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Kunl|a’s Questions



On Friday morning Kunl|a sat listening to the sounds of the
morning. The birds sang. The old brov.n dog snifted for
scraps. The chickens clucked as they pecked the sand. Nlani
splashed as he washed in the cold water.

"I don’t want to go to school! I want to play with |juce. She
doesn’t have to go to school."



"Mum, plcase tell her w hurry up. I don’t want to be late for
school again," said her older brother N'ani.

"Kunja. You will go and v.ash, get dressed. cat your breakfast
and go to school. NOW, !"" <aid her mothcr in THAT voice.



Kunlla could hear the sudden s'lence as everyone looked  at
her.

Her brother stopped splashing. The old brown dog stopped
sniffing. The chickens stopped clucking and pecking. The
birds stopped singing. They weie all looking at her.

She got ready for school very quickly!



As they walked to scheol. Nlani exclaimed excitedly, "Look, a
herd of springbok were here last night."

Ho showed Kun |a the animal tricks and the broken branches.
"They are going to the v aterhole."



"Listen. The bell’s ringing," sa'd N'ani. They ran quickly to
make sure they were standing in line before their teachers
came out.

But it was too late. Ms Pina looked at Kun'|a as she ran to the
end of the line. "Late again, kunjja!"

'"No," thought Kunlja. "I’'m not late. [’'m just in time."
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The children v orked hard. The: dreve diffcrent kinds ot

houses, made « map o~ t1eir schon ard did multiplication.

lict>ned to a storr and acted it out. and did lo - of reading

"Why do [ have to learn Il thewe hings." thoueht Kun ...
"Grandma never v.oent to ~ hoo aned shie ca . do all sors
ot things."



"T.G.F.," said Kunl|a to her broher as they walked home.
"I can sleep latc and go and play with |juce tomorrow."



"Yes. Thank Goodress 1t's Fridev," he laughed. "Tomorrow 1
can <o out tracking v.1th Dad." }1¢ took ofr his shoes and
tarew them over his shoulder.



On Saturday morning Kunl|a’s grandimother v. oke her u»> just
as the sun was rising. Kunl|a yav ned.

"Kun/'a," her grandmother called again.

Kunlla jumped out of her warm bed. She¢ lovad to go 1o the
bush with her grandmother.



First they went to the maize field. Kun|,a’s grandmother told
her to op2n the top of the wiaize very carefilly She <lowl
pecled back thie green lciaves.

"W hat colour is it™" asked aer grandmother.
"[ "« bright yellow, G-andn a."

"Then 1t's 1eady We ¢in ake som. home e cook."



On the way home Kun a’s grandmother stopped. "Look ovcr
there. Can you see those oval green leaves? That’s g|loeh."



"What - 1t tor, Grandma?" ssked Kun a as she tasted it.
"Yuch! It's horrible " she ~o'd, screv inr up her face.

or grandmother aughec " You con’t eat it hike that! It’s for
car-ache. I'll take some fo- Mr K-.ao "
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That night Kun||a and 1er family sat around the fire. Kunl|a
listened to the voices of the night birds and the whisper of the
wind in the trees. She looked up at the moon and the stars and
thought of Dr Tsamk -0, her father’s friend.

"Father, how come Dr Tsamkxao has a big house with lights
shining out of the wirdows, and we sit under the moon and
the stars?"



Her father explained, "Kun|la, my daughter, your grandfather
didn’t send me to school. He kept me at home to work with
him. Dr Tsamkxao’s father sent him to school. He studied hard
at school and got a scholarship to go to university. He studied
at university for six years to be a doctor."



On Sunday morning xin a and her familv walked to church.
Kun a was dragging her feet, kicking up dust clouds.

"Hur~ up, Kun|a v ¢’ I be late " said her father. "You must
learn to get up wh 1 you’'re told."

1.



"You got up quickly to go with Grandma yesterday," her
motber smiled.

"That’s different," said Kunl|a.



Out~ide the church kun a saw the young boy who always sold
necklaces and bracele « made from ostrich eggshell. "Why
docs that boy always try to sell his things here?" vhe as «d.



"His father died last year," said her father. "His mother is sick
now. He works to get money for food and medicine. He also
sends his little brother to <chool. He is a good boy and cares
for his family."

"His name i1s Dagm," said her mother. "1 v e watched him sit
by the door of the church so that he can listen to the pastor
and watch for tourists at the same time."



After the ~ervice all the people surecamed out of church a .d
made little pools of fricnds who talked about their w ek,

As usual lots of people went to greet Mr k ~.ao. In turr, tiey
shook his hand and a-skcd about his taniily. Fxeryone liked
him and wanted to spedk to hin .

Kunl|a pulled at her muther’s skiri. "Why dou. . everyone want
to greet Mr Kxao? ' »he asked.



"Kun|la, ’'m speaking to Mrs Beesa, you mustn’t interrupt,”
her mother replied.

Mrs Beesa smiled, "Everyone respects Mr Kxao, he is a good
man who tries to help people w 1enever he can. People go to
him when they have a problem. He listens to them and they

trust him."
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When they were walking hon e they me: "virs Boo., she was a
‘hecdman’ Thev s:opped .o greet her.

"Did you wake up well?" asked Kunla s fither.

"I woke up v.cl . Did you also wake up v.ell?" responded
Mrs Boo.

"I woke up well " rcplied Kun 'a’s father.

When Mrs Boo lcft them, Kun . askz¢ "Grandma. how dil

Mrs Boo get to be 1 “headman’ "
e



"She 1s a strong woman. She works hard for the community.
She asks people what they need and then makes it happen. It’s
because of Mrs Boo that v all have a tap in our yard," replied
her grandmother.

"Yes, she went to Namwater and the MP many times to make
them do it," said her mother.



"Hi 'uce." Kun|a shouted to her friend vho was stuimg with
her bahy brother in the garden. "Mum, can I go and play with
luce after lunch?"

"W hrn you have finished your homework. You didn’t do 11
yesterday," her mother replicd.

"Whv do I have to do Fomework and o 0 senool? | uce gets
Lo stay at home nov," she pouted.



"She had to leave school to stay at home and look after her
baby brother. Her mother grows vegetables to earn money to
carc for them." Her mother looked at Kun|ja, "Do you miss
uce at ~chool?"

"Ycs, she uscd 10 walk to school with me, and home again.
We used to do our homew ork together t0o."



In the afternoon Kun|la went to play with |uce.

"You’re lucky," Kunjja said to |'uce, "You don’t have to go to
school tomorrov.."

"I »ish I could go to school." said Jjuce. "I have to stay he ¢
all day to look after m+ baby brother. Mum can’t take him
with her."
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"When you grow up you’ll be able to do anything you want.
You can be a teacher or a doctor or a pilot because you’ll
finish school. When I grow up. I’'ll have to grow vegetables to
sell like Mum. Nobody will give me a job if T don’t go to
school."

"Would you like to do homework with me?" asked Kunl||a.

luce smiled happily, "Yes."



That night Kun'la sat very quietly. She v-as thinking about all
the things she had 1ound out.

"You are : cry quict tonight. my inquisitive daughter,” teased
her father.

"I’m just thinking about vou ard Mum and Grandma and

Dr Tsamkxao and Mr Kxao and Mrs Boo and Dagm and uce.
'uce 1s very sad because she doesn’t go to school. She wants
me to teach her. Mum, v.ill vou help me?"

™



"Yes, Kunjja my daughter. I’ll help you," her mother said
gently.
"If I study, hard can I be someonc important too?" asked

Kunja. "Like Dr Tsamkxao and Mrs Boo? And I'll try hard to
be good as well."

"Yes, my child. If you study hard you can become anything
you want to be. We will work hard for you too," said
her father.
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