[image: ]
[image: ]
[image: ]
[image: ]
image1.jpeg
Y hat day at school, we learned about East Africa and a
tall, proud people called the Masai. I feel the tmgle of

kinship flowing through my veins.
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1 walk home to our block of |
I've met Mrs Stroud across the. passa
the Johnson family in number 4, but t
If T were Masai, I would have no neighbours

who were strangers living in flats up and down
the corridors. Our huts would sit in 2 circle
around a large animal pen called 2 kraal,

and everyone would know everyone else.
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We always have to wait for Daddy to get home SO
we can all eat together. If I were Masai, Daddy
and Ray would be eating with the other men
and Mama and I with the other women
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Ray fills the water jug at the kitchen sink.
If I were Masai, my brother would walk
long distances to find a water hole, and he
would bring the water back in giant gourds.




