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Roger the major-domo had served in our home since before my birth thirty seven years 

ago. He reappeared at our door on the evening of the fifth day after the death of the two 

presidents. He had disappeared on the day the plane was shot down. The day he 

resurfaced, we were celebrating the third anniversary of my engagement to Lune. I at first 

thought the pungent whiff that entered the room with his presence was merely the 

Gorgonzola cheese Lune had been unwrapping. 

Roger says: 

J'ai termine. Tout a ete nettoye." It is done. All has been cleaned. What, Roger?" The dirt' 

He smiles. 

 

The bottle of Dom Perignon Millesime in my hand jerks, spilling precious drops on the 

tablecloth. I observe that Roger is shirtless, his hair standing out in nascent, accidental 

dreadlocks. The bottoms of his trousers are torn, and his shoeless left foot is swollen. His 

fist is black and caked with what I think is tar. And in his wake comes the smell of 

mouldering matter. Roger searches the ground, hangs his head, his mouth tremulous: 

"They are coming... Sir." 

 

Then Roger stoops. He picks up the crumbs of petits fours from the carpet; he is 

fastidious about cleanliness. The Dom Perignon Millesime drops from my hand; it does 

not break, though iu precious contents soak into the carpet. Roger frowns, his mouth 

pursed. He also disapproves of waste. 

In our party clothes and jewellery, with what we had in our wallets, and two medium-size 
Chanel cases, we abandoned our home. We counted the money we had between us: 
US$3,723. In the bank account, of course, there was more. There was always more. As 
president of the Banque Locale, I was one of three who held the keys to the vault, so to 
speak. Two weeks before the presidents died, I had sold my Paris apartment. The money 
was to be used to expand our bank's operations into Zaire. We got the last four of the last  



eight seats on the last flight out of the city. We assumed, then, it was only right that it be 

so. We landed at the Jomo Kenyatta International Airport in Nairobi, Kenya, at ten p.m. 

I wondered about Kenya. I knew the country as a transit lounge and a stopover base on 

my way to and from Europe. It was only after we got a three-month visitor's pass that I 

realised that Kenya was an Anglophone country. Fortunately, we were in transit. Soon, 

we would be in Europe, among friends. 

I am Boniface Louis R. Kuseremane. It has been a long time since anyone called me by 

my full name. The "R" stands for a name cannot be spoken aloud. In the bustle and noise 

of the airport. I glance at Agnethe-mama, regal, greying; her diamond earrings dance, her 

nose is held high, her forehead unlined. My mother, Agnethe, is a princess in transit. She 

leans lightly against Lune. 

I met Lune at the funeral of her parents, both royal diplomats who had died in a car crash. 

She was then, as she is now, not of this earth. Then, she seemed to be hovering atop her 

parents' grave, as if undecided whether to join them, fly away or stay. I asked her to leave 

the corps ballet in Trance where she was studying - to stay with me, forever. She agreed 

and I gained a sibylline fiancee. 

"Cheri, que faisons-nous maintenant?" What do we do now? Lune asks, clinging to my 

mother's hand. Her other arm is curved into mine. Chi-Chi, my sister, looks up at me, 

expecting the right answer. hrr n,,n<! at her favourite spot, my waistband- a childhood 

affectation that has lingered into her twentieth year. Chi-Chi, in thought, still sucks on her 

two fingers. 

"Bu-bu" Chi-Chi always calls me Bu-Bu. "Bu-Bu, dans quel pays sommes-nous?" 

"Kenya" I tell her. 

Chi-Chi is an instinctive contemplative. I once found her weeping and laughing, awed, as 

it turns out, by the wings of a monarch butterfly. 

Low voiced, almost a whisper, the hint of a melody, my mother's voice. "Bonbon, je me 

sens tres fatiguee, ou dormons-nous cette nuit?" 

Agnethe-marna was used to things falling into place before her feet touched the ground. 

NOVA she was hred. Now she wanted her bed immediately. Without thinking about it, 

we checked into a suite at the Nairobi Hilton. We were, after all, going to be in this 

country for just a few days. 



"Mania, such ugliness of style!" Lime's summation of Kenyan fashion, of Kenyan hotel 

architecture. Mama smiles and says nothing. She twists her sapphire bracelet, the signal 

that she agrees. 

"Why do 1 see not --.<.v ihe soul of these people? Bonbon...are you sleeping?" Chi-Chi 

asks. 

"Shh", 1 say. 

Two days later, Agnethe-mama visited the jewellery shop downstairs. Not finding 

anything to suit her tastes, she concluded: "Their language and manner are not as sweet 

and gentle as ours." She straightens her robes, eyes wide with the innocence of an 

unsubtle putdown. 

"Mama!' I scold. The women giggle as women will who have received affirmation of 

their particular and unassailable advantage over other women. 

A week has passed already. In the beginning of the second week, I am awakened by the 

feeling I had when I found my country's embassy gates here locked and barred. The 

feeling of the ground shifting beneath one's feet. There is no one in authority. The 

ambassador is in exile. Only a guard. Who should 1 speak to? A blank stare. I need to 

arrange our papers to go to Europe. A blank stare. A flag flutters in the courtyard. I do 

not recognise it. Then I do. It is my country's flag, only someone has installed it upside 

down. It flies at half-mast. An inadvertent act, 1 believe. Shifting sands: 1 am lost in this 

sea of English and I suspect that at five thousand Kenya shillings I have spent too much 

for a thirty kilometre taxi ride. Old friends have not returned phone calls. 

The lines here are not reliable. 

Lune is watching me, her head on its long neck propped up by her hands. Her hair covers 

half her face. It is always a temptation to sweep it away from her eyes, a warm silk. 

When the tips of mv fingers stroke her hair, the palms of my hand brush her face. Lune 

becomes still, drinking in, feeling and tasting the stroking. 

Soon, we will leave. 

But now, I need to borrow a little money: US$5,000. It will be returned to the lender, of 

In Nairobi, a woman can be called Auntie or chile, a president called Moi, pronounced 

Moyi, the national anthem is a prayer and twenty shillings is a pao. "But Bu-Bu... So 

many faces... So many spirits gather here.. We must leave soon. 



The woman in American embassy's yisa section has purple hair. Her voice evokes the 

grumbling of a she-toad that once lived in the marsh behind our family house in the 

country. One night, in the middle of its anthem, I said; 

"Ta suffit !" Enough! 

Roger led the gardeners in the hunt that choked the croak out of the toad. At dawn, Roger 

brought the severed head to me, encased in an old cigar case that he had wiped clean. 

I cannot believe what this purple haired woman has asked of me. 

"What?" 

"Bank details... bank statement...how much money/' 

My eyes blink, lashes entangle. Could it be possible a human being can simply ask over 

the counter, casually and with certainty of response, for intimate details of another 

person's life? 

I look around the room. Is it to someone else she addresses this question? 

"And title deed. Proof of domicile in country of origin... And letter from employer' 

Has she not looked at the passport in her hands? 

"I'm not Kenyan." 

She folds her papers, bangs them on the table and frowns as if I have wasted her time. 

She tosses my passport out of her little window into my hands, which are outstretched, a 

supplication on the altar of disbelief. 

"All applications made at source country... next!" 

"Madame... my country... is... 

"Next!" 

Woven in the seams of my exit are the faces in the line winding from the woman's desk, 

into the street. Children, women and men, faces lined with... hope? I must look at that 

woman again, that purveyor of hope. So I turn. I see a stately pinstriped man, his beard 

grey. His face as dark as mine. He stoops over the desk - a posture of abnegation. So that 

is what I looked like to the people in the line. I want to shout to the woman: I am 

Boniface Kuseremane, a prince, a diplomat. 

 

 


