the extent of the story
that you have told me. It will not reach other ears. As for my
own sanity or insanity, that will all depend on the story you have
in mind. That is all I can tell you at present.”
~ His reaction to my words showed that he was sane, alright. He

was very pleased with my roundabout answer, whose meaning
only a sane person could understand. At first it proved difficult
between us, because neither of us seemed quite prepared to go
the full distance in trust, considering the immense risk this
 involyed.
- One wrong move and I would be back in prison. But slowly
' the trust came, and with it a great sense of relief.
“There you are,” Rashid was saying, “I expected that kind of
\answer. I tell you, you are not mad. Now, this is the thing. I'll be
as frank as possible, since L have decided to talk to you and need
your help. Between you and me, you are the second person who
knows my secret — that Iam not a Kenyan. The other personis
also here, but Iwon’t tell you who he is, there’s no need. Tam
afraid he is not reliable and I have decided to cut him out and
forgetabout him. : _
~ “Here is my story, brother. I'was found in possession of two
firearms, several rounds of ammunition and several game
trophies without permit. T had just checked out of I yali Beach
Hotel in Mombasa. I was in a taxi going to another hotel in which.
I had hired a room and deposited some of my goods. Most of my
belongings, in fact, were in this new hotel. Twas transporting
these goods to the new hotel when the police stopped me. They
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said they were suspicious that I had some bad intentions Ig(,
would like to search me. They caught me quite unawares. T hs t

no papers, nothing brother. It was bad, very bad.”

Rashid went on, “I could not refuse to be checked. They fo wl
the firearms and the other eoodies in my possession and saidll *
they had to take me to the police station. It was quite a sad affaifl]
for me because ] had been in Kenya for only three days. [ didn 3
even havé acountry. I had lost my prominent position in Ugand E
because of the 1di Amin coup. Then I remembered one goo s;

thing. I had not spoken a single word because of the shock. Se
decided to play dumb from then on. Later they decided that
was mad and recommended that Ibe brought to this asylum. D

you understand now?”

' “In a way, yes.
f “And you do see what could happen if I don’t do someth

~soon. [can’t play du 2k forever and I’m really aching to get o
of here. What bothers me is what I left in that hotel with
manager. He expects me to pop in any minute to claim my thin
which I hope he has not interfered with yet. But then the more
stay, the more h%will getideas. Idon’t know his name and there

~ noonelcouldsend.” Rashid paused and shook his head, lookir
* yery very unhappy- O
[ had told half my story to this other fellow hoping that, sing
he knows this country, we could make arrangements to €s
together. My problem is, I hardly know where we are or W hi
way Mombasa s and I would be quite lost if I tried to esca
alone. I do not know why, but since I told my story to this fe lo
he has avoided me completely. For the first time in my [if
misjudged somebody, but only because I was despera
Sometimes I feel like getting rid of him for good, for I dot
know how his mind is working. But that wouldn't solve o
problem.” \ o
“How can L help, Rashid?” Lasked. “I have been here forle
than a month. Thaven’t had time to look the place over. Bu
also want to escdpe before they wise up to me and prove mé




phoney. ButIcan’tact beforelam satisfied with the plan Iam
going to make.”
" “Look my friend, I have figured it all out. L have looked at all
' the possibilities and even managed to acquire a few gadgets [
will need. I have a way of going over the wire. AndI have a way
of going over the wall. Iwasn'ta soldier for nothing. Why Ineed
you is that, once Tam over that wall, I will not know which way
10 go. I do not know where I can get clothes or the fare to take
me to Mombasa. With a person like you who knows the area,
such problems would be overcome. We would make it. What do
you say?”

“Let’s say we manage to escape and T show you the way to
Mombasa, what do we do next? I understand you have run away
from Uganda and cannot go back.”

“Did I tell you what was in thoge suitcases [ left in that hotel in

Mombasa?” '
“No.” :
«The most bitter thing is that I left goods valued at Ksh. 4.5
nillion. Precious stones. I was intending to sell them here and if
possible settle here because this is the only country I felt Icould
live in, after Uganda. Well, this place is now hot, so | have a
«econd choice — Zambia. I have been there twice, during my
days in the army, as an escort of the President. So there’s no
worry there. Il be all right once I get my goods.”

“You'll be all right, but what about me? Suppose I don’t want
to go to Mombasa? What do I get out of it after taking you to
Mombasa, right to your hotel and you've got everything back?”

“We are crossing a bridge too far but, if that is done, I promise
{0 give you one third of the total value of the stones. That will
be 1.5 million shillings, roughly.”

I held my breath. 1.5 million shillings was a lot of money. Was
this just the talk of a lunatic> Why get excited about some precious
stones that I had not even seen? A bridge too far...1 played it
cool. % B

«AsTunderstand, the goods are in the form of precious stones,”
I said. “Do you have any liquid cash? To go to Zambia, you
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- on the way to the ward, except the nurse.”
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neeG uquid cash and I don’t think there’ll be any time to. sell h
goods with the law on our backs.™ M
Rashid’s next words were like music. “I had about 20 0¢
Uga.nda shillings and not less than 10,000 Kenya shillings in m
suitcases. So that’s no problem. The problem is how to get the e.
“And you say I'll get a third of all that?”
“I give you my word. Or do you still think I am mad?”
“If L approve of your escape plan, after you tell it to me, the
consider the rest done. I am a professional where such things af
concerned A
“Okay, that’s a deal. Now let’s go to the others, lest we stat
looking suspicious. Whenever you act suspiciously in this plag
you become marked and they watch you closely, so let’s b
careful. Let’s go back singing. And let’s beat up any one we se

We went back to the ward, with one doing all the singing. I wa
happy and the future seemed bright. If all went well, I woul
soon be free. And if this lunatic was telling me the truth I'woull
soon be rich; rich beyond my wildest dream%g "

%ok ok % ok

Isat down with Rashid again the following day at a private plac
He had not changed, as I had feared. You never know wit
lunatics. He explained to me his plan and as I listened, I realise

he was not a simple man. He had it all worked out, like a goo
soldier. :

In Ward Four, where we both slept, there was a toilet. The wa
was made of timber and could be broken through from insid
the toilet. There would be noise all right and we also knew th
a great number of the lunatics never slept at night. The gog
thing was that they were too crazy to ﬁgure out what we wej
doing. They might even think we were repairing the plm&
mcreasmg their security. L.
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to arouse their curiosity. In his own way, about which I idr
care to ask, Rashid had acquired some handy tools for eur
ission. One of them was for breaking through the ceiling. We
would go into the toilet when our two friends were sleeping, I
would stand by the door, preventing anyone from entering while
Rashid worked on the ceiling, The ceiling was the only problem.
Once on the ceiling, you could drop outside very easily, as there
was enough space between it and the roof. The rest Rashid had
worked out...

As I say, he was a good soldier.

We would escape at the end of the month. “During that time,”
Rashid explained, “all the guards are drunk on duty and they
start dozing the moment they reach their posts. It will also be a

good time to visit a friend or a relative of yours as people have

money then. We shall need money for the journey to Mombasa.”

Tagreed with that and we chose a day at the end of that month.
[ looked forward to freedom and I felt very lucky to have run
into Rashid. I thought of the way he had been staring at me
when I believed he'was a lunatic and how I had planned to hit
him and cure him of the habit. I could have hit my best friend.
 Whenever I'was alone and the ward was deserted I would go

and look the place over. The more [looked at that ceiling, the
nore convinced I became that it could be done. But just before

the big day came I decided to have something bad on my record,

record and see I was just mad. -
We would not be the first escapees; it was a well- known game
here, although few of the patients ever got far. Their madness
was their undoing and they soon got caught, as they lost
 themselves in mental confusion. Nothing much happened to
them. They were just brought back and Thoped the same would
apply to us if we met with bad luck. )
In the compound, just outside our ward, where thg-p;\ﬁt}i@ﬁﬁim
and enjoyed the sun, I started screaming, I called the*aFama!s of
all the nurses I knew in the hospital and then called allmyipeudl,

\
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#

just in case we failed and got arrested. They would look intomy

telling them about the warders who were trying mkﬂl’ﬁae §
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shouted any crazy thing that came to my mind. By now [ was:
professional in playing mad, having learnt from my fellow
inmates. Such things in the asylum are just routine and nobo
takes much notice. So, to be noticed, T had to do it when a nurse
was passing by. Unfortunately the whole thing backfired on me
because this particular nurse, instead of comforting me and ther
leaving me alone, decided to give me an injection that made me
sleep the rest of the day. '
Rashid had tried to stop me, as soon as he had seen what I wa
up to. He had whispered some words 1 remembered later. “What's
the idea now? You’ll be given an injection that will make you
sleep, maybe for days. Skip the pretence!” But he was too late,
He ducked when he saw the nurse coming. The injection wat
soon in my vein, which made him very perplexed and annoyed.
When I woke up, he was beside me. He had kept some food fo
me as I had not eaten and we were already locked in. He hag
everything ready, for we were to escape that night. He hat
checked the guards and confirmed that the man in our area was
terribly drunk. I had by now learnt to take Rashid’s word. I at
without much appetite as the needle had made me weak. “Soal
is well,” Rashid said. “Very quiet. Thope you are feeling fine.”
I nodded. It was very late at night. Most of the others, includi
the dangerous two, were asleep. About seven of them were snorit
in the usual unpleasant way. My last night here, I thought. Neve
again would I be so mad as to come to this place. One lunati
was rolling some tobacco, another was kneeling at a cornt

- praying, the first time I had scen someone praying
Meanwhile, another one was crying for help, moaning deep
fearfully. I wondered what he saw and what he felt. I felt vel
sorry for these guys, many of whom were doomed to spend
rest of their lives here. Too bad they couldn’t come with 1
they needed their needles and pills. Asfor Rashid and I, we
sane men, about to leap into action to save ourselves.
With things that way in the ward, with afew moans to hi
noises, it wasn’t difficult to break out. Soon we were throu
the ceiling and we dropped down like two bats out of hell.

44



T ~—r—

. Chapter 3 4

‘A frer our escape, we hurried to Mathare Valley but before we
entered the village I stopped him to get myself reassured. “The
deal, T take it, is that I guide you to Mombasa where, after you
get back your property you will pay me Ksh. 1.5 in the form of
gems, is that right?”

“That’s the deal. What's the matter with you? Are youdoubting

me, my friend? After all the talk...!”

“Okay, that’s over. Now listen, Rashid. Iam not going to trouble
any relative or friend of mine because there’s no reason for them
(0 know that ’'m loose. All we need are clothes and cash, so we
are going to rob anybody we come across. We will relieve him of
anything he will be having, then rob the next person until we are
both suitably clothed. Do not panic for God’s sake. Actas if you
are back in the Uganda Army. Know that if we slip we will be
taken back. We won'’t be charged, not with our Mathare record,
but we don’t want to go back there. Or do you?”

“If T did, would I have bothered to escape?” Rashid asked
{rritably. “As for panicking, my friend, I'm sure I'm not that type.
Show me what todo and I'll do it.”

So we entered the valley and went deep into the slum’s interior.
Ve were using the darkest paths for our own safety. Though I
hadn’t told Rashid, I was as new as he was to this smelly slum
and there was not a single place or face I could say Tknew. AllT
knew was what I had heard from people. I was the one in the
lead. We passed between some shanties where there was a lot of
noise and I knew, without being told, that it was a chang'aa bar.
Just then, I stepped on a body in the darkness! It was too dark to
e whether it was a man or a woman and I was afraid to touch
him or her, in case it was a corpse. | had moved a step backwards
und Rashid sensed there was something funny. When he'grasped
the situation, he said, “Come on, frisk him. Can’t you guess

without being told that he has come out of the bar and he’sjust

" drunk? He can’t be dead. Let me doit.”
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Istepped aside and let him do it. The groan that came from the
body on the ground made him jump back nervously. It was so
loud that all the noise in the shanties stopped and everything
became suddenly still. Then I heard Rashid ask in a voice that
could be heard in those shanties, “Panicking, eh? And Ithought
I was the one who was panicking. Give me a hand!” :

At least I was glad he said it ip English. In lowly, dangerous
places like these, people who knew English were considered safe:
If he had spoken in Kiswabili T would have dashed off! All around
the voices went up again and we went on with our work
undisturbed. Kikauyu, Dholuo and Kikamba were being spoken all
around us by drunken men‘and women who had no idea what
was going on a few paces away. The man groaned again, but this:
time more quietly. Rashid was pulling off his trousers. L started
wondering whether he was really a lieutenant colonel or just a

I helped him undress the man and he put on the clothe
trousers, shirt, jacket and shoes. He gave me a sweater that w

" too large for me, but I put it on, for this was not a time to be
- choosy. Weleft the Mathare uniform there, except for the trousers
I still wore. From the papers in the man’s clothes, we knew h
was a Luo. The clothes fitted Rashid beautifully and the
. personality I had detected in him came out a little more. Ra
~ was now ahead of me, leading me as blindly as I had led him. ]
stepped on an object and bent to pick it up. We stopped to
~ examine it in the faint light and saw that it was a dagger in its
" leather sheath. With it in my hands, Ifelt much safer. s
 We went on through the dark valley until we came to Kenatco:
We were better off now as Rashid was well dressed and the long
sweater covered my hospital shorts. The man we had undressec
had left, after drinking, about 180 shillings in his pocket and we
could have bought some good trousers for me were it daylight.
I noticed one bit of weakness in my friend Rashid. He put toc
much faith in the fact that, if we were caught, we Weuld,on}m{. b
taken back to our lunatic home and could always escape again




S0 he could take any risk, he thought. He didn’t seem to realise
that there were other dangers. Had we been caught robbing that
drunk of his clothes we might have been beaten to death by
angry Mathare villagers. Had he ever heard of mob justice?

Morning came as we walked. A man Rashid was about to attack
without my knowledge - for he was now behind me - called my
name and I turned in surprise. I had met him in the Remand
Prison and we had liked each other. What had happened to him
sfrerwards I did not know but here he was, apparently acquitted.
| was very happy to see him, for he looked like a good chap.
Luckily Rashid had not jumped on him, for he would have hurta
friend.

[turned to introduce Rashid, giving him a pseudonym. My friend
summed up the situation, what I needed and where I had come
from. He asked us to follow him.

This is one good point about criminals: whenever one meets
another who has just escaped or been released, he helps him
straightaway, without asking too many questions; tomorrow he
might be the one in need. We followed this one to Eastleigh
Section 2 where he shared aroom with another of his type. We
round this other boy in bed with a prostitute, which reminded
me of what I had been missing while inside with criminals and
lunatics. Would I ever go back there? Heaven forbid. Soon, if I
' was not dealing with a lunatic I would have Ksh. 1,5 million in
" my hand and would go where the long arm of the law would
never find me.

My friend Jeremiah selected a pair of shoes, socks, a shirt, a
pair of trousers and a tweed jacket for me and I felt much better,
for they fitted me perfectly. We stayed with him all day. Aswe
left his room in the evening we were as smart as professionals
ought to be. We had money, too, for Jeremiah had made some
donation. We boarded a Coast Line bus and, as it was about to
start, Jeremiah said goodbye, wishing us luck. Soon we were out
of Nairobi and I breathed a sigh of relief, as if theswhole bad
dream was finally over. By morning we wo\uld‘bemMaﬁ;hﬂ&-

We travelled for over thirty minuf;pgsqgith@ut taﬂnng‘tome,
J 0 47 k" . .
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another. We had secured a seat near the rear, just the two of us
Rashid had bought two packets of 555 State Express cigarettes
and a cotiple of matchboxes. Now he gave me one packet anc
one matchbox. I realised he was a man who had been used to
expensive tastes before bad luck caught up with him. He also
gave me eighty shillings from what remained, just in case things
went wrong somewhere and we had to splitup in a hurry. As we
headed towards our new life, we began glancing at one another
and breaking into laughter for no reasonaat all. Icouldn’t suppres$
my giggles and neither could Rashid.
“Why are you laughing, brother?” Rashid asked me, trying t@
keep a straight face. “What's so funny?”
«This lunacy business has entered our veins, I guess. I'll nevel
be the same again, perhaps, and neither will you. We look
each other’s eyes and we laugh. We must be crazy.” _
aybe,” said Rashid, “but I'd rather be mad among sane peo|
than back there among a pack of loonies.” T couldn’t help laughin
some more, as if he had just said the funniest thing. Rashi
laughed, too, slapping his thighs. "
“But tell me fraﬁiﬂy, Rashid, for I'm getting worried. Do yo
feel that you are the same Rashid of a few months ago? Amn
how could you have pretended to be dumb all that time? T wi
there for less than two months and I feel quite different.”
“Please... For the sake of success, let’s not discuss lunacy
Rashid said. “I’s true I found it hard to stay dumb all that tir
Sometimes I felt like shouting and screaming aloud. I feel lik
screaming now but so what? A lot of sane people scream oL
loud” ;
“But they don’t scream without a reason. Or laugh like we
laughing." 1 ’
“Will you please cut it out? Will you skip all that?”
“Pve skipped it, Rashid. But P'll tell you one thing... lf youa
sane, even Salim Abdullah back there is sane.” oy
“Yeah? Say that again. Did T hear you compare me with Salis
Abdullah?” 3 e
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“Not exactly... Lonly suggested that maybe he too is sane and
is just fooling around. Think of it '

Rashid shut me up. Salim Abdullah had been in that damn place

for so longthat he had forgotten the difference between a man
and a woman. In his life, I guess, he had laid more men than
women. If you did not know how to handle him, you could land
{nto his trap. He had the face of an ape, the roar of alion and the
sirength of a buffalo: but he was also the most cowardly creature
you could ever come across. Looking at him or listening to him
s he threatened you, you could feel like kneeling and begging
him to spare you: but those of us who understood him knew
that he was quite easy to deal with. To get him off your back,
you only needed to give him a blow in the face or bend down as
' if to pick up aweapon. When you straightened up, he would be
gone. -

Our bus stopped to refuel when we reached Mtito Andei. I
stepped down to stretch my legs and have a glass of cold milk.
However as I entered the hotel, I got the surprise of the year.
Whenever you hear me repeat every now and then that this lunacy
business had left a gap in me, it is because of some of the things
1 did. When I entered the hotel I thought I was seeing things. I
stopped right where I was. Right before my eyes was the chief of
the Mathare Hospital! My breath became Jaboured and my legs
thook. Everyone in the hotel had their eyes fixed on me, for I
couldn’t move. Then as people got more and more confused, I
started recovering my wits. This Indian doctor had never seen
me because I had never been given an appointment to see him.
As this thought came into my mind, I began to relax and Ifelt
the musdles of my legs come back to life. 1 started moving

backwards, step after step 2nd once at the door dashed off -

{owards the bs. I could hear laughter coming from the hotel. 1
was very relieved when the bus started moving. X
Back on the road I laughed twice without telling Rashid why.

One thing was obvious — I was not quite sane! How couldT

have’ bcl’}ggid like that back in the hotel — like someone

hypnotised person or someone who had seen aghost? After giving
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Rashid the whole story he convinced me that
séen was not the same one in Mathare: but
himself became very uneasy, more than]
be. He regained his breath only afe e1
Mombasa, There he admitted just how I
him feel by mentioning the boss of Mathare.
We reached the Oceanic Hotel at around 6.00 am. We had o
luggage and Thoped we did not look all that odd. At the receptio
we learnt that the manager was not around but would report 1
any time between then and 7.30. Rashid could recognise th
receptionist but the receptionist showed no sign of having eve
seen him, so we decided 1o wait for the manager. ’
We ordered some breakfast. As we were eating,
entered the hotel. There were now several customers in the din i
hall. The manager looked around briefly but did not s e m ¢
recognise anyone. Rashid, still looking uneasy, but this time 0
o different reason, decided to intercept him as he was going acrof
the room. The clothes he was wearing now looked shabby, ng
as smart as they had looked in the night and in differes
surroundings. I felt very concerned. Would the manager deny ¢
accept? Was this talk of millions sheer lunacy? Ttried to liste
“§o how have you been doing all this time?” the manager wi
saying, smiling politely. y ;
“Oh, fine. I told you I'd come back any time,” Rashid sai
“This world is in nobody’s hand, and if you promise yours
_ that you will go all round it, you will die before coming bag
where you started.” The manager was still smiling, lookit
amused. : ]
«Pye been to many places since you saw me last. But, you kno

“ .+ Pm still not through and Lintend to havea day’s rest an
moving again. Well, 've come for my luggage. I won
everything, though. Just enough to take me a little while.
see what you have for me and make the necessary arrange
“There you were. He was crazy all right. As he was tal
looking carefully at the manager’s face. Three or four t
had tried to interrupt but Rashid kept on talking, although
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quite obvious that the manager did not follow and was w

what this funny fellow was talking about.

[ ] »
Lo ok P
“Do Lunderstand that you want a room for tonight before you

slart your journey or did T get you wrong?” the
when he finally got a chance.

“Well, not exactly that,” said Rashid. “You do not seem to
jecognise me. T hired a room here a couple of months ago and I
' Jeft some luggage with you. It wouldn’t surprise me if you have

manager ash |

' forgotten because Itook longer than T had said T would.”
“You mean you have a room here? Some luggage too?”

you. Try to remember.”
The manager, trying to get the picture, looked
e turned to stare at Rashid and his face lit up.

you.”
For the first time since I had given him the

had told me no lies. The ex-
stones on the bedspread and my heart skipped a

{rom bad ones. But that kind of knowledge w
judge these ones on the bed. Amateur or not,

(ould do was stare with my mouth wide open.
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| had never seen precious stones and could not tell good ones

" ] had a room here, yes - and some luggage, which I left with

far away. Then

*“Oh, yes. Thad almost forgotten. Sorry, Sir.” I saw relief flooding
{ into Rashid’s whole body. As for me, 1 felt excitement mounting,

15 1 realised that Rashid might not be insane, after all, and that
those gems might be real, nota dream. The manager went on, .
“Yes, I almost forgot. This was quite some time ago. Lo! T had
 eally forgotten you! Well, it’s good to see you again. Your luggage
should be in the safe. Just excuse me, Il have it brought up to

story about the

[ydian, Rashid managed a dull smile. Le gestured to me and I
went up to join them. He introduced me as a business partner.
Ve were shown into a private room where we were left alone to
¢heck our luggage. This was my moment to believe that Rashid
cutenant colonel poured the prec ou:

beat. In my :

as not needed to

1 could tell that

these were real gems, very beautiful and of great value. All1

shidlooked a

e to see what I was making of all this and, reading only surprise,
sarted counting them. As if to make absolutely sure, he took a

g
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and divided them into three piles. Tknew why: I was entitle
ne third of the lot and he wanted to keep to his part of th
bargain. Since they were +dentical, as far asTcould judge, I knes
he was not playing me fora sucker. This man intended to givi

me real gems, for what1 had done for him. _

A third of the precious stones Were put aside. Rashid got yj
and went to his suitcase aﬁa.m Afteralittle search, he fished ot
a container which, tome, ooked like another type of rare jewe
Tt was rectangular and golden 1 colour, about five inchesin lengt!
and an inch in width. When he opened it I saw thatithada 0
reddish velvet cloth all Jround the inside. Trs lid could only B
opened through a secret combination of numbers. He had!
show me the formula twice before I could open it on my
This man, or this [ieutenant colonel, had known better day s f
sure. By now I was all eyesand mouth. After I had openedt
small golden case cwice and he was satisfied that T knew how
doit, he pointed at the heap of diamonds he had shared out

me. -, _ ,
«Put them in the case, they are yours. One third, as T promi
e worth at least

you. These stones I've given you ar
“million. If you get the right customer, I wouldn’tbe
Ksh. 2 million. Be patient. Do not rush thi

would hate to know you have messed it all up and been ch

He got up again and went to another suitcase. Meanv

was touching the diamonds, marvelling at their bea

thinking of all the things I coulddo with Ksh 1.5 million. A
allThad gorie through, I was now 3 rich man. I put the diam¢
into the beautiful case, still unable to beliéve my luck.
~ Rashid came back with two large buff envelopes. He sat
" thebedagainand poured out the conitents of ONE0 3
on the bedspread. ] was waiting to se€ what would po
time and was not surprised when red Kenya curr
bearing the portrait of our President fell out in
‘Money,” I thought. “These accursed, decorated pieces
Mone?;.whicﬁ-sent.me to prison for twenty years, Wit

cight strokes of the cane...!

pen
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e o am QY




b - i

Again I was in the courtroom listenin to the charge. “Peter
Henry Kariuki Mugugu, Peter Musili, Stanley Githenji and Jack
7ollo. You are all charged that on the, 18th of November this
year, jointly with others not before the court, armed with two
guns and simis at about 9.30 am you robbed Barclays Bank,
Naivasha, of 580,000 shillings in cash. Tt is also stated that, in
so doing, you used violence, contrary to section 297 of t‘.hé Penal
Code. The second charge states that, on the same day, you used
s car which is believed to have been stolen. The third charge is
for accused No. 4 alone, Jack Zollo. It states that on the 14th of
December, you were arrested and found in possession of a firearm
without a proper permit. A further count states that, while you
were being arrested, you used violence to resist arrest...”

That was how the bad dream of prison had began, through
greed for money. A son of two respected personalities had to be
festrained with the best types of handcuffs the country could
ufford because of money... which made me preteqd’:ha;!l as
“mnad, making me eat all kinds of filth, wallow in my ow! i
 gxcrement, walk nude in front of people... end up in M: thare
Hospital, of all places. Money. And here it was again, masing
g1y mouth water. Whose idea was it to invent mone}v--aﬁdhjbv#
much did the fool have of his own? <

Well here was my chance to retire. “What's the matter with
you?” Rashid sked. “You are staring at me as if you are p ing
cat me alive! Please stop acting crazy. Thisisa different world

are in where we have to start a new record.” '
“Am I staring at you? Ididn’t realise.” !

money, and justas promised you, you will get one third.
| le counted the hundred-shilling notes and divided the sum by
. He gave me one part and kept two parts. He did the same
h the Ugandan currency, which was in the second envelope. 1
d to protest, saying L had enough — that I had no use for
ndan money but Rashid threw the notes at me, saying thata
was a deal. The thought that this man was insane occurred
me, for he was acting most peculiarly.
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“[ am not a magician, if that’s what you are thinking. Thisis
3 »




ol

there was no reason for him to waste any time here.

PR S

With Ksh 1.5 million worth of diamonds, Ksh 3,330 and ove
6,000 Uganda shillings, I stood every chance of becoming 1
millionaire, if I trod carefully. Every worldly door could ver
easily open up for me as I approached. No need for more crime
At least my contract was over and I was paid for the services]
had rendered. A new life must begin. From what I could see @
Rashid, he now wanted to be as far away from Kenya as anj
vehicle or plane or ship could possibly take him.
“Okay, brother,” he said to me in a business-like voice, “I think
v@re now finished. Don’t you think we have seen enough o
ach other? Néw I'm leaving. Move with caution, brother. Don’
Jet anybody take you for a ride about those diamonds; they an
worth every dime I've told you.” He was closing his suitcases
ptrepanng toleave in a hurry. Now that all his troubles were ov et

“How do you intend to leave this countryz’
“Look,” he said, “not so long ago I was an army lieutenan
colonel. I don’t think they gave me that rank for nothing, Worr:
about yourself.” Rashid took his suitcases, said a last goodby
and then vanished. The room felt very deserted all of a sudder
Considering how we had met — as insane people ina |
asylum, we had coped very well, disregarding a few ming
differences. . 2
I was standing in the centre of the room where Rashid had
me. I stared vacantly in the air, not knowing what step to tak
next. Now I wondered how to proceed. I1ooked at the close
door and realised that I had lost a wonderful friend and comforte
I wanted to follow him but knew it was too late. He must ha
taken a taxi and left. Lo
Once again I remembered the twenty years and forty
strokes still awaiting me in prison. If I made one false ste
got arrested, the same sentence and same number of strok
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would he waiting, no doubt about%nt."fhﬂg was one
was certain I had just made: Thad allowed Rashid to go. L kne
it was risky to stay in Kenya and was ready to leave. R shid
could have helped me. ' : ; g

But maybe I was nat meant to leave before I had finalised 6‘3; :
or two things. First I needed to see my parents and let them ;
know that I'was né longer in prison and that I'was intending to
leave the country for a very long time. I could write to them, of
course, but could the post office deliver such things as love?
Secondly, I could not trust the post office to deliver Ksh 1.5
million worth of diamonds, which I could not risk taking out of
the country withoutdirst rehearsing the journey. The third pomnt
was the GG affair. Because of our partnership in crime and our
mutual suffering, GG and I had become very close and I could
not ignore his request that I deliver a message to his brother.
This would have been an unforgivable sin to me. I felt that,
whatever the circumstances, I needed to go home first — and
that was my worst mistake, as things turned out. I was really
insane. :

I boarded a Peugeot 404 taxi for Nairobi at 11 am. I had visited
a shop in Mombasa and bought myself a pair of dark glasses and
a tarabushi shirt with which to disguise myself, if only little. The
cops in Nairobi had not forgotten me, and now 1 was on the
Wanted list after escaping from Mathare. I thought about the
Indian I had seen at Mtito Andei. After he heard that some patients
had escaped, he would-most probably remember that strange
face at the Mtito Andei hotel and conclude that we were in
Mombasa. But I could not be sure of this because Rashid had
planted some seeds of doubt in me. It could have been him or
not, I wasn’t sure. Either way I had to take great care.

As a wanted man, it was utterly insane to take a journey during
the day but T took the risk because, as I keep saying, my head
was not quite my own. It had been turned by all the suffering I
had gone through and it was hard to think calmly and make the
correct decisions. But, anyhow, the taxi dropped me outside the -
Kiirini Bar in Nairobi at 2.30 pm I didn’t want to stay in this
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town where I was known by every cop and every informer ther
was, so I went to Tea-Room and boarded another taxi fof
Murang’a town. My head was telling me to accomplish thost
few things and then go to Zambia where I could join my frienc
Rashid. In this plan I overlooked a lot of things which would
have been quite obvious to anyone with a sane mind.

LR

At Gakurwe shopping centre, I went to a hotel GG had directec

me to. Here I was to ask for aman called Francis and tell him t@
go and visit GG in prison immediately. He wasn’t there, so
went to the nearest shop and bought a pen, a sheet of paper ang
an envelope. Using the sane part of my brain, I wrote him
note, giving him all the details GG had instructed me to pass o
Then, using the insane part, I took out three hundred shillings
right in front of the person who was to deliver the letter. I didn’
see his mouth water, but all I can tell you is that the letter sti
hasn’t reached GG’s brother, which goes to show you that tk
majority of thieves are not even in prison. So one of the mission
that had made me take all that risk was never accomplished. |
was in vain,
On to-the next mission — to see my parents. I stood outsid

i shopping centre from where I could see Thuita shoppis
%lre where my mother went for shopping. I could even see th
#" portion of land we owned. I could see the only stone building
the area and it belonged, believe it or not, to my parents. It
only three-quarters of a mile away. There was a valley with
river called Ndurumo which divided my location, No. 14, froi

. Location 15 in which I now was. Lshould have headed backs
' Nairobi then and saved myself a lot of misery, for they had Iz
20 ambush for me, knowing it was here I would end my journg

at Wagituri farm — where | belonged. Where else would a ma
man go but home? -

P
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[ crossed the Ndurumo river some minutes before dark.
§omewhere on the hill, [ hid the diamonds and 1 have no idea
who was the lucky man who found them, for they have totally
vanished. I was feeling very uneasy but the insane part of me
10ld me to push on. Ninety yardsto go. Then I saw the first helmet.

E o

We recognised each other simultaneously and I turned round and
ran. He threw the only weapon he had in his hand but missed.
Then he blew on his whistle and the others came out of hiding,
two from the direction I had chosen to follow. I changed course,
running with all my strength and will from twenty years and forty
 vight strokes. I was gaining ground all right but was still in any
pursuers’ sight. - :
AsTjumped across the river, the inspector shouted to me to
stop, but T had no such intentions. A bullet, then another were
fired. T knew the terrain well and T knew all there was to know
about a moving target. I added speed, ducking from the bullets,
and got into a rocky and bushy area. Here, I was sure to dodge
them as it was a tricky place. Then the worst happened. I'stepped
on a loose rock and fell down a cliff.
It was growing dark but I could see I was surrounded by agroup
of not less than twenty people, civilians and police officers, all
after me. I could not move and one look at my bare feet made
' the inspector order that I be carried to the Land Rover,
In the Land Rover, I saw familiar faces of people from the
hospital. I could not help thanking God that I was going to be
taken back to the hospital, not prison. At 8.00 pm, the Land
Rover drove into Mathare Hospital. My freedom had lasted
wenty-four hours during which T had gained and lost a whole
fortune, the diamonds hidden in the shrubs so many miles away

fromme. -
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Chapter 4

Iwas back in the cage, in the kingdom of lunatics. Whoever wi
not a lunatic here was either a nurse ora guard. If he was neithe
of the two, he had to be taken back where he belonged and thi
- had to be my fate, for now I was regarded as sane. T had proves
myself sane the night before when I had demanded angrily wh
1 had not signed for the money that had been found on me. Agas
it was my greed that put me into trouble. '
The following morning, after my arrival, I was given :
appointment to see the Indian boss of the institution. Thad twA
alternatives — to try and bluff my way back into madness or @
admit I'was beaten and answer questions directly. Ilooked at
_ Indian and he looked back at me. Yes, we had met at Mtito An
- hundreds of miles away, for the world was a small place, a t
- all, The arm of the law was long. |
- We smiled at each other in recognition. Thar, plus the even
of the night before brought the verdict of sane. I was whisk
ffand, after collecting my belongings, was taken back to prisc
- So1was back to the reception office, where I had fought
~ the guards on the first day I was locked in. All the effort
put into escaping had come to nothing. If only Thadn’
overwhelming desire to see my parents = and if GG hadn
me. If only I hadn’t become partially mad, after acting
solong, | wouldn’t have taken the risk of going home. =
From the open door of the Sickbay, I saw some patients look
at me and waving, Remembering that I had left GG the T
to have a clearer view inside but lost interest when I
that GG was no longer there. Later I was told he h
transferred to another prison. T wanted him to know
partly commitment to his cause that had landed me back
Now I felt like running genuinely mad at the thought tha
twenty years in prison had hardly started; the strokes
intact. I had accomplished nothing and was back to th
horrifying world called prison.
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icer asked. §
"W hat exactly do you mean, sir?” T asked. Perhaps he meant
uask whether I was not normal, after leaving the prison inan
rmal state. Or maybe by “the normal world” he meant the
ison itself, which to me wasn’t a normal world at all.
¥| mean, are you back to normal?”
*T'o normal... Pmall right, sir.”
Y sce. Sowe won't be getting any more trouble from you, eh?”
¥l don’t think so, sir. But you never know with sickness.”
e looked satisfied. I was then received as a new prisoner, on
s date, in this prison. Feeling very low and disheartened, I was
ken back to block G, to solitary confinement. This was where
Jjud done my mad acting, but all that was over now. I hadtonly
i some precious time, I thought bitterly. R N

until late evening. Occasionally, the sergeant wquld tease me
hout the past, but as time passed by he stopped, s2#i that I
4 serious and did not want to be disturbed. I stayed on here as
hlock cleaner fora while and was then taken to the officer-in-
e to be assigned duty in the prison industries.

dany things had changed within the short time I was out. GG
yone. The officer-in-charge had been transferred and replaced
i new one. :

'A very understanding one,” said one inmate.

. doesn’t like to see prisoners mishandled. T understand he
phed a warder and two corporals in his previous prison for
ighing up a prisoner,” added another inmate. AT

sted in stealing from the prisoners’ rations fund like that

one. In his last prison, some pedple who knew him say he

10 give three times as much food‘as we get here. Wait and

yw fat you will get.” / AT i

A fiew person ift the mainstream of prison life, I bels
d. 1 looked forward to growing fat in prison. But when I

¥
* o

“|Have you returned to the sane world, young boy?” the d;rg "l

My life was different now because I had given up acting mad .
i decided become cooperative and obedient. I was never locked

is very rich and drives a Mercedes 280 SE. He is not -
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- welcome,

life. He had no Mercedes Benz and not even a motor-cyg

- Forwnately, it was not from prison, but they could still hold ¢

- meant I could be put in that group for better survei _-,._:

e g, T Ll Gt o

they would indulge in alot of wishful thinking, telling each ot}
. the most beautiful, colourful lies, and nobody seemed to mj
when they found out the dark truth. Beautiful lies are

3k ok ok o

Soon I found out that the new officer-in-charge had just be
promoted and was commanding a prison for the first time in|

i & month, the rations became even smaller than before
I'was taken to see him. I was feeling well and ready to impz
him in order 1o bury my very bad record deep, s0 as not to I
my remission, A few things were bothering me; things that
make my life here very hard. One was that I had made an esca

against me and put me on the escapees’ list, When you were
this list, you had to wear some stripes - either red or blue <
each side of your shorts and.on the front and back of your shi
Red stripes marked the prisoners on the A list, usual
who had escaped from jail. Blue stripes marked thos
escaped from police custody — but there was little d re
etween them because neither were allowed to move abou
prison. There was a book in which their names were writt 12
they had 1o answer roll-call three times a day. They were ho
in their own block with special guards, and were locked. n s

er evening (three o’clock) meals, L.
My other worry was that I had a Mathare Hospital record, w

Although Iwouldn't wear the strip, , my free
would be very much curtailed. § ik
The two warders who took me before the ¢ ficer-in
bothering me quite alot, straightening my armls w
todo so, pushing my head up and so on. Standi
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licer-in-charge was the chief warder who hah#‘de'this special
ppointment. \ '
*Your name, young man?” : \_‘ :
"lack Zollo.” - N

Iwas promptly pushed back and hit on the head. Not knowing
hat I had done, I looked at the warders angrily. They tolcﬁn{

vsay “Afande” or “Sir” whenever I was answering, N

| "lcan see you have been behaving very badly,” said the officer-
licharge. “Fighting, insulting everyone and'so forth. Whydo'
wu behave this way, young boy?™ ' \
*I'was mentally sick, Afande.”

*Are you all right now?”

Yes, I'm fine now, so there won’t be anything of the sort again,

N

Us up to you to decide. If you want us to treat you like a
iman being, we will do that. On the other hand, if you want to

Wtreated like a wild beast, we can do that too. You understand?”
*Yes, Afande.”

*Sign-writing, Afande.” e 4

Helooked at me very sternly. “If it %asn’t for your age, young

y, I would give you something else you wouldn’t likeat all. T

W.not want to be hard, so I’ll take you to the place ygiyf;have
Wuested. Sign-writing. It is up to you to keep up the diseipline.
youdon’t, 'll have you segregated until I am satisfied that you
¢ ready for discipline. Do you understand?”

*All right. Youcango.” . Fos
*The warders did not take me back to solitary confinement,
ey took me to another block housing Stage 2 prisoners, those
ho had done less than three months. The following day, Iwas .
en to the polishing section where I'would learn sign-writing, -~~~
here were other courses here, like silk-screen printing, art-
Mnting, general-painting, glass-cutting, framing and so forth. ‘

61




n

. you had chosen, you had to first learn how to smooth the furny

- or 3, They could watch TV up to 6.30 pm and purch .'
- items as tea, sugar, milk, coffee and so on from the

_ rose gradually until one reached a peak of

_ ever attaining this special stage.

But this was another kingdom commanded by a different pe;
all together. Before you were allowed to specialise in the

with sandpaper. With so much dust breathed in every ds
wondered how one would last twenty years,After sandpape;
you were shown how to apply wax on the chieap grade of furnif
using a sickening solution of turpentine. By the time you _
the course you had requested, you could easily have served
your sentence. _
Luckily, for me, I had enough education and when the off
in-charge of this section realised this, I was gNen Sp
treatment. He took me to the Commercial Art section,
ﬂﬂmﬁm&t honoured place in prison. My instructor was a
man whe . serving seven years and who was ahqﬂt
released. #e gave me some advice.
“Do you think they brought you here as a special fav ou
tourown good? No. It is for their own benefit. They kn
ave education; they know you will learn quickly ar
productive. You have a long stretch in which to serve and's
It is up to you to know how you will pull along,” 3
Soon I realised he was a very good instructor, and in me h
und a very willing student. This white man wasthe su
of other prisoners in the section. It was his duty to ass
and report which materials were needed. As a Stage 4 pris
he had other privileges. i
This stage is achieved by prisoners who had served over
months withoutan error. They had more privileges th

scheme which, in most cases, was ten cents a day, ]
was a special stage and was given to those wh

years without an error. Butthenmwasregn:'déd_ |
as such a high honour that one could go twenty
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My section was also known as the Finishing Section, for it was
where all the carpentry and metalwork was brought for painting
T or polishing. It had more prisoners than other sections and was

packed with illiterates.

Because of the privileges I was given in this section, I was,
unlike the others, free to take different courses and within three
months, I could write sign-posts of any size, paint pictures of
animals, and print by the silk-screen method. Twas soon promoted
{0 Stage 3 and moved to another block where the privileges were
even better because we were allowed an hour’s recreation, playing
volleyball, before we were locked in. Things improved as days
and months went by. '

Tt was around this time that I started smoking, a very dangerous
thing in prison because if the authorities found eur “hey had no
more respect for you. There was a heavy penalty for smoking.
Once you had decided to start smoking, you had to join the black-
market run within the prison between the warders and the
prisoners. It was a tricky business because not all warders were
involved. You could do business with one warder and then be
caught by another warder, soon after leaving the scene of the
deal. The warder benefited most because, for the priceof a cheap
packet of Rooster cigarettes, he could getan item valued at fifty
shillings. But then a prisoner had nothing to lose because whatever
he passed on secretly to the warder did not belong to him butto
the prison. o T

One could, of course, get money from friends outside, but this
ulso had to be handled carefully, through a friendly warder.

T'he worst method of all to gain membership in the smoking
ub was, of course, to become a shoga. At first 1 did not know
what they meant when they said that so and so wasa shoga; 1
umed it was the name of a tribe like Somali or Giriama. And
en I saw people being taken forward, accused of doing it to
other. It shocked me so much I gave up smoking for a while.
agine sleeping with another prisoner, just for afag! -
t there was yet another way - no less incredible - of getting

4 smoke in prison. So you badly needed a cigarette? Giveup
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b, ~ one could resort to. Without a cigarette one felt miserable : ;
“empty and there was little joy in life. With a cigarette hidde
) somewhere, you had something to look forward to after the log

“warders talked to you hoping you might send them some

- Milly came and got the money. She passed five hundred ¢ 0 {

some of your ration! One full ration ¢f lunch or dinner earns
you one precious cigarette. Three pints of breakfast porrid
also bought you one cigarette — which meant you had to
without breakfast for three consecutive days to get a lou
cigarette. No wonder then, that cigarettes were regarded as gol
and no matter how rich a person was with cigarettes, he wou
never smoke a full one at one go. To smoke a full cigarette wou
have been very extravagant, and so one cigarette was always ot
into two pieces, each called a ki-piece. -

“What nonsense!”, I thought, as I saw people forsaking foo
and going hungry for the sake of cigarettes. “Must one smoke

But with the boredom of prison life, smoking was a great lux 1
and avoiding it was next to impossible. It was the single reli

nous hours of the prison regime.
So I gotin touch with a warder from my location and we talke
There is a thing you must know — when people found out t

you had robbed a bank, they gave you a lot of respect. Tk

where the loot was hidden. They believed you were a rich m:
and it didn’t do any harm to give them that impression. Si 1C
had enough funds within the prison, I made an arrangement wi
wliw:lrder from my location to have some of it withdraw
me, I sent him with a note to Milly, in which I instructed
come to the prison and collect some money. Meanwhile, T applig
for this money from the authorities, although it couldn’t be px
to me personally. After Milly collected it, she would give &
first instalment to the warder and he would take one thirda
give me two-thirds. '
Afteraweek I was allowed to withdraw one thousand shil in
warder and he passed it on to me, after taking his cut as ag: ¢
Now I'was among the prison tycoons. I started smoking with
much trouble. The same warder became my regular supplier. Ni
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with the gold on me, life became quite tolerable. I could afford
uny amount of food I needed, even milk, because those who had
milk recommended as part of their diet by the doctor were quite
willing to trade their pints for cigarettes. You could even geta
kilo of meat. Things like milk and meat, so essential for health,
would be traded off for just a few cigarettes. Behind prison walls
js where you find folly without boundaries. Imagine one giving
away one kilogram of sugar for sixteen cigarettes that won’t do
his lungs any good!

Night followed day and day followed night and I got more or
less used to prison life, Now that I was richer than many other
prisoners, some of whom had longer stretches than me, Itook ¢
‘tourage and was no longer thinking of suicide. One day at a
lime and God willing, I would see the end of twenty yeas. And
then temptation came. I made another bid to escape. -

A friend of mine called Muiruri was imprisoned for fouranda
alf years for stealing a motor vehicle. A few days after hisarrest
hie was brought to the same section as I was in. All I can say is
that he was the toughest criminal I had ever known. He had only
[pur and a half years, but now he wanted us to escape. It was all
fight with me since I never turned such an idea down. So we sat

down to plan how. " .'

He had a hundred and one ideas - most of them mad - but

inally, I approved of one. It would involve three people only.
It was in the polishing section of the prison that finished items

from the industries were packed into the vehicles for

wnsportation. This w;%d'onc by the prisoners. As a standing

rule, there had to be a guard to ensure that everything was all
ght, and to give the green light for the vehicle to move off. But
I practice, it was very rare to see a guard — and when one
wime, he stood at a distance. There were two types of transport
yehicles — an open one, and a hooded one. For purpose
meape, the open one was better than the hooded one. The
was locked from outside which made it impossible to jum|
A the right moment. We decided to escape in the open vehicle,
hiding inside some wardrobes. We would have to makea Smﬁtfﬂ F
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space between two wardrobes facing each other, but the spag
could be concealed with a kind of foam rubber they used |
prevent goods like these from knocking against each other.
There was another precaution we had to take. We had to ha
a prisoner looking out so that he could warn us of danger :
this, we needed a very reliable friend, and between us, we decid
to have Kennedy who was now employed in the spray secti
just outside the packing area. A
Kennedy approved of the idea. Three days after completil
our plans, things took the shape we had hoped for. Inow
some power over the prisoners in this section and co !
the prisoners who were to do the loading on this parti
took a group of docile, sunple people who could do
were told without becoming suspicious about what we were
But things started off with very bad luck. For the first tins
weeks, they brought a guard to inspect the loading. T
necessitated a slight change of plan. Instead of havirg Kenn
up on the truck packing with us, we had him keep the U
busy talking, prommmg him everything under the sun, jus
divert his attention. Kennedy walked up to the guard after’
had sorted out our hiding places. We had decided we would
to jump out after travelling for about twenty minutes.
Igot rid of the man who had been packing, Kennedy
chatting with the warder on guard. Muiruri and I quickly
our separate wardrobes and hid ourselves under the foam
Once inside my wardrobe, I started shivering. Everythi
my belly turned watery as I thought of what would ha
was caught again. I listened intently for the order that
make the truck move. All T could hear was my own heartk
The slightest touch on the vehicle by a passer-by frightened
I felt the need to urinate but it turned out to be diarrhoea.
never, in my life, experienced such fear. To do what we
dmng needed hardened hearts, and few would have attem|
it. The sound of our own planned sxgnal also made me jul
foot inside the wardrobe. -




Waiting for the vehicle to start moving seemed like eternity. 1
heard the driver’s door open and at that moment remembered a
very important thing I had forgotten. As the prisoner-in-charge
of the packing, my officer would want to know from me the

| yumber of wardrobes we had packed. There were some crutches
Wlso at the far back of the vehicle and no one except me knew
how many there were. The group I had selected consisted of
{lliterates who were too dumb to know a crutch from a walking
stick. And no one from the whole section knew where I was. I
\weated harder when T heard my name being called.
“Na buy kijana, ameenda wapi saa hii bii 2 (Now where is this
o gone just this minute?) Wee, Maasat, unasema hayuko kule chooni?
(Ifey, Maasai. You say he’s not in the toilet?)”
“Apana, Afande, mimi sikuona yeye huko (No, Afande, I didn’t see
him there).”
~ “This boy is sometimes a nuisance,” the officer muttered angrily.
¥ don’t know whether it is because of this long sentence, or
‘what. Tjust don’t know. Anyway, Morris, climb on the vehicle
id count those crutches at the back, and give me the figure.”
My clothes were now wet with sweat and soft shit. Iwasat th
me time shivering as if with a terrible cold. In fact, if someb
| been listening, the vibration of the wardrobeswould have

\om the vehicle. The green light was given and we were off and
way. We were at last moving towards freedom, and if I got away
i time, T would fly off like a bat to Zambia. No one would
ot catch me again, ¥ promised myself.

it when we reached the gate, something happened which made
wet my shorts again. Quietly I's id goodbye to the world

y wanted back! 2
s are ordered to take this vehicle back to the Industries,”
the gate-keeper. “They have just phoned me to tell you to
ik straightaway.” PP .

atis it they want? Did they say?” the driver asked.

J

son me away. Morris finished the counting and stepped down |

iih its happiness, riches, peace of mind and freedom. The vehicle -
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- Kennedy’s face stared at me! -

; ofguardmgus,apersonwhocouldntrestumﬂhewaa

spent sleepless mghts untd w*%had,igm word to hun !

P s

I strained my ears so hard they almost acl -q, for I wanted
hear the neplyto this vital question. My who, » future life depend
on it. It wasn’t necessary to strain my ea- Il that hard becay
I could hear very clearly, getting more «nd more frightened..

“I think there is something terribly wrong. Was there a gu
when these things were loaded? Anyway, go and ﬁn&l ‘
will soon know.” A

And so the vehicle was reversed, and we headed bac
Industries as ordered. It stopped just outside the polish
and the driver got out. I wondered what they would do wi
when they opened the wardrobes and found us in there. Fpreg
myself for anything. From where I was, I could hear ,“f_-_
movement outside. I thought I heard footsteps of about fi
warders surrounding the vehicle, waiting for it to.be unloade
also thought I heard two warders climb into the back ¢
truck. Did I hear one moving just near where we were?
had just a few seconds before my death. Realising how
was, covered in my own urine and shit, I took a handkere
out of my pocket, passed it down my shorts and made an atter
to clean myself. Icouldn’t stand the shameful thought of leay
a shitty mess on my corpse. As I dropped the handke
wardrobe I was in was pushed and turned. Ifelt the do
pulled and, knowing there was no other way out, I push
the inside to make their work easier. To my overwhelm

“Step out mnnedlately he whispered u.rgently “Tllez'e is no
around except two prisoners and they are busy.” I jumped
bird out of a trap. So the fifty warders I had heard had all be
my imagination. All the damage I had caused myself was
fear, a bitter Way to prove oneself the greatest coward on e
The short stay in prison must have changed me tremendc
Since when had I become so jumpy?

But thank God, we had selected a true professional fa:

gl

that we were safely out of prison; a person who wot
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~ we had left, he had heard someone say that the vehicle which
~ was supposed to carry some goods to the State House was not
toming and, therefore, the vehicle carrying the wardrobes to the
Ministry of Works should be stopped at the gate, and
hack so that it could go to the State House instead. So he had
waited for the vehicle to come back and saved our skins.
- Well, this was not our day. The five of us started unloading the
lorry. Muiruri and Thad managed to slip out of the wardrobes,
but not without being noticed by two or three fellow prisoners.
 Within minutes, about half the prisoners in that building housing
the Metal Section, five Carpentry Workshops, a Machine Shop
d the Upholstery Department knew all about it, that some
yrisoners had tried to escape. It was not surprising because that
s how prisoners were. Once a secret was out, it spread like
d fire. S\"
was helping to unload the last wardrobe when I heard an
utburst of laughter behind us. I turned back to see what was
luppening, hoping to join in the fun. Someone was pointing at
h¢ lines of dry urine that were running down the legs of my
d Muiruri. He too had urinated on himself, but had no
idkerchief to clean up the mess. Having done the same, I
ouldn’t laugh at him and I walked away to isolate myself. At
t | wasn’t the only coward in the prison.

ook k%

miserable. T knew something had gone wrong somewhere,
I could not quite place it. All Tknew was that when such a
i number of prisoners knew about some like that, the

WOrmers in prison. Usually, they had very lxttkigrqwn

were free and safe. Kennedy had xept his ears alert. Soon after

ol it was yet to come. Just like in the world outside, there
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loading and come to the obvious conclusion. Any fool cot
have put two and two together and come up Wlth]ack olle
My fears were realised the following morning, but t
information passed on by the informers was inaccurate. It w
said that a plan was being hatched by the prisoners to escape
the manner we had tried, and that I was behind it. There W
- along list of prisoners who were planning to escape by hidi
- themselves in the wardrobes. At about 9.30 am, I was called
the officer in charge of the Industries. He was with other sen
officers. I was interrogated closely and by the time I left, I kn
I'had not been very convincing. My years of imprisonment aga
felt very heavy on me and I dreaded the futur, 1
As we closed for the day, I was called to the office of the
Technical Instructor who was also the Deputy Officer-in-Cha
Industries. He informed me that I should not report for duty
the polishing section until further notice. I was to stay

~ block until he sent for me. L
[ asked him Whether the ofﬁcer in the section where I work
was aware of this, and I was told not to worry. I had though
would protect me because he now relied on my keeping sec
recorcls ButI had,fqrgotten that he also took orders fro' 1
samé man who was now giving me mine.

That night 1did alot of wosgying. I knew I wouldn’t be ta
back to the polishing sectm%\d even worse, no other se
would be happy w&f&e me. An escapee reflects very

his warders. I was a marked man now, a reject, and I won
what my fate would be. I knew they would not keep me ir
block as a cleaner for all of any twenty years. This left me
l:hs greatest fear that I n:ught be kept in solitary confinet
out. 3
A few days later clerk from the Reception Office cam
me. I knew whys1 learnt from a reliable source that theres
plan totransfer orty prisoners to the Naivasha Maximum
Prison. These were prisoners serving 15 years or more
- certain that I was among them. Because of thi
knowledge, I was fully prepared.  had sent a message to a
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latives still interested in my welfare that I would very soon be
ken to Naivasha, and they should visit me there from then on.
Having known the wealth and the power that was in cigarettes,
had decided that I would smuggle at least a hundred-shillings
the new prison. I had therefore folded a hundred shilling note

tly and hidden it in the waistline of my shorts, now prepared
o whatever hour of night or day that I was called.
1did not want to go to the Naivasha Prison. I knew that, in the
i1, some prisoners had their transfers cancelled after they had
ibed the reception clerks so that they could have their records
\den. But this was impossible for me for I was now a marked

 Besides, all the prisoners serving more than fourteen years

ure being transferred and so, even if  used two or three pounds
ybribe someone, I would still be discovered eventually.

b | gave up the idea. I tried to imagine what the new prison
uld be like...
yom what I had heard, once you were there, you lost
nmunication with the free world. Worse than that, it was said
i 110 one went out of his cell after coming from duty, and that
il was supplied by a rail system which went round the blocks

sw seconds to pick up his rations. They said there was'no
ibility of a prisoner picking up two rations. Only one came
0 view through a hatch. : ;

As for the security of the prison, there were warders going

\bre each warder reported after doing a round.

lid not know what to believe. In the prison there was very

o difference between fact and fantasy. They had even worse

j to say about the place, which I'would not care to narrate,
\was all nonsense. Having no choice, I hardened my heart

repared myself to face what was ahead.

d to; they would not have given me the time. I was
71 ' .

i the kitchen, stopping outside every cell, to give the prisoner

1d on a thick high wall riding horses and followed by fierce .
Fach warder carried a machine gun. There were large towers .

s lucky to have prepared because after I was called to the
ption Office, I never returned to my cell block. EvenifI
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surprised to see that all the otner prisoners who were leay
were given a few moments to prepare and that their prop:

They had, of course, misjudged me. I was more than willis
cooperate. I always knew when I was beaten. Quietly, I cheg

- my clothes, item after item, as they were being read off by
Reception Officer. I put them in my bag after satisfying my
that they were all there. T had two sets of personal clothisg
you might recall because, I had been admitted to Kamiti twi
made a thumb print impression on the form because this y
standard way of signing for anything in prison, whether yous
a university graduate or illiterate. No one could trust a crim i
signature and, in any case, no one wanted the educated ta
more important than theilliterate, ]
We were handcuffed in twos, and then ushered into a 4
Maria. What a queer name to give such avan, Ithoughtto m
as I climbed up intoits grim dark interior. :
The way these people escort you, gne might think that
were a king or the most precious thing they possess. Whe;
Black Maria, carrying more than its capacity, passed throug}
gate, I noticed a Land Rover shoot out in front of s, I
open roof. While standing, we could see it was full of |
officers armed with machine guns. Another armoured and
followed the the first. The driver of our van seemed 1o
been given instructions to drive attop speed, and we were th
against the steel walls with every turn. By the time we re
Naivasha, our faces were swollen, We had tried to slow him
: ‘-by yelling but he was an old hand who enjoyed his work.

L

. Wearived ac Naivasha o, e e main oad andl
for the prison, driving on a dusty, bumpy road which did ¢
B\ .7 ;
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wharm. No one could open his eyes because of the flying dust. All
 the prisoners were coughing. Otherwise, we were silent as we
drew near our new home which, according to the stories we had
heard, had a large sign post with one Dholuo word written onit:
Oniti - Good bye! i
The van stopped outside the gate to give the gatekeeper time
10 decide whether to open or not, for he took his time. When we -
inally entered, everyone was quiet. The news we had heard of
this prison made us all afraid and we prayed that we would get
ot
- Our clothes, hair and eyelashes were very dusty and we looked
like gravediggers. We were outside the Reception Office where 3
the Black Maria had climbed a small hill in reverse gear. We entered
e hall where, before any other ceremony, we were sent straight
10 the shower room which was just big enough to hold five or six
wople. We were pushed into the room like cows into a dip. The
iter was very cold. We could have been taking a bath on top of
Mount Kenya or the Himalayas.
To put you in the picture, this was not done out of hospitality
ither, but as some sort of disciplinary measure — something to ‘
Jult us into alertness. It was quick and fast with everyone being |
Hliiven out quickly with his body hardly touched by the water. [
s still clinging to my hundred shilling note. It was my only
Hend at a time of great difficulty. s
ter the shower, each one of us was given a new pair of “1¢. 1
nguru (prison uniform) and were ordered to squat in lines of !
. A voice came from a loudspeaker: !
Attention, please!” An invisible person called out. “Senior
figeant Shitani, please send ten warders to the Reception
lice!” -

hed, abused and pushed around, questions being fired rapidly.

What's your name? How much money did you steal? Where

you hide it?> Do you think you can force us to lie down here

i did to those people in the bank? Have you seena person

e anywhere? Do you think, even if you met me outside,
' !
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"~ whiusedto doing. Although most of us were tough bank robby

- feared. The new warders seemed to take good note of that a0

. this area was what was known in the profession as the “to¢

- rest were taken to Block A, where hundreds of inmates w

you could do anythmg to me?” They went on and on, break
usin. |
Ikept very quiet and decided not to give cheeky answers lil

we could see we had met our match. There was a lot of violes
in the air. Our escort from Kaniti Prison, byway of introducti
told them mockingly that T was the type that could no
“scratched”, a graduate of Mathare Mental Hospital. This w
their method of blacklisting a person they either disliked

knew I'would have it by and by. L 1
We passed the Duty Office where we were again pushed abe

blocks. Here I almost got heart failure. The search that w

brush search”. It was a sheer miracle shat my hundred shillig
escaped detention. I was sweating, knowing I was the only pers
who had a battle in front of him for smuggling someth.mg in
this prison. Luckily, I passed between two warders, one in fr
and one behind. The one in front thought that I was going to
one behind, while that one thought Thad already been search
So I escaped. )

We were now divided into two groups. Those serving less
eighteen years were put in one group and kept in Block B.

eagerlyWaiting to see if they could spot a friend.
Prisoners had gathered at the windows and the iron gates
their blocks, stanng at us and waving. As we passed the
block, moving in pairs, I heard someone call to me:
“Jack Zollo!” ;
From the distance, I had no way of knowing who it w
could not recall that voice. All I could see were hands wavil
me; but I did not bother to wave back.
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On tothe second block, the third and lastly the fourth where I
was tostay. To my surprise,  was recognised in each block. And
again, I heard someone call me, “Jack Zollol” : -

All this meant that I was very well known in criminal circles
and that many of my friends who had disappeared were locked
in here.  fad a feeling that here, at last, I would pay all my dues.

* % ok 3 %N
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Outside the fourth block, I saw GG. I couldn’t believe my eyes.

I'was so happy to see him. :
“GG! You’re here, too?”

“Yes, of coutse 'm here, Zollo. Didn’t you know? Comeon,

let me take your things.”

He took the?zt and the three blankets I had been issued with,
and then led mé to my cell. I wassstill breathless from the treatment
we had received: but with GG by my side, I no longer felt out of
place. I could now afford to feel like an old Naivasha prison
inmate. My cell turned out to be Number 88, which I was to
share with t¥e others I had come with from Kamiti. I didn’t
know them very well.

After arranging my blankets, GG asked me to come out to the
resting yard. A group of more than thirty prisoners were

Sk
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following us. I shook hands with so many tough boys that I got - '

tired. What surprised me was that all these people knew Jack

Zollo, yet I could not remember most of them. Igotalittlebit -

bored listening to all of them trying to make me remember the
past. I was reminded of fights and other bad things because when
a eriminal wants to jog your-iemory, he quotés some notorious
incident he believes you'can remember. Tlieli_ seemed to know

me pretty well, judging from the kind of incidents they were

recalling.

» | wanted a few minutes with GG and 1 told them so. Buteven
then, they could not hold back their curiosity for longand they

kept coming back. I could not quite blame them, for inmates
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here were starving for news. In the short time I had before
Stage Three prisoners were locked in, I gave GG the whole stor
as it had happened, after I had left Kamiti for Mathare Ment:
Hospital. He listened very patiently until I had finished, and the
burstinto laughter. $
“Tough luck Zollo, but it’s good to’see you, anyway. I though
by now you'd be in Congo!” - ._
“What kind of a place is this, GG? Is it as bad as they say it is?"
~“You'll find out soon enough. But it’s peaceful. Don’t wor
 toomuch.” :
Just then, we were called for lock-up. I went straight to my cell
- spread my mat and lay down to think. I felt I had come to some
- kind of end. GG had told me nothing much about what the futur
~ held, but I could see he was not happy. I thought of all the
_ rumours [ had heard about this place, but 1 learned long ago nof
- totrust prison gossip. The horse-riding warders were nowhere ta
e seen, The rail system for distributing meals was the figmen
“of someone’s imagination. Maybe this place was not so bad z er
- Unlike the Kamiti Prison, where you only saw clouds above
~ theyard and the occasional bird that flew past, this prison, beit
~inalow valley surrounded by high hills, offered a wider an
more interesting view. One could look up at the high hills fron
the resting yard and enjoy the sight of animals grazing on th
hillside. I thought whoever had designed this place must ha ve
had a soft spot in him and had borne in mind that criminal
condemned to spend so many years of their lives in this ki
place deserved a little relief.
~ Youcould see many different kinds of antelope, monkeys/n
| dogs, cowsand goats grazing. You could even see other pris
- from the Annex'Prison as they went out to work on the P
Farm. I'talked about all this with my two cellmates, but I didn
like them much. I didn’t quite like the look of them. When t he
were sleeping, I stood up to survey the cell we were in for
anted to find a safe place to hide my hundred-shilling no e
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was guarding it with my life because I knew [ would rankhlgh in
this new prison with this kind of cash and my old reputation.

I examined every inch ofiurcell that night. I saw a small crack
at the bottom of the door and knelt down to examine it carefully.
It looked fine. I realised it had been used for the same purpose
by whoever had occupied this cell before me. This made me
hesitate; what if this person was still around? Then I realised
that he couldn’t be around since these two guys were also new in
the cell, like me. I folded the note tightly and tucked it deep into
the crack. No one would ever suspect there was wealth there.

The following morning the cells were unlocked. I decided to
study what the old boys of this prison were doing as this was the
best way to learn the survival techniques used here. After the
usual counting by the Duty Officer, life proceeded pretty much |
as it had at Kamiti — cleaning out the chamber pots, going for
breakfast, and then off to the Industries. ]

GG came in the morning, even before I had done anything. He
wanted togive me some advice since I could be called to go and
ficer-in-charge any time from then. He wanted me to
join the metal séction to learn welding. He soon realised that I
was not interested and dropped the subject. But he gave me an
idea about the kinds of things to expect.

At 12.00 noon, we met once again in the Block for lunch. It
was then that a fight broke out between an Africanand the only
European prisonef in the block. The European was serving five |
years for killing a police officer and a police dog in a hit-and-run
accident. He had been arrested in Tanzania where he had fled to.
The African was a Kikuyu serving 14 years for robbery, a queer
sort of chap.

The fight had been caused, in fact, by his peculiar liking for
grasshoppers, beetles and other insects. Sometimes he would leave
his meal, go to the part of the resting ground where there was a
patch of grass and start hunting for the insects. He would tearan
insect up in pieces and mix it with his stew - a habit the white
prisoner found rcvoltmg Then he would sit down and eat —
spoiling the white man’s appetite. : '
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// This white man and an Indian businessman, who was serving
nine years for theft, were enjoying what were known as Scale C
and D meals which, for reasons best known to the authorities

~ were not given to any of the Africans. The white and brown
skins, from what I had seen, were still feared and honoured even
in jail. How else could you explain that these two used to enjoy
such delicacies as chapatis, bread and butter and pints of tea?.

rtainly, they felt superior to the rest of the prisoners and looked

%th loathing on this poor guy who was eating grasshoppers.
“In this particular incident he happened to notice a beetle, his
favourite insect, pushing out of the soil from a hole near the|
European’s foot. That was what started the war.
- “Pll blow you to hell, nigger, if you come any closer,” the white
guy said. “Take those filthy hands of yours away from me.”

' *Imthntbuﬂpushmg soil between your legs. I'm not eating

 myhnch withou

dyc ou're _mtgomgto get it, damn it. Now could you move

at of here before 1 lose my temper!”

R — W

- “I'said you’re not going to get i.”

“If I don’t get that bull,I won't eat my lunch, and that is on,
tb:ngIhavemﬂnev&r%mlss So move your foot so that I can.

- germy bull.” :

"This was enough for Johnny, the white man. He took his bowl.
and all the food in it and hurled it straight at Wainaina’s face.

- Before he could recover from the shock, the white man gave
Wainaina a blow in the belly and another on the chin which

- knocked him flat. He fell on his own lunch. .

The other prisoners were watching sullenly. They knew
European and how he despised Africans. Later, I heard thatat
his trial, he had denied killing anybody, saying that he had only:
killed two dogs. g

Wainaina may have been a lunatic alright, but he certainly knew
how to hit back. He slowly picked himself up, wiping the stew
from his face. Being a hard core criminal, he knew &!\fw ick
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{hat the white man did not. Suddenly he lept up in the air and
gave the white man a flying head-butt. ¢
4ke staggered and fell. He lay on the ground, bleeding and |
counting the stars. Many of the prisoners applauded, but the
lndian didn’t like that. He hated to see his buddy down, and he
. went for Wainaina in a clumsy sort of way, trying to strangle
" him. But the Indian was weak and Wainaina easily pushed him
wside. Now all hell broke loose. All the prisoners were now
smelling blood, aching to have a go at the white man and the
Indian clown. The two would have been finished by this yardful
" of bitter, hardened criminals who had watched them eating good
food every day while they ate ugali. But the two had some friends
~ parasites who hung around them waiting to get the leftovers
of the kind of food an ordinary criminal only saw in his dreams.
§0 a war broke out between the prisoners, some of whom had
other scores to settle. It got so hot that people could have died =
had someone not broken the alarm on the wall to call the warders.

They came and order was quickly restored.

In a matter of minutes, we were all locked up, waiting for the
outcome. But in my hurry to get back into my cell before being
hit by a warder, I had lost one toenail. As I nursed my toe, I
wondered what kind of place they had brought me to. Ihad now
ween how furious and violent the warders here could be. They
knew they were dealing with the worst kind of criminals and
they showed no mercy when this kind of thing happened.

The verdict was collective punishment. For the nexttwo weeks,
we were locked in as soon as we had taken our meals, which we
(ook while squatting in lines of five. We would no longer read
newspapers or listen to the radio. This last pronouncementwas
made three days later, after some old timers angrily said that if
everyone was going to be punished for the misconduct of a few, -
then everybody would participate in future fights. This made the

 officer-in-charge very angry and he threatened further
punishment.
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‘saw, instead of the girl, three police officers armed with piste
- The bank clerk was an eye witness two weeks later in a Kiam

ook %ok %

On Saturday, after meals, | met most of my other friends. W
were watching a football match between the warders and ¢
prisoners. I was very surprised to see that nearly all the crimin
were men I used to know on the other side (along with a f
others who used to pose as Criminal Investigation Departme
officers). They had been rounded up too and were in this pris¢
It was saddening to realise that the profession we had chos
had ruined the lives of so many people. Many young boys wi
had terrorised most of Nairobi’s urban areas, calling themsely
the “42 Brothers” were now here serving 14 years and over fe
violent crimes such as snatching watches, breaking into cars ai
raping women.

Maybe many people here were getting exactly what th
deserved. But this one boy had done nothing. He told me:
He had been on his way home after looking up his girlfries
and not finding her at home. Near the bus stop he saw her, walld
with another man. As he passed them, he snatched her headsca
so that she would have to look him up later and explain hi
behaviour. That was the worst mistake of his life. Apparent
the girl was in love with the other boy, a bank clerk. The by
who had snatched her headscarf was just a young school-leav
struggling through life, doing odd jobs. To show the bank.
she had nothing to do with that shabby boy, she went to ¢
police to report a crime of robbery with violence.

When the other boy got back to his home in Kiambu town, .
waited patiently for his girl to come any minute. But
surprised thirty minutes later when he answered a knock.

cotirt when this young unfortunate fellow was charg;
stealing a headscarf valued at Ksh 20 and Ksh 40in cash :
tied inside the cloth. He had used violence, contrary to §
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296-A of the Penal Code. Despite the fact that the boy had
never in his life associated with criminals, he was found guilty
and sentenced to 14 years imprisonment with hard labour and
12 strokes of the cane. He was also to be put under police
spervision for five years after his release. The exhibits were the
hieadscarf and his own hard-earned Ksh 20.

L

The match ended peacefully, the warders losing the game by one
goal to two. It was the first and last game I ever saw between
warders and prisoners in this prison because any peace that had
existed here was soon shattered.

Five days later T was assigned duty in the polishing section.
'T'he authorities argued that it was a good idea that I specialise in
one trade instead of being a jack of all trades and a master of
none. For a person serving along sentence, this prison was better
than the others, I told myself. So far I had noticed a relaxed
' atmosphere whenever there was no crisis. And you could never
feel rejected among other prisoners who were also serving very
long sentences. I had gone around the blocks, checking the
sentences meted out to the other prisoners. They were written
on cards that had the prisoner’s photo, name, date of
imprisonmient and the earliest possible date of release (EPD).
'T'he card was fixed on the door just above the rectangular hole
used by the guards for peeping in. These cards were arranged in
the order in which the prisoners slept.

If you slept in the centre, your card would be between the
other two. Some EPD’s read 1995, 1999, 2001, 2010 and even
2121. That was when those prisoners would be released. Yet
they seemed to be in high spirits, talking now and then of “what
| will do when I emerge”. They gave one courage.

If they could bear it, so could I
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~and every inmate believed in only one language — the langu

Chapter 5 2

was assxgned to D Workshop and I had Oﬁfy work
there for three days when something happened, someth
 changed the lives of many prisoners and left many
without sons. It brought endless horror to this pnson whic
once believed was the ideal place for a person serving a lo
stretch. It was to create real hatred berween the hunter and ¢
hunted, the warder and the prisoner.
Thething that brought about the daylight massacre was caus
by some guy | had met in Mathare Mental Hospital. Unlikes
, he had been proved insane, but for some reason, he was n
with us. From that day on, the prison became a place of hor

of death. The prison commander was a man we had nicknan
Kagi, and until the day he was transfered and another comma 1
brought in his place, he made our lives a living hell. 4
On that day, Apnl 24,1972, 1'woke up earlier than usual,
very uneasy for some reason. Usually, whenever I felt like t
was a sign that some blessing was about to come my wa
result of some investment I had made in one place or othe:
this particular time, I became more uneasy becax
invested anything anywhere and it was quite unthinkabletoe
Iny’blesmngs from space. What wouldn beth!snme,lm de
“The wake up signal sounded at 5 am in the morning
I’ve never known seconds, minutes and hours drag
even when I have been in pain, and I couldn’t figure
was bothering me. The one and a half hours before the bell
and the cells were opened seemed like eternity to me, Id
talk to anyone when I stepped out of the cell.
After the usual head count, I cleaned my chamber pot 3
went for my breakfast. Usually, at around this time, I

GG, whose cell was below mine, ont stfloor. So
was he who came to se¢ me, depefiding on who compl
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I the strange moodTwas in, I did not look for him this morning.
Neither did he bother to come and see me. Maybe he, too, was
~ wensing something evil in the air. ' "
At the serving area where we were given a pint of #ji eac h, a
Iriendly chief warder was waiting to offer me an extra pint. AsT
wilked away with two pints, I asked myself whether this was
the blessing which had made me feel so uneasy. No, Ifiguredit
suldn’t be, since I couldn’t even finish the two pints. The #ji
weomed to stick in my throat. I realised there must be something
lse, and that something was major. But what, I wondered? |
[spotted GG in the yard and walked up to him. He had come
or brealsfast earlier than me and had already finished his share.
| offered him some of my porridge but he would not take it. So T
tilled the nearest prisoner and gave him the remaining uji. The
Jy was very surprised at my generosity but he could notknow
what was going on in my disturbed mind: o

Rk % k% !
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e loudspeakers announced that we should all go to our
1"f_ pective places of work. As usual, we took off, walking two
W two to the labour distribution yard where all prisoners
ynnverged and squatted according to their sections. We were 1'
wunted and dismissed to go to our respective places of work. !
I'he Naivasha Prison Industries were far larger than those at
amiti. Each workshop stood on its own ground, surrounded by

B

stone wall, with a gate made of iron bars. It made moyement
jite impossible without escorts. G
Th AWorkshopcmsiﬁedogln in pentry
Witions one andtwo. B Workshop held Carpentry Sections three
il four. The Metal and the Mechanics sections were in the C
lurkshop. The D Workshop held the Polishing and Upholstery
tions. Then there was the E Workshop. It housed Tailorin
tlons one and two, the Button Hole Section and Printin;
ully, there was the F Workshop. It had two more Jarpentry
utions, five and six, and the Cutting Section, connected to




, o

- Tailoring, At the labour distribution yard, two prisoners disagref

_ A,

between themselves and started fighting. They were immediate
escorted to the Duty Office where the Duty Officer authoris
that they be taken to the punishment block, a lucky break ¢
them. !
When I got to the Polishing Section in the D Workshop, I wa
called by the artisan who had opened the section. Thefe was
large dining table that had been brought there for polishing,
most of the prison products, it was an excellent piece §
craftsmanship that would probably end up in some governme
building but its legs had somehow come loose at the joints.
needed to be taken back to the B Workshop so that the proble
could be fixed and, being a newcomer in this section, I W
assigned the job so that I could get used to this kind of ha
work. |
I was ordered to get hold of one side, while another prison
known as Short Ali, and who had been an old friend of mine|
Nairobi, was ordered to take the other end. Our escort was tol
“Take this table to B Workshop, section Four. The artisan the
will know what to do with it.” 4
Short Ali and T had to carry this heavy table to the carpent
section furthest from the Polishing Section. It was Il
punishment because even four people would have felt the weig
[ remembered my uneasiness early that morning and tho
myself, “Whatan odd manner to get blessings!” =
As we entered Carpentry Section three where GG worke
wondered why my heart was beating so hard. It couldn’t bej
the exertion. I was still feeling very uneasy. g
Peoplé here had just started opening their tool-boxes o,
ready for the day’s work. Our arms aching from the strain,
walked through to Section Four, where we put the table dos
panting hard. A Luo warder talked to us, asling why the
had been returned to Carpentry after having been polished. S
Ali explained and the warder went back to Section Three, w
he had been posted as an escort. ;
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A tap on my shoulder made me turn round. It was GG He

wanted to show me around because he knew it was my first time

' (o visit this side. No one had started work and some of the lazy
prisoners hadn’t even opened their tool-boxes. '

The warder who had escorted us was now in the Section Four
r-ufﬁce, talking with another warder and this gave Short Ali and

fiie a chance to go with GG to his bench in Section three tolook
sround and have a ‘quick word’. o

We were now facing the entrance from bench No. 14. We saw
1 Commissioned Officer IT (CO I0), a prison officer with two
pips, enter and go straight to bench No. 3. The CO I talked to
une of the prisoners working at that bench, hitting the prisoner

the chest with his swagger stick. The prisoner nodded
.ﬁbmissively and the offjcer left him alone. There was deadly
slence as he came and stdod just in front of us, at bench No. 15.
nly the width of the bench now separated us.
Mwangi Mwaura was making a sideboard. He was supposed to
Jiave finished it. The officer went up to him and I heard the
(onversation between thenrclearly.

“Why didn’t you finish this thing on Saturday?” the officer
‘demanded. “I said I wanted this sideboard finished on Saturday
und raken for polishing.” "

* As he spoke in a very commanding voice, he hit the prisoner
i the chest with his swdgg_ei-r stick. He said: ;
*You people never do what I say and one day you will really
ow whoTam.”
My heart was pounding heavily. I could see Mwangi’s face
tkening with anger. He said, “Don’t hit me on the chest again.
oll me what you want but don’t dare hit me again.” -
| sensed great danger. The officer, feeling insulted that a mere
ner could talk to him so casually, started hitting him again,
T. b
‘Mwangi pushed the stick away from his chest saying, “Pmtelling
, sir, not to hit me again with that stick. T&ﬁ what you
it. But don’t hit me again. It won’t help me hear you more
arly than I'm hearing now.” r.-'. i
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~ The officer got really mad at this lack of respect and hit Mwai
furiously several times. The prisoner, equally mad, started backi
away with calculated steps. :
The officer was too annoyed to see the danger but I could'
the prisoner reach back slowly with his right hand to feel ¢
bench behind him. There was a carpenter’s hammer which
got hold of. The officer was still following him and hitting hi
on the chest. Any wise person could see the great danger but th
officer, puffed up with pride, was too blind to see. Suddenly t
prisoner grabbed the hammer and struck out at the office

- Miraculously the hammer left his hand and fell on the ﬂOGI‘l
very strange way. As he tried to pick it up and fulfil his missioj
he was seized by two warders and his hands were twisted as
held behind him. A number of prisoners started making a chort
“Hey..Hey...
Then Kairu, a former mental hospital inmate, arrived oni
scene, looking wild. Tdidn’t see him creep up but suddenly, aft
coming from the furthest bench in the section; from where|
had been watching silently, he was right there, on vop of ¢
bench holding a hammer. I later understood that he had cox
jumping from bench to bench, as they were arranged in a straig
line. From the top of bench No. 15, this maniac hit the L
warder, a short thick-set fellow of about five foot three'b
physically strong. The warder staggered a little, then fell.
When the officer and the other warders holding Mwangis:
this, they let go of him and jumped back, for they saw that th
were about to be artacked. People fled from the scene screa
Warders started blowing their whistles but this only ma
man even crazier. He jumped down from the bench and
unconscious warder on the head again. -
By now, all the prisoners and warders in this section had
out, horrified. Only two prisoners remained. One was tryin
persuade Kairu to stop. “Brother, please stop doing this. Wi
will it benefit you? Please leave it! Can’t you foresee the crou
you will cause?” 4
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The other prisoner was stranded high up on the roof of the
office, twelve feet from the ground, where some finished items
were kept. Seeing that he was about the only one left in there
with a maniac, he risked a broken leg by jumping down to the
floor. Surprisingly, he made it to the door in one piece and joined
the others outside.

Kairu turned to the Mkamba friend who was pleading with
him and said, “Go out. Stop telling me this and that. Follow your
fellow cowards outside and stop bothering me.”

The Mkamba friend was brave enough to hold his ground and
went on pleading, “Haina haja ufartye bivyo. Ttakufaidinini, jo? (There
is no need for you to do that. What will it benefit you, eh?)”

Kairu’s eyes blazed in anger and we were afraid he might kill
this innocent man, too. Wide-eyed and holding his hammer
threateningly, he told the Mkamba, “Stupid! Move out or I shall
work on you, too.  am a man and once I have started a job, I
have to finish it. So, move! Get out of here!”

Frightened, the Mkamba moved out, away from death. Mwangt
Mwaura, who this maniac had come to rescue, was standing
outside, looking sorrowful/Having seen what he had started, he
suddenly became afraid of what the outcome would be. Kairu,
now all alone in Section 3, proved worse than a common lunatic.

He took a very sharp chisel, three-eighths of an inch wide,
bent over his victim and struck into the brain using the hammer.
Blood started oozing out. The assailant took off his clothes, like
a man preparing for an important job. He sat on the victim’s
chest. As the blood oozed out, he scooped some with his hands
and drank it, smearing his body with the rest. :

He then stood up and violently started jumping on the victm's
chest. Now the whole prison was filled with horrgr. In every
section, even in the blocks and in the hospital, alarm bells were
sounding. The whole prison was maddened-wit_b;wmpﬁcver
before had the alarm sounded forsolong. .~ o

Back in the block and the hospital, people were astounded
they still didn’t know the cause of the commotion.
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In the Tailoring Section, over a quarter of a mile from the sce
- ofthe crime, inmates were taken out of the workshops and made
to squat outside in lines of fives. There was general panic, but
nobodyknewwhattosay.Fromthecemmofthesqlming crowd,
as he never believed in being in the lead or in the rear, an inmate
called Thuku remarked, “Whatever it is this time, it is terribly
bad.” 28

ook

~ Thealarm continued as the minutes dragged by. A Luo artisan

‘who had slipped into Section Three to'investigate what Kairu

was doing came back with the shock. The inmates stared at him

: ﬁlyvi‘but they noticed right then the hatred for prisoners.
that was written all over his face. He glanced once at them and

then hid his face with his hands, shaking his head and trembling,

 Another artisan went up to him and asked, “What is i

Something bad?” '

. “Oh, get off!” the Luo said to his Kikuyu counterpart, “Go

-~ and find out for yourself. Leave me alone!”
 The second artisan, surprised at this reaction and the hatred

i hisfellow' s voice, slipped inside to investigate. The Luo artisan

- said, “Nyinyi hapana watu! (Y ou people are not human)”. 4

An old jailbird remarked, “We are the same people who were

~ inNgong River! Whatever is on the way we shall face.” Those

- were some of the last words he ever spoke. :

- Ttisbelieved that the greatest persecution of prisoners was in
this Ngong River Prison, in the colonial days, during the M
Mau war. It was a very defiant thing to say, of course. 3

The other artisan who had gone inside came out. Usually he
liked joking with the prisoners but the look on his face this tim

- warned them that something was terribly amiss. This added te
the fear and the confusion of the workshop inmates, who hat

- seen the new hatred in both their artisans. iy

In the Metal Section, three hundred yards from the scen
 prisoners who had work to do were queuing to get tools from th
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tool-boxes when the sergeant supplying the tools: stopped

suddenly and locked the box. Prisoners were ordered to getout

of the section. As was the practice whenever the alarm s‘m%

they squatted outside in lines of five. Here they could hear the

eerie sounds of the whistles and the alarm bells. s

- Itwassofrightening that some cowards caught instant diarrhoea

and rushed to the toilet. Others tried to urinate but in vain. All

was silent there, five minutes later, as they wondered what could

have caused the terrible uproar. To many it was the closest thing

10 death. .
An officer came running, He tried to talk to them but no words |

tame out. His mouth was open and he looked dumbfounded;

hatred was written all over his face. |

- An inmate calied Peter Kariuki commented, “There mustbe |

Murder somewhere — or something near it.” Just then, another - i

Warder arrived weeping and he, too, had no words — nothing to

el the prisoners.

L

Meanwhile, in the A Workshop (Machine Shop and Carpentry
Sections one and two), prisoners were gathered together by the
olficer in charge of the workshop for some lecture before
tommencing the day’s work. He abruptly stopped talkingand
Jooked vacantly into space. He could tell the whistles were
toming from Workshop B. He sent his deputy to go and
Investigate. He tried to continue his lecture but courage failed
him and he stopped again, The alarm bells in his own section |
Were soundingh-So was the prison alarm.

“Get out and squat outside!” he ordered. :
 The warder at the door was nowhere to be seen. Hetherefore
Wdered the prisoners to squat inside the section. From where

y were, they could see the war i

] '-,‘.
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_ squat there in twos.

o
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happened to him instead. They should have killed the Seno
Superintendent of Police himself.” :

'That was enough to tell the bright boy that a murder had bee
committed, He quickly changed his position from the front t
the rear, Similar things happened in the other workshops and a
other places where prisoners were — they were ordered to squs
and wait for further orders. _

We who were near the scene of the murder ran towards the ce
blocks after realising that the attack victim was dead. '

But when we got to the labour distribution yard, we
stopped by the warder in charge of the shift who ordered us®

_ A certain group from Section Three had run to the Machis
Shop for safety. The door opened and they, too, had to squat.
Warders who were not on duty had by now come from the
houses, knowing there must be something really wron
Suspecting a prison riot, they had come, still in their civili
clothes, armed with clubs and shields, hand axes and draw
swords. A group of them stopped near us while some wentf
the scene of the crime. A chief warder nicknamed after
favourite statement Roho ni mwongo (The soul isa liar), assessé
the situation. Those drawn simis and axes were contrary
Prisons Act and he knew that the prisoners’ lives were in
Things were getting out of hand! The warders were ove
with emotion. He ordered that we be taken to the block
locked up in the resting yard. We were taken to Block B,a
this I considered part of the blessing I had prayed for. From w |
I had witnessed since the murder, I had not expected to arriv
the block in one piece. F
The alarm was still sounding and the only other sound:
that of the warders weeping over their dead comrade. Thell
warders were overwhelmed by the loss. One of them cr
“Jomarichahinya ginege (Very bad people have killed him) "
weeping might have been in accordance with their trac
custom during funerals but it was very frightening. The
the simis were still flashing while we squatted helplessly, a
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our fate, Now, even the hardened jailbirds were praying quietly,
for death was in the air. ‘

Forty-five minutes later, the alarms were still sounding. Now
il the senior officers had gone up to the scene of the crime; .
* pvery warder knew of the murder, but the assailant had not yet
| been arrested. He was still sitting on top of his victim enjoying
iis meal of blood-with brains. Shock seemed to have paralysed
the whole prison. The commander of the prison arrived and he,
it least, had the bright idea of arresting the murderer. '
~ He went up to the door which was made of steel bars. Some
warders had earlier locked this iron door and the commander
pushed the muzzle of his pistol through the bars.

“Mwangi Kairu! Drop that chisel and stand up!” he ordered
fersely.

Kairu, seven yards away from the commander, looked back
uiice, then continued eating. This maddened the commander who
\epeated his order in an angry, anguished voice. “I order youto
‘lrop that chisel! One!. .. Twol... Three!” Kairu looked behind
jim and this time saw the pistol in the commander’s hand. He
ropped the chisel and stood up, swallowing. e
"Now, face that side, putting your hafids behind you.”

Kairu obeyed. ;
“Okay. Now, move backwards slowly to wherel am.”
He did so, but after he had passed the body, he stopped and

=

wis quite dead. Then he put his hands behind him again and
\lked deliberately to the door. Kagi, the deputy commander
{hen handcuffed him. The door was opened. ;
e iron door dividing Sections Three and Four had been locked"
il the warder had run out, leaving some prisoners there. These
e now ordered to go out, after taking off all their clothes and
j1clals and holding them above their heads. In that fashion, they
oved from there to the blocks in twos. They were instructed to
ave to the A block, then to B and so on upto E, all entering

uir respective blocks as they came to them. All the other
rkshops followed suit. What was astonishing was the numbey
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of warders in the open yard, on the way to the blocks, who w
armed to the teeth and screaming vengeful murder.

commander was barely able to restrain them from massacr
the prisoners. 2

ook ook NN

In the resting yard of block B, we were ordered to sit in fiv
We had to stretch our legs and hold our hands above our he
~a really tough punishment. One must not talk or make
glightest movement, let alone drop his hands even for a secol
“As 4 human being, it is impossible to keep any part of yi
& nging in the air like that without obeying gravity. ]
" longer the arms stayed up the greater the agony. So peoplel
~_to drop their hands and when that happened they were gis
. terrible blows on the elbows. After the blows the hands still!
F; down again, which meant more blows. Our elbows swelled
i
!

* much we could hardly recognise them. But if we thought
was tough, more wastocome. . : "i
By 8.30 am, every inmate in the prison was locked up in¢
place or other. It didn’t matter where you were locked up. -
Some were even locked up in hospital wards, if they happe
" tobethere. Asfor the blocks, people were locked up fi
 pumber one onwards, as they arrived, regardless of wh
slept there normally or not. Some cells were occupied by mx
. than three inmates, which was the normal maximum. From
I was, in Block B, I knew things were very serious and
had to expect severe punishment, innocent as we were.
I had been hit five times on the elbows and they were swoll
slight touch from the boy sitting beside me made it st
stabbed with a sharp needle. Whoever was sitting n
was giving me a hard time. I decided to face him and give hi
I stopped shorywhen T saw who he was. It was Mwa 1gi
" man who had started all this. I didn’t talk to himand Ip
he did not exist, for I was suddenly afraid that I was in the wi
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troup. I remembered that scene, how he had seized a hammer to
it the officer and how his arms were held and pinned behind

iim. Then Kairuh d gone to his rescue. Yes, I was certainly in

{he wrong group.
If people were to be beaten, then we would be first, and from

what 1 had seen of the warders, we would be lucky to escape
\with our lives. “Oh,Idon’t think we’ll make it through this day,”
J1old myself.
* Just then a group of warders standing outside the door pushed
|\, trying to break through. Things seemed to be out of hand, for
liey were making scary noises and crying out, “Are these the
ies? So they have decided to feed on our flesh? You wait until
We start!”
Hata hakuna hajaya kupiga-wengine. Tupewe hawa hawa. Mimi,
Wikiya Mungu nitana mit, ngoja wewe. (No need to be given others.
hese will do. God’s truth, I will kill somebody, just you wait)”.
* An aircraft passed above the prison with such a loud sound -
that I thought it was going to land in the compound. I wasn’t

rong, for ten minutes later, the Commissionei"'arrwedw'ith his
k and

rdinates, Our door was opened. 1 raised my eyes m}oo

L]

ke Provincial Prisons Commander with the officerin-charge

helieved was his end.
' I'he door was locked. I heard the PPC authorise the SSP to

Jke the key from the corporal and go with it. Twas grateful for
Jiat, for someone was trying to protect us from those warders
o were now past reason. For the first time, I felt alittle safe.
Jow that they had the culprits, Kairu and Mwangi, the whole
ing would be soon over. ButIwaswrong.

4 cell we hatt d
The mixture of

Horror began few minutes later. From 0

ing screams of horror and whistles bl
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screams, whistles and clubs striking bodies was the ugliest sou
I had ever heard. There had been some fateful disagreen
between the authorities: some wanted to select for punishme
a particular group in prison calling itself Black Power. But K3
the deputy boss, said we should be given collective punishme
That suggestion must have delighted the blood-thirsty warde
The whole force was taken down to the punishment bloc
Screams. .. whistles . . . strokes. That was the thing now. Peop
were being let out in groups of five at a time to come out ai
pass through the hands of hundreds or thousands of vengef
warders, arranged in two lines, five feet apart and at a distan
of one and half feet from each other. You had to pass throus
this path. It was up to you to pray to your God to help you ma
itand if you didn’t, you were for the vultures.
The upper blocks suffered higher casualties as the distance fro
there to the football pitch was long. The warders had all be
supplied with long deadly sticks called jarahani. The prisone
came out nude from their cells. They were offered an alternati
if you agreed to lie down you would be given twenty-four strok
and then allowed to go to the pitch. But those who agreed
this, received well over a hundred strokes from warders who fe
over each other trying to get at the prisoner. They didn’t ca
where they hit — buttocks, noses, even eyes. ;
Prisoners realised it was more dangerous to take the “twenty
four” strokes but, all the same, they were forced to take an
From where we were, we were terrified by the horrible scream
wnd the sure knowledge that our turn was coming. It came nea
and nearer.
- I'would hear a scream, and as the scream came to an ab
end I would count one dead. I thought hundreds must be deac
by now. Then some warders were outside our doors. “Why don
they open for these?” one demanded, “We are punishing the
for nothing”. He withdrew as a certain commander came, N
knowing that any of us could understand English, he said
another in disgust, “Let’s kill them. These are not people. Th
are beasts.” :
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[ wanted to know who he was but at that frightening moment 1
dared not look up.

The general screams came even nearer. I noticed something
now. Those who were screaming were crying, “Oh, Mummy....
mummy . .. !” 1 didn’t hear anyone crying for God. Could it be
that no one in this prison knew God? Could it be why they were
being punished while God and all the warders knew very well
that the guilty ones were safely in the hands of the authorities,
|eaving the innocent to be killed? Innocent people were being
beaten, maimed, castrated, blinded, made deaf . . .

As the massacre was continuing in the field, the door was
opened again. We were told to look up at the senior officers,
including several provincial commanders, down to the rank of
senior superintendents.

One of them said, “Listen, you people calling yourself Black
Power. I you hear your name called, come straight in front and
uat

T was called fifth. I rushed to the front and squatted next to my
{riend GG. From the cries I had heard, I'was certain I was now
for the vultures. After calling six people, he ordered us to stand
up and walk into the verandah in twos. The whole field stopped
All action The warders faced our way, ready toreceive us. The
whistles ftopped blowing. In the heavy silence we could only
hear the boots of the warders as they marched towards us. L held
my breath and prepared to die.

They were inches from us, murder in their eyes when the senior
prison authorities acted. They surrounded us, preventing the lynch
mob of crazed warders from reaching us. They were only ableto
make them retreat by beating them with their swagger sticks.
Retween fifteen senior officers who now were like guardian
angels, saving us from certain death, we were marched toward
the Duty Office.

Now we had a clear view of things and were amazed at what
we saw. The whistles we had been hearing were all being own
by the senior officers trying to save the prisoners from being
maimed. When a person fell down the officers would try in vain

L}
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to warn the warders from beating him any further. It was useles
because they only left you when they were satisfied that
were injured. Several senior officers were;in fact, mauled of
their arms, trying to save prisoners from death.
There was a password being given by the warders to th
prisoners. “Run to the football pitch.” Around the Duty Offi
which was opposite the football pitch gwere about fifty wardet
with firearms, so that if you happened to run the wrong wa
they would fire at you. The prisoners could see that and didn’
dare. The field had by now well overa thousand warders, a thing
that surprised me. They were coming in lorries from wherevei
there happened to be some. This was their day to settle scores
As we neared the Duty Office, shielded by our protectors,
noticed multitudes of people on the hillside, visible above th
prison walls. They were witnessing the massacre and the'terro
that had come over the prison on that hellish day. They were
making loud noises, but I couldn’t tell whether they were fo U
or against us. The whole thing was horrible, exaept to the merciles
warders and their wives, who were forever on their side. Thos
wives could have torn a prisoner to pieces. They regarded us a
their husbands’ mortal enemies. Those could never be on ou:

side. - . \
e

~ The gate to the Duty Office was wide open. Usually they opened
the small door for people and the large gate only for vehi
but for us they opened the big gate. We were ordered to m
on. Between the Duty Office and the gate lodge were other a
warders, some with firearms and others with batons and sh ‘
I'thought some were weeping as we passed them. Once i
gate lodge, we were shown into a corridor and ordered to si
down on the floor. The officers guarding us went upstairs, We
were given other guards to watch over us. s
At 2.00 pm I was taken into an office upstairs. The stror
warder who took me in there grabbed me by the shirt and short
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{rom behind and, half lifting me up, forced me to ascend the
stairs fast. ' ;

“Thank you. Wait outside.” This was the deputy commissioner
wlking to him. Inside this vast office, I met faces I had néver
seen before. Some wore hats as if they were hiding their faces.

| Some were smart, some shabby. They had come from wherever

' they lived to deal with this emergency and I could only hope that
they would not eat me alive. Some stood at the window looking

| outside. At another corner, two bull-like characters sat on their
chairs, legs spread on the table in front of them, The strangest
of the lot, a man with a long moustache, sat on the floor. He got
up as I entered. I was pushed forward to the two sitting
comfortably at the table.

A smart young character came nearer, holding a book and a
pen. Then the questions started. To my surprise my prison record
was already on the table. This was strangely comforting, Things
would be done formally, according to the law of the land. It was
achange from the hot, murderous atmosphere outside, where
illiterate warders were having their heyday. I was ready toanswer
any question, but the first one left me dumbfounded, 3

“Jack Zollo. Why did you kill him? What was thei te

I had been interrogated several times in police stations and by
the most ruthless characters in the country but had never been
so surprised. I was very new in this place. This was the hardest
and most hurting question anyone could have asked me. Realising
the confusion I was in, the other continued, “Anyway, we won’t .
bother you with that question. All we want you to realise is that
what you are going to say from now on may be used as evidence
against you. Do you understand?” o (el

IsaidIdid. .

“Now, I want you to tell me of all your movements since you
wolke up to this moment you are standing in front of me. If any
of these gentlemen asks a question, you will first answer it and
then continue. For your own good, when you talk let it be the
truth only. Now start.” '
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~ “By what?”

Lwhile I'was being questioned before imprisonment. T remember

Once even the toughest criminal has tasted prison life, h
automatically grows soft, especially when his sentence is as lon
as mine was. During my heydays outside, I would have give
this bull the rudest answer he had ever heard. But I complié
and gave my story from when I had woken up to the time I'we
to Section Three. So far no interruption. I then told of how, afte
I had put the Heavy table down, GG had come for me to shoy
me around, since I was new here. After showing me how
place was arranged, we had gone and rested on his own bench.
told them of what had happened then. I was asked question
here and there and made to repeat the exchange between th
of{iner and Mwangi. |

“What do outhmkaangxmtendedtodowhm he raised th
hammer and it fell out of his hand accidentally?” {

“Ican’t say I know, sir. He could have meant somethmgbad' '-:
w n

“My question ls, Jack Zollo: What do you &mk helﬁnen ded
do?” g

My senses were now waking up and I was not all that scare
now. When they were alert, I never committed myself.. %

“Ididn’t think anything then.”

“And now? What do you think now?”

“I'think he was annoy

“By being hit on the chest repeatedly with a swagger suck. ),
very odd thing.” The last four words were supposed to lead. I
man on. :

“Ah-huh. What was odd about it?” :

“That even without being hit the question bears the same
and meaning and would have looked more respectable, e

the one who l.md asked?”

2 kick helisd given me in the ribs at the Central Police. -
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his expression of anger as if it was yesterday. From him came
this question, “You were asked what was odd — not your idea
about it. Can you answer?”

I had started to enjoy this because of all the plainclothes men
' the office. The matter was going to be looked into ina deep
organised manner, police style rather than prison style and there
is 2 world of difference between the two styles, I can assure you.

Speak the truth or search for it in prison and you might very
easily end up in solitary confinement. The rule in prison, if you
want peace is to learn to say yes when you know the answer is
0. That way you stand a better chance of emerging untouched.
You will even acquire a name, Maburu, used by all tribes in prison.

But now I could speak a little from the heart.

“The odd thing is for an officer to hit a prisoner on the chest,

knowing the prisoner is willing to comply.”

“What would you have done, if it were you?”

“ am assigned to Polishing Section, sir, where I am not likely
10 be asked those questions he was being asked.”

“That’s not the question. What would you have done had it
been you the officer hit?”

Be careful,  warned myself. ThenI remembered something I
had been reminding myself since the murder and decided that if
| didn’t say it now when I had the opportuaity, Iwould be of no
help to anyone. So I said politely, 1 would have stood it patiently,

I . .

i

sir, since it would have been over soon but then I am not as mad

as Kairu.”

Everyone turned to face me. The two bulls now dropped their
legs from the table and looked at me closely. A question hitme

from behind.

“What exactly do you mean by that?”

«I'hat I am sane and can control myself. But for a man witha
Mathare record, his head can always go haywire.”

“I told you from the beginning that anything you say canbe

taken as evidence against you. Now what you are trying to
me is that the murderer is a lunatic — or was oncea lunatic?”
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- arranged thing. This, of course had no foundation at all; it wa
- the sort of thing we called Kiswabili. Someone had conjured

i

i ‘you talk with anyone else, besides GG?”

T entered that office, the belief wis that the prisoners hag

as sane and he was deta:ﬂed*ihereasmsane In fact Idon’t knoy
how he was discharged.” | h

They looked at each other. Then the head civilian turned ¢
the prison authority around.
Does his record state that? If soswhy was he mixed up witk
the other prisoners — especially at a place with deadly’ tools?”

They exchanged some words and, seemg»the prison authorities
being pressed, I started enjoying myself. Foolish of me. When
two bulls are fighting, it is the grass that gets hurt and we were
the grass in this case. All the same, I had started something and
if they had to continue, I had shed some light on the matter tha
would help them to see the whole thing from a new angle. Wher

committed the deed with the idea of escaping, that it was a pre

lies to get us into a jam.
was about to be dismissed when an old civilian who had not
: n talked to me.

“You are Jack Zollo; I understand. Can you tell me this: were
you with someone else in that section after you entered? Did

I knew why this had been asked. According to my statement, I
knew Kairu. Reluctamly Isaid, “Yes, sir. I waved at Kairu whe
was four benches away.” I knew one of the prisoners who had
been here before might have mentioned this. It was true that I
had said hello tgKairu before settling down to talk with GG.

“You didn’t talk to him?” |

“No, sir. Perhaps I would have, before leaving.”

“When were you imprisoned, Jack Zollo?”

“In1971, sir. Last year, that is.”

“And you came to'this prlson when?”

“Only nine days ago, sir.”

“Thope it is true that you do not Work in that section.”

/
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“It is true, sir. ] had been there for only five minutes.”
-“Okay. You cango.” i R

But not before I had thumb-printed my statement. As Tleft, ]
heard the same man tell the ACPs; “Wedon’t neﬁt‘hat one for
the time being. We need those calling themselyes Black Power

| and who have been in that section for a long time.”

I thought that was a favour done to me but, as it turned out, I
was partly unlucky. Iwas taken to block D by two senior officers,
instead of being returned to where GG and the others accused
of being Black Power were. They had taken me back to the jaws
of death! People in this block were now urinating on themselves
with the sure knowledge that they were next on the punishment
line. I was locked in cell No. 32, the first on the leftas you entered.
There were three occupants in this cell, one being a Mkamba

working in the tailoring section and who, up to now, still had no -

* idea what the noise and the screaming was all about. The second

. wasasixty-year-old Turkana imprisoned for life and who never -
~ ralked to anybody. He lived like one who was dead and all the
screams, though so loud from here, were no concern of his. When
[ came in, he did not show even a flicker of curiosity; he had no -
desire to know what was going on outside. But the third manin
the cell was very different from these two. ‘ .
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Chapter 6

is name was Deya and he was the toughest egg in tl
Hprison. All the warders hated him, for he was the mo
insolent character here.
He was about five foot eleven, heavily built and very strong
he was a boxer simply because there was nothing else he like
better than bashing people.
He wore tight-fitting prison clothes which made his muscle
bulge. The gang he was leading was as terrible as he was. Becaus
he never worked but stayed in the block always, he was not give
any earnings. So when others purchased such things as sugar, h
and his gang became robbers. They would investigate and fing
out who had cigarettes or money. When they suspected you hat
some, they merely surrounded you and held you down, then tool
everything, knowing you would never dare take them to thy
Unknown to the authorities, they terrorised the whole prisos

- and were feared by almost all the prisoners because, unless yor
went in a large group, you couldn’t get anything back Deya wa
an old jailbird who felt quite at home in prison because life outside
- wasnot for him. He had beentin and out of prison thirteén times
He was so hardened that all punishment and severe beati
were merely routine to him. He did not recognise trouble; even
when it perched on his shoulder and when he did, he seemed to
like it. He had attacked so many warders that the name De
was familiar even to those who had never met him.
So here I was with him in Block D. He had heard of me, t0o, SO
we talked. He told me that he had only seven days to go befo re
his release and I greatly envied him, knowing my long sentence
- was hardly touched. I was feeling nervous, for the horror was
creeping upon us. Trouble, grievous trouble, was now at our
Deya was jumping up and down in the cell, shadow-bo
Sometimes he would hit the door so hard that a warder woule
come up to the door to investigate. ' ‘
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“What is wrong, Deya? What do you wagt?” the warder asked.

“I want you to open for me so I can screw the whole lot of
you.” . el

Precious Lord, I thought. This homosexual of a man did not
know when to go on his knees and pray. He did not know that
the angel of death had arrived. I started loathing whoever had
brought me to cell No. 32, throwing e together with this mad man.

Now Block C was done with! It was our turn and they were
tight outside! The outer door was already open. The corporal
with the keys started with cell No. 1 and I'was glad, for there
were still some minutes to go before my body was broken to
pieces. I did not believe that anyone could make it to the football
pitch, passing over a thousand blood-thirsty warders spread over
three acres of field. A distance of almost a quartera mile. I told
iy cell mates the password. ‘Runto the football pitch.’ Maybe
that would help them — otherwise they would be beaten without
knowing which direction to run to. 1 breathed hard to calm my
nerves.

The horrible screams were now almost next door. All of hell’s
* fury was just about upon us. Warders, knowing that Deya was in
this block st shouting, _

“Toa Deya njé! (Bring Deya outside!) Deya! Deyal” For the first
(ime since meeting him, my hatred of him became complete. He
' wurned to me with his red eyes and said, Wa Mama. Don’t worry,
I'l] hit back. At least I will go with two. Just wait and see.”

Knowing what I knew, I said, “No, Deya, I don’t think you'll
get a chance. You don’t know what is outside. But if you can do
what you say, do it, because I doubt if you will live.”

«P'll make it, wa Mama. Seven days is nothing. They’ll maim me
but U1l make it. Siku saba tu (Only seven days.)”

“I'm telling you, Deya, what Ive seen with my eyes. With the
. way you are talking to these people and the long standing hatred
between you and them, you might not last another day. If you
do, there won’t be any dead.” o PR

He didn’t say anything. He paused for a while, then started
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I must say he was the one who saved me, for I saw my chang

cries of horror and pain. They received their treatment. And th
it Was our turn.

As he opened the door, the corporal said quietly, “That’st
Deya you are all asking for. Take him.” :

33k %

God, the way he was received I remember to this day, man
years later. A warder, using all his might gave him a blow on tk
head. Blood spouted out like water from a spring. He turned
face the warder who had hit him, but as he did so, more tha
twenty attacked him from behind crying joyously, Here hei
Here is Deya!”

They all converged where he had fallen, each determmed\
get a stroke into the hated form. And Deya was trying to h
back, trying, at least to touch one of the warders before he diex

~ and ran towards the football pitch. I received only a few stroke
on the back and the head, for they were concentmnng on Dey
As] reached the football pitch breathlessly, I knew he must|
dead.
Near the tap which supplied the prisoners with water whe
they were playing football, some forty men lay on top of eag
other, some dead, some maybe alive. I didn’t know what ¢
believe. Jesus, somebody had poured water on them, all arour
that area and the blood flowing could have carried a dead I OCUs
agood distance. :

" Over seven hundred prisoners who had managed to cross th
field of death and made it to the football pitch were now sq
into a space where only three hundred could have oce
comfortably, on one end of the pitch. It was at a place filled w
broken stones which were to be laid on the road. Sittin
stone hurt so much because of the weight of those on 1
you. When you felt your buttocks with your hand, you
that the stone had entered your flesh. I got one removed
days later.
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The field was now bitter with hatred. Tribalism had started
between the warders and as T have said, when two bulls fight it is
the grass that suffers. The Luo warders knew that the warder
whose brain had been eaten had been killed by a Kikuyu and
they looked out for Kikuyu faces as they meted out punishment,
Jitting them where it hurt most. As the prisoners were coming
out naked, they looked out for those ones who were circumcised
_ but not the Maasai or the Nandi, who were not all that difficult
1o make out. As more than two-thirds of the inmates were
Kikuyus, it was not easy to miss. Asa result of the punishment
that day, many of us have half-male organs.

The Kikuyu warders, realising what was happening, said, “Oh
.. So that is what is going on? Practising tribalism, eh? Beat
them and pluck their eyes out.” And so the grass started suffering.

Many lost their eyes completely, like this one who was just.

" hext to me on the football pitch who made all the pain I was
feeling disappear when I saw that his left eye had left its socket.
That was the day I found out that a man’s eye is several times
larger than it appears inits socket. His was just hanging down
and you can imagine the chill that ran down my spine.

~ Even herethey followed us, giving us a real taste of hell. Hands
were to be kept above the heads, even the broken ones. On my
right, an inmate was in great pain. His arm was completely broken
1nd the bone was protruding like the edge of asimizf—

The warder, stepping on my body to reach him, wants that :

broken hand over that head. Hesertises out with the huge ugly

work and he receives a
«ill doesn’t work, so Létretch out mine and hold his. The warder
«ares at me for one terrible moment, then decides to go. Heisa
Kikuyu like us, though from a certain location in Nyeri where
they are born tough; from a place they call Thous Tetu.
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Then the poor guy starts falling on me. He’s fainting. Befo!
the warders realise what is going on, they think [am putting
hands down deliberately and I get several hot ones on my he
I decide to save myself and let the dead bury their dead li
Jesus instructed, The man is dragged unceremoniously’to ¢
unconscious heap.

In front of me now is a row of mutilated backs, of people wh
were foolish enough to agree to “twenty- -four” strokes. Nud
m‘p cOmmg in to the football pitch. Most of them fall do "
unconscious and are dragged away to a heap. Now they make
high pile. Two children six years old standing on the opposit
sides of this pile would not be able to see each other. The log
minutes drag by7 The whistles ring in our heads. Even in ¢
intervals they are not being blown they keep ringing . ...

E

" Itwasafter 6:30 and it was growing dark now. They were workis
on the last lot in Block D. It was decided that the remainir
blocks would get theirs the following morning. So, still hearis
the whistles in my ears, though they had actually stopped,
were marched to the blocks in twos, leaving the unconscio
ones to the vultures or the dead burying the dead. 4
The cells were wide open when we got to the blocks. All ¢th
blankets, chamber pots, buckets of water and the plastic cuj
~ were out. The cells were completely empty. It didn’t matter w "f
ceﬂyou entered provided there were three of you. By 7.30
all the inmates were lockedup.
So the whole of April 24 had been spent committing a mas
that was soon buried and forgotten. Because of one |
innocent people were muulﬁ and murdered. . . By those w
were supposed to reform them. if$
Although I was in pain ’Iat night, it was to me a
experience, sleeping hungry and completely nude.
memoryofwhaxhadhappenedbothemdmymndaﬂmght
I wondered whether I could survive twenty years in such a pla
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That night, a large number of warders mocked and taunted us.
“T'omorrow is the finishing day,” they said. “That one you ki
ywill have to be paid for by half of you.” Usually we were: suarded
by four warders who changed shifts after every four hours but
\onight, each floor was swarming with warders, about fifteen
pegfloor. After spending a night full of foreboding, we woke up
pxpecting the worst. With those threats that had been issued
\hroughout the night and from what we had gone through, we
Jnew anything was possible. There was a time we had thought
of collective punishment as a joke: how could everyone be made
suffer because of one man? But now we knew, with certainty,
at an angry man could do anything.
Despite the threats from the warders, nothing either good or
happened the next day. The cells remained Jocked up, thank
(od. Nobody missed food, for we all prayed for peace. We spent

ree such days and nights, with the cells locked up and nothing -
(oming, either good or bad.

The cells were opened during the lunch hour of the fourth day.
Lunch was dished out, which included some offal the warders
had left over after they had had some cows slaughtered, probably
the authorities’ way of appeasing them. They must have eaten
v much that they didn't need the offal, and this was given to us
on this fourth day whenour compulsory fast was brought toan end.

We were also given thirty minutes to go and relieve ourselves
{n the toilet. Clothes, blankets and water were issued. This was
‘(e sign that peace was returning. From this day on, we received
our normal rations. We would be given thirty minutes to take
our meals and help ourselves, and then the cells would be locked. -
|t went on for a month. How long had I been in prison? Just over

) year,

s s ok B %
) . f oo
e Fh
A high ranking official in the prisons visited our block one day
and ordered all cells unlocked. He was accompanied by other
wenior officers and they had alist of names. He called fifty-seven
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prisoners, including GG and me. I hadn’t seen GG for a fi
month, despite the fact that we were in the same block. His ca
was a bit tough since, during the questioning of April 24, s
witnesses had tried to implicate him in the murder. In the
statement, they had testified that GG had taken the hamm
from Kairu and hit the warder twice on the head while he w
on the floor. His luck hung on the fact that my statement a8
that of Short Ali agreed with his: that we had been talking wi
him when it all happened and when he finally came out, he w
given his own cell in which he stayed for that whole month.
Now we were taken out and marched to the Duty Office. Thes
we found a Black Maria waiting, with many senior officers fre
the headquarters. _
The Superintendent of Police, who was the security off et
this prison told us, “All of you are going for a temporary transf
Your warrants will be left here and your lock-ups will be alwa
added up here. But you will go and remain wherever you's
going with our own escorts. Now you will get up in twos as
call your names. You must first produce your photo before y
enter the van. I hope you know why you have been called ;.
you know who you are.” -4
And, in fact, we all knew: it was the group that had bees
Carpentry Section 3, when the warder had been killed;
group that had been locked up and isolated in the"%mg
Block B on that da}' of terror.
Before we got into the van, each of us was scrutini
when the security officer was satisfied about our identit
we allowed to enter the Black Maria. Outside the gates of
prison, there was a surprise. The General Service Unt
escorts outnumbered us. They were in alorry and two Lan
and were all armed with machine guns. The senior offi
guns in holsters, as if on parade. Once on the main
leading Land Rover headed for Nakuru and the rest fo
At 2.30 pm we were welcomed into Nakuru prison
the usual prisoners’ speculations began as to why we had
brought here. 1
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“We have been transferred because we belonged to Secqon
Three where Kairu killed the warder,” some said, “and the
authorities are afraid that if we remain in Naivasha, the warders
will kill us.”

Others said we were going to be given additional sentences i
connection with the killing. But those, like me, who liked to use
their heads coolly didn’t need to be told that we were wanted as
witnesses in the trial of Kairu and Mwangi.

We were shown into one large ward and supplied with worn
out blankets with no mats. The area had a few other wards
occupied by capital remand cases and people charged with robbery
with violence. The warders outnumbered us by three and they
stayed around us every minute. We were informed that we would
“goto court the followmg morning, confirming my suspicions.
The following morning, under the heaviest escort ever given to
griminals, we were taken to court. It was quite a motorcade: two
Land Rovers and alorry for the GSU, plus five light cars for the
Jenior officers who had come to the prison to drive with us.
Civilian vehicles were stopped on the way to let us pass. Police
gars led the way with their sirens blaring and people lined the
toute to watch. The court area was jammed with more people,
ind GSU staff keeping them in control. Thousands of faces
rartled us as we came out and were led to the courtroom. We
were locked up in cells to.await the next step. Iwondered how a
own like Nakuru could have so many pegple hanging around
ith nothing to do but poke their noses where they didn’t belong.
'The prison staff took three days testifying in the dock. Under
he same kind of escort we would be taken back to the prison
or lunch and then back to the court. It proved a great bore, for
anly a few prisoners were actually called to the dock all this
ne. Some of them gave evidence out of line with what was
qanted by the prison authorities and this brought a new
pvelopment. They starcedpmkmgfrom us only those they knew
vould not be a nuisance in the dock. They also realised
{iy-seven prisoners in the dock, one at a time, mtght be too
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" much, especially when they were giving almost exactly the sas
 kind of evidence. In the'end they selected eight.
% So,itwas dec;ded, there was no need for the rest of us to go
& court. After this decision, while travelling back to Nakuru pris
E found myself iri the same vehicle with Kairu and Mwangi, t
“two-accused. The van was divided by a wire scrcerﬁto v
parts and they, sat in one part, each handcuffed to two warde
™ AsIwasan old friend of Kairu, back in Mathare, he was w' lis
to talk to me, through the wire screen. I deplored his deed, bu
i wascurious to know where he had been hidden when we e
' being punished for what he had done. :
“What are the boys saying back there?” Kairu asked me.
“They want to know what happened to you and where t »_'
took you.” '
"Were they also beaten?” Kairu asked.
* “That doesn’t answer my question,” I said, “Where were yt
- taken?” '
- “Toa police station.”
“Which police station?”
“I don’t know,” Kairu said, “I was wrapped all over with
~ blanket.” " |
Y We were not bothered by the four warders with th_em, thoug
they tried to stop us from talking. We had reached a poin
return — suffered for what we hadn’t done and realised
when you committed a very big crime in jail, you were handle
delicately like an egg, while others suffered for you. This p

e

Gl SN & -n-:—_g‘ — i

Look at it this way: Jesus had suffered for many, but
many were suffering for this guy, Kairu. If you want to get ¢

way. Doors are locked from outside when you go to sleep,
offrom themmde cigarettes buy money, instead of moneyb -

“No. Not exactly beaten.”

110




‘ . . ; = ¥ 4 %)
*What do you mean?” we demanded. “We thoughgyou were
eaten continuously for one week! We-wezé_in_ iared and killed
cause of you.” W o R

|

Kairu retorted, “AndImnbeingchargé&viiﬂ} derbec: 4-1
' youl” ; vingesd O i
Jr &G Ny

p ing what?” we asked. : $
“Meaning that I did that to straighten things 6\% foryouallT 7

ve done it. Now it is for you now to make use c}f/ he

» '
.Gm‘my‘ P, cawnd ol
' “Good God! What things did you straighten out for us? What Vi
Wiis not straight?” ' _ & i
“Many things.” ' '
“Such as what?” - dde
*“Such as being pushed.” '
“So you think now we are ot being pushed? Well, Kairu,just =~
pray to God that you are not taken back there. The boys would |
gt you alive. Do you know that their food ration has been -/
teduced by half and it is the only thing they care for? Try coming
hack there. You talk of sacrificing your life for them, whilethey =
know they sacrificed their lives for you. Just pray that you are
not brought back there.” .
Then I asked him, “Have you pleaded guilty — or how on
parth are you sacrificing yourself2”
Kairu said, “Even if I plead guilty, they will refer me to where
| once met you — Mathare Hospital. Do you remember?”

e
i e N e e

GG was one of the eight prisoners selected to give witness in
{he dock. The following day, he and the other seven went off
sgain but the rest of us remained in prison. That whole day, we
jemained locked up in the ward. We weren’t allowed to go out in

oups but only one at a time, to the toilets. The officer in charge
of this prison must have thought we were extremely dangerous
und he wouldn’t allow us to bask in the sun for even a minute.

The day seemed like a month. N ]
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- behind, locked up. Getting very restless and bored, we argl

' quite a personality. He listened patiently and talked with w

_ Istood up and answered, “Yes, sir, we did. We would i .;f-
- present some of our problems to you.”
" “Iam at your service.”

——— T — e
r. "_,-,

- When GG came back that evening, he had no news, exce
that some of the prisoners had gone into the dock and giy
testimony, and that the courtroom was jammed with people. |
talked for a long time and slept at around 10.30 pm. F

The following day, the eight went to court again and we remai

among ourselves that we should not take this kind of treatme
I argued that nothing we could do would be regarded as m
serious than what had been done and that we should not be 2 _'
of asking for our rights from the officer in charge of this pla
We discussed all the things we wanted rectified and they -s."
me to speak for them. And so we sent for the officer in charg
the prison. '

He came escorted by his deputy and the duty officers. He .'
a bmwn man of about five foot ten, of medium build and w

constructed sentences made of well-selected words.
“T understand you sent for me, is that it?”

So 1 proceeded. I talked about the long sentences we Wi
serving and how one could not survive if half-starved to de
all the time. AsItalked he nodded his head and Ifelt encoura;
to continue, So I talked about the smgle messy toilet we were
using and requested at least one pair of sandals to avoid ste
on all that shit and coming to bed with messy feet. He noc
again. [ swallowed some saliva and told him how we were find
the days long because of being locked up all day.

“Since we are not remand prisoners, you could consider spar
us some minutes, sir, to bask in the sun.” il

“Mhbh..." he nodded again. ; _ "

“From what you can see, sir,” I said, “fve haven’t had a shi
for a month and these beards are becoming a nuisance.
don’t mind, you could arrange for us to have ashave.”
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Lastly, I talked about the blankets we had been supplied with
Juring his absence. They were mere rags. And the nights were
long and cold. N

After I had finished, the others clapped their hands to show

un their behalf. We waited expectantly for his reaction. .

ire serving short sentences and if I gave them the type of ration

ou get back at Naivasha Prison, they would be dying to ccme
k after their release, for they would think prison is heaven. In

this case we give them small rations as part of punishment. I

sgree that this should be different for you, and from now on your

{vod will be prepared differently.”

We clapped our hands happily.

|t is unhygienic to go to the toilet barefoot. I will arrange that
you get two or three pairs straightaway . . ..” We clapped our
L{lds again. ¢
“About the sun . .. You have plenty of escorts and I don’t see
why you shouldn’t bask, so that one goes without opposition.
Now to your last request. I regret to say that in my store I do not
|lave even one spare blanket. As you are not here for long, you
will patiently make do with what we have until you go back to
your own place. What Iwould like to ask you now isto keep up
liscipline as you have done in the few days you have been here
until the time comes for you to go back. And, oh, sorry: the
heards. I will send barbers straightaway to get rid of them for
you. I think that is all. All right?”

"Ndiyo, Afande!” we said in chorus, clapping our hands. While
we were clapping, he left and we marvelled at his understanding,
our minutes later, we were out basking in the sun.
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{he Senior Superintendent Prisons that whatever I had said was |

“Thank you very much,” he said. “In fact, all my prisoners here

“Eh, ehm, as regards sandals, that is the best suggestion of all.
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/ Prison and prisoners. To tell you the truth, I don’t know w
worse. In my opinion they are equally bad.
Now here we were, having just won a sweet battle, a vic
helpful to all of us. But here was a queer fellow called Mui
who was not satisfied. He is a Special Stage prisoner and altho
our privileges (or under-privileges) were equal here in Naka
his dish was far better than ours. He was imprisoned bagl
1961 when I was still in school and so had been inside for ele
+ years. In that time, he completely forgot the difference betw
aman and a woman.
All the time we were talking with the officer-in-charge, he#
staring at this handsome eighteen-year-old boy. This innog
boy didn’t notice him at all and was completely ignorant of
fact that there was somebody here who wanted to d\lt to]
from the rear.
Being fairly new in prison, he had been duped into thinkj
that this fellow Muinde was very nice because, at times,
pushed his Special Stage dish towards him, saying that, afte
the years he had been inside, he was unable to eat all that mu
The trouble was that this boy stuck to GG, who he regarde
his elder brother or his father. GG protected and advised h
and this boy was always close to his heels whenever GG was
in court. GG knew how some prisoners treated handsome be
Afraid that, in his absence, he might be mauled by the likes
Muinde, he left him under my care. I do not like prisoners
general. I did not show him my dislike and so he liked h'
around me, knowing he was as safe with me as he was with G
Now this Muinde creep had a plan. He wanted to spml_ i jf'f’
for us. He was not happy about what we had achieved for
simple reason that if we all got good food he would have
with which te entice this boy. 1
He was also mad with GG because he could see how thel
stuck to him for protection. He was not worried about me bee
he was wise enough to see that I minded my own busines
prison and never interfered with what anybody did.
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ki So when we were basking in the sun, and were all deep in
onversation, he sneaked away and wenttoa warder. AsaSpecial
age prisoner, he was given a lot of respect and the warder
jodded and went away. Ten minutes later, Muinde was called.
He was escorted a few yards from us because he could not go
further than the protected zone we had been allocated to staysn.
| was very suspicious and uneasy, so I also got up and went as
jear as I could to hear what he was playing at. He was talking to
he Duty Officer. He was accusing GG, telling the Duty-Officer
Jiere to call the Provincial Comimander because the matter was
\ery serious. He was busy doing his Kiswabili, very fishy talk in
which there was no truth whatsoever.

‘He was saying that this Kairu and Mwangi case would remain
isolved because of one man called GG who was lecturing the
isoners every night, telling them not to give the wrong
yutement in court. He said that GG was giving them a statement
ed with lies because he wanted the case against the prison
uthorities to be strong,.

“He has confused all of them,” claimed he, “and what you will
lear in court will surprlse youall.”

At the same time,” so Muinde said,” GG has been@rgamsmg a
lnod strike. If it wasn’t for the promise given by the officer-in-
tharge, people would have gone on strike today.
| was shocked and didn’t know what to say“or do. I did not
lnow whether to move away or go up there and oppose him
irongly. I knew that this sodomite wanted GG segregated so
hat he could get a chance of winning the handsome Kikuyu
oy. I began campaigning for GG among the prisoners but, all
hie same, he was taken away from us and given his own cell.
That night, the queer came and fixed his bed where GG’s had
Ien. He lay beside the young boy who now looked at me with
lightened, pleading eyes. Since I already had so uence in
Jiis prison, I decided to do something this queer we d not forget

veryone was watching with admiration. The next mo
said that we did not want him with us and he was’tﬁep &way

I“\?

id given a cell next to GG. }___ \.
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_ " . Prisons visited Naivasha Prison. Now the commander oft
~ prison had been transferred. Kagi, his deputy, was in charge:

bR -
i g

 were always eager to see him. In most cases, they rushed fors

. they were afraid of being punished but because they now hs

- 'Lt_:ol_d-mysélf that if he consented to answering ques

L

That’s what makes prisons — queers and the opposites. An
you think that Muinde was the only queer we had in prison, y
have something to learn. '

We didn’t have long to stay in this place. The evidence requi
was given by the selected prisoners. GG never entered the do
his name had been crossed of the list of witnesses.

PR R

On May 15, we were taken back to Naivasha Prison. The e
was over and, for a long while, none of us knew the outcol
simply because the people who gave us news did not 1
discussing that particular issue; but now I believe that the 8
prisoners were discharged after psychiatrists pronounced thy

A few days after the case was over, the then Commissione

The Commissioner was seen at the Duty Office coming tows
Block E. Usually, when such a big fish came visiting, the priso;

to meet himaBut in this particular case, I was surprised to
that, instead of the prisoners going towards him, they went a:
to hide at the back of the block, as if out of fear and di
Others went and locked themselves in their cells, not becz

him. They did not want to see him or know what he was here:
Those who were caught unawares surrounded him ot
curiosity. As P’m also a curious character, I detached myselff
those who were hiding and drew close to see what was up. I
never satisfied with second-hand information. And Th
in prison long enough to have learnt never to trust
rumours were passed around by the prisoners. Tknew th
toowell. §'

would ask him the one question that was bothering me 2 i.":i.-. __
I'would have liked him to relieve my mind of, I was burni
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know why an innocent person had to be punished because of 4

only one maniac when there was no doubt, whatsoevet, as to

who had done the crime. But, as it turned out, all he washere
for, that day, was to show off his power and awaxﬂt) ) '
10 a few of the officers who we knew had contributec
of our suffering and had been especially active during the
Mmassacre.

Three hated corporals were promoted to sergeants; four
\ergeants were promoted to senior sergeants, and one senior
Jergeant to Commissioned Officer IL. All of us wondered why
this had come so soon after the massacre, but it was not our
husiness to ask. I, for one, realised this would be the wrong time
10 ask any cheeky questions.

The Commissioner was saying, “Mr SSP, you’re telling me the
risoners of this block are all good. I do not agree with you, for
y did they all not come when they heard Twasaround? Anyway,
at doesn’t matter. Whatever I will say here, the ones whp are
here will tell the rest.”

 His next words astonished and frightened me. "Whﬂnl came
here, I thought I'would find over a hundred prison sdead. All T
(n say is that P'm disappointed to see that the warders here do

fot know their work.” T I :

He had a walking stick and he was swaggering as s he's r oke,
iously enjoying himself.
“Mr SSP, I want to assure you and yout subordinates th&ﬂs
y capacity as the Commander of Prisons, I give you the
thority to beat these prisoners any way you like. Do you hear
at? T want these boys softened, softened until they are like
ung children. Do anything to them that will soften ther

at they either bend or break.” e
On hearing that, we started dispersing, knowmg
motherless children in tlus prison wrth no one
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Two days after the Commander’s departure, the new SP visi
Block A feeling rather proud of his new rank. He seemed
have an itch to brag. He called all the prisoners and delivere
message, a message which was simply stated but later powerfi
impletented. He was a short, thick-set character who had so
speech impediment.
“Ah, uhm, you see, as you can all see, that is how things ar

am now the Commander of this prison. Ah, Iknow most of §
are very much hurt by this fact; but whether you like it or o
that is how things are. ’m now the Commander. One thing I¢
assure you is that a genie that knows you does not suck yo
death at once, but slowly. When you are about to die, it fé

~ youa littlelife again. Know this, I'm going to be with you k
for a long while and I will never soften my principles, eve

. yousmearme with perfumes.” o
& With these words, he turned abruptly and went away, leay
~ the prisoners startled. No one exactly understood what he rez

' meant when he referred to the genie that knows you, but thy
i  was no mistaking the threat. His exact words in Kiswahili we

- ————,

i likujualo balikuli likakumaliza”, in case my Engl
translation is poor. But whoever didn’t understand d
‘understood later when he started giving out the new st
. i¥lerin the prison and gave power to his subordinat
WS any way they pleased. For almost ten years, every:
 hehadnever been born. il *
s I, forene, started to regret that first day at the age of 15 wl
 Ihadbeenenticed bya young pick-pocket into the dan
paths of crime. Having listened to our new Comus
describ¥ g himself as a genie that sucks blood, Ino long
od; but I knew that from then oh, this pri
wie where every prisoner held his life in ;ﬁg
: 5% ' 1 :
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" About two weeks later, some prisoners were allowed to go to
the Industries. It started with the inmates of Block E, who had
escaped being beaten during that day of the massacre. The
artisans in charge of the various sections were told to pick out
the inmates they favoured in their section. During the fir wo
months, only a few were going to the workshop. Abouta month
after, many people were called back to their sections. Even in
this, there was still favouritism because not all were recalled.
About 500 were left in the Blocké for no obvious reason.

Being still a new person in this prison, I was not known by any

of the artisans and I stood a slim chance of being called back to
my old workshop. I knew it so 1did not bother much about t,
spite the fact that Iliked my trade and had learnedd lot already.
Yet, I sensed something sinister ahead . ...
A man in power should never joke with his words because
whatever he says is taken as law by those beneath him — any
wise leader knows this. But woe unto us who were at the mercy -
of powerful people who spoke loosely. Because of thewordsof
the Commander, we suffered for nothing. -

A systematic plan was hatched by the warders to segregate
those they considered bad boys from the good bays. Now we were
at the mercy of warders who were quite free to exercise all their
petty prejudices, hates and tribal chauvinism. Their plan was to
ake those they favoured to the Industries and leave those they -
despised to rot in the blocks, giving officials the impression that
‘we had refused to work. '

- \ * % x-'» *

ity
e who were considered bad boys'were put into Blocks A and B
I'here were about 500 of us. It was alleged that'the bad boys
consisted of two groups — the Black Power, who were connected
, the murder of the warder, and another notorious group that
ad a secret motive which was currently under investigation. To -




me, this Was all Kiswahili but fed on it, the authorities
~ headquarters let it pass as truth. Their disregard of our

and welfare was notall that hard to understand because, al
all, this was the Naivasha Maximum Prison — the place whi
all the toughest, meanest cats who had robbed banks, k
people, raped women, and even eaten a warder’s brain w

known to be safely behind bars. |
 Who could protect the innocent when no one outside the
grim walls believed there was good in anyone of us?
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r Kagi was pow planning to 1mp};§§ﬂ
e words so carelessly uttered by his boss. So farhehad
Lucceeded in having over 500 inmates segregated. We were 2
:”end each day sitting in the hot sun in lines of five. Wewereto
\ise only one toilet.
The next phase of victimisation was to make us work inthe j
jppressive heatdWe were given coir to make ropes and mats
sed for prisoners’ beds. This monotonous work replaced any of
e useful and more creative skills we had Jearned in the Industries.
{ur work gang became the rock bottom of prison lifeand anybody . -
who made the slightest mistake in the Industries was thrown in
with us, the outcasts.

For everyone in this work gang, any good old days were over, and
the small privileges that had made prison life tolerable now
hecame hopelessly beyond reach. You were given a quantity of
oir which you had to make sure was woven before you went for
Junch. If you didn’t finish the job in time, you were beaten and
pun hed.
While in this work gang, you were not allowed to talk to anyone,
ot even make eye contact with friends. You were to concentrate
sn your work without once looking sideways. If you wanted to
o for acall, you knew where to go and squat, waiting in the long
(ueue, at the same time aware that the time for completing your
\work was running out. Afraid of wasting time, most of the
prisoners urinated where they sat, careful that they were not
oticed and then maimed. ; -

The whole prison now smelled of blood. You could not talk to
warder looking inito his eyes; you wereto keep your eyes lowered,
your hands behind your back likea seven-year-old child talking
\0 his master in school. Those who did not experience colonial
[fe were experiencing it DOW. Things became worse as thedays
mssed by. A small error could easily get you into de@trouble

4

. Y




———

TR

- watching the sky above the prison walls and looking out for

~ they came on duty and went straight to work with their sticl

have needed at least 100 more punishment bl

k i — -

Things that had formerly been taken lightly were now so seri¢
that one was afraid wherever he was. Take smoking fori
warders had always known the kinds of tricks we used
smoking cigarettes in groups, in order to hide the zszn&1
used to turn a blind eye, knowing that this Wmally a mil
offence; but now we were no longer taken as human beings. N
if a prisoner got caught with a cigarette, he would be senteng
to anything up to 18 strokes.

In 1975, one unfortunate prisoner was beaten to death becaj
he was found in possession of a small piece of Rooster cigaret
That was how serious matters were in those dark days now lol
past. {
Duringall that trouble, I was in this place now called Inducti
We were bored to a point of idiocy. Because the prisoners k
nothing better to do, they began playing really idiotic games |

airliners that used to pass by. They had given each plane a na
and would bet on which one would be flying over next and
what time. .

By this time, prisoners had been beaten for so long without 2
reasonable cause that their hearts had hardened and they tall
as they wished.

Mr Kagi had selected a special unit of ruthless warders v .
hung around the Duty Office for this purpose only. Every

The work of the other warders seemed to simply be to m:
sure that this special unit was fed with enough prey to keep the
busy, so any small offence was enough to take you there Q}_
thorough and merciless thrashing, '

The old practice of sending people to the punishment bl
was x;kmger feasible in this violent atmosphere since you we

aicconmmdﬁtﬁﬂthepdsonmstmﬁngthrmghthc ty
8¢5 of bad behaviour. i
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unconscious after they were through with you, but you were sti
expected to snap back to work or you would get more of the
warders’ medicine.

| Those warders in the Duty Office were really bad. They didn’t

| bother to ask what error you had committed or how much beating

they should mete out to you. When they saw a prisoner who did

not have his sandals on, they just set to work. Sometimes they

didn’t even bother to check if you had sandals on.

Everytime you turned around you found you had just committed
anew offence. Whistling to yourself, calling to a friend froma
distance, speaking in your mother tongue, standing in a group of
three or more or, worse still, not taking your hat off when a

was passing by with his stick, looking out fora bad boy like you,
ill could earn you punishment. The whole thing would have been
1 bad joke, had it not been so painful.

A prisoner summoned up to the Duty Office merely as a witness
in a case against another prisoner would find himself being
pounced upon before the warders even had a chance to know
what he had come in for. Before you had been identified as a

witness, you would have been badly beaten. Those warders at
the Duty Office had their orders. They had their batons ready
for their work and they were there to beat every part of the body,
especially the wrists, elbows, knees and ankles. The repeated
hitting of these joints was so bad that once a man got back to his
bundle of coir, he could hardly move again. That was one reason
why so many urinated secretly right where they worked. .
Some unlucky souls were condemned to the punishment block

und these had it even worse. The distance from the Duty Office -

10 the Punishment Block was about 400 yards. Once condemned
and after being beaten severely, you were forced to run those.
400 odd yards with a group of warders at your hieels, beating you
mercilessly whenever thiey caught up with you.

* 3

The prisoner had to follow.a set path to the p nishment block
uld waylay

while the warders always took short-cuts so they cot
123 2

section to work. Usually, you had to be carried back half-

warder who you couldn’t even see because he was behind you,




i sorrow, more d&spalr and, therefore, more violence. =

e suddenly seize one for self-defence whenever tif@*alarm

. where they would remain under guard until the sitx

you. Only a few managed that hell run. Most collapsed ini
middle of the field to be collected and dragged to the punishm
block half unconscious.
People suffered so much here that their hearts became har
than ever before, If I had ever believed that prison life !
supposed to make one a better man, during Kagi’s heyday 1§
boys I had known to be mild-mannered outside now bei
transformed into beasts. Now we had no illusions — we beliey
that the final aim was to maim or destroy us. Now many sta
figuring that if you wanted to be handled like an egg, you
had to do a great thing before getting cracked and crushed.
_ The beatings had made prisoners wild and they foug,ht
~ other every day. When a fight broke out, one now made sure t
he hit his enemy not just once with a fist, but most likely witl
chisel before he was whisked off to the Duty Office to meet|
fate. You let your enemy have several slashes before a bra
man could catch you. A friend of mine received more stabsi
his body than his seutencei)f 15 years. The prison alarm »
sounding every week and whenever it did so, the wards
automatically began beating inmates before finding out the cay
Some inmates who had soft hearts crumbled under the pressul
planned suicide and hanged themselves quietly, leavin,

‘The whole prison - not just our work gang ~ wasina ave ¥
_ war. In sections where there were deadly tools, an inmate

~ off. Now everyone, not just us, believed that no-one was
Josurvive in this prison, not the way that fellow Kagi was runni
The artisans, who were only trying to pass on thsu-
observedthe potentially explosive situation inside the w
and reported to the authorities. From then on, Whe.naver the
sounded, all tools were taken from the prisoners and loc
Then the prisoners were Edﬂ,m squat outside the w

returned to normall.
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[nmates in our work gang or in Induction continued with their.
bets. Because of the nearby airbases, there were plenty of planes
10 bet on. The stakes were, of course, the meals we got. If you

on the wrong kind of plane, you had to give up your lunch-
{ime ration, console yourself with a pint of water and wait for
the evening meal. If you continued betting and lost again, you
went hungry the whole day. This game was to develop into a
full-fledged gambling racketwhich I'm rold still exists today. If
you had lost your daily ration, you need ot go hungry that day

since you could gato someone who had won an extra rationand
borrow one from him and pay with interest after two days. The -

\nterest then was the piece of meat that inmates got three times
2 week. If your luck was bad and you couldn't pay up after two
days, you could push the credit forward with the promise of a
second piece of meat. So if you were really unluéky, you could
go on eating ugali without meat fogdays. But still, the game made

ety
MR

|ife pass more easily since the hope f one day winning a piece
' of meat made life just a little sweeter within these hellish vealls.

Those with lucky stars were doing a roaring business irr the
prison of those days when cigarettes were not only rare, but also

Y

risky to have. Some people were known to be worth fifty or more

rations of #gali and maybe twenty pieces of meat in interest. They -
would then be said to own wholesale shops and they were known .
as the new prison £ycoors. And so, life wenton. - S SR

RS X

1ill, tragedy followed. One Sunday morning I was feeling bad
s0 | woke-up late. I had successfully mgn_og}xxzed my way back
10 Cell No, 88 where my hundred shillings was still tucked away
in a crack in the wall. While I was still lingering in my cell, I
heard someone vell for help. It sounded close by, so T ood by
the door of my cell looking around, wondering from wheret

yellhad come. To my right I saw someone walk out a'i
94, closing the gpoﬂr‘-quickly behind him. I didn’t take n
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‘was just opposite mine. He had just finished cleaning his cham

~ Asusual, people rushed back to their cells, locked themselve:

‘chest and the head, and letting the body fall again. He

interest because he was a pansy and I hated his type. I watch
him disappear down the stairs, but then I heard the sound aga
This pathetic yell of pain was heard by another man whose ¢

pot, and was just as curious as I. We both went to No. 94 2
looked through the peep-hole.

A Luo inmate was being beaten up by his pansy who was th
times stronger than him. When I saw that, I just left my friei
peering and went my way. If a man was being beaten by a pan
he fed with his own rations, in order to get ; %, th@ was 1o
of my business. Obviously, a sordid prison(] '&’flgle had j
exploded into violence! The pansy who had been getting doul

and was bashing his brains in.

b
s

The alarm sounded just as I was about to finish my pint of s

and waited. I had a vague idea of what was happening but I'¢
not know it as so serious as it turned out to be. On the séca
floor, a warder was still blowing his whistle. He was pointin
Cell No. 94 wherea nuniber of inmates were struggling to look it

Mwathi had killed his homosexual lover with his bare
was easy because that queer rarely ate. The pansy had g
trying to prove himself a man after all. He was now pic
prison ‘husband’ up from the floor, bashing him in the bell:

more than ten times, apparently not realising that the ma
dead. He then started jumping on his chest, which seemec
the practice in this prison, once a man had killed ano
was now waiting for the worst. ; !

Soon, of course, the authorities arrived. Seeing whai
happened, they telephoned the cops. The police came
with borhfhe body of the murdered man and his pa
He, 100, died in prison four years later. That was pris
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In the Induction section, the demand for mats and ropes went

dbwn, and soon there was no more coir to weave. People now
got time to sit together and talk although it was still illegal to do
50. It was around this time that another interesting incident took
place. There was a vehicle that used to bring stones into the
prison to be dressed by some political prisoners who were locked
up with us. The vehicle brought the stones and poured them
outside the block, and then it was our job to carry them inside to
where the political prisoners worked on the stones, breaking them
into small pieces. _

Frankly, I never pitied these political drop-outs because some
of them, when in Parliament, had never thought that anything
could happen to them, let alone that they could be thrown in
among thieves. While in Parliament, they would talk ill of
prisoners, some even saying we ate three square meals a day.
 Well, now they were eating their words not three square meals.

What, to me, was more interesting was a reckless group of
hardened inmates who looked at the whole situation and thought
they saw a chance to escape. They planned to hijack the truck.
This Let-Us-Try-and-Fail gang of desperados had the nerve to
¢ome to me to seek approval for their mad plan. I listened in
disbelief as they told me of their impossible scheme to hijack
the vehicle (they were all good get-away drivers), drive it in
reverse at great speed, smash through the prison wall, and land
themselves outside where they’d make a quick get away. Foolishly,
they convinced themselves that it was possible; but I tried to tell
them that I wasn’t Joshua and these were hardly the walls of
Jericho. These were the solid stone walls of Naivasha Maximum
Prisori Security and there was only one way it could end.
“It is something quite impossible,” I said coldly. “It’s allup
u, but never, never drag me int6 such a foolish scheme. You
ow how foolish it is after you have tried.” . L
But there was this ex-Arthy character who was so packed with
hilosophy that he could convince them that white was blue,
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" Months turned to years and the horror still haunted the prisa

-  a

and so they ignored my advice and decided to go for the wal
come what may! 3 :

When the truck came the next week, they put their plan ing
action. That day, because I knew what was going on, I remove
myself from where the warders would select the people wi
would do that day’s unloading of stones. My wall-bashing frien¢
were right in the front when the selection was being done. F ot
a distance, I watched and wished them well, since they badl
needed all the luck in the world. ;

At precisely 11 am I heard athunderous bang followed by shoul
from inmates. As I suspected, the alarm sounded ... ]

“That abortive escape bid landed my philosopher friend a
another six in the Segregation Block where they remain to da
even as I write this book.

o % ok o %% 3k

under the brutal leadership of that unscrupulous tyrant we calle
Kagi. The rations had now become terribly bad. Some peo )
lost their sight completely and were taken to the hospital wz rd
to join those who had been maimed during the historic massz
Tnmates selected from among us would go up to him periodical
to plead with him over various aspects of our welfare; but it w:
all in vain as he had emphatically stated that he would nev
change his “principles”, even if we smeared him with perfum
For stew, we ate salty black water and the ugali was an ugl
mush which was hard to eat with our bare hands. People la
weight, but no one realised that this was one more of Kagi
sinister strategies. He wanted everyone to be thin and weak.
" Work in the Industries remained heavy. When we complain
that many of us were losing our sight, he asked very polite
“When you are eating your food, can you see the bowl?”
Not knowing what he was driving at, you gave afrank answ
“Yes, sir.” ' '
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“Okay, what else do you want? Do you want to see bia
from here?” .

On another occasion, an inmate went to see him in connéction
with his health. When he got to him, he pleaded, “Sir, please
help me. I'm suffering very much. I'want...” 2

But Kagi did not listen. He turned to one of his subordinates
and said, “Ah, Mr Kafire, can’t you tell this boy he’s very lucky

he’s still alive, Aren’t people dying every day?” _
Another inmate saw him near the drum where the stew was
‘being served. Taking his share, the inmate went up to him and
said, “But sir, can’t you see that this stew is very watery?” The
inmate demonstrated by pouring the stew back into the drum to
| chow that it was like dirty water without aleaf in it. Kagi asked,
“What do you mean? Do you people want rocks?”

He was like that. The most ruthless of his type. Under his
regime, many inmates lost their sight. Many could hardly see the
next step and had to be helped by fellow inmates who held their
arms. If Kagi happened along to be around and saw the inmates |
holding onto each other, he would turn to the officer near him
and ask, “What is the wedding for, officer? Can you go and
investigate?” Smiling, he would go east while the officer went
west to investigate. ’

O

Hunger brought jealousy, greed, envy, selfishness and lust. Worst
of all were the rumours. Our internal news agency daily fed us
with the most hopeless lies which we very much liked to listen
to and even believe.

“There’s a presidential amnesty which will be given to all
prisoners who have served from five years on, regardless of one’s
prison sentence.”

Another piece of news said to be more reliable stated that the
amnesty would be for first offenders only and those with clean
records. Yet another stated that only those who were not bank
robbers and had never carried  firearm would be released. Anc

s0 on and so forth. . o 8

129




o
\

Our news agency had something good for everyone, so we liket
it. Even when you knew it was pure lies with no foundatios
whatsoever, you were still willing to listen. Word travelled fron
prisoners to warders and then back again. Or maybe it went from
warders to prisoners and back; it was especially good to listen to
news coming from a warder who you believed must have listene
to a radio. It was hard to realise that whatever news the warde
had given you, he had heard first from a prlsoner This type of
news is called munyngi in prison.

Take this one that circulated everywhere: “The Commissioner
of Prisons has been sentenced to seven years 1mpnsonrne nt
because of the Aprll 24 Massacre: The case has been going on
foralong time, since the Government takes its cases very slowl :
and very thoroughly Some prisoners who passed through here

- andlodged in the Reception Block said they had been with hir
- inthe same prison. The slender tall brown warder told his cousin,
the cleaner of the Hospital Block, this same thmg, and therefore,
this news is from a very reliable source.” '
Everybody was happy about it. They now believed that Kagi
would be transferred since it was the Commissioner of Prisons:
who kept him here. But immediately after this news broadcast
circulated, the Commissioner turned up, apparently to see how
everything was going since the last time he had come to visit.
‘One day I was called from Induction. My first thought was at
now that we had been given permission to receive vmtors,," |
probably had one. Since the April 24 all outside communication
had been cut off. You could not receive visitors. You could not
write home or receive any letters. The radio and the newspapers
- -we used to have had been withdrawn. The only news we got was
the pack of lies the warders fed us, but they did not even own
radios, and did not even have an idea of how much 7aifz Leo
COst, 4%
Warders who rehed on our munyugt, which consisted mostly of
" night dreams, reported the following morning as if they had
obtained their news from an infallible source. The few of us

who could speak English would always ask, whenever we heard
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any new rumour, “Is this news from a reliable source?” or “How
reliable is today’s munyugis”

These-words became popular everywhere in prison until even
the illiterate ones who didn’t know English could at least say, . .
“Reliable news, inasema?” We had a terrible lust for news which
was never satiated. It was even hard to know what the other
corner of prison was like.
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Chapter 8

I followed the warder who had called me up to ¢
Reception Block. Here I was supplied with a job-ca
indicating that I was, as from January 10, employed in
Polishing Section once again. I didn’t know how this hs
happened since I had no influence anywhere in the prison.
Thad a clue when I wis escorted to the Polishing Section. I w:
asked questions in connection with silk screen printing, and whe
they were satisfied with my replies, I was immediately taken bag
to work. _
It turned out that a boy I had talked to in this section, wher
was there briefly before, had remembered about.atrade I kn
and he had vold the officer in charge of theIndustries. A ver
special printing job needed to be done for the Government an
they knew that I could do it. i 4
That gvening, I was transferred to the upper blocks where th
inmates working in the Industries stayed.
The period which one was serving did not matter now an
people were mixed up. Before I went to my new abode, I slippe
into Cell No. 88 and extracted my hundred shilling note from th
- hole in the door. I knew it would one day help me and I was N0
in a hurry to spend it. .
For a long time, I hadn’t made contact with my friend GG
This boy had the worst luck in prison. Whatever chaos arose, h
always found himself in the thick of it. Right now he was |
solitary confinement with another group of inmates, charged with
trying to organise an unsuccessful daylight escape. I can sa
with certainty that this was not true. GG did not have th
slightest connection to the escapees and neither did he have am
knowledge of such an attempt. }
The truth was that two inmates wanted to die. They beliew
that with 33 years each, the kind of treatment we got and t
starvation in the prison, there was no point in sticking arous
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'T'hey had, therefore, planned a more advanced method of suicide
than hanging themselves, something they regarded as cowardly.
They wanted to die with a bullet hole in the head, chest, heart or
any other vital organ. They had therefore broken some pipes
‘that brought water into the bathroom. In the evening, just before
we were locked in, they went to one of the prison walls, hooked
the pipe there and started climbing. They were doing in the full
view of the warder on the watch tower. He picked up a self-
loading rifle, pointed it at them and warned them that he would
shoot if they did not step down.
“What are you waiting for?” they cried. “That’s your work! Shoot.”
They continued climbing but, of course, they were not climbing
the outer wall but a wall that bisected the resting yard. Anyway,
if they had wanted to reach the outer one, they could have done
50 by crawling over that one to where the two joined. So this .
warder was justified in thinking they might be makinga serious
attempt to escape. <
All the prison alarm bells were now ringing, Minutes later, more
than forty warders had surrounded the two boys. They climbed |
on and jumped to the other resting yard, which was locked from |
the front and where more than twenty warders werewaiting for |
them at the door. 3 4
Holding the pipe, the two boys rushed at the warders and every
time they did so, the warders would run out of the way and then
surround them again. It soon became a big joke, for the warders
knew that there was no chance of the two boys escaping. It was
like playing cat and mouse, and the warders were even laughing.
The wall they had just jumped over was just behind them and
so they were out of firing range for the guard at the tower. But |
' they were now caged in like trapped animals just waiting for the
" Commander to come and decide what would bedonenext. = |
Soon he was at the scene, and he ordered them at gun pomttu;‘f;i
drop the pipe, put their hands up, and go towards the door. k
“I won't shoot to kill; but what I will do to you, if you don’t do
as I say, will bring you into our hands anyway, just as easy as
carching a chicken., So, will you drop that pipe or not?”

13
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The two boys wanted death, not just to get maimed and
. they complied and fell into the hands of their eager wardes
 Before they reached the Duty Office, about 300 yards from the;
. they were both unconscious. They were carried to the punishme
| block in that state. Each time they regained consciousness, th
| weregiven more of the same treatment, and it went on for thr
. days. -
l Meanwhile, in the block where this incident had taken place;
curfew had been announced. No more movement, not even goir
to Induction. This block had become very naughty and beyon
control. There had been several abortive escape bids.
} Soon after breakfast, we would be locked in. We were no lo nge
allowed water to wash or to drink. For one week, we in the Blog
all suffered because while being locked in about eighty warder
were giving us the Kagi treatment. _
So cowards and traitors once again emerged with their misc ie
After murmuring among themselves, they sent for the officer i
charge and told him they were ready to come clean by exposin
the ringleaders of all these attempted escapes.
That was the way Kagi liked it. He was given the names of
inmates, GG’s being top on the list. They were all quickly takey
away. I would have defended GG but then I felt T was very lucks
to have been omitted from that list 3
As months passed by, I gained much influence with the seniof

. officers in the Industries. My work had proved far bettert
- _they had expected. I'started gaining power over other inmate
and the artisans started trusting me with more responsibility.
could even record the things that came from various carpen
sections to the Polishing Section.
By the fourth month, I was known even to those high up in thy

- prison hierarchy. Back at the blocks, I had already made many
A friends as most of the recognised criminals in that prison
. known me foralong time. Twas known by many more I ¢
even know. I had a motive for letting them know me an
used to me despite the fact that I wholeheartedly hated the
fraternity. I wanted to have GG taken out of segregation. I kney
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Jiow bad it was to have a friend there and he could easily remain
ere for as long as his sentence lasted. I wanted him taken out
fore it was too late. -
Knowing Kagi as I now did, after three years in this prison,
realised there was only one way to convince him of GG’s
{nnocence. Kagi had a certain simplicity of nature which made

im susceptible to people who knew how to handle him. I had
realised that all he hated was to hear about food shortages, people
heing maimed at the Duty Office, or demands for certain
enities such as soap, toilet paper, medicine, water and so on.
If you didn’t approach him on such matters, he was quite willing
{0 listen, obviously because this was his only way of getting to
know about his own prison. He liked to hear opinions about
lifferent people and situations in the prison and, in such cases,
he considered matters carefully and acted quickly.

[, for one, had learned to hide from him my most burning desires
including one that T had of publishing a book while in prison, for
| knew that that way I stood a better chance of coming to an
understanding with him. So Tused this kind of knowledge and
cunning to approach him for GG’s release from segregation.

As]say, I had made many friends from all sections in the prison,
{rom the cooks to the cleaners in the blocks. T had even managed
{0 get to know guys from the block where GG, through his own
secret network of spies, had managed to get two packets of
cigarettes for his release campaign. Such was the power of

We who were working for his release arranged among ourselves
that whenever Kagi was going around on his rounds, one or two
inmates would approach him and shower him with praise for his
putstanding leadership and the fantastic security he had
established on our behalf. Kagi was the sort of person to lap up
that kind of praise like a cat laps up warm milk. Deep inside, we
knew he harboured his own insecurities and vulnerabilities. These
could be the only reason to explain Kagi’s cruelty. Soeach one

/! us had to remember to mention to him, at every opg ty,
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" that his prison command had a fine style of its own, and that/
was the ideal person for this maximum co
However after the praise, each one of us to menti
something or other that we were afraid of, especially sos
innocent people being segregated without proper cause. If.
didn’t ask, “Such as who?” and he wasn’t likely to, one had
mention GG’s case and how he had been victimised.
So on June 2, Kagi was on his usual rounds. He was in
Polishing Section at around 11 am. Luckily, I was working ¢
some very important items that all the prison authorities wel
seriously concerned about, They were being specially made fi
the Government. He stopped ta admire my cooking metho
and then he started chatting. He wanted to know where I
learned my trade, but I was careful not to disclose that I ;
- actually learned it in another prison. Here was my chance |
mention GG’s case. I said we had been doing it together at
certain company where GG had taken me and taught me t
skill. I was quick to mention my friend’s misfortune after havis
been framed by certain people who had a very sinister motive
“Are you sure he was not involved in tha last attempted escape
he asked. 4
“If he had been, sir, he would have done it himself. Those tw
boys wanted to die; nothing else. If they had meant to escapef
real, they would have climbed over the outer wall, Anyway:
did what was right with those two boys, and they got
what they deserved. But as for GG sir, please see to it.”
We met once again in the block with my friends, hired wi
cigarette power. [ had learned, through experience, that t
perfection out of any contract, you had to pay well. T h

The boys came to me as soon as each had finished his lun
They said that Kagi had visited Workshops A, B, C and
day, and in each section, an inmate or two had sung our
rehearsed. What I had told him now had satisfied him bey
reasonablg__gﬁ'gul;gg that an injustice had been done in G 5S¢
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Shortly after lunch, the loudspeaker called GG to the Duty
Office. I stood near where GG was passing, hoping to alert him
about the story I had told Kagi about our work in a fictitious
company. Unfortunately, he passed, more than sixty yards away
and I missed my chance. He was guarded.

Back in my section, I talked over GG’s situation with the CO
1 in charge of workshop D. He asked for GG’s name and number,
which I gave him. In Kagi’s regime, every officer above the rank
of senior sergeant had the power to take an inmate in or out of
any dark corner.

“I'll see about it,” the CO II said at length. And I knew he
meant what he said. When we closed for the day after the usual
counting (we were counted four or five times a day), we went
back to the blocks and on the way, met GG being taken back to
his segregation block. Unfortunately, he hadn’t seen Kagi. The
Prison boss had received an urgent call and had gone out of the
prison compound. When he came back, he was too tired to see !

anyone.

GG was to be taken back to him the following day at 10.30 am.
By this time, I had managed to pass on to him vital information
on to how to go about his case. He now knew exactly what to
expect and what to say. And so, by lunch time, a happy GG was
with us once again. '

I was happy, too, for I had managed to get one very important
friend out of a dark corner where he could be even today as I
write this second book.

¢ *
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[ went on struggling until I was eventually able to have GG
employed in the same section I was in. With me now as supervisor
of the other prisoners in my section, he stood a good chance of
having a comparatively easy time here.

But as the months went by, our difficulties became more acute.
Certain amenities like soap, toilet paper, clothes, and worst of
all, water, started disappearing. When we saw Kagi about it, he
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argued that if he didn’t get those things from headquarters, w
shouldn’t expect him to buy them using his own resources. Th
was all very well for him to say, but we knew that he pockete
the cash headquarters allocated for buying those things. If w
had been given a chance to challenge him we would have aske
him why all these things became available whenever he went @
leave, when we were left under the command of his deputy. H
sneeringly told us that since we were so good at convincin
warders to bring us such things as cigarettes, we might as wel
convince them to bring us things like soap as well.

“Yes, come to think of it, you can also tell them to buy yo
calico sheets, You have sewing machines here and you are th
ories who operate them — not me or my subordinates. You ca

make yourselves good uniforms.”
* Sothings went on deteriorating as the long days dragged by

Our rations became something that would not satisfy a sevet
year-old child. In the Industries, inmates were completely unab
to work. They would totter up to their benches and talk abog
how the hunger would see them to their graves. Then they woul
begin to doze off. ]

The artisans who were always with the inmates in the workshor
reported this to the superiors and even made it clear that if wor
was to continue, the rations had to be improved. They al
witnessed how little and poor the food was. In the eveni ngs
when we had beans for stew, the prisoners would count th
and the luckiest would find, say, about forty beans in his bowl if
he counted one by one. Some got as few as 27 beans. But no on
argued for fear of being taken to the Duty Office and comin;
out maimed.~ '

On the eighth day, after our rations had been cut by two-thi
Kagi talked to all the prisoners from the Duty Office, clai
- that the Government had reduced our rations to the amoun Wi

- were presently getting. He claimed it was a big Government pla
to reduce our rations so we were to put up with what w
until the Government thought otherwise.
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I could imagine him smiling as he talked because this man was
at his happiest when he was inflicting pain on us. Very often, we
would wonder if he could ever get a wife. Then as if to convince
us that he could, he brought her one day to the prison soon after
his marriage so that the three prison choirs could sing for her,
and she could hear how we praised him.

He never knew it was all mockery.

People grew thinner still and became very emaciated as we
underwent the so-called Big Government Plan. It lasted exactly
42 days, between May and June. This period brought out the
worst in the prisonersf Homosexuals snatched this opportunity
to pounce on fresh victims. Hatred seemed to take over as men
divided themselves into small gangs¥After 42 days of starvation,
things returned more or less to normal for some unknown reason.

Right around this time, the warders stopped pushing usaround -
as they had done before. Certainly, it seemed that some force
intervened on our behalf and even illicit habits such as smoking
became rampang, The market value on cigarettes soared as men
started smoking in large numbers.

Taking advantage of this inexplicable mood of freedam that
had suddenly swept over the prison, the whole place became
like one mammoth black market for cigarettes. Since only onein

 ten prisoners had access to an outside supply line of cigarettes,
there was cut-throat competition for this much—sought-after
commuodity. |

An inmate could take any risk for a packet of cigarettes. They
became so valuable that one cigarette could actually buy you six
pieces of meat! And since each prisoner only had one piece of
meat at a time, six desperate prisoners would gang up at a time
in order to afford one cigarette. It was sheer madness and once
agaiﬁ, the warders stepped in to take full advantage of the
situation.

They became even greedier than the prisoners. Their lust was
for the hand-made products that we in the Prison Industries
produced, as well as for some of the work tools like the chisels
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 would be like. At times, the search was not all that thoro

‘before the boss when the damn alarm went off, frighten

and hammers- that we reglﬂarlyused They had the best of tim
from the prisoners’ miseries. e

- A metre of upholstery cloth costing Ksh 200 would be sold!
awarder for eight packets of Rooster cigarettes which were wor
Ksh 16. A tough warder could smuggle out three metres of sul
cloth onagood day. '

In one incident, a warder wanted a table clock he had seen
the pﬁsén industries store, and he knew that, for a few packe
of cigarettes, the prisoners would get it out for him. He offer
ten packets to whoever could smuggle it out for him. Many we
willing but the trouble was how to get it through to the block
for it had to be smuggled through the Duty Office where peop
were searched in the nude every day after closing time.

A group of daring teenagers happened to be working on tl
side of the Duty Office at this particular time. They belonged
agroup calling itself Congo By Force, which had almost collaps
when their leader fell during the April 24 Massac%‘ﬁs dept
had tried to keep the group together, but he wasn’t$trong enou
and so Congo By Force had merged with another group of dis
teenagers from Nairobi going by the name of Black Power. Thi
had a word with this warder, promising to deliver the table clo
to him by the end of the week, after checking out what the seas

and it all depended on the shift on duty.
The boys managed to smuggle the table clock through the Dt
Office as promised; but Kagi and his subordinates happened
be standing by that day as we marched down the road from
workshops to the blocks. When the boss was around, we we
forced, ofgourse, to move in a rather orderly manner. The gro
from the Duty Office came and we all met at the centre of t
field. As bad luck would have it, the alarm of the table cl¢
went off precisely at the time the prisoners met the warders (@
Kagi looked on). There we were marching silently and respect

hell out of everyone. As we were in a mob, no one could g
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tell who had the clock and so we waited for all hell to break
loose.

The thieving warders — all as criminal as any of us — were
suddenly alert, forcing us to squat. The eyes of the boss and his
party all popped wide open in disbelief. Kagi loved this kind of
scene and he gleefully awaited the culprit’s apprehension. As the
warders were busy pushing us around and searching for the clock,
the clock mercifully stopped ringing. In the confusion, Congo By
Force managed to shield the boy with the clock and the next time
ainyone saw the clock, it was about ten yards from where we all
were. No one — not even [ — knew how it got tossed, but I
have to confess, it was a neat piece of work spoilt only by the
timing of providence. '

We were dismissed thirty minutes later and, mercifully, no one
was punished. Remembering the collective abuses that we had
received in the past, I wondered what Kagi was up to. But I
didn’t contemplate the change of climate too long since one never
quite knew when the blows would rain down again.
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Chapter 9

Il those boys working on that side of the Duty Off
were rejects from other sections. They were quite an o
combination because each of them had been taken there as pz
of punishment. They had either been rejected by the artisan frg
the section they belonged to for some reason or had been caug
with cigarettes. !
Such people were really hated by the boss as he called the
the masterminds of the illegal transactions in Induction, y
another place for rejects from the workshops. They would m
be taken anywhere else but in front of the eyes of the bo
whose office was just a few yards from where the boys wei
kept, surrounded by a wire and given lumps of stones to bre
into small pieces. Anyone caught with a big offence was broug
to this area where the boss knew and believed they would n
get something to sell to warders, he looked ofifBut our learn
boss was wrong. This was the place where e had put all t
“tontraband masterminds. They had managed to steal a clock ag
other things that had remained a mystery to the storekeeper un
a member of the gang turned traitor and squealed.
The area, just in front of where the stones were being broke
was where the Prison Industries store was situated. It housed.
types of tools used in carpentry, metal work, polishing, tailori
and upholstery sections. Whenever any of the sections needs
new tools in exchange for the old ones, they went there. In t}
sense, the strength of the industries lay there, and just opposi
the store was this most dangerous bunch in the whole prison ¥
bunch that believed that in cigarettes lay the only secret wit
which to beat long stretches. Without cigarettes, you were ng
worthany recognition. Recognition was their main objective,
you remember that a great majority of the lot were terrib
homosexuals. Prison life without women had made them
This store was built like any other store in the prison and th
didn’t need to put much security, as it was within a place whe
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\ecurity was most intense. It had, in this case, no ceiling but a
lirge gap from the top of the wall to the roof.
With such professionals around, the authorities could not have
made a bigger mistake. One day, the store clerk noticéd a jack
plane worth Ksh 200 missing. He concluded that he had made a
mistake somewhere. Another day, he missed two hammers and
toncluded that, since he had exchanged a number of hammers
of the same type, he had given out two in excess. He promised
himself never to make such a mistake in the future. On another
lay, he noticed more than half a dozen paint-brushes were
missing. He hadn’t recently exchanged any. He started suspecting
those people who went to exchange things and decided that,
they would in future stand at the door while exchanging their
lools and no one would enter the store. They would be making
their requests from the doorway and he kept his table across the
loorway to block the way. But things kept on going missing. He
knew even as he was blocking the way that to reach some of the
Elaces where he had kept the tools, one had to climb up a little.
it, a thing he could not have failed to notice no matter how
busy he might be. Now this became a mystery. He also became
ilraid that he might have lost more tools than the ones he had
noticed and one day locked himself inside to count. He almost
hinted at the realisation that he had lost tools valued at over
Ksh 2,000
When he opened the store door, he wastrembling in a manner
very noticeable to the wise guysaround.
He went to the officer in charge of Industries and reported
his grave matter straightaway. He gave his story, fearing that
he officer-in-charge wasn’t going to believe him and would accuse
him of engineering the whole thing. But, to his relief, the officer=
in-charge told him that there had been similar reports the same
(ly from two other stores within the workshops where things
like door locks, hedges, upholstery, pins and other materials were
kept. The storekeeper felt much better.
Even days later, things still went missing. Then some sort of
isunderstanding arose between the two combined gangs, Black
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Power and Congo by Force. They had become tycoons now;
were proud of being the queers who owned the best pat
available. A very, very, dirty thing to be proud of. This g
made the whole prison stink of murder. Ruthless fights
endless quarrels erupted in prison because of this homoses
thing, There was nothing else these two groups thought abg
Whatever they did was centred on the act. They concentratef
their interest, thoughts, respect and everything else on this thi
It was the thing that made the gang disintegrate and made fift
members be segregated.
They quarrelled and fought on this pamcular day becaus
ten packets of cigarettes a warder had paid in advance for
supply of two jack planes, three half-inch chisels and a hams
The inmate who received the advance payment refused toj
with anything until half the job had been done so that the wa
wouldn’t become violent if they failed.
He was right, of course, but there was an inmate who wi
dire need. His pansy had just found a new jacket (made of
blankets salvaged from the waste store) which would be so
another if he didn’t bring the cigarettes needed in time. So
guy, Mlevi, went to Young and begged him, “Brother, my K
screaming blue murder. Let me have one packet to mee
demand. I will make sure I climb up there and at least
with something, Just relieve me of the pain in the neck fors
One of these days, this kid will make me go nuts. I just €
know what Il do without him. T have tried to get rid of him
Ican’t.” -
“Take your nightmares somewhere else, Mlevi,” Yo
“You talk of going nuts but you are already nuts. What
you are telling me? I would have considered what yo
from a human point of view but, having mentioned
while you know I don’t have anything to do with th
spoilt everything. Go and sweat it out with your so-cal
No one talks such language to a member of the A
gang and lives to enjoy life. Minutes later the power
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Ihe order was, “Fetch Young! Get all the cigarettes he h&m
y cost.” Lo
At least, the members were quite co-operative and took orders
they came. These boys had been beaten half to death several
mes for similar cases but they were not the type to reform. The
re you beat them the more you hardened them, and the more
ing they became.
Young was sitting at a certain corner talking with two boys
sm his group (a group which was strictly anti-homosexual). It
15 a large one although they didn’t sit together as they, too,
were divided between the educated and the illiterate. The
sungest of the Black Power group called Young, It seemed that
g knew straightaway what to expect. He was nota character
be bullied by two to three youngsters. Black Power and they
ew it, so the whole group had come for him in full force. '
inutes later the whole block stank of blood. :
"I'wo lost teeth, more than three got broken noses, one had half
{ his left ear bitten off, while others suffered several cuts on
ir faces where flying heads had caught them. The two groups
oht for over forty minutes. By then, there were guards selected/
y the Black Power leader to make sure that the alarms weren’t
jterfered with. |
o avoid the eyes of the warders, they fought inside the block
Where they were sure not to be interrupted. = &=
T'hus for about forty minutes, over one hundred i m a
¢ two main groups fought almost to death because of one
ucket of Rooster cigarettes worth less than Ksh 2. '
Somebody slipped out and called the warders. The prisoners
e ordered to squat in lines of fives as usual. The Duty Officer
\e and found the mess. He took the injured aside. There were
uny casualties. Clothes were torn to shreds but the wiser ones
| quickly rushed to their cells and changed into clean ones.
soking at the damage done 1o people who were not willing to
anything, the Duty Officer merely chuckled and ordered that
i all be locked in. As far as he was concerned, they nolonger
Wted. R
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- from various jobs and his wife was still Iookmg

like GG and the group I was imprisoned with, including as

The security officer arrived the next morning to announ
curfew for all. But the inmates had thought about it the wh
night. Three jailbirds who could talk themselves out of the gi
stood up to speak, and could they talk! When the security off
went, he took with him 15 inmates given to him as the ring lea
of the Black Power and the Congo By Force. With their leat
segregated the two gangs almost collapsed.

b i

Prison. The only place where you can really learn the chara
of a person and see him in his true colours. Since there is not}
better to do once outside the workshops, one is occasion
forced to stand aside and watch people and their strz
behaviour-. ..

Something happened just under my nose that made me
prison and what there was in it even more. As anyone m
guess, we sat in groups while taking meals or when resting,
was for protection. Here I was always with my friends, old frie

friend called Ramadhani Mwangi; an odd combination of na
I must admit, but a Kikuyu all right. He was once a salesmas
a motor vehicles comg:ny and he was agood, talented one.
he stole some money from this company. The company was]
Instead of having him imprisoned, they considered his past se
and, decided to only sack him. From a place like that, where
1s used to big money, the usual place to turn to when one:
broke is the other side of the law. This other side has plent
quick money . . .. But, my dear friend, it is hard-earned and
easily lead to death!

This friend of mine owned a Peugeot 404 matatu p
between Nyeri and Nairobi. He also owned aDatsun 1 H00:

ourselves, he had made good use of the mom‘,i‘jgr he h l*

businesses he had started — such as a retail shop in Ea;
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here his wife still lived, and a few kiosks in different parts of
Nairobi. |
Lust for money still persisted in him and one day, in 1970, as
they were breaking into a store in Nairobi South C, they were
Alpbushed and he got twenty years as a reward for all the bad
hings he had done.
| was always with this man and I noticed that he ate two rations
ily. I was not too interested in his appetite because I knew
double rations came about in two ways. One was from the
\parette business and the other was from sodomy. I was positive
ly friends did not subscribe to the second method, and 1 knew
adhani was a man with dough outside. His wife came to see
im every three months and I guess that he made arragements so
it he could be left with some two or three hundred shillings to
ish him in prison. I was not interested in knowing further
icause prison food did not interest me. Even the usual ration
Ve got was sometimes too much for me.
Then my man got himself fought over in broad daylight, a thing
it left me very disgusted. :
‘We had glosed work to go for lunch and as usual we went to
e labour distribution yard where all inmates from all workshops
et to be counted. We had arrived earlier and we were waiting
it the inmates of Workshop E, where Ramadhani worked.
A certain queer was sitting behind me and talking to some boys
Wide me and others in his line. It was as if he had a meeting.
hese boys belonged to the same Black Power gang that had
wrly collapsed. They were discussing someone who had come
i segregation with a group of seven other people after staying
ire for one and half years. He said that this particular one was
ing affairs with his Yankee as they call pansies. He complained
| he had warned them several times and no one seemed to -
ol him. -
‘Amos claims that this kid belonged to him back in Kamiti
Won before they were both transferred and that he won’t leave
I, Now I want to see the end of this. I told him that if T ever
W him once again with my Yankee I would fight it out there and
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somewhere. Why hadn’t I figured out that it was she

then, any place anywhere. He says heis ready to fight and}
know he is depending on those toughies whom he lived wit
segregation. Don't they know who we are?”

ok ok S 3

Workshop E inmates started covering the two hundred yi
between us. This boy was quite uneasy. His eyes were on
coming inmates, tension written all over his face.
Then he said: “Unaona Mzee vile nakueleza? (Do you see, frig
what I am telling you?) They are coming hand in hand. Seel
they walk). Hayo ni madbarau na yataisha leo. (T hat 1s contet
and it will end today)”. .
I followed his eyes and the only people who were hold.tng hi
were, as far as [ was concerned, not in the homosexual gat
could see one of them was my friend Ramadhani. A fri
mine could not be involved in this game and continue bein;
friend. I was not telling this to anyone in particular. It waf
something I found myself thinking, after sadly realising that
though I had refused to admit it, the person the boy meant
the friend T knew so well and trusted. And he was handson
right. At the same time he bore a backside flesh, the kins
boys loved. 1
Yes, yes, it could be true. I was deep in thought when:
what was happening. Mohammed, the jealous one, had rises
gone to meet them just as they were entering the gate o
distribution yard. It was fenced in by wire.
He went straight to the two and talked viciously to my fr
ja! Didn’t I tell you not to involve yourself with thisk

ma? I thought I had heard that name uttered by g

Ramadhani? Why do I always trust peopie further thas
throw them? Okay, we learn through mistakes, I conclug
A calculated blow hit Rama on the face. He staggered
against the wire fence. Rama’s friend, Amos, attacked Moha
with blows. Amos was in turn attacked from behind by a m
i 148
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of Black Power, buddy to Mohammed. The toughies, as they

well. Flying heads, flying legs and fists; the whole field smelt of blood.

As agough one myself, I liked watching such a mess. I went
ind stood close by to enjoy the scene. Maybe I knew I would
one day need to remember the details of that battle day to write
d tell you about it.

evenge. The fighters swelled from fifteen to twenty, from twenf:y
o forty and, eventually, a quarter of the prisoners were in it,
ughly three hundred.

We watched those numbskulls relieving each other of teeth,
arking each other with permanent scars on the foreheads and

m went off.

Inmates started running to the safety of the blocks, but the
e was too narrow in an emergency for over a thousand people
i a rush. An inmate fell down and more than seven hundred
ple ran over him. He has been lame ever since.

After everybody had fled to safety, four inmates continued
ting, not knowing that the alarm was on and that all the others
fled. Then they realised it and they too fled, each holding his
t hand. Simiyu was left crying with pain after being trampled
der a thousand rushing feet. Twenty minutes later, when all
us had been locked in, the loudspeakers called out a number
names. My queer friend Ramadhani was among the nine called
the Duty Office. After answering to several charges they were
sentenced to eighteen strokes. The security officer who passed

sense. You are going to recéive those strokes in front of all
other prisoners so that it may warn them while teaching you

on. You call yourselves Black Power, but you should realise
are also a power. We shall soon see w ‘}h powers is stronger.
will all go to Punishment Block till we call you.”
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were called by Mohammed, came up. They knew their work

' The battle continued as the rest of us watched. No one took o
the trouble to separate them. As often happened, many othe ’,_.:; ]
who had enemies within the crowd took this opportunity to exact” ™

the cheeks. It went on for a considerable timé and then the

sentence told them, “We are not going to tolerate this
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" out elsewhere. It was then decided that the same inmates

 than a fortnight before. According to the standing orders

But after some thought this officer-in-charge felt that if:
was done in our view, unlike the case in other prisons, we wol
try to rescue our friends: therefore the punishment was car

brought before us after they had received their strokes. The s¢
day, they were passed between us in lines pulling up their sh
and shorts so that we could see the damage on their buttoc
watched Ramadhani with sorrow, knowing L had lost a very €
friend whom I once knew as very brave and very generous.
same generosity perhaps had made him part with his manh
That is prison life.

L

On August 13, I was called from the section I was worki g
At first I thought I had a visitor, then realised I had had one

inmate could be visited only oncea month which had comple
slipped my mind. k
I had, however, a debt with the authorities. I hadn’t recei
the 48 strokes of the cane imposed on me by the judge. T
already forgotten about the whole thing because of pn
rumours saying that those who hadn’t received their strokes¥
lucky as it had been ruled that, because innocent peop
suffered in the April 24 massacre, those who hadn’t recei
strokes had been forgiven. 1
I had believed the rumour because for over three years,
that time, no one had been called for corporal punishmen
was one rumour that everyone cherished because the majo
hadn’t received their strokes yet. Well, we were wrong. Thed
on our sentences was still coming. / _
I was taken outside the workshops towards the Recep
Office. At the labour distribution yard, I found a larg
waiting and together we were taken to Reception Blo
Taken by surprise, I didn’t know whether to be afraid
now superstitiously believed that V@ﬁc_!’nsgs@;was an unl

m\ _t'u
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day for me. It was the day I was arrested, the day I'was sentenced
10 20 years and 48 strokes, and now it was the day when Iwould
| receive the strokes which, I was sure, were going to mutilate my
buttocks.

What happened is that when I was taken to the slaughtering
yard, at the back of the Reception Office, I saw a stand taller
than me. At the top, it had two handcuffs one on the right and
one on the left about three and a half feet apart. My hands were
tied to these. It hurt because I am short and T had to stand on my
toes to reach it.

At the centre of the stand there was a wide canvas belt witha
large hole in the middle. This covered the viction from the waist
o the lower part of the buttocks, leaving a neat protrusion for
the whip. The belt was adjusted to fit my size and tied so tightly
that T knew that jumping about was quite impossible. At the
bottom were two more handcuffs, one for each leg and you had
10 stand feet astride to reach them or to be more precise, you
were forced to reach them regardless of your heighit and size.
They could even dissect you if that was what it took to fit you in
the space.

My legs were fastened. In another corner, about five yards from

where I was, I saw long jarabani sticks, worse than a whip. They
were put in an open jar with hot salted water to increase their
sung. :
A red linen cloth was put in the same salty water and spread on
my protruding buttocks. This helped to hide the blood that would
start oozing from the eyes of the warder whipping you. Needless
10 say, I found this unnecessary because even if the warders saw
blood, they wouldn’t stop, for they knew their work. They were
Jl well-built, bigger than an average man. The officer-in-charge
was there to witness the punishment, as was the Medical Officer
\who wasn’t of much help as he could hardly ever say that you
were unfit for punishment. PG

He was an Indian with sun glasses on this gloomy day andhe
as smiling for no reason at all. Ca
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“Tack Zollo,” called the officer-in-charge, “you were sent -‘s_-_
'to 20 years imprisonment, 48 strokes and hard labour; and f
years under police supervision after your release.” =
“I was told that in court, sir. You need not tell me again,” I#
“Cool off, young boy. T want to tell you that you are tc
right here and now, to receive 24 strokes as part of your corpo
punishment. The doctor has announced that you are fit to rece
 that number.” i i
“Carry on,” someone said to the warder holding the jarahan
was swung once, then again, piercing the air until it ‘mac
whistling sound, making the blood run cold. The third Wi
landed on my buttocks. Surprisingly, Idid not feelit, and de

. mistake what I mean by that. P
- Two more swings in the air and the third was on me_ I he
the voice say “Two!” Some more swings and the third
again, “Three!” said the voice. It was the Indian doctor. =
- Now, every stroke bore more weight and more pain than
| first. fyou didn’t yell, the warder was accused of being frient
When you yelled, a chorus of them cried out, “Hapo! hapo

* hapo! ( There! There! Right there!), So-what? I couldn’
- knew what I'was paying for and I paid. I heard the doctor
" eleven, twelve, thirteen and then I couldn’t hear the co
| anylonger. I'wasstill conscious though. Then the pain was
. thanthevoice. — s

——— - -

=

AT r—

%ok o %
y

I felt the upper handcuffs uﬂlocke%e belt and the
~ cuffs, I could hear lots of voices. = !
“This is a murderer, he cag’ tscream.” -
Yet another, “Unatudharau, eb! (Y ou just despise us, ehdj
you want to be given more?” .
~ In pain anyone is apt to be insolent, especially me. So L
“Why don’t you use a panga? That didn’t hurt much.” Blood
oozing terribly and some iodine was put on my back. Itn

R m———,
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‘much as far as I was concerned. It had taught me what to expect
next time. For if you cry out, who will help you? You’re M
puyingyourdues. - 5y

" Days turned to nights and nights to days then weeks and months.
Things had started cooling down. Asitis with human nature, we
tarted to forget what was within the prison, or may be we got

‘Another thing I have known for certain is that whatever
measures you take with a man who has no alternative, he sooner
or later gets used to it, A man with an ill reputation can never
change no matter how badly he is treated or beaten. What changes
4 man is what 2%&3 him spiritually or with reason but not
beatings or persecution. Beatings will only make him worse and
his is exactly what was happening in the prison we were in. It
would have saved both sides alot of grief had they approached
 from a humanitarian angle. Too bad there were so many sadists,
ot interested in our reform but in getting our blood.
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. the clerk of the earning scheme and it was nearing the end
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- court for more cases they had fished out, for it never matter

Chapter 10

e were seated outside our block in a group of frien
friends when I heard my name called. We all looked
each other because it never ended well when an inmate was calle
and especially if the caller w. arder holding a piece of pag
with names of inmates on 1t/{ 3
I was the type of person who could be called for trouble at a
moment, as my prison conduct was far from perfect. In meo
cases, when one was called, the first thing to do was to take
his boots, if he had any, or the tyre-made sandals we were officia
provided with.
I took mine off and left them with GG telling him that
didn’t come back he should do the necessary. That’s how iti
Whenever you were called, your friend would only have pe:
of mind when you came back in one piece. '
I'walked bravely towards the door, every inmate staring at 1
wondcnngwhat would befall me this time. Well, I was a popu
inmate, both with the authorities and fellow prisoners. 1 was th
the month when I would quote their purchases and they 4_*:
not have liked to lose me at the eleverith hour. The door w
opened for me and I stepped in.
“What are your other names?” the warder asked me. My he
started pounding because that question could mean many thin
It could mean a court production order had come to call me

how long you had been in prison when it came to that
hadn’t received my second instalment of the 48 strokes ani
was expecting them any time.

Well, I had to face whatever was on the menu, but I hac
steady myself and be cautious. ;

“No other names, sir. But they have nicknamed me /
here, if that might help.”
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“Don’t be silly. Isthere anything else you people think of except
what you have in prison?” He was now holding my shirt and
propelling me towards the Duty Office, the same place we were
taken to and came back limping. But he had told me something
that had hurt me. “What good things can one think of in prison?”
[ asked myself.

Aloud, I asked him, “Sir, have you ever sat down and thought
that some of the prisoners you deal with here are wiser, cleverer,
stronger, and even richer than you people?” He stopped moving
and even let go of my shirt.

“Are you mad? How dare you tell me a thing like that? Leo,
utapata maneno (Today you will see!). You tell me you can employ
me? You are richer than the Government that has employed me
and even cleverer and wiser? 1...”

“Now see what | mean? I tell you this, you translate it that way.
Who said I can employ you?” I demanded.

We reached the Duty Office arguing. It was routine here. If
you happened to be called by a warder who was new in prison,
all you needed to do was to show him you were not all that
afraid and that yqu would create a new case between the two of
you if he didn’t move cautiously:

We didn’t stop at the Duty Office though T had squatted outside
to await being ushered inside for a beating. At the reception, the
warder handed me to another one and left without a word.

This reception clerk could do many things with me. He could-
transfer me to a new workshop, transfer me to another prison,
read for me a court summons, remind me [ hadn’t had all of my
medicine (strokes), deprive me of my remission as directed, have
me sent to solitary confinement (prison within prison) for one
thing or another: but on the other hand, he could give me good
news. The trouble was I wasn’t used to getting good news in
prison and such a thought would never cross my mind. He said
“You are Jack Zollo, aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Your othes names?”

“No other names, sir. You have my record, sir.”
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“That’s not the question. Isthereany other name youare known oy
“Idon’t think there is, sir. Known by who?”
“Ithink then there is a mistake. You can go back to your blod
I'turned to go. At the door he called me.
“You said you do not know a lady by the name Miria
Nyambui?” I had to see with my mouth wide open. ,
As I'said, at times you could be called for good news, and
was good news. T had a visitor. Milly, my wife, if T could call k
that, had come to look for her long lost boy. This being her fis
visit to Naivasha, she wasn’t aware that I had changed my na
after being imprisoned. )
Memories of the happy times I once knew started flowing ba
to my tortured mind. I remembered Milly the way I knew h
years back. It was a long time since I saw her last because 3
were denied visitors after allegedly drinking the blood of a ward
I was eager to see how she looked like after five years|
separation. }
Was she the same girl I knew? The same girl that fate h
given me, perhaps to help me be good to society? The sameg
who was always ready to share with me whatever problems I p
myself into? £ g
That same beauty I was just about to wed when the long a
of the law got hold of me? What was she going to tell me? Tt
she had found another to take my place as I had suggested
her? Would she know I wasn’t serious and that I had told he;
because I pitied her? ' :
How was she dressed? Had she been given any trouble'b
these warders after saying that she wanted to see a long-ter
prisoner? Would her visit mean she still had a place forme in k
heart? Did she love me that seriously. . .? y
Those were the thoughts passing through my mind. I forge
was in the office of a senior officer. I came back to reality wh
he asked again, “You do not know her? You mean to say you
not have other names?” You must realise these prison offict
have experience in every sort of human kind. They could be
‘cunning as the criminals themselves. ;
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“In that case, sir,  am Jack Zollo, alias Albert Wanjohi, alias
John Ichamwenge alias. . .”

“Okay, okay, young man. Don’t get excited. I'll give you enough
(lme to talk with her.” 1 liked this particular officer forever after.

|looked myself over. My uniform was new but dirty. I tried to
Just it a bt but that didn’t make much of a difference. T combed
ny short hair with my barehands and saw bits of grass and blanket
il off my head. I tried to smile for the first time since I was
imprisoned-and, hoping that the smile was just as Milly knew it,
hid it back.

It then occurred to me that I was barefoot. I had left my sandals
behind, thinking that I was going for a hiding.
Cursing myself for being so pessimistic, I followed the officer
the visitors’ room.

L

sat on the form and waited, expecting her to appear any second.
|am sure I waited for only two minutes but, if you asked me
fight then, I'd have sworn I had been sitting there waiting for
{:lve hours. I was badly longing to see her. And then Milly came
The smile that met me buried all the miseries which T had gone
through and which would pursue me for many more years. We
touldn’t shake hands. I couldn’t even smell her perfume which I
s much admired, simply because there was a barrier between
is. There was a glass panel six feet high. But it was clear and T
(ould see her very well. What was so disheartening was having
10 talk through a telephone receiver. You have never encountered
Juch an odd thing, Normally we talk on phones to those we are
ot seeing, who are far from you, where you cannot see their
[ices. But right now, I was talking with someone I could see,
\laring at her eyes and, at times, going down to her feet to admire
the legs I once knew.
Well, it was a good sight after years of seeing men only, men
in cheap white shorts and shirts, men who barked and roarec
¢ wild animals thinking they were just talking. The soft vo
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that came through the phone wasn’t the one I knew, yet, it§
Milly I was talking to, my old Milly. She was wearing a full ds
very white, and I could see it wasn’t far from being transpan
because when she turned I could dimly see the brassi
underneath. She was holding a lady’s coat which looked lik
had cost her a few hundred shillings. v
“Well, Jack, how are you doing?” she asked.
If Itold her I was doing well, it would have been a lie beca
I wasn’t doing well. Right then I was curing the effect of twen
four strokes of the cane (which lasted six months without;
being able to sit properly') I had also visited the Duty Office
some “correction” less than two weeks before, so all the joi
in my body were aching, for that’s where most of the correct
goes. Practical rehabilitation, some call it. .
That question intended to be a greeting reminded me, bef
anything else, of this guy, a queer, who had'forced me in
fight with him, In many cases, this place of ours did notk
water in the blocks, so we were supplied with plastic bucke
We went to the Blocks to draw water from the only tap w!
usually remains kind and active. It doesn’t have enough §
takes about twenty minutes to fill one bucket. And you ki
- the time taken by about one thousand inmates to draw W
before being locked in? About two and a half hours. So we'
forced to draw three mugs each and if you wanted m:
that, be ready for a good beating. So this guy swore his b
was going to be filled because he claimed to be tough, whie
was anyway, only that he ignored the fact that there were tou
ones in this hellish place. I could see my bucket was ten s
behind and the bell at the Duty Office had rung to warn us}
we had less than thirty minutes to lock up
When I argued this fact with him, he retorted “Sitaki ush
Yule anastkia mmmhmm”mdhc ood

about ﬁve metres from the ta

with the water half full. The first thmg that happened _ _' i ;
the bucket broke and to get another one, he knew he’d h
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sacrifice a good number of the rations we got. When he came
for me, I was kicking out like a mule and the next moment we
were both bleeding through our nostrils. Our white shirts became
bloody and, of course, torn to bits, so what next? The Duty
Office. This place was tough. I was known asa person who could
talk himself out of anything, but, man I rarely managed it in this
place. My joints were still aching.

Milly interrupted my memories by adding, “You do not look
very bad, Jack. How is the treatment?”

“Well, let’s say I am fine, Milly. And as for the treatment, it
depends on how these fellow inmates want you to be treated.”

“What do you mean by that, Jack? Do some have power over
others?” she asked pitifully as if she understood that fellow
inmates could be worse than the warders, which was very true
from my point of view.

“Well, when they go throwing fists at me, I've got to throw
back some, and, as a result, we get punished. I can’t help it,
Milly, no matter how good I want to be.”

“Tack, won’t you ever change, please?” she interrupted.
“Haven’t you learnt how bad it is to fight?” I knew what would
follow, the same thing we used to have years back when she %
happened to hear that a robbery had taken place and I cameéz
home late, gasping for breath. I wasn’t going to allow it when I
was in trouble and with a warder behind me also clinging to a
phone and listening to whatever we were talking about. He
listened in so that he could stop us if we talked of things we
shouldn’t talk about. So I quickly changed the subject.

“Forget about that, Milly, and tell me about how everyone is.
Are you still with my brothersor .. .?”

“As far as ] am concerned, they are my children. Wambuiisin
secondary school now. Waitiga didn’t do well, though. . . Tam
sorry he left school and I cannot persuade him to go back. Mum
tried as well but never succeeded.” :

“Don’t worry about him and don’t blame him either. He s
probably following my foot steps. He’ll learn in due course.”

“l am afraid so,” Milly said.

159



.

-8"*The second appeal?” ot
“This girl was still feeling it. Shé was sharing my miseries,
 usual, with me. I c6uld see she was going to weep and I hated
see her in tears. The idea of breaking out of prison start
recurring to me, impossible as I knew. it to be.
: \é/ “Milly, please don’t weep if you want me to have peace
- = mind. It won’t do either of us any gopd.” I wish T hadn’t tried
j comfort her. For instead of stopping the tears, she burst

/= crying like a baby. You know how women do it, especially wh
E_ \W This gave me the worst feeling I had ever hz

o,

- since landing in prison. The warder behind me gave me a hand
.+ Bcomforting her, but to no avail. Then tomy surprise in came
, ¢ gmd Si\fﬂ"aﬁtan. i
(& This day was a nice one to me. It had brarted off badly in tf
'~ & morning because I had had a fight with my*ellmate and we h:
™ hadto be separated. But by afternoon, Thad started getting s
' f blessings. There was a man who was f0 be my best man whe
— the law thwarted my plans and p e in on the eve of 1
P \weddi My Life In Crime). Tsaw the door behind Milly o
and in cahe William Magenda Ndegwa. He stood his 5°10”
. my eyes and his smile faded when he saw Milly wiping tea
from her face with a handkerchief. So he interrupted mea
.. and comforted her. . iblc b
- It surprised me that Milly was able to smile again. When k
took the receiver, it was to chide me: ' "
._ “Look Jack, you must learn not to be rude. T am sure you mad
L her cry. You must grow up at least.”

: & ';'u_;ﬁhe continued, “What were the results of the second appeal

«  Icouldn’t blame him. He knew at times I failed to comfo
. Milly but fired her with words. This time I hadn’t and T had to
~ him know it. : ;
“Now man, can’t you tell her'to explain before you run
unfounded conclusionsé’was trying to be good. . .” iy
“Tknow, I know héw good you are, you do not have to te Il o

But you can be better than that.” -

“It depends on what you have in mind.” Things weren’t goin,
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well with me. All the time I'was talking with this friend of mine
| (who we had nicknamed Fadhili years back in secondary school) 4
my eyes were on Milly. Having stayed for a time seeing mén ‘
only, men who could never really be nice or friendly, thesightof ;
1 friendly soft-spoken girl yas a tremendous experience. Bar o=
was so heart-breaking was the thought that she’d soon leave me.
behind and go back aloné‘tq that world I kiiew now had all the ]
happiness one required. I couldn’t help being stabbed by jealousy. -
| knew in the midst of mén, she would spot one and probably
admire him. :
“This thought almost killed me. Ilooked at William Ndegwa
and tried to fit him in a love affair with Milly but, remembering
he was always faithful to his wife, and the fact that he was myj

best friend, and so far thg only friend who took theﬁ:}:::e of -

:

constantly visiting me, 4 ruled him out. But there WasStilla
possibility of temptgtion.in matters of sex, so the.whfie thing
didn’t help much. 1 feft desperate.  * A
And what of the millipns I didn’t know? Was there a chance
| that Milly had never inv1§’a man into miy apartment in Wood
Street where I had left helwith the children; my siblings who =«
were then in secondary school? A man to share my bed with
Milly? The pain was too much™$upposing I got a break andwent |
10 see Milly, only to find a man in bedrwith her? I saw myself ]
drawing a gun, shooting both of themand running off this time
to Zambia. These’thgughs were not doing me any good and I,
was glad when they interrupted me. B
I saw Milly look at my bestman. She smiled. It was the same
look and smile I had got'used to during the week before our |
abortive wedding, I envied my bestman. : |
She talked to Fadhili who then told me, “She has brought some  *
six hundred shillings. Can you be allowed to take the am ount?
That was good news. e . 7 b
With that amount of money, I'd have some fun. T turn;
look at the warder behind me. Most ofgthe warders would allc
one to take such money illegally, provided they gota third of it.
A good number would do it for half the sum. : :
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. you'll never change.” I had annoyed her by sounding he

- buried memories. I, for one, didn’t have enough sleep fo

But some wouldn’t allow it and would even report the matt
to the authorities. This one looked as if he had so many probler
that he could use all the six hundred for himself. He had h
the question and had not commented. I knew if he was got
enough, he would allow me to climb up on the glass from w ¢
I'dknow straightaway in what category he belonged.

It didn’t take long for me to find out.

“These boys are men like us. Anyone can be imprisoned so ;
try to help where we can to prove to our brothers here that
understand. But it is risky to give him the money here becat
he’ll be searched on his way to the Block, so do this. Can (
wait for me around Naivasha town? I am going out to town
after finishing with you here. You can give me the money the

“Ithink I can do without it,” I said quickly; I knew the warde
class and I wasn't going to risk losing the money.

Back to Milly, I asked, “Now that you certainly know L
sunk, what do you think about our relationship? We can not
on this way.”

“Please let’s not talk about that. You know what to expe
me. What other suggestion do you have for the money? I wo
go contented, knowing I left you without a penny with 2
problems you have.” :

“T'll make the necessary arrangements. Are you in the same plac

“Yes, where else can [ go?” _‘
“Wood Street? With your son?” I had learned she had delives
ason while I was in my “insanity” period. . b
“Our son! Not my son. Don’t make one feel guilty. T'll on
with him next time I visit you.” 3
“That will probably be next year? 365 days from now?” '
“If you have nothing totell me, please let me go. Tt looks li

Another five minutes’ talk brought our meeting to an ¢
were both very happy to see each other but our parting p

week. But at least the visit kept me busy in the followi;
telling friends the news I had gathered. When inmates res
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you have had a visitor, they keep coming to you and surrounding
you for the slightest news you might have gathered, whether or
not it concerns them.

3 ok ok 3 3%

Cells at night were another thing, People sat together in groups.
Some sat together because of the sexual hunger in them.

They talked of women they used to have and enjoy,
remembering all the sweet details. Others stuck together because
they traded in #gali. A good number stayed close in order to plan
the next chapter they hoped to open when they emerged in 2020.
A few stayed with their “kids”. Others stayed close because they
were educated and liked to discuss intellectual matters. I stayed
with one group because they were from the remotest part of
Kenya, some of them aged and ignorant, and I wanted to practise
teaching on these unfortunates.

People talked for years. Some had stayed together in one cell
for ten years. They talked of factual past experiences night after
night till they had told everything they could remember. Then
they started creating fictional experiences sweeter than real life.
It is for this reason that they misled each other, and this was why
this prison was filled with gossip and unfounded rumour.

At times while [ was writing, I was bothered by the chatter of
voices, some singing loudly out of boredom, others talking to
friends on the second floor. Others were sending coded messages

10 friends opposite them by knocking on the door in their code.

And, of course, every now and then one guy would go nuts
and stand at the door talking twenty inaudible languages at his
highest pitch.

All this gave you very little time to concentrate on whatever
you were doing until the law intervened and ordered everyone

to sleep. In this case a person like me was. forced to sleep early ]
ind wake up in the wee hours t6 do a big.of study. Whatever the -

vase, days dragged on at a snail’s pace towards the goal — the

{reedom we all lost when we decided to take shorteuts out there y

n the free world.
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Chapter 11

Aglgust 24 was another day, the only other day whie
rought the same kind of horror we had experienced o
April 24. .

It was around 10.45 am and most inmates were busy at the
work in their respective workshops. In Polishing Section I wi
trying a bunch of keys on a chest of drawers whose keys we
lost, when I heard the alarm. I remember T had taken the hundre
shilling note mtendmg to give it to a warder fnend of mine wi
was new in the prison to change it for me. '
- Iknew there was trouble right then and I went and hid the ne
before we were ordered to squat. This time we were not taki
out of the section to squat outside. Artisans and inmates start
exchanging jokes. But fear increased as the alarm continued.

Of course, something had gone wrong somewhere. Inmat
started shivering with fear as this long cry of the alarm continu I
reminding them of April 24.

Then the authorities got to where we were. ‘Wewereorde ed
get out of the section and, in twos, squat outside. .

“You are to move in twos up to the Metal Section resting yar¢
we were told. Here we were arranged in twos according to b

“Put your hands above your heads and hold them there. Fag
down, move that way to your block.” _'

Even after we were in our cells, five minutes later, the alas
‘was still ringing in our ears and still going strong. It was hore

pax:ked. I

\/ % % % %%
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The mood of the whole block was weighed down by a
- silence but for a little murmuring in various cells. From
was, I could guess what they were murmuring about. They
enquiring from each other and speculating on the cause
alarm that resembled that of April 24 and what
- witnessed on that day.



My cellmate had heard something from the security officer as
they were being escorted to the block. He had gone to their section
in civilian clothes. He carried a club which was bigger than the
length of his arm and he was bleeding a little on his right hand
and on the back of his fingers.

He had called an inmate he hated and asked, “Manuthu, how
many more years have you to go before you are released?”

“Two years, sir,” the inmate had replied.

“You think you will see the end of those two years, eh? What
- you people have done today . . . But then you'll just realise who
we are.”

He had gone but not before finding out which block Manuthu
stayed in. It was a routine then whenever the siren went off. The
warders rushed to the places they had enemies so tl:gat—;-ﬁéy could
beat them in revenge, perhaps maim them. Every now and then
warders threatened us with “Ngoja king ‘ora italia tuonane (Wait till
the siren sounds and we meet)”.

This had gone on for a long time until one day we saw the
second-in-command and reported the matter to him. He had
promised us (a group of about eight) that we should never be
afraid of such a thing.

“I tell you for sure that you’ll never witness another deed like
that of the 24th of April.”

That, however, didn’t take much effect because, whenever the
siren soundedyifwe were still pushed about and hit a little bit.”
This was a thing I hated. Being pushed about for nothing and at
the same time being hit with that baton, be it just a little bit,
made me lose my temper very easily, and could easily spark of
another mess.

I was almost maimed once, but for a trick we played on the
new warder. He had just been transferred to this prison. It so
happened that whenever a warder was brought here he was warned
about us and, in some cases, a new warder would be very harsh
or pretend to be so that we would be afraid of him. ey

On this occasion the alarm had gone off because of an inmate
who was trying to commit suicide by hanging himself with a
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rope. In Block C, we had just taken a pint of #jz each. Som
hadn’t finished when the alarm went off. Inmates started runni
into their cells and locked themselves in. Those who were outsi
squeezed each other at the door, spilling #ji and scalding eac
other. At the stairs, this warder was hitting people in the rib
telling them to hurry. I was not even aware of his presence whe

I felt an abrupt pain pierce my whole body from the ribs. He wi
also aware that he had hit me more than he intended and instez

- of apologising, he told me, “Move on. Who are you staring at?
I went two stairs up away from him and, seeing only red, hit hi
with my heel in the left eye until he fell over. I took off m
sandals and rushed upstairs. When he gave the stofy to the oth
warders who were outside, he was blamed for entering into th
block alone. ' j
_ Then they told him to stand at the door and point out who b
done it to him. He was positive he could pick out the culpritfg
maiming. The alarm stopped after thirty seconds. A report reachi
our block that it was only an inmate who had tried committi
suicide. He had been saved. '
In fact, in Block E, the inmates were still cating their breakf
without the slightest commotion. Block D had also known abo
the incident within a short time and nothing had happened.
Blocks A and B, there was still trouble with inmates being pushi

out—

My g:::;;ugg'ested that I disguise myself as I passed beft
the warders. There were only two methods to do this bu
were good enough — to put — on a pair of spectacles fro
another inmate and a sling on my left arm.

As I passed before the staring eyes of the new warder, Lf
safe. He didn’t even glance at me when he saw the sling an
man with glasses. I passed and joined the others. Foranew v
it was the right treatment. He was given time off-duty after
the medical assistant. |

Now we waited to see if a friendly warder would pass
so that we could enquire further, but none did. It see

" every warder around had gone to the place where the troubles
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I stood at the door and peeped outside. There wasn’tanyone
sround. Then Ithought I had heard a gunshot from somewhere. -,
My heart beat faster. I listened harder. I'was sure I was right, for
1shot sounded for the second time.

My cellmate noticed I was worried about something and asked,
“What do you think it is, Master?” (a nickname I hated but which
was stuck on me as hard as the twenty years imprisonment. No
inmate called me by a different name).
“Have you heard something strange?” I asked him.
“How strange?”
“Very, very strange.”
“I mean what sort of a thing?”
“A gunshot.” o
“A gunshot? For God’s sake, you can’t be right”
“I am quite positive.”
Aswe argued, I heard someone call me from another cell. The
oice was funny. It was loud enough for me to hear yet too low
for anyone else not concerned, and even if he had heard by
accident, he wouldn’t have known from which cell the caller
had spoken from. This was one method learned in prison through
the experience of being in a dangerous place. I thought for a
second and knew it must be GG calling from the same floor as
me, and I answer
L “Yes, Kigira?” That was his code name.

“Have you heard those two things?” GG asked.
“Very distinctly,” Isaid. ”
“Know what’s happening?”
“I have not the slightest idea.” i3
“They have pinned a COI (Commissioned Officer 1). Mr
Kafire.”

“What do you exactly mean?” L had understood all right, but it
was too bad to be believed. : ‘

“I mean they have murdered him.”

“How? Where?” 14

“Punishment Block. The duty officer went to rescue him and
was piven the same treatment.” :
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“You mean they pinned two of them?”
“Yes. Iguess that’s the reason for the shots.”
“Skip that thing, I just don’t believe it. How did you gett
message?” ;

“From my cellmate. He has been in hospital and had just beg
brought back. He saw the second one being carried to th
hospital, bleeding like hell.” |

If it was as bad as that, I decided, then it was as risky talkir

about it with a person in a different cell.
- Istarted now thinking of the whole thing. The trouble mu
have come from the Punishment Block, if it was Mr Kafi
involved, as he was a discipline officer. But what about tf
shots I had heard? .

I started thinking about the people I knew in the Punishme;
Block, in solitary confinement. I remembered Geoffrey, a fries
of mine and the boy I'had once tried to escape with while s
weregn Kamiti Prison. He was serving less than five years
and s#flen I was transferred to Naivasha, he was transferr
Garluglrm Prison where he escaped a month later. He w
however, later arrested in connection with another case involy
robbery from Tesco Self Service Store. He been sentenced
twenty years imprisonment. Because of his bad record in pris
and because he had proved himself a professional escapee,
was segregated while the authorities studied him.

I also remembered an ex-GSU officer called Titus, who }
been sentenced to 18 years for robbing a bank in Nairobi,
friend of mine, too. There was also Mbugua, sentenced t
years because of another bank raid on Government road.
was the one who had introduced me to Titus back in 1969. Tt
- were other tough boys imprisoned for various bank
different places and all had been known as professional
Istarted wondering what would be happening in this ar
I'was now sure, I had heard gunshots.
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“Those boys are dangerous and can start up something nasty.
Now what can it be that should necessitate the use of an
automatic rifle in the compound of a single block?”

From what I had learnt of this prison and its leaders, I was
afraid they could create a mammoth out of a flea. Although the
word was that Mr Kafire and his rescuer had been pinned, I didn’t
believe it. My instincts were giving me a different feeling of the
whole thing. I tried to convince myself that the boys were all
safe down there, but I could not. Not after the two shots T had heard.

The cells were unlocked at 3.30 pm and we were served our
Junch and supper, combined. We didn’t get time to talk to each
other especially Because we didn’t eat our meals in our usual
dining yard. We were locked up in the guard-walks. The guard-
walks are on every floor. They are behind the cells and are used
by night guards, to go round each floor. WL

Every floor was opened each at its own hour and the inmates
let out from one side of the floor. So if you weren’t on the same
side of the floor, you d.ldl'l t meet during the meal either, for
each side was locked in'6n its own side of the guard-walk.

A number of prisoners were called before we were locked up
that evening. Luckily, they had started serving meals from the
second floor and it was from this floor that a group of six people
were called, incluciing one of my cellmates. They came back at
6.30 pm.

Our cell was opened and my cellmate entered. I looked or rather
stared at him expectantly. He had come with two plastic bowls
full of ugali and beans with a lot of fat. He put them downand .
wiped the sweat on his face with a handkerchief he had left on
h1s bed. He then went to the bucket with our drinking watera d
drew some with his plastic cup. As he did so, I noticed som his g
on the side of his shirg~ ad

When I looked closely, I saw blood on his back. Immced
another bigger spot. I started becoming i impatient as he wash
his hand slowly, as if he had all the world waiting for
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looked once again at his face and saw that he wasn’t at all please
with whatever was on his mind. Feeling that I couldn’t wait ant
longer and that this man would take ages before he read curi osit
an our faces, [ asked him, “Where have you been? In the kitch el
Iindicated the food he had brought with my lips and pretende
10t to know or guess anything further than the fact that he ha
been to the kitchen.
“Haisemeki kaka. (It's unspeakable, brother).”
Sometimes I find myself wondering just how some peop
happen to have male sexual organs. The way he behaved! A
this time this boy is concerned with smearing his body with
toilet soap I had bought, yet we were in the cell waiting to sleej
He started washing his legs which were already cleaner than mis
and mine are always clean, if you must know. !
Iasked him again: “Have you been in the kitchen? Is that
you were taken after you were called?” My other cellmate starte
smiling, He knew I was dying of curiosity. “We went there la
We were in the Punishment Block.” _ '
Asif 1didn’t know, I felt my heartbeat rise again. “What w
there?”
“You were right about the gunshot. The things we saw
- are unspeakable.” 4
“Just how bad are they? Have those boys killed an officer?”
“Not atall. He was only slightly injured. They had no intentio
whatsoever of killing him although they had a chance to do
“Exactly what happened?” '
Instead of replying he asked me a question, “Do you happe
to know a tall massively built handsome boy who is between 2
and 31 years old>”
I'said I knew him very well. That was Titus. A
He continued, “He was shot in the mouth and when we tool
him to the hospital, he was still alive.” ;
“You mean the shots I heard were at prisoners?” :
“Yes. That one and another dark character with a beard a
- much hair on the chest. He has very white teeth.” That
Geoffrey, one of my best friends.
.
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“That one died on the spot,” he continued. “Most of the rest
have almost been broken into pieces with clubs. Of the eight
people we took to the hospital, only two were alive and that tall
one won’t see tomorrow from what Isaw of him. But my brother,
['have never seen such violence visited on a human being, It is
the ugliest thing I have ever seen. I do not even know whether I
am going to sleep. I will be haunted for the rest of my life. I am
quite certain that six of them are already dead.”

“And did you happen to see the officer they are supposed to
have killed?”

“Tam telling you he was only scratched. I would even say that
was done by a thumb nail. He isn’t even bandaged, though he
seemed to bleed a lot. He was turning the bodies of those boys
with his foot.”

That was enough for me. The first narration had told me that
the other one was also dead. I covered myself and went to
dreamland. Unlike most people, when I am overwhelmed by
anger, I sleep very heavily. The trouble always is the dreams I
have. If1 told you about them, you would think I was right in
hell. ‘ i

PR

The following morning, we took our breakfast on the same guard-
walk. The word had now passed round to several prisoners
because through coded language they were able to-pass the news
right from their cells to the other floors.

Some of the warders were also talking about it. One of them
had gone as far as telling us, “You just scratch one, even with a
thumb nail and seven of you will die. It will not affect everyone
now but, in the particular area where it is done, they will be
lame, if they are lucky to get away with their lives!”

That, at least, was telling us exactly what had happened down

- there, Those who didn’t die were maimed. Things went on that
way for three days and, on the fourth day, they started going
back to normal. We took our breakfast together this fourth day
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and even went to work. There was still something odd in ff-"-
even this on day and I noticed that the warders were standing i

groups.
That Titus boy was well liked, even among warders. He wa

bright boy who knew how to make friends with almost -
) his death saddened many. '

Eak o

A new year was at hand. No change whatsoever. We got th
same salty water for stew, the same amount of #galz and, of cours
beating on the joints in the Duty Office.

I had by then received my second instalment of strokes ani
ceased to worry about them. As it turned out the second roun
‘was quite bad. Thad bled until I thought I was seeing the end ¢
‘my days i this world.

As years passed, [ knew, or inwardly got the hope, that we co 1l
manage this thing, if only there were some slight change
Punishment to prisoners is normal and, at times, we surprisi )
regarded it as proper, but things became sad when people wer
punished without good cause. ,

What brought all this was the hatred introduced among us, the
inmates and the warders by Kagi. The new warders who wer
brought to this prison these past few ygars weren’t as tough:
the old lot. This was simply because they had come here expe
to meet with cruel and insolent prisoners just to find them very
peaceful. If there was a certain body of inmates that could play
the part of cooling their hearts and giving them a nice impressio
of inmates, then things could be easier for us. b

Ifound myself looking at things from that angle several time
but wasn’t quite sure where my thoughts were leading me.

For atime, I had given up keeping to any particular group]
prison and thought of each and what help it would give if w
organised. I had now come to a conclusion that I was going

form a syndicate which would be unlike any other.




I thought of the two gangs that had operated in this prison for ‘
over five years yet it was made up of primitive people whose
only idea was to form a robbery gang of perverse homosexuals.

I saw that one could form a syndicate of a different type that
would remain unknown to the authorities. The chief aim of the
syndicate would be to try and bring peace and love in this prison
if it was at all possible. But what type of people should I have?

One thing, I figured out. They must be the most understanding
and wise characters in prison, because I could only get good results
if I was to start with people who were convinced without the
slightest doubt that after some perseverance the thing would work
out well. So T started figuring out the kind of groups we had in
the prison at the time and how they could be organised to be {

more !@E and responsible.
Wy &
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Chapter 12

he first group we had in the prison was of the educa e
A people who had got involved with crime in one way or othet
say after being sacked from their various posts. These peopl
kept away from homosexuals and hated them fiercely. They spen
most of their time discussing serious matters and had a cert A
leaning towards politics.
They were more power hungry in all sections than others s h
couldn’t read or write. In most cases, they spoke English mor
for show than for communication. Apparently I hated br: ggar
- 50 I ruled this group out, though at first it seemed the mos
promising of alls<
I'took the second group for consideration. It was a group o
skilled robbers, most of them bank bandits, big stores raider
and those involved in big takes. Ex-police and the like. Even i
prison, they thought of nothing else but robberies, the onest hey
committed in the past and those they would commit in the future
‘They made future plans and discussed new methods they coull
apply in the sort of crimes they were convicted for. They wer
anti-homo too and whoever fell into the habit was dismi

from their group. They entertained gossip to an alarming e
. which, when you come to think of it, would make a syndi
- collapse and I was not intending to see it collapse. I ruled th
~ oneouttoo,
© Thenthere were the gamblers. All the time, they werg playin
- draughts, cards; and the six-sided dice for ¢; ettes, one’s ration
of ugali, soap,toilet paper and so on. They went straightaway 1¢
gambling the moment they were free and they had no time fc
news,Sometimes you'd surprise them with news such as that
Duty Officer had been transferred or the Senior Assistan
Commissioner had been in the vicinity forty minutes back an

had told us one thing or the other.

Because these people had no time for anything else, they
dangerous to the syndicate. They had an average of two to thre
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fights a day, though their scuffles didn’t go further than the
gambling ground. I ruled this group out, too, because they were
nothing more thanifresponsible, mindless gamblers who could
gamble our chances away. ' o

Then there was the queer group consisting of pansies and their
bosses. It was a queer one all right. Their discussions barely went
further than discussing their “kids”. Whose “kid” was snatched
from who by which queer.

This group was the cause of most of the trouble here, But
their group was divided. Some were learned figures who did not
like exposing themselves and were rarely involved in any scuffles.
There were also pansies of the same class. They liked Munyugito
a certain extent and had reporters among them but they were
shameless. To rely on such a group that could never stay two
days without one taking the other to Duty Office over a sexual
_ quarrel would only land you and the syndicate into trouble.

So just like the other three, I dropped this one like a hot potato.

; After the eliminations I had done, I had to ask myself some
key questions. What next? Drop the whole idea? No. Act on my
own? Impossible. Then what? Give myself time to think, studying
people as I did so. And, of course, there were those lone wolves.

Take time.

After doing all that thinking, I had already identified a group
of six who I knew, disregarding their characters, were the ideal
type for the syndicate. I had seen them in turn and taken down
their ideas because I was taking this thing seriously and my

memory was not as good as it once had been. Tl}efhad different

opinions on the whole thing and I approved of most of what
they told me. GG, of course, was one of the first men I
approached. - -

“The syndicate,” he suggested, “should disregard a member’s
character provided he can keep secrets and obey the orders given.
Our duty is to decide what should be done and to try to gain
influence from as many warders as we can, We should first be
financially secure, otherwise we/ can’t manage the type of
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syndicate you are dreaming of. Mdney can achieve an

mean to. We should have enough fags to pay the in
employ for special missi i
“The most important thing,” Thuku said, “is to have eno
capital such as GG suggested. I don’t believe we can go
further without that —not forgetting that cash means nothi
to prisoners. So we'll have c1garettes In this case, I suggest th
each of us who are to be the organisers of this thing should a
for a certain fee from wherever we can. Once we have this mone
we can achieve peace between us and the warders. T would requ
any of you who can smuggle out a letter smuggled to volunte
- and have mine sent to Nairobi. I will, after that, be able to su -
the syndicate with a substantial amount of money.” "
I decided I would do that because at that time I had a friel
who was willing to give me any type of help. We decided th
same day to make Thuku the syndicate’s treasurersy/ _
Now I was certain the syndicate would operate well. It
occurred to me that two minds or more were always better th
one. I had become thin, worrying myself sick, yet Icouldn’ths
1m.1gmed such wonderful things on my own. The way t
suggestions were offered pleased me and I decided that
of us could do his bit well, we would certainly succeqd) i
Migwi suggested that we should have as many members in ¢
syndicate as possible, provided we could trust them. We were
make sure that we had enough members in every block, ho
and even in the kitchen. We were also to make sure that in eves
workshop, there was a good number of our members. i
“This would make easier any type of peace mlssma
undertake.” So we made him the organising head of the syndicat
What remained now was to find a secretary to putaall t
in black and white. There was this character who was
bank clerk and who was sacked because of helping hi
some money. He had then joined the other side of
become a robber. He was serving over twenty years fora
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aself-service store. He didn’t have much to do in the Industries

cause hie had more lead in his body than was hcalthy for anyore.
1d had a terrible gun battle with the police, trying to resist
arrest. After it was all over, it didn’t matter whether he had won
or not, simply because he could not move. The getaway car had
hit him when he jumped off it as it was still moving (after realising
the driver had done the same). His legs had just started recovering
from some bullet wounds he had received in another raid. He
was very sick afterwards. We gave him the office of secretary
and we were right. If ever there was an ideal person for the
secretarial seat, it was Mugo.

That able group was enough to organise and direct a syndicate
that helped to bring to Naivasha Prison peace among the inmates.
It was the syndicate that put light into the eyes of many ignorant
prisoners.

“Each of us wrote a letter to their relative, friend or wife, asking
for aid. Apparently everyone seemed to have friends or relatives
living in Nairobi¥We decided that instead of having the letters
posted we could have a man go to Nairobi and personally see all
our people.

I donated the hundred-shilling note which hadn’t been spent
up yet and which the syndicate decided would be paid back to
me if all went well. You should realise that there was a distinction
between syndicate and personal money. There was some
subscription fee each of us had to pay into the syndicate. We
hoped, that our subscriptions would add up to Ksh 1,000. This
amount Had never been dreamt of by a person in przson before.
But ther to get it was the problem. At that time, our aim was not
to rule over anybocly but to bring peace to all so that we could at
least be sure of beating the long stretches of time imposed on us
by the judges.

On March 3, the syndicate met in Block E in a private cell
where we gave the treasurer Ksh 1 000,{'1“0 keep such an amount
of money in prison in a way that it can’t be detected is no joke at

B |

all. After discussions, we were able to agree on how it would be

kept. That date marked the official opening of the syndicate.
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" Months later, we had about twenty members in each blocl
taking orders from one leader among thEIIl These were sure i
keep discipline and make sure that no prisoner fought witl
another. They were to separate any two inmates as soon as t
started fighting and make sure that they brought them to
comprormse before further steps were taken. If they wouldn’
give up and continued arguing, our men were to lift both of t
and take them to the authorities giving the true story as it
This method was approved by the officer-in-charge at an opet
air meeting one day. Only the members of the syndicate kney
how this was done. The whole crowd clapped their approva
making me realise just how right I'was to dream up the syndicat
All these boys in this prison wanted peace but dldn tknow hoy
to realise it. Now we knew.

Things went on as planned. We managed to plant a seni¢
member of the syndicate in every post we found necessary. .
almost all sections, we managed to see to it that senior membeé
of the syndicate were supervising the other prisoners. We h
Kariuki in Cutting, Thuku in Carpentry Section Two, and Mige
in Section Four, which was the parent of all carpentry sectiof
We had Wahuruu in Printing and Jack Zollo in the Polishs
Section. And so, there was no workshop in which we did g
have a big man in the syndicate and had over fifty other membei
We planted four in the kitchen and the same number in @
laundry. Things were humming. We expected very little trouk
from the pansies and other troublemakers from thenon.

Within six months of the syndicate’s formation, signs of pea

" had appeared and within the same time we even had

dangerous warders sacked or transferredfThis was e

accomplish.<Phese warders, we had come to learn, we

greedy and very eager to make profits where they had nots

A member of the syndicate would approach such a warde

offer to give him anything available for nothing at all.

cases, he wouldn’t turn such an offer down. He would th
be given what he desired, after which we would have
tip the higher authorities. We could use another warder wh
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we knew disagreed with him or see to it ourselves. The greedy
warder would be stopped at the gate and searched. After that he,.
was sunk.

There were others who were very wild and couldn’t play easily.
For them, we had another method. -

A syndicate member would go to him with a ten-shilling note
and say he had found it lying somewhere; and since he hadn’t
any need for the money, could the warder have it?

“You could buy yourself half a kilo of #»ga, sir, and do well for
some time.”

As if the money couldn’t afford anything better. Certainly no
man would turn down such an offer and only a few would suspect
something sinister in the offer. Unfortunately for them, and
fortunately for us, such intelligence was rare here#The warder
would take the cash and from then on would trust and favour
the inmate. Such cases resulted mostly in the warder asking the
prisoner for one thing or other he greatly desired.

“You are a boy who can be trusted. In fact, I had proved you
are hot like the others and that is why I have asked for this thing
from you. I trust you will not tell any other person.”

And so he would enter into the trap head first. The trap closed
so fast that no one could do anything to save him. With such
techniques and several others, we were able to have over ten
warders who were on our black list sacked or transferred! The
syndicate operated secretly and got rid of the enemies of peace.
It didn’t matter who was put where if he was a troublemaker.
We did the same to the inmates who were stupid enough not to -
realise that peace was the only secret to beating the long sentences
imposed on us. We had several segregated. We even let others be
punished in such a way that they would never again create trouble.
y December of the same year every inmate noticed great
anges, though many were still ignorant about the source of it.
e of the syndicate were at least able to smile a bit.

The greatest peace reached the prison on January I3, the
llowing year. I do not know of one inmate who did not jump
rjoy. Some even gave their rations to others. The report reached
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- it because the honour which was given to that man whenever

- stheacting deputy boss. At such times, we got very reliable ne
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us that the big man had been transferred from the prisons t
another company. Such news was too good to be true but it w
confirmed before long, '

The first question an inmate asked after hearing the news ws
“What will happen to Kagi? How does he bear the news?” I
had entrusted himself entirely to the man. And now the mg
was no longer the Commander. He had no more power oyei
prisoner than I had. No more being honoured as if he held ha
of the world in the palm of his hand. Prison was only a name
him now. Rumour reached us that, to take him out of the offic
the General Service Unit had to give aid! I couldn’t fail to belie

visited prison could make anyone witha weak heart break dog
after receiving the news that he was no longer boss. :
Another report confirmed that Kagi hadn’t heard the news ug
late in the day as he was offduty. I personally heard a very sen
Mkamba officer (SP) say that when he told him he was lo ff_
words and only asked. “Eeh, eeh, are you sure? I haven’t he:
about it.” :
“Tt was announced last night and in the morning,” he told h
Kagi took the telephone and dialed a number just to config
By the time he hung up, he was sweating. I overheard this fro
the SP talkmg it over with the Duty Officer. The SPWas th

Sometimes they thought of us as mere criminals who cot
not understand anything apart from holding a gun or a sim:. Th
spoke English, forgetting that there could be one around
. knew the language. I'was still writing this book when a ce
~ officer was protesting that they should not talk in our he
The other told him, “Just go on, We will take aﬂvant _
English language.” '

They had talked a lot of things including that the han,
P been suspended. The foIlowmg day over twenty p
were brought to Naivasha prison from Kamiti where
been waiting to beexecuted ast.heyhadalreadybmnoo nden
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Things started taking another course. Mr Kagi was aware that
inmates were very happy about the changes at headquarters and
he became even more fierce, maybe to show us that nothing
would change, that he still had power to reduce our diet, and
even beat us harder than ever. He was able, once again, to corrupt
the warders who had now started to cool down. The prison once
again became unstable and the prisoners uneasy but not as in the
earlier years. The syndicate met and decided to take action.
Kariuki renewed his plea that we write to the new Commissioner.
Being new, he was not aware of whatever went on. This job was
given to a member of the syndicate who wrote the letter and
gave it to the secretary for approval. It was sent a day later and
the next week, every warder was talking about how a letter had
been written to the new Commissioner accusing the officer-in-
charge, and that he was blaming them for it. :

The Commissioner visited the prison the following week. Not
knowing what action would be taken or what decision the

Cltiﬁ'nmissioner would take, Kagi looked sick for almost a wee];,/
e

Prisons Commander with him visited Naivasha Prison in
March. We expected a large group like what the former
commanderused to bring. The man came alone. The only outsider
was the Provincial Prisons Commander. ' o

had met to arrange the questions we would ask, 4
There was a programme pampbhlet printed in Printing Section
and the syndicate had stolen one. It showed that he would be

introduced to the inmates during an open-air meeting that would .

last about twenty minutes. He would listen to the prison’s choirs
and then go to meet warders at the canteen. We had three choirs:
Catholie, Anglican and Muslim. From the pampbhlet, it was

obvious that there was no time for us to ask questions. There
was only enough time for introduction, the songs and a few .,

minutes’ talk. ' ;
So we acted quickly. We had a few members in two C.}?«m-,“’ho
K};d talk if they got a chance. i

N
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It was therefore arranged that before each choir started singing
we would have one person stand and go forward as if to introdué
the choir to the Commissioner, Each was given the words

fully. This took not only Mr Kagi by surprise, but also shocke
the prison catechists who had arranged the welcoming party. Th
were not in the least aware of when such an arrangement ha
been made. The accusations we forwarded so ably that day mag
the catechists differ bitterly with Mr Kagi. No wonder they we
transferred some time afterwards.

3 b ok W

The choirs sang new songs which had not been chosen by
catechists, after first singing the ones that had been arrang
These songs were giving the story of Naivasha prison since1
1972 tragedy. Each choir finished its song by compari-n_'_ 1
new Commander with Moses. )

from the deadly Pharaoh, you have also been selected
n:_a,ilhons of people in Kenya by the same God to come an
from the same type of Pharaoh. May God give light to
50 that you may lead us well from this hellish part of't
viforld!” -

For the first time since he had entered this prison, he smil
The songs were so spirited that everyone clapped their ha
each song came to an end. The syndicate had played its part:
smartly this time. No one, except the top members
conductors and their choirs, had been aware of wha
happen. So everyone smiled except poor Kagi ancl his ¢l
friends. They didn’t like any of it.

The Commissioner eventually stood up. He spoke
which added to his personality. Some of us knew him whe
was the Provincial Police Commissioner, especially those %
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had done bad things in the Rift Valley where he had been in
charge. It was from this post that he had been nominated to
command the prisons.

“Thank you very much for your songs. They are not exactly
songs, if I may say so, but a very good method of letting me
know of your troubles. I promise you that I will look into all you
have told me and I promise you, too, that I will be remembering
you everywhere I go. Remain patient until such time that you’ll
hear from me. Thank you.”

Then he sat down and waited for the next item. He was led
awayimmediately by Kagi and companybefore we could add
more accusations. After such occasions, the whole prison never
talked about anything else for a month. Inmates cook up a lot of
things from such meetings and such words from the boss. They
were very pleased about how the choirs had presented our
troubles and even joked that the choirs would be banned by Kagi
from that day. They weren’t banned, but for a considerable period,

they didn’t go for their usual practice.

\
LR

Before we crossed into the next half of the year, murder reared
its ugly head once again in Naivasha. With Kagi so angry, it was
inevitable. The boy had to be killed, regadless of his tender age
of twenty years. He was working in Carpentry Section Fourand
had just joined the syndxcat For reasons of his own, he had
remained in the section as the rest of us came to the block. The
usual counting had been done and he had been counted. It was
very hard to know of his absence until the final lock-up, which
was normally at around 7.00 pm | This boy had approached mea
day earlier wanting some aid. W& had decided, that if any junior
syndicate member had some trouble he was sure he couldn’t
handle, he had a right to apply to see the director or the su
head. G
Tn most cases, those applications had to pass through his block
leader to the secretary then to the director or the supreme head.
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This boy had received, as he told me, a letter from home 3
month earlier telling him that his father had died, leaving hi
mother miserably alone. Hiselder brother had been injured
car accident earlier on and had a leg and his arms amputated. H
was notof much help to his poor mother. Now this boy wante
me to help him send a letter home through the back door &
inform his mother of some important things. I did this th
following day, for we had a ready stock of stamps and envelopes
Then, I gave him a lot of aid to make him try and forget hi

Lalso told him a false story that my parents had also come t
such grief a few years after my imprisonment and that since theg
was nothing I could do about it, T had tried to forget it and ha
now completely got over it. ’

“You shouldn’t cry over spilt milk, even if you are given th

whole army to help you, you couldn’t gather it. The best thin g 1
do isto ask yourself: What will I do next? Then trytodoit. Yoy
have now done the best thing you could by coming to me any
proposing that we write a letter home. Now I suggest that yoi
go and rest and try to forget all of this. If you think of anythi !
else we can do, come straightaway and tell me. We will o douk
try our level best.”

ok %

- I'would have succeeded in calming him down completely if|
new message hadn’t arrived tellin‘g him that his mother hac
despaired of life and committed suicide. - N
This news had been brou it by'a w%r who hailed from hi
home village. He was sent by the boy’s brother, who had
acknowledged receipt of the letter we had sent. I wouldn’t hay
given him the news if I had been asked! U rtunately, I w
hearing it from him. : “
. Nowl couldn’t find the words to calm his soul. He w,
understanding all right, but too young to take the sad news genth
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There was nothing I could do to have him released because had
[the power, I would have done it before anything else. This was
areal tragedy and I pitied him. I did the only best thing I knew. I
gave-an order that he be supplied with whatever he wanted
because in the syndicate, we could afford most things a prisoner
needed within these sad, grey walls, '

I'told the rest to try and channel their monthly interest to this
young boy who had been brave enough not to be made a pansy
of like most boys of his age.

When the siren sounded on June 3, at around 7.30 pm two
days after the boy’s sad news, I did not know what it was all
about. This was simply because I was sure that, by this time,
every prisoner was in and locked up safely and the master key
gone. We had been counted twice by then. But it wasn’t so
surprising because it had happened before. The siren continued
for another five minutes, then stopped..

We were sure of our safety but very eager to know what it was
this time. All of us had now come to know that Naivasha Prison
was a place of surprises and this had to be one of them. The
inmates were silent, listening. We could hear the warders coming
to the prison in large numbers. We then heard them heading
towards the workshops. Anyone intelligent enough knew right
then that a prisoner must have gone missing in some block and
was still in the Industries. Whoever thought so was right. ~ =

The poor boy had hidden himself in the workshop afterthe
3.30 pm count. From the blocks, at 8.30 pm we heard alotof
noise and even whistles. It was from the warders who had found
the boy and who were beating him with the usual fury and venom.

The sad news reachedus soon after because there was almost
afight between the wardess..Some didn’t see the point of having

Py

the boy beaten so badly, while others, who were believed to be

Kagi’s special squadros, giving the prison its bad reputation,
wanted the boy des certainly succeeded, I'm sad to say.
The warder fromthie boy’s home area, who had given him the ,

news, was present and trying to save his life. He'received two -

‘cuts, because it was cutting time. The boy had more cuts than
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his age. It was even said that three of his fingers had been choppe
off. This warder had gone to fight with one corporal who w
the Kagi squadron and who had done the boy the greatest harm
The Deputy Commander had also tried to save him but in va
The squadron had all the power from their boss, Kagi.

I remember weeping that night like I've never wept befor
Not because this was anything worse than T had ever seen befa
but because I had seen the end of the Musa family. It was al
because I knew why he had done what he did while these rutk e
men had no way of knowing about the boy’s heart-break. i

=y

#ok % ok

. The investigations into the boy’s killing went on for some tiff
i The Provincial Prisons Commander, a kind man, was ng
f  becoming suspicious of this command and he had per{so nal
. visited the scene of crime. He wanted first to know for st
? whether the young boy had been counted at 3.30 p.m. [
E therefore ordered every warder around that area to go to1
position he was supposed to have been in during the 3.30§

as he had done that day. After positions had been taken, t
boy’s place was vacant. | '
The chief warder sighed with relief. Had the number of
prisoners present differed with the number required, he wot
have been in hot water, Apparently that wasn’t all the Prc in
Prisons Commander (PPC) required; he wanted the mo
the murder. One of Kagi’s squadron members had been in
to say that the boy had attacked him with a hammer fr
position he was hiding which was in a'store next to C
Section :.lét was high up, over nine feet, where vari
were kept. The warder had a slight cut inflic

oht and this seemed to substantiate his claim. Becau
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Kagi was using everything in his power to cover the murder.
Unfortunately for him, the Provincial Prisons Commander (PPC)
didn’t look at it from that angle. This time he seemed to want to
nail one on the other side. He had even uttered angrily in front
of the inmates “Mimi ninaona bii jela yenu mnaiendesha na viswabili.
(L can see you are running this prison with cunning)”. He didn’t
like the way they were running this jail, he said. To his surprise,
the prisoners clapped their hands. This put even more weight to
his suspicions.

' Quite unlike Kagi, the Provincial Prisons Commander (PPC)
wanted to know why an artisan could claim himself competent
in his work, whatever it was, if a ladder could be made in his
section without his knowledge. They had, produced a ladder,
claiming that the boy had made it. “We should not have such a
sergeant in the force,” he said.

The sergeant was transferred the same month. The boy was
the last one killed, not because the inmates got any better than
they had been but for two reasons. First, the syndicate had seen
to it that there was cooperation between both sides. Secondly,
the bloodthirsty prison boss had been replaced by a man witha
heart. - (e

L

On August 221978, everyone seemed to notice a peculiar thing,
The weather was neither cold por hot. There wasn’t any sun, yet
there were no clﬁd?,’From where we usually surveyed Lake
Naivasha on the first and second floors, you could not see it; yet
it was not a misty day! No one felt any need of talking to his
fellow inmates even as we squatted in the morning, ready to be
counted. Foran unknown reason, there wasa deep, uneasy silenge’
The corporal who opened our block was usually a noisy man
and had even béen given a nickname for a crazy person. Usually
you knew he had arrived or was around minutes before you were
unlocked. This Tuesday, he was very quiet for some strange

reason. 3
187% .
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We took our breakfast silently. An inmate who claimed to hay

-+ been converted stood in front of the rest of us to t@%ﬁ :
@ almost stoned. Unlike the Christians who are ready to suffer fe
- their faith, he sat down and hid his face between his hands. A
* far as he was concerned, we sinners no longer existed.
We went to the workshops in twos. The day was still gloom
and there was still no news. I thought I saw the two flags at hal
mast but lacked further evidence or explanation. So I shut o
the idea that was building up in my mind. After all, what dic
have to do with me? There was no polishing material in ot
section and in such cases we would go out to bask in the su
On this day, there wasn’t any sun, but since it was not a co
day, everyone preferred it outside. When we did not hat
something to do while resting, we would gossip and engage!
futile speculation. On this day, only a few chatterboxes v
I remember one remarking, “What is it with everyone toda
No one seems happy.”
He had noticed the same thing I had, so I told him. “I don
know either. I noticed the same thing. Did you notice the fla
were flying at half-mast?” |
“Really? I didn’t notice.” _
Ilooked to see if there was anyone to support me but findit
none, fell back to daydreaming. At around 9.30 am, warde
started gathering and, just like us, speculating. We felt thy
whatever they were saying was important. ;
GG came from inside and asked me, “Do you think there
something wrong somewhere?” ]
“Yes. It could be. I can see the warders are giving each oth
some sort of news and whoever hears it either holds his m;
or makes over twenty wrinkles on his face. This is the
always tell you people see with their mouths more clear
Just then, a young warder came from inside and was bex
by the others. He was either asked or told of the news. He
not conceal his shock. He opened his mouth wide enough




then stared vacantly into space for fifteen good seconds. They
saw an officer coming and dispersed.

Positive now that there was something amiss, we set out to
enquire. I met the Commanding Officer II in charge of our
workshop at the door and followed him inside. Even without
isking, he called me into his office and, after a few questions as
1o what was hindering the progress of work in Polishing, he
placed the sad news on a plate for me to chew.

“His Excellency, the first President of Kenya, Mzee Jomo
Kenyatta, has passed away,” he said.

No wonder the news had staggered the young warder. I realised
just then that I, too, liked the old man. It was my first time to be
o shocked about the death of someone not so close. Well, I
went outside and passed the news to GG and another friend.
Word passed from this to the next inmate until everyone was in
the picture. Frankly speaking, some people are great and I would
say even God recognises them. This was like an eclipse of the

.It seemed as if the sun was blocked by something translucent.
You can’t see the sun, yet you can’t see the thing covering it. At

got after the death of the honoured Mzce.

e

The death of the President shocked and worried a number of
prisoners but for quite a different reason. One thing they were
certain of now was that, this year, when the nation was in
mourning, there would be no presidential amnesty. They were
ure they would wait for another full year before they were
considered or even remembered. This was no real concern of
mine because inmates like us who were serving long stretches
were certain they would never be given amnesty. Past experience
had taught us just that. Yet, even with this knowledge, we liked
peculating that we would be considered, a thing we very well
knew would never happen.

least in Naivasha Prison, that was the sign from the sky that we -
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- wealwayslooked forward to as a change of diet.

Take for instance the remission. Over half o inmates th
had completed two thirds of their sentences which was all ¢
was required of a prisoner. All prisoners not charged with robby
don’t spend a second longer in prison after completing two thi
of their sentences. Many had served two years above the requi

two thirds, some even four years.

EEE S S

We saw 1978 end peacefully and celebrated with the ysual
and pint of tea without milk, but with a little sugar. Someth

January 1 1979 started very badly for us prisoners becau
can well remember that there was no water and so no food.
were supplied with a single potato each during the night!’
following day, the same thing happened. So for two days, We
two potatoes. This is what I find odd about Kagi’s reign wh
come to think of it. When we had his deputy in charge at.
times, I saw water brought by trucks from the Ministry of W
or some other place, and everything ran as usual. But a
beginning sometimes makes a good ending,

Around November, word started spreading that Kagi was g «‘_
No one could believe it because that was the fortieth time I
heard the same thing. This one was a light rumour yet it was
one that finally bore fruit. I happened to see the duty roster
the months of November and December and noticed that
Kagi was supposed to be there was the name of a new pert
bearing the same rank! My heart this time did its worst. It eit
added beats or slowed down so much that, for a few secor
my breath became laboured. 8

Earlier on, Kagi and a big number of others had been prome
He had been promoted to an Assistant Commissioner of
(ACP). He had visited the prison on his usual rounds in
rank. After he had gone, I entered the office of the Commi
Officer (CO) I in charge of our workshop and asked, “W
this man go now that he has been promoted?”
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[t was more of a statement than a question. What I saw of my
officer that day told me that I might have been under the care of
a lunatic all this horrible time of my life. Youwon’t believe it
but he actually screamed like a person being strangled until some
inmates outside the office looked at us. He took up his stick and
hit me on the chest twice. Dumbfounded, I stared at him not
knowing whether it was my words he hadn’t heard properly or
something else was troubling him. ’

His words gave me an answer. “You people, you bastards, you
blood-drinking beasts. We all know you don’t like this SSP
because he doesn’t allow you to kill us the way you did during
the old days. This man, God has blessed him and has promoted
him because, if it wasn’t for him, you would have killed almost
half of us and now he is going to run this Command as ACP.”

But Kagi was deprived of this title two months later.

“He is going to stay until he has softened all of you!”

[ wished I had not talked about it and wondered why I had
been given such aloud telling-off.

He was going to talk the whole day until everyone knew what
I had said. Luckily, the officer in charge of Industries came to
my rescue. By then I had already started sweating. Without
knowing and without intention I had made the officer sick. I
would always remember that day. So even when another time I
approached him after the realisation that Kagi was no doubt going,
[ knew what to expect and what I'was doing.

The happiness in me could stand anything from this old man.
Smiling but keeping my distance and pointing at the new name
on the duty roster which was in front of him, I asked him, “That
name, isn’t it new in this prison? Could it be that you got the
wrong copy, sir?”

I saw him swallow something, He looked at the roster without
moving his head. I knew he was hurt, but I sometimes joked
with him, for I'was used to his temper.

He didn’t answer me even though I waited patiently, so 1
repeated, “The SSP 1 mean. Dowe have two here now? I meant




- used to relying on my news as it was often factual. T had therefo

selected the best words for us. Words filled with disguis

you have no doubt whatsoever about the truth of my wor

there could be a mistake in typing this thing.” T said this like
fool who did not know what he was talking about.
Surprisingly enough, I didn’t get what I expected. Instead ]
talked very politely and told me, “Please get out of this offi
and stay out until I send for you.” That was all.
SoI got out to spread the good word. Inmates had now gott

taught myself not to talk of something I was not sure of and
had worked very well. -

ook ook %

At the end of November, Kagi held an open air meeting to s
goodbye and introduce his replacement. It was a wonderful d:
a long-awaited one. What I realised of this man that day %
that he was fluent. All that time he had pretended not to be ak
to talk in front of us, but it was only one of his many rushes
win the battle between us. He had earlier told us that he
like such meetings because he wasn't a born orator and so
would be talking through action. He had evaded meetings wi
prisoners.

This day I couldn’t think of anyone whose oratory I cou
compare his to. He could talk. He knew he was going and

apologies and sympathy. Genuine? I couldn’t tell.
He said, “It is sad that after staying with you for such a lo
time [ have to leave you. I will let you know frankly that I ho
feel I'll miss you and I do not know how long it will take
be able to put you out of my mind. You know very well
have shared with you the happiness as well as the misfort
and horror that has been in this prison. You know that it i
this prisom I got married. It is in this prison that my me
this very place, my brother died, and eventually’

b Q erd '___

“It is you who made the coffins for all these people, so I kn
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Therefore, when I say that I have shared with you happiness and
sorrow, you'll see Jam right because, as you know, there is nothing
1s shocking as losing your own mother.”

People have different hearts. I could see that from of his well-
elected words, he had started changing the bad attitude many
towards him. \

One fool muttered, “He s right. This man could turn out to be
the best leader we’ll ever have.” I couldn’t tell him anything, I
only knew he was a complete fool.

Kagi then called the person who was to take his place and said,
“Let me introduce to you the officer who will be in charge from
now on 5o that you may weigh him and know how to bear him. I
slready know you are professionals at that.”

His last sentence was meant to forewarn the new man. Kagi
could not help, however much he tried, to give a bad impression
of us. '

It was all for nothing, The smartly dressed, medium built, brown
Nandi gentleman knew his way around.

He told us: “I am only new in Naivasha Prison but not new to
prisons. And if you are ordinaries 1 am ordinary plus, plus.”

The word “ordinary” has a peculiar meaning in prison. It denotes
1 person who has been in prison several times and who knows
everything about prison life. He can handle anything. He
continued. “Ishould assure you that T know I did not come here
{0 wage warn you but to try and bring peace and understanding,
Tunagombania nini? (what are we fighting about)”

This man knew exactly what he was talking about. It was after
he came that we got.new hope that we would no doubt see the
end of our sentences and be free once again. Just as he had said,
|e was ordinary plus, plus.

Kagi’s former subordinates tried to feed him with the same
isonous stuff with which they had fed Kagi. But he would
everswallow their lies and he was the ideal type to rehabilitate
he inifates. Under Kagi’s torture, the best inmate could have
rned into a murderer any time. But with hope of one day being

—

free, any man was likely to change to normal.
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Time broughtabout changes and we bore witness to th
Everything that Kagi fed us with was changed. The commun
. beatings, the deaths of the innocent, the going blind because
deprivation of our rations and so on. :

Inmates got back their normal faces and shapes, except for
little aging. They no longer went in lines led by one who h
better s1ght

Every inmate every Bl ici theoptammnil knew thatat Iz
God had sent yet another Moses to the1r small tragic world
give these sinners newf_ lope.

3% ok % % 3%

The syndicate continued operating as years passed and we we
marching towards different indefinite destinations.

The syndicate’s work had been made so'much easier by t
arrival of the new commander. Kagi’smen had been seattes
over different prisons and new warders, who did not know
the hatred between the inmates and warders during Kagi’s rei
were brought in. The syndicate intermingled with these ¢
warders and did wonders., L his time there was no point in gy
to make peace as this was already there now. We had now e
the eighties we had believed we would never see. Asjs with
humans, we started forgetting the old tragedies and remem
Kagi only when we saw him coming to check on some
personal furniture he had left in the workshops, unfi
because of his unexpected transfer. Whenever you had
on your bench in his reign, you sweated hard, knowing you
to drink a pint of milk daily for a full month, when he liked y
work. It surprised him later, when he came to see how
- was progressing, that it was kept pending by the inmates
When he enquired he would be told, “T’ll see to it, Sir, 2
- now.” Sweet talk amounting to nothing. The thing that
us was his health. The Kagi we once knew had a protr
belly, ashort fat neck and a twinkling face that appeared '
wn:h oil. He drove a Mercedes Benz. ,
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This new Kagi who at times came to visit the industry had no

tummy and had a thin, long neck. His height was the same but

his face seemed to need massive doses of vitamins. He no longer
drove a Benz but a Peugeot 404. Not too bad, but at least a step
down.

And this taught us that everything good or bad has its ending.
We had never really believed, though we talked about it, that
Kagi would one day be a once-upon-a-time story in Naivasha.

So the syndicate went on operating, getting the same type of
stories from warders when we sent them out with cash for some fags.

“My wife came last night and in fact, I had to buy some sugar,
a kilo of meat and vegetables since I had none,” one would say.

Or “My elder son has held an urgent wedding and I had to give
him all I had, just to realise later that T had your Ksh 40. Now I
will see what I can do about it by the end of the month.” A lame

' excuse which is said to be better than none at all. But as it is
said, the secret of happiness is to learn to like what you have to.
We had learned to like, we had learned to like all these lies because
if we didn’t, we would only have suffered.

As I 'write this in prison, it 1s 1982 now, over eleven years since
Tlost my freedom. But, what a life! You never know till you have
tried. L have tried so Ikn lease don’t try. I know what makes
a man is not his shape or his gender but his deeds, plus what lies
behind him. I know that man is the wildest and the fiercest beast

on earth and it’s of paramount importance tekeep him on the
p p

right side. I know that it is not how long you live in this world
that makes a worthwhile life but it is what you pack in a life time
that counts. I also know because I have proved that dead men
.
tell no tales. But what a way to lear
Unlike the first time, I now knew what to do with my
manuscript. So when I completed it, I gave it to GG, not to make
any amendments, but because he had suffered as much for itas
I had. I felt he should have a glance at it before I sent it forward.
It didn’t take him long to read it over and he brought it back to
me a week later. From the way he Igoked at me, I knew he loved
it, for it spoke for him, too. He opened his mouth to talk to me,
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/Iong. Right now, I won’t waste time teaching you what’s o

- threw a glance at me and burst out laughing. He found the sto;

- Because I know he won'’t talk before I do, I ask him: “Last tin

- knowledge already?”

more real when written than when it was being discussed. F
was the type of a character who believed mostly in what he hg
read than what he had heard. That is the funny thing about his

He is the type of man you couldn’t convince blue was real
blue before he had seen it on paper, or if possible tasted |

you said I ought to have written something about prison. Wi
do you say this time? You are never without a comment.”

“Christ, what can I say, Jack Zollo? You have done it be
than the first time. But still you haven’t detailed everything. Wri
everything you know we have seen.” 5%

“It would bore my readers to tears. Enough said.”

A pansy passed nearby as we were talking. He was short, f;
brown with even, white teeth. He was handsome, all right, tk
queer. He moved sexily in front of us, with slow calculated ste
as if intending to impress us. The calves of his legs were fat
smooth, his whole body well washed and smeared with a sw
smelling toilet soap, which could only be afforded by prise
tycoons. He had protruding buttocks, which trembled with e
step. A hyena would have followed him for miles ing the
to drop at any moment so that it could eat thend/

Iglanced at GG, shook my head then looked b
Iknew right then I would insert the incident ifi this book.
GG: “Know something else, brother? A great number of in _
would have gained something useful in prison were it not f¢
this type of fool.” :

“What do you exactly mean? Haven’t we gained wig

“I'don’t mean you or me, but this type of sex maniac. T
don’t have much to talk about outside that topic or haven’
noticed that either? Okay I'll give it to you in writing by

Remember what I told you last time when you read
manuscript? I had told younot to remind me about priso
the things men do to others. Imeant it, GG.” ]
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Chapter 13

followed GG’s suggestion and wrote almost éverything

we had experienced in prison. I was sure I had not written all
because some of the things would only have reminded me of
what I wanted buried and forgotten. But I was satisfied with the
bit T had done.

So far I did not know how far my first book, My Life in Crime,
had gone. I had received a letter from my publishers télling me
that the book was due te be released soon. I waited eagerly for
the big day when I would hold the book in my hands. Its
publication would give me the inspiration to write more. It would
give me self-confidence, so I waited.

The book didn’t take long to come out. But when it did, I wished
it had taken longer for the happiness and the excitement I had
hoped for turned into sorrow. I experienced days of loneliness,
hunger bitterness and cold, sleepless nights. I regretted for a
time that I had ever written it because when it was discovered, I
was thrown into solitary confinement for one hundred days. After
that I was stripped of any power and influence I had over the
other prisoners (I had, for instance, become their paymaster).
After my solitary confinement I was given one of the lowest
jobs in prison ~that cleaning,

o R

I had just finished talking with the warder who was inspecting
the cleanliness of the cell block and locking up the wet rags in
the store (from where we would collect them early the following
morning to start the daily ritual of cleaning the floor again) when
I heard my name being called out.

We were on the second floor. Looking straight down from where
[ was standmg, I could see the man calling, a reception officer. I
felt fear grip me: it was the same officer who had come for me
when I was sent to solitary confinement, a prison within prison.
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j My mind was not as yet cured of the misery and lonelines!
had undergone in solitary, as I had been let out from there on
~ about a week earlier. I shrank at the thought of once aga
- encountering the same loneliness, cold, boredom and hunger;

of which had made me wish I had never written my book.
I had little time to meditate, for one learns to obey orders quick
in jail. So 1 descended the stairs with a heavy heart, hoping
the best but prepared for the worst. As I marched towards whi
I believed was another cold lonely cell, T had only the book!
my mind. . '

I remembered how I had hit upon the crazy idea of writin
book, the discouragement I had got from my fellow inmat
how I had finally decided to write, without knowing what [ wot
do with it when it was finished. It had occurred to me that 1
Jife was worth writing about after reading a novel by the Keny
writer, Mwangi Gicheru. The main character in his book, Ac#
the Bridge had led a life that was not very different from mine.
life of struggle in the shadowy world of crime.
Feeling excited at the idea, had applied to see the officer
charge of the prison where I was interned. I wanted to s
permission and, if possible, assistance to write the book. To1
great disappointment, his answer was negative. I kept trying, 2
after getting several ‘not approved’ decisions, I finally de
that I would do it my own way. As Ididn’t have a place toc
writing and the necessary material, I knew this meant having
break prison rules. . i

%ok %

There were several ways of getting the book written, and Ip c
on one I knew would not involve too many people, fort
might leak out. The prison had a printing press, w i
meant there were papers and lots of off-cuts, which most
used in place of toilet tissue. To get even these, you had
the inmates at the press.

198




You could, for instance, give them your day’s ration of food. . I
But cigarettes were even better — cheap Rooster cigarettes,

I happened to have had a few packets, so I picked out four

hard core inmates who would not crack under pressure if found
out. 1 supplied each with four cigarettes. That evening, they
supplied me witha bunch of papers, whichT took and hid under
s basin in the toilet while waiting for a chance to get a pen.
We were allowed to write letters to friends and relatives and
that gave me an opening. I managed to persuade afriendly warder
1o get me a pen. Soon after that, I embarked on my project in
sarnest. Twould write a few pages during the night and carry the
hand-written papers to the prison workshop where there were
enough hiding places.

As 1 continued writing I got so carried away that I would
sometimes write into the wee hours of the morning. For the first
ime in my life, I was doing something useful with my life.

For only two or three packets of cigarettes, I wrote a two
hundred and sixteen page novel. It took me about six months to
write it. Then the complete manuscript lay in the workshop
Jwaiting my next move.

Luck was still with me for, scon after that, an adult education
programme was nitiated in the prison. Exercise books, pencils
\nd rubbers were handed out. Some inmates were also allowed
10 buy better items at their own expense. I took this opportunity
{o try and reapply for permission to write & book.

Such petitions were always listened to by different senior officers
und, in this particular case, only three such officers could give
consent. I took time to make sure 1 applied when there was one
we regarded as peaceful and sensible, and when I was taken before
him he approved my application 00 condition that I handed over
whatever | wrote to the social welfare officer who would peruse
it and edit out any sensitive parts. 4

Finally I got a fully signed consent and the welfare officer was
requested to assist me with whatever I needed for my work, but
151 did not want my book interfered with, I gotanother idea.

[ wrote and filled two exercise ooks with a rambling story I
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l - knew they would not object to and, under this cover, transferr

my actual book from the off-cuts to new exercise books I h
received from my relatives. :

When I'had completed this task and done all the correctio
necessary, I smuggled the book out through an inmate frie
mine who had completed his sentence. Following my instructio
he delivered it to the publishers.

Trouble struck when the book was advertised in the Dai
Nation. The paper declared truthfully that the author of the box
was still serving his prison term in the Naivasha Maximu
Security Prison. The authorities could not believe it. From th
records, there wasn’t a prisoner by the name John Kiriamiti, a
't yet there was, the author of the book! |

They were not so dumb, for they had dealt with people of
kinds. They knew the author must be within the walls, officia
known by another name. By that time, I had qualified as a si
writer in the Polishing section and had been detailed to wor k
the Reception Office, where my work was to write the numbe
and names of new prisoners on labels sewn on prisone
uniforms. r

I'had had a busy day and had just cleared a long queue, T
last new prisoner had sadly put on his shirt, ready to begin payis
for his crimes to society when I heard my name called.

I'turned. The caller was a very senior prison officer. He kng
me as John Changamuse. I didn’t suspect there was anythi
wrong; quite often I was called to do various jobs after usu
working hours, for T'was then the only silk-screen printer the
SoI went expecting to do a nice piece of work for my bossa

master. But all hell broke loose. This time I was in for a se:
charge. -
“Yes, Bwana Kiriamiti.” 4
Ididn’t answer. I didn’t utter a word, I even pretended tolo
behind myself to see the Kiriamiti he was talking to. But,
heart was racing; the book must be on sale!
Seeing my blank face, the officer came to the point.
your other names?”

[}
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“Batista Mwangi,” I said. He wrote that on a piece of paper,
then stared hard at me. ' '

“What are your other names?” he asked but I just stared.

“Your father’s name?”

“Albert Githure.”

“How many brothers have you?”

“Five,” I said without hesitation.

“Their names?” But it was the name Kiriamiti he wanted to
hear and I was prepared to hide it for as long as I could.

Then he said, “Have you a nickname like Jack Zollo?”

“No, sir.”

“Have you ever been to Congo?”

I denied having ever been to Congo, the setting for many
adventures described in my book.

“I know we will understand one another,” he said at last,
knowing I knew what he meant because I understood prison
language. It meant I would be beaten till I spilled all the beans.

Yet as we looked at each other I could feel he wasn’t all that
angry. I could sense he had read my book and it had left a deep
impression on him. So I broke the silence and admitted I was the
author. He relaxed. We talked about the book and he frankly
admitted that he had liked it. But my troubles were not yet over.
He told me to follow him and he took me to the officer-in-charge.

The officer-in-charge (OIC) was a peaceful man who always
treated us all with impartiality and much understanding. But I
had gone against the prison’s standing rules, and although I wasn’t
sorry about it, he had his duty and he sent me to solitary
confinement. I was to stay there indefinitely — and this cruelty
of the system was hard to take. I stayed in solitary confinement
for 100 days.

It was the first time in this prison that I had been sent to the
punishment block and I could hardly bear the loneliness and
crushing despair. But at times, warders would come to see me
and congratulate me for the job I had done and to tell me that
my book was a sensation. One brought me a copy he had bought,
and I stared at it with deep emotion. '
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- charge came. In this block were mental cases (the largest numbe

Yes, I was glad I had done it. I felt it was worth the crue
punishment of my dungeon. But when the warders had gos
and there was no one else to talk to, the sickness and despat
would overwhelm me again.

When I had completed 100 days in solitary (those who livei
freedom can hardly understand what that means) the officer-is

and prisoners on penal diet as part of their punishment. I w
the third from where he started. T had just pushed aside my hal
eaten dish and was preparing to have a nap when my cell wi
opened. I stood up as required of an inmate and waited.
Officers of every rank from the lowest to the boss stood outsid
From my experience, | knew some illiterates were wishing that
would be punished forever because mine was regarded as one
the worst offences ever committed in prison; but the boss kne
otherwise. His first words to me were moving. “John, you ar
good wri _
“Thank you, sir,” L replied. There was alump in my throat.
He turned to the security officer who couldn’t believe what
was hearing. He was using his mouth for eyes. "
“You can release him. But he should stay in the block withoi
doing anything till further notice.” i
I was freed from solitary. _
A month later, on August 30, 1984, the Reception Officer cal
me. As I reached the first floor I was met by three inmates w
came running in great excitement. One of them told me, “Go
news! You are going home!” i
Lonly looked at him thinking he must be mad. I couldn’t beli
it. The second one demanded a pair of boots I had on docts
orders, Another one wanted my prison uniform, while ang
wanted to exchange his old blanket for my new one. That 1
it goes: whenever an inmate is being released, he b
anything of value to those he leaves behind. That th
asking for these things told me that I was finally going k
All this time I wasn’t talking. The good news was too m
me and I was only able to move when the officer called me ag
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I descended the rest of the stairs. I was told to join a group of
ten other inmates who were squatting in pairs at the duty office
and we all walked towards the Reception Block. But I'was still
not convinced we were about to be set free. You don’t take
prisoners’ words seriously. As there is so much time for talk in
prison, there are so many rumours within those walls that, if you
believed whatever you heard, you would go nuts. Besides, the
warder hadn’t mentioned a word about release. They normally
wanted things like blankets, towels, cups, sandals to be returned
on a prisoner’s release but this one said nothing about that.

But studying the group I'was in, I could tell that things couldn’t
be bad. The men were a mixture of all tribes and there wasn’ta
single tribe that had more than one person in it. The prisoners
were of good conduct, the qualification needed for a
recommendation of release.

But what about me? It was hard to imagine why I had been put
in this group of goodies. I was known all over prison as a person
who could not hold his fists back when rubbed the wrong way.
That was not what the authorities regarded as “good conduct”.
Fortunately, I had never been booked for it; no fight was in my
file. But, I had written a book . . . The breach was still fresh in
everyone’s mind.

We were ushered into an officer’s office. It was the same officer
who had interrogated me about the book and we heard the magic
words. “Because of your good conduct in prison, you have been
recommended for an early release and here, in front of me, isa
letter ordering your release. So, by tomorrow, each one of you
will be transferred to the prison near his home area where you
will be officially released on September 7, 1984.”

To me he added, “You, John, are you still writing books? Would
you rather we gave you some more time to write another one?
Why couldn’t you wait and write your books when you were
released?”

[ didn’t utter a word but I almost asked him whether he was
sure prison offered the best opportunities for a literary career. I
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couldn’t spoil it. Right then I was like a person floating in space,
lost in the bliss of a nice dream.

On my way to the block, I was alone with my thoughts. I dig
not share them with those with me because although we had
suffered together, we differed in many ways. Some of them were
cattle rustlers, others petty criminals. Some were now elderly,
having lived in prison for many, many years and were ignorant
of the present life. Now we were parting, each to gather the
threads of his life again and start anew.

I remembered the judge who had sent me to prison. I saw the
EPD (Earliest Possible Date of release) which read August 1990,
but this was 1984 and I'was free. In a week I would be out in the
world again. I felt like going down on my knees to thank God.

The following day, handcuffed and in my prison uniform,
carrying a white bag which contained my only suit, a pair of
shoes, a tie and socks, I was led to the bus stop from where we

would board a bus for Nairobi.

® % 3 o

The one kilometre walk from the maximum security prison ta
the bus stop would have proved tough for me as T had had little
exercise during my fourteen years of confinement, but the
knowledge that each step I took brought me closer to freedom
made the walk a pleasure. But I still wasn’t free. My escorts wer
taking me to Murang’a Prison near my home, from where ' would
be released in a week. : _
The first step into the free world was a revelation. T stepped
out and tasted the fresh air, listened to the chirping of the birdk
as my eyes feasted on beautiful greenery outside the prison gates
How my heart rejoiced to be outside after staying for so long
within prison walls. i 2
I'was very happy. I had another week ahead of me, but anywhet
else was preferable to this prison in which I had spent so man
years of my life. I'was looking over my shoulder every minu
reassure myself that the jailers weren’t following me to tell m
that it was a mistake, that my twenty years had not been done
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We boarded a bus for Nairobi from where we would take another
to Murang'a Prison. I found the journey to Nairobi shorter than
I had ever known it to be. Although the scenery was dull, I was
starved for any sight that proclaimed my freedom.

Something else made me very happy. As we were boardmg the
bus, I had seen a long queue at a bookshop and been informed
by one of my escorts, who had gone to investigate, that the
people were all buying copies of my book and that it seemed to
be selling like hot cakes. This gave me a strong heart and the
faith that there was a future for me out in the world; perhaps a
fortune.

. The Isuzu bus rolled and roared on the road as if the driver
knew there was a soul inside the bus that was on the way home,
almost home. We got to Nairobi in the evening. It was really
wonderful to see the big town again after so many years.

Though I managed to hide my excitement, it gave me a kick to
listen to different sorts of sounds — the sounds of free people
going about their business, different from the monotonous drone
within prison walls.

Ididn’t bother to strain my eyes as [ knew that, in a short time,
the town would be all mine to explore once again; to cross the
streets any time I pleased and go anywhere I chose, without an
escort. But for now, the long arm of the law was still around me
and I couldn’t make one free move. As there were no vehicles to
Murang’a, my escorts took me to the Industrial Area Prison. It

. wasasmall prison, which added to my sense of reassurance about

the promised freedom.

Word had passed to all inmates in this prison that one of the
Naivasha “long-term boys” was around and, in the morning,
lzteraﬂy hundreds of inmates came to see me with thousands of
questions about life in the big prison.

As Istill looked young, some of them couldn’t believe that I
had spent fourteen years in prison. They started Wondermg why
they were worrying themselves to death because of six months

Or one ycar.
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they stared at me as if I had plague. Some in the seat beh

- and only left when the bus was ready to go. By lunch hour, I

~ had arrived safely.

I wo

Just seeing me made them feel hopeful. If I was free, their ti
would come, too. A

None of my relatives, not even those in Nairobi, knew [ was
around; L hadn’t had time to let them know and, in any case, I
wanted to take them by surprise.

My escorts came back for me at 10 am. There was a transport
problem as the prison vehicles were all busy with other duties:
and none could be spared. There weren’t buses from this place
to town, except matatus, and you couldn’t expect a matatu to take:
three odd passengers like us who had no cash, only road warrants.
I knew my escorts were too lazy to walk all the way 10 Machakos

If my sister Connie knew where I was, she would come for m ey
Iwanted to see her very much, for we had been very close. I told
them about her and gave them her telephone number with
instructions. Ten minutes later, Connie and my brother-in-law
John parked their car at the prison gate. We went to the gate to
meet them.

As we drove to the bus stop, Connie couldn’t believe it was
lost brother seated behind her in her car; the sight of
handcuffs and the ugly prison uniform distressed her. In the

mine moved away to sit somewhere else, a thing which made
uneasy about the society I was about to join. But my sister was
there to comfort me. She sat beside me, smiling with excitem

in Murang’a Prison; by 3.30 pm Connie was there to make

On September 7, I was called at around eight in the morni
was my last day in prison. In the office of the Comma
Officer, I met a prison dignitary who was to give me th

“John, you can see how lucky you are to be free. But life thes
days is different from what it was years back. The cost of li
has gone up drastically. Please do not let it force you to run wil



¥

aga.iiﬁéo home and have a few months rest while you think of 1
the’best thing to do. l am sure you have learnt a lesson . . .”

But I didn’t need to hear all that because I was already reformed.
Not because I had been punished and whipped in pnson the
change had come from within my own being.

The feel of civilian clothes is soothing for it tells an inmate
that he is no longer part of the prison fraternity. With joy and
relief, I put on my only possessions in this world, a three-piece
grey suit from my days as a free man. The gate was opened for
me and I slipped out, free at last.

%% W OE = 4
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QOutside the gates, I saw my sister Connie. She was with a ten-
year-old youngster, Wallace Wanjohi, my nephew. On seeing me,
he ran and jumped on me, to hug the lost uncle he had always
heard about but had never seen.

It left me without words that the first person to come to my
arms was a child born when I was inside. Putting him down, 1
turned to see, for the last time, the wall, which had separated me
from such a loving boy. Hating all that had happened to me, I
turned and led the way forward.

Blaring music started reaching my ears. Everything looked
strange. The feeling was to linger in my mind long after I was
home.

[ passed the same spot where a bullet from a cop had missed
" me by inches, years back. This spot reminded me of my abortive
marriage with Milly. It reminded me of my arm in a sling,a cold
lonely cell in a police station, a Sem?r Resident Magistrate in
spectacles.

I had some business with the police that same day, so I parted
with my nephew and my sister till the following day. Later on1
went straight to where I knew I'd get a vehicle to my home. I
didn’t feel much of a stranger and, comparing myself with the
people around me, I was sure I didn’t look outefiplice. Fifteen |

i

minutes later, there came a matatu driven by a young man whose
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face looked familiar to me. He left it with a tout and came
sat on a form outside a shop. Our eyes met. He was my brothy
When he recognised me, he couldn’t believe it was me. To hir

it was a daydream, and he stayed where he was, astounded ar
transfixed. He was ten when I went to prison. He was now:
inch taller than I, and had grown a beard. I could see him tryis
not to weep. |
“Let me take the matatu and drive you home right now,”
said, He was almost stammering, and now I realised [ was shari
my misfortune with my family.
When he got into the car, he didn’t even remember his tout
look for another passenger. I took the seat next to him and, at
slow speed, talking with éxcitement, he drove me straught hon
I found my mother seated outside with two visitors. Thinkin
was just another visitor, she stood up and offered me her sez
“Oh, welcome, young man, have a seat. It is very warm ins|
and that’s why we decided to move out here.” !
“Thank you, I am all right,” Itold her. I moved to the edge
the compound as if to admire the piece of land. ..
- My own mother had looked at me and not recognised me. }
she didn’t look much older than she did when I had left her. |
so many years had passed, and prison life must have changed
beyond recognition. ;
I could detect some pain and agony on her face. I was to k
later that she had just got home after taking my father to
Provincial General Hospital where he had been admitted
night.
It was for her a day of joy and tragedy. It was great to be by
home after fourteen years, wonderful to be away from b
warders, from ill-treatment and so much loneliness, but
terribly to see my own mother looking at me like a total
What had I done to her and to myself? I went for a1
mind in a daze. An hour later, I came back. She had b
who I was by my brother and she received me with great jo
We went to see my father in hospital the following mors
He had last seen me fifteen years back. Then I had more fles
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my bones, was browner and without a beard. Out of the eight
people who stood by his bedside, he knew seven. When asked
about the eighth, he said, “I've never set my eyes on him in my
life.”

But I was reunited with my family. Here now was the free world
before me, the world that T had, years back, carelessly handled
until it had slipped between my fingers. It was a mistake I swore
never to repeat.

After resting at home I went back to Nairobi. If it was the
place where I had wasted my life, it was where I intended to pick
up the lost threads. But where was I to start?

The first thing that struck my mind was to let the world know
['was a different man. So I went to the Daily Nation and gave my
story. Itappeared in the Sunday edition. AsImoved through the
streets, | was afraid the cops who used to know me as a hit-man
would spot me, think T had broken out of jail and excitedly shoot
me. But if my own father and mother had failed to recognise me,
how could the cops? As I wandered around, I saw new faces of
young cops who must have been in school during my activities.

R §

Some people are ready to accept the unfortunate in the city while
others take advantage of the desperate. From the papers, #Mrs {
Mwangi traced me with great concern. Together with a few |
relatives I was staying with, we said prayers to welcome me and
#wish me success in whatever I chose to do. 1

A week later a Muganda, a wolf in sheep’s clothing, offered me
A job as a silk-screen printer for I had mentioned to the press
that I had learnt silk-screen printing in prison. Happily I took
the job, certain that Mrs Mwangi’s prayers had been answered.

I started work, waking up at around six and going to Kibera,
where my boss had his workshop. I was seriously ready to start a
new clean life. I only knew what I had got myself into when, at
the end of the month, I went to the man for my money. T had -
spent about Ksh 300 on bus-fare alone. I had lent my boss Ksh -
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200 out of the Ksh 400 1 had earned in prison for fourteen years

But the man callously said there was no money!
“Wait till next week please. I'll see to it,” he said curtly.
Two more weeks passed. Still there was no pay. So I quit. =
[ went to ask for the money again a month later. He was no
even ready to part with the Ksh 200, my hard-earned priso;
money! He threatened me with the police, talked of my past, th
. prison I had just left, claimed I knew no printing, a thing I wa
" surel knew better than him by far. I realised I had fallen prey t
a ruthless, hungry, mean operator. It hurt to know that ther
| were many now in our society. And yet I'was supposed to be g
anew productive and constructive life.
At least the experience proved to me one thing, which mac
ége%glad._ I was wholly reformed. I could take this kind ¢

tment calmly. Had he done this to me when I was called Jag
Zollo, he would have regretted ig—" :
In the next half-year, I criss-crossed Nairobi streets, like a b
without a hive. I wanted to start something! Twas in real troubl
for I was penniless. I did have old friends, former classmat
who had done well in life and who often visited me to enco
me, but T knew they were busy with their lives, trying to improy
their own lives. _
I decided not to bother them with my troubles. It was hard
know where to start. I had seen what happened to scho
dropouts, the scarcity of jobs, the cut-throat competition at
he high cost of living (just like the prison officer had warn
me). -
Eventually Istarted my own screen printing business and,
hard work and dedication, managed to get it moving. I took
recruits, trained them and then left them to run it for me becay
my heart was in writing. While they looked after the busi
went into freelance journalism. :
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The first six months in this free Kenya were not easy. The cost
of living was a thing to reckon with and I had to put in an honest
effort if I was going to pull off anything. I was once a man of
expensive tastes. I still am, I guess. But the time wasted behind
bars had taught me plenty.  knew now I had to lower my tastes
quite a bit and reassess my values. Still, at times, I felt like hiding
from those who knew me. Stooping low was not easy.

I hadn’t stayed outside long before I once again met the lady
who started it all. At times I felt she was to blame, making me
land into a world of living corpses, all because she couldn’t hold
back and let things cool down so that we would marry without
fear. But I know it was only because she loved me so much.

In a way she was to blame for my arrest, for it was she who
begged me to marry her, when I was lying low after my return
from Congo. I was forced to show myself in public while
arranging the wedding and the law caught up with me on the eve
of the wedding.

I still remember her with affection, for she was loyal to me
during the time we lived together. One time I had asked Milly to
allow me to write a few words about her to satisfy my readers’
curiosity about her and she said, “My consent, Jack, is not
necessary now. Did you ask me before you wrote those things in
the first book?” T knew Milly, and this was her way of saying that
she didn’t mind.

& After I'wasarrested, Milly remained faithful, and for seven good
years visited me regularly in prison. For a woman with her kind
of steady enduring love, twenty years seemed to be nothing. She
would come once a month, according to regulations and give me
news about the outside. She told me she had left her job in the
Airways and had become a teacher.

I believe Milly would have stayed loyal to me to the end. It was
| who stopped her from coming to see me. I knew she was doing
the right thing, visiting me to show that she had not deserted

me, even when I'was a prisoner. She made it clear that she would
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- was never meant for my soul, and ached to be back home beside

‘happening to you all those years? Stop wasting your time! F

cling to my family until I emerged. She brought my young brothers
and sisters with her some of the times, and I appreciated that,,
But something was going wrong inside me. Her visits always left
me sick. I got crazy dreams. I knew I was in a horrible place that

that girl. Opening my eyes, I'd see the hideous wall. My heart
would ache intolerably, all over again.
1 didn’t want Milly to continue seeing me! Anyone else wa
welcome, any time, but not Milly! It was so hurting to see her
walk away and leave me behind bars. And I couldn’t help feeling
insanely ]ealous, knowing she would go walking in the midst of
men who wagld pefhaps be delighted to know that her husbani
o itoutin a duasgeon. It hurts to have your womat

was sweating :
where you can’t reach her, knowing there can always be anothe;
man in yo 4

‘With all this in m.md I couldn’t stand the 31ght of her so
decided I'd get her out of my system. The last time she ca
let her know. I knew I would stay inside for a long time, fo
law doesn’t joke. I was always certain to do the full twenty
that the judge had given me. There was then no need of ma
Milly think there was any hope. I did not want to ruin her
I had ruined mine, so politely I told her, “Look Milly, you
been coming to visit me now for seven good years. You
with me it is long enough. Yet, that is not even half of the
I'll be here, Milly. There are thirteen more years and I am sure
can never survive with this sort of treatment. What will b

we ever met and I'll try to forget, too, and I guess it will be e
for both of us that way. Do me a favour, stop seeing me.”

Milly cried. I was trying to be good but I had made a mistake,
guess women at times don’t understand when men mean
nice to them. I told her I was doing her a favour. How else cou
I have put it to make her understand I was sacrificing
happiness for her? :

“Is that the best you can do to me? Ididn’t know that stop
seeing you would be a favour!” she said. Those were her la
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words. She turned and left. és,far as I was concerned, she had
done the right thing. I wanted both of us to be free from that
thing they call dThad managed it —at a great cost in pain.

My next mee%iaé gtﬂfﬁ %ﬂﬂy was two months after my release. I
had thought much about her when I emerged but I was not ready
to see her. We came face to face in town by accident. I couldn’t
even decide whether I was supposed to be happy or sad.

She was in the company of a man, a tall stout man who I tried
to ignore. I could see from the look on his face that he was the
one who had stepped into my shoes while I was languishing in
jail. To make it worse, Milly looked very heavy with child. I could
tell she had only a few months to go before she had this fellow’s
baby.

She was still very young and beautiful. I remembered all the
many things we had shared and felt a deep regret for having told
herto go. Perhaps if I had been patient we would still be together.

“Jack . . . I can hardly believe my eyes,” she said, “How are

- you? I have to pinch myself to make sure I'm not dreaming.”

Prison had changed me a lot. I had forgotten how to handle
such a situation, so I simply gave her my hand. She looked me
over just like that time I had come back from Congo. But there
were no kisses this time. The man stood dumbly, watching.

“Oh, Kimani,” she said, “this is John. I have told you so much
about him.”

The man nodded uneasily and did not bother to extend his

hand. This was unpleasant for both of us. Milly, stammering, .

ccontinued, “I. . . T have told you so much about John that Ido
“not need to repeat it. All T ask you is to let me buy him some
coffee some place. I’ll see you tomorrow, if God wishes.”

I waited to see the man’s reaction, for I had noted he was
somehow tigsy. Something told me he didn’t have the guts to
object. They weren’t married yet and I knew Milly, who wasa
tough girl, had power over him. .

To me, she said, “Let’s go Jack. You look hungry.”

She Was right. But right then I had no appetite, the meeting
had killed it. The man crossed the street and I saw him enter his
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car. At least, Milly wasn’t in the wrong hands and I couldn’t hel
feeling happy for her. | '

Things weren’t going to be easy and I sensed it. Milly look
confused. But she looked more composed than I was. She tog
my hand as we walked, and I was happy that’$he was stil
warm friend. The cafe we went to was 2 néw one to me. I pulls

my hand out of hers and managed a smile, my heartbeat 2
audible.

“Milly, who was that character who looked like he was limping
“Please, hold it till we get.to a place we can talk peacefully
Ailly saiUsiedmfortably, we drank our coffee and then i
., invited me to her flat ifi a school compound.
She had stzle and taste as in the good old days. The sitti
room told the story. But there wasn’t anything around to indica
there was ever a person like me in her life. But that didn’t surpn
_~me. Fourteen years had passed. I took her album, which was¢
« the table and felt some excitement as I saw photos of myse
Jack Zollo, as I was called. Then I'looked up at Milly heav
pregnant, and recoiled. “Mjlly, who was that character?” I ask
again. : |
“Can’t you let me prepare lunch, for Ch.rti.st’s sake? Thert
time. We'll talk, John. We’ll talk.” s
“No! Let’s talk now.” A
“You told me to look for someone else,” she saia: sm
make it light.
“That doesn’t answer my question. Who is he?” .
“I'm engaged to him. We’ll get marriédduring the sche
holidays, in December,” Milly said. |
“Oh, that’s your headache,” I said rather unpleasantly, “B
where is my son?”
“Yourson?” she said calmly, “He is in school. He is in Fo
] Two, now. Oh, John. Since you left us for tiie hawks, let usk
“Milly, Iam sorry,” I said. “I shouldn’t have come home Wi
you. We werén’t meant for one another. Meeting you was a
accident which we should forget. Remember how we were
many years ago?” - "
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“It will never be the same again Jack,” Milly said. T

“Youare right, Milly. Things will never be the same. But from
you, I have learnt alesson. You were always nice, very faithful
and everything else nice. But all that landed me in a muddle.”

“You talk as if I was the cause of your misfortunes,” she said.

“You can’t blame me!” }

. . I'was serious. But it was hard to convince her I was. At times I
knew I was careless, though I was always able to fight my way
out of the jams I put myself into. I at times convinced myself
that if Milly hadn’t insisted on having that wedding, I wouldn’t i
have had any need of hiring a car and visiting Murang’a when I
knew every policeman was looking for me. Yes, I loved Milly. !
But it was this love that had landed me in jail. *

It didn’t turn out badly at long last. Milly and I would never
argue without coming to a conclusion. And true love doesn’t die
so easily. I was sure I would have made her change her mind but
that would have put us into more trouble. So 1 let her marry the
man.

She’s a teacher now, and I have no doubt about her tence
in that field. A mother of two, she is, now; and still so beautiful
to me. The ties berween us were so strong that she was not angry

with me for writing all about us in the book. She understood. As

she had been part of my life she had to appear in my book. She -
has no regr_eif having ever met me, and would give me a
hundred-bob #6te when I needed it in those months I was settling

down. But I guess I'll never need it again, not from her. A cup of
coffee when we meet is enough. At least it lessensthe pain.

A cup of coffee when we meet. We'll always/share it because I
can afford it now without much struggle. But there is one thing
romlsed never to forg1ve me about -my life in Congo.

ink these strong ties between me and women will always

haym me. Milly read and liked My Life In Crime. As she told me,

she did not mind my making her almost thé centre of interest in

the book. But she hated the part about Congo. - _
She was not ready to forgive me abotit the affairs I had with

the Greek women. She would have liked to think that I was as
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- Bible that Thadn’t met a single woman for the eight month
.~ Well, I couldn’t help it. If she thought I could do two months:
without one, she was the one to blame. -

And Hellene?

LR R

* Inmy life- and Tam not old yet - T have missed death by inches
or by minutes. Arriving two minutes earlier in a place has sav ed
my life. ' |

Two minutes: just enough time to unlock a car, switch on the
. engine and take off like a bat out of hell . . . Yet there were

times when I wished a particular moment would last forever,
like when I met Hellene and realised she had badly fallen in love
* with meand I'with her, despite who she was, a Greek millionaire’s
daughter. Yes, some people are capable of undying love. Hellene
believed I was a politician’s son on the run; but even after she
knew I was a crook, she still loved me. '

Hellene did not know who I'was when she first met me. All she
knew about me was what I had told everyone else in Congo, that
I was Albert Ngure from Kenya and that  had fled to
the then Congo for political reasons involving my fictitious father.
~ Thadarrived there illegally, in asleek car which I had got off as
- Indian through blackmail. %

The moment I got to Bukavu town, I was the son of a politician
aleader of an opposition party that had been banned. Hellene
didn't know that when her father had employed me as hi
chauffeur he had saved my life. Her father knew nothing 2
my criminal past. He was a busy man with many things on hi
He wanted a good driver and he found one in me. I'wasto liv
freely in his bungalow, do what I pleased in my free time, be:z
happy as his own children, but not get anywhere near Hellene
_ hisonly daughter. ' '
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I obeyed all the rules and was a good chauffeur. But he had
made a big mistake and he didn’t realise it until very late. By
confining Hellene too much in the bungalow, personally taking
her out whenever she wanted to see a bit of town, he had made
her long for other things which she couldn’t get from him or her
two brothers.

Then Albert Ngure came into her life and proved to be very
exciting company. I was a youngster with a wide knowledge of
the world and could understand exactly what this young Greek
girl was missing in life. Isoon became her lover. Then just when
she was deeply in love with me, Ivanished. . . leaving herin the
family way. The reason T had to make myself scarce was that my
boss’sq{éﬁ}%rf;\ry was also heavy and was blaming me for it.

Hellene tried to trace me when I vanished from her dreams,
the bungalow and Bukavu. She had warned me that she would
commit suicide if I didn’t elage with her but her father
intervened. He had received a note I had written to him, warning
him of his daughter’s threat. He talked to her like a father and
won his daughter’s life back. I had not known I had made a
blunder in the bungalow until I came out of prison and met
Hellene again. The only mistake I thought I had made was to
escape in the millionaire’s Benz to the airfield, knowing it would -,
be traced there within minutes of my escape.

In-my hurried packing I had left behind enough evidence to
trace me up to my real home. T had left two letters from home as.
well. Luckily, all this evidence landed in Hellen’s hands. Hellene
still loved me, despite what T had done to her. She covered up'
for me. She didn’t give the evidence to the police when they
came. She decided she would trace me herself.

I guess the greatest surprise I ever got was to meet Hellene

after sixteen years. I could not believe my eyes. But she didn’t
look all that surprised herself. It was as if she expected to see me
any moment she landed in Kenya. She hadn’t changed much
After all those years and looked far younger than her age. She
had come across My Life In Crime in London by sheer accident
and had bought it without knowing who the author was or what
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to expect. She had always wanted to know about Kenya ani
used to read much of its history, so when she came acrd,
book by a Kenyan author, she decided to buy it. That it was m
book she bought was an amazing coincidence. You can imagir
her surprise when she read the book and came to the part whes
the story was about her and me. She was no longer confined
her father’s bungalow in Congo. She was now a restless touris
her favourite destination being Kenya. '
Standing inside a bank in Nairobi waiting for my cheque to
cashed, I saw a white girl. I thought her face looked familiar
waited to see her reaction at the sight of me but she passed b
without casting a glance at me, and went to the next counte
"The swinging of her hips as she walked told me [ had seen h
somewhere, not in a movie, but in real life. Or had I seen herg
the street?  hadn’t had any white friends for over sixteen yea
so I shrugged the matter off my mind. ]
“The cashier called my name and I forgot all about her. I start
to count the money the cashier had just given me. Hellene look
at me and recognised me. She came to me breathlessly, just a
was about to go away. \
“Oh...Good God, Ngure, how are you?” She said. I thoug
she was talking to the cashier. But I was wrong, the cashier w
looking at me. Ngure, that was me! I had completely forge Ot
that once upon a time I was known as Albert Ngure, far away
Congo. And this girl, could she be .. |
“Don’t tell me you have forgotten me, Albert," she said. “I a
Hellene.” v
She stood there, sure of herself. Her memory must be great
looked at her face and my own memories came flooding
But for a moment I longed for escape as I remembered
things I had done to her and her family. But Hellene was sn
When I stretched my hand to take hers, that wasn’t en
her. She was reaching for my whole body, arms open
take me, her lips searching for my cheek, then my lips, v
other customers used their mouths for eyes.
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“Ngure, what have you been doing with yourself? Youlook
nice, you haven’t changed much. Except this.. . .” she touched
my beagd

[ didn’t have a beard when we were together sixteen years back.
Her smile and the tender touch of her lips brought it all back
and made me almost forget where we were, that people were
watching us. It was a joyful reunion.

From the look in her eyes I could tell Hellene had forgiven me,
probably because so many years had passed. I relaxed and was
able to talk.

“l am very sorry, Hellene. I guess my memory is witheringas
get old. I couldn’t remember where I saw you last. You look
even younger than when I knew you! And very healthy, too.
What are you doing in Kenya?”

“Just visiting, Albert,” she said.

The cashier two feet away was hearing news. He had just cashed
my cheque with the name Baptista Wanjohi and here was a white
lady who knew me as Albert Ngure. He shouldn’t have worried.
I was not a crook any more. It was all in the past . . . But I
decided we had to get out of that bank. “Are you through with
this place?” T asked, “We could go to some place and have a
_ghat”

“I had come for some currency exchange but that can wait,”
Hellene said. It seemed to me that everyone in the bank noticed
her excitement. By the time we reached the door she was giving
me news. '#

“I have got a copy of your book, Albert. It is wonderful.”

“Thank you.” .

“You know, Icouldn’t believe it.  mean it was incredible. Buying
2 book to find my name in it — everything about me. Incredible.”

“You have been to Kenya before?” S

“Well, yes. Three times. But Ididn’t buy it here, if that is what
you mean.”

“Where did you buy it then?” I asked in surprise.

“Take it from me, I bought it in London three months ago,”
Hellene said.
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It was my turn to use my mouth for eyes. For this was the thirt
time to hear of my book'havmg been bought abroad by different
people and as far as my publishers were concerned there hag
never been outside sales. I thought a little about the book pira
Ihad been hearing o%cn.nd decided I must be one of the victimis --_._.-'
“authors. I had a sinking feeling in my stomach, for I hate bein
cheated. Theri Llet the thought slip away. After all, I'was only:
buddingwriter and such t‘ﬁ'oughﬁwodd only discourage me. T¢
hell with it. Hellene was here with me, _
Just then, she burst into peals of laughter and T had to laugl
100, not knowing why. She said, “Just tell me, please, what do-
call you? Charles Lukindo, Jack Zollo, John Kiriamiti, Alber
Ngure or Peter Gichoya? Iguess Istill do not know you!”
“Which one do you like best? They are all mine,” I said lightly

. Buther question made a lot of sense, of course. Having read my
- book, she could not help being confused. During my days
crime, the names I took up depended on the town and country:
was in, and what I was doing. I had so many names I do not
remember some myself. :
“Please be truthful at least once in your life,” Hellene said
“The book says you have reformed, should I believe it?”
“Then why do you ask? The book has given you my true name.
“So I take it that you are John Kiriamiti, not Albert Ngure o
Jack Zollo? Hellene said. 1
FfTam Kmamm. _
Hellene sighed. “Now, please tell me, to satisfy my curiosity
You canl 't have been serious about some of the things you w. ote.
Like. . ]
“Oh forget it aud tell me a little about yourself. We’ve talked
enough about me.”  + '
Inside Plaza Inn, at a street corner, I took out a packet
cigarettes and lit one while we waited for our coffee. T was still
- little nervous and confused. I had not expected to see He
- again in my life. And I couldn’t forget the way I had run out
~ herbackin Congo. |
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“Can I have one cigarette?” she said. This came as a surprise.
As far as I could remember, her whole family hated smoking and
Hellene had persuaded me to stop.

“Don’t tell me you have gorie that far Hellerie,” I said as 1 gave
her one. :

“I guess it is a surprise to you, but that makes for no comparison
with your surprises, Albert . . ;I mean John.”

“You were about to tell meabout yourself,” I said. “Can’t you
see I am dying of curiosity o know a few things?”

“About Pietro and Makario$?”

“About who?” %

“Your two sons. From me and another woman who is not
around. If you will not be taken to hell when you die, then hell
will be empty,” Hellenesaid. =

“T'wo sons?” I cried, “You didn’t have an abortion? You looked
as if you would.”

A little sadness crossed Hellene’s face. §

“You didn’t have to run away like that, John,” she said, puffing
on her cigarette. RN

“What? With two of you crying for my blood and the re?éit‘éd
warnings I got from your old man? You think I wasn’t enjoying
living in that comfortable bungalow and driving a Benz? There
are times I wish I never touched you, Hellene. But you were.
telling me about the two boys. Who is older than who? Who is
the son of which mother, for the father is one and known to all..
And how and where are they?” I was perplexed and the words
just tumbled out. (3 ity

Hellene said, “I have come to Kenya three times, hoping to see
you. I'wasn’t surprised when I saw you. I believed that one day I
would. But I was excited, T have always wanted to see you again
because, despite what you did, Istill loved you. I tried to reach
~ youthrough the address you had carelessly left behind but all in

vain. When I read your book, I knew why you never replied. I - :
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wanted to pay you a visit in prison but I was notsure I wouldbe
allowed in. And anyway, my visits here have always been brief.

My daddy forgave you when he read your letter to him because it '
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saved my life. When I knew you had run away, [ decided to kill
myself. I bought some tablets intending to take an overdos
Daddy realised T was mad about you and, taking that advan
convinced me you did all that because you loved me too. He
convinced me you’d come back for me, John. Like a fool
believed you would come back, so I waited patiently, month afte
month, imagining how I would hold you when you came back t@
me. By the time I gave up expecting you, I was nursing a bab
boy. Looking at him has always reminded me of you. He is noy
almost your age when we met/ The funny thing is that his bes
friend is Makarios, the son from your other woman, Elizabet!
Makarios. They started school together and are now both i
Tondon studying law. Through those sons, we have bcco .,‘:
intimate friends, Mrs Fataki and 1. Elizabeth rnamed an Africa
about six years ago, they have two more ki &
“Who did you marry and how many more kids do you have?
have heard enough of Miss Makarios.” [
“Mrs Fataki,” she corrected me “I’'m not married. I hated me
after that. I am still single and, with Pietro, I do not need mon
children. How is your wife?”
“Could you ask that again?” I said in a cloud of smoke fror
my cigarette. ]
“Your wife,” she said, smiling, :
“Ido not have a wife, so that question is unnecessary. You sai
you hated me ever since. Is that s0?”
~ “Thad to hate you, John. Imagine the disappointment yo
me. How could you leave me suffering all that shame?’ An
r:hd you have to tell Dad about it in the first place? I think I hat
you for that. Itis...” -
“Do I understand you have no place for me, Hellen:
Remember the good old days. The double bed we shared
you sneaked out of your room. How can we waste such
love?” T had started opening up. My buried memories
brought back by this Greek beauty I once called mine, o
sworn I'd never share with anyone else.
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THere was this thing which had come back inside me. 1
remembered how easily I was able to handle her even when 1
had wronged her. She had a simple heart, a heart that was always
ready to forgive, plus the love I had shown her and which was
such a new experience for her. Tt was I who had shown her what
she missed in life.

For a long minute, this Greek woman didn’t say a thing. She
only sat there, puffing and looking vacantly at the cup of coffee
in front of her. I had brought up something she couldn’t forget in
her life. I could see her love for me flowing back. I talked again.

“Hellene, have you dismissed me? Please don’tlook at me as
though you have seen a ghost.”

“There are times I wish I never met you, Albert. John, I megn
what we should have shared was normal friendship. I do not
think you have any love in you, John. I do not think you know
what it is like to love somebody deeply.”

“Itaught you all about it, Hellene,” I said lightly.

“All about what?” she said, her white cheeks blushing, '

“Tolove. Togherish. If I didn’t know what love was, I wouldn't
have been your teacher. I was always good to you. Try to forget
what you read about me, remember me just as you met me the
very first time. I am the same person, Hellene. It is only that I no
longer hit banks.” I thought I saw her laugh.

“It won'’t be easy to forget some things, John,” she said gently

“Such as?” I demanded.

“What you wrote about yourself and that girl of yours. That
was the most hurting part in the book. You never remembered
me again when you went back to her, and during that time |,
the time you were both enjoying your reunion, I was dying w'
thoughts of when you would come back to me. Imagining you
beside me forever. The dreams I always had never showed you
being unfalthful to me. You shouldn’t have done that. How
could you. .

Trouble hadstruck I could detect some tears, though they were

not flowing. I had to move to something else.

“Can you forgive me, Hellene? Do you know how I felt about.
you? I've been through alot, too, Hellene. Why don’t we forget
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 it?Tadmit it was bad, but should we go back to the dark side ¢
the whole thing? ; 3
I stretched my hand and took hers, off the table. She looked 2
me as I pressed it hard between my fingers. I caressed the
till I saw her smiling, When she smiled, Tknew Thad won the ba il

We spent two days together before she took off for London.
loved the two days. Hellene was always nice to me. [ hated ¢
see her go and she hated to leave me behind, but that had t
pass, for she wasn’t meant for me and I wasn’t meant for her. A
least her visit left me with a lighter heart. [ had wronged alot @
people in Congo and my conscience had been bothering me ver
%pch. But now that she had forgiven me, it was all over.

ot kR R

. Life hasn’t been that bad, after all. It is several years now since
- left that place I'was rotting in. AsI'said I gave up crime. I joine
. th-society and fitted in beautifully. But it is a funny society. £
.. mixture of people who can love and hate. Some will never believ
*  aviolent robber can ever reform. But many are now my fans.
love the freedom I have, ignoring those who make life difficul
- o for others. There are those who treat me with suspicion n o
& believing I am different from the Jack Zollo of nearly two decades
S past. Iurn a blind eye to such self-righteous people.
&  [.amstjll haunted by prison and its harsh memories. am no
sure how long it will be before those memories fade. I thou
~that if I avoided the places I used to frequent when I wasa
%&orious gangster, searching for adventure, T would forget. =
. But often I find my thoughts going back tathose I left behing

£ bars, pitying them for what they are and knowing how wretchet
(8 Youcannot hatea friend for what he is, for after sharing troublé
& together for many years, you become like brothers. T have alw: y$
™ thought of a way to reform those brothers. T know what the S

+need — love and forgiveness from their fellow men.
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