[bookmark: _GoBack]WHO IN THE HELL POINTS A GUN AT THEIR GRANDMOTHER?
As I take the gun and point it at my grandmother, I see her eyes bulge out with shock. An involuntary wail escapes her mouth and she closes her eyes in what I believe to be desperate prayer. “Cucu open your eyes,” I say with a voice that startles me with its calmness. Her eyes blink open; wet with tears. “Grandmother, mother of my mother, daughter of my  great grandmother trust me,” I appeal wordlessly with my eyes. Hers respond back in a torrent of tears. “This is for the best,” my eyes tell her unblinking. 
“For the best?” I see anger flash between her tears.  Caressing the trigger slowly with my index finger I whisper, “Don’t fight it,” 
 Her eyes are now almost completely dry. Shock and fear have obscured the path of her tears. “Who in the hell points a gun at  their grandmother?” her reddened and bulging eyeballs ask. 
“Who in the hell points a gun at their grandmother?” I know you are all asking. So let me explain.
Like any good artist (and I pride myself to be at least a decent one) I will not tell you, I will show you… 

It is 12:15 pm  Friday 15th December and I’ve just risen from a very deep mid-morning to afternoon nap. I can’t quite recall what has woken me up but as my eyesight comes into focus and my gaze lands on Mumbi senior’s seething eyes,  I already know. “Cucu,” I say as an acknowledgment of her presence. “Are you unwell?” she asks and I take a few seconds  longer than I should deliberating on whether to lie or tell the truth. “I am not a kid anymore, why should I lie?” I think and my proclaimed adulthood  emboldens me, “No grandmother, I am fine,”
She looks at me bewildered but doesn’t say anything. There is no need to talk with her mouth, the heaving of her breasts is communication enough.
 “You are sleeping? At this time? You are sleeping?” her breasts say to my breasts.
I try to lift my brick-like head from the pillow but gravity seems to have multiplied ten fold. 
“No we are not sleeping,” my breasts try to respond but even before they can finish I am back in  slumber land where breasts don’t talk.
“Hello there! My name is Mumbi. Mumbi Junior and if you’ve not already guessed, Mumbi Senior over there is my grandmother. Again if you can’t already tell, I love to sleep but my Grandmother on the other hand, wouldn’t be caught sleeping in daylight to save her life. You see Mumbi Senior is a Proverbs chapter (wait what chapter was that again?) Ah yes! Proverbs 31. Mumbi Senior is a Proverbs 31 type of woman.
At the age of almost eighty, with bones as creaky as an unoiled door, 
She gets up while it is still dark…

Well damn! No wonder cucu’s  back is on the verge of breaking. Me? You are asking about me in regards to Proverbs 31? Uh… Uhm… Can I try the men’s section?

I wake up at around two in the afternoon with a grumbling stomach to find Mumbi Senior piling up dishes to wash. “I was sure it was going to rain today,” I say as I take the dishes from her and take them to washing area outside. She seems ready to protest as she follows me out but my mention of her favourite topic -rain- distracts her. “Aah those were just passing clouds. It never rains nowadays. In olden days a time like now, we couldn’t be walking outside like this with slippers. Those were the real rainy seasons…,” I encourage her monologue with the appropriate sounds as I do the dishes ( yes I do chores. Just not at the crack of dawn). I’ve heard the story ten times before and though it is such a testament to how real climate change is, I honestly just like to hear the sound of her voice as I do mundane tasks.
The chilly wind sends my dreadlocks flapping around my face and I take a deep breath infusing my vape filled lungs with sweet oxygen. 
I imagine my lungs shrieking with glee. “Guys! Its real air!” one alveolus shouts to the rest.
 “For real?” the others ask in disbelief then  “yaay!” they scream as they intake the delicacy.
“And its fresh too! None of that city smoke,” 
“Its about damn time!” the nicotine-blackened old and gruff one comments in between choking, wheezing and gasping for more air.

The mental image of my conversing  air sacks is too funny that I let out a boisterous laugh startling cucu  who is still going on about rain and crops and soil. Or did she move on to her deceased family members? (Now she must really think I’m on drugs) 
“And by the way cucu, are you sure you have not seen my Airpods?” I ask to try and distract her from my inappropriate laugh.
“What are those?”
“Those things that I put in my ears to listen to music. I have asked you before,”
“Oooh, you mean earphones?”
“No cucu, these ones don’t have wires. They were in like a white case,”
“Hee no. I have never seen anything like that,”
“Okay cucu. I must have misplaced them somewhere. I will look for them,”

“Why do I have the strong suspicion that it is your carrier who took my airpods?” my breasts tell her breasts.
“How dare you?”
“Which thief came into this house, looked around and saw my airpods as the only thing they could steal?”
“There was no thief! You are just careless. You must have gone with them somewhere and left them there,”
“I left them on the big table in the living room together with my laptop the other day while I went to nap,”
“Hm! Always napping,”
“I know your carrier was mad that I couldn’t hear her with them on and then suddenly they disappear. And we are only two people in this house,”
“Are you calling my host a thief? Eh? I will not be disrespected by breasts that have never been suckled!”
My breasts want to respond that they have in fact been suckled by many a man but I prevent them. Those are still grandmother’s breasts they are talking to. I do miss my music but that is not a battle worth pursuing. 
Besides, I still have you!
 Huh?
 Oh! You are asking who you are? You are the audience in my head obviously! You see not only I’m I an aspiring actress but I am also Gen Z. Of course I’m going to have an audience in my head. Even when my camera is not on (which is rare) I am always vlogging! Every time I prepare and put on clothes to go somewhere, it’s a get ready with me video. When I come back, it’s a get unready with me video! Spend the day with me! Travel with me! Cook with me, Dine with me, Wash my house with me, Sleep with me! Wake up with me, Silently think about my worries and hate my self as I still smile at the camera with me! You get the gist… 
Anyway, what I’m saying is, I’m really glad you are here. Doesn’t matter who is entertaining whom as long as we are all engrossed in the entertainment.

 I finish rinsing the last sufuria as the first droplets of rain hit my forehead. The wind picks up  striking the branches of trees with its wrath. I watch bemusedly as the hens scurry to take shelter in their coop. I have no desire to go inside. By some strange force, I am suddenly motivated to remove my slippers and stand barefoot on the already moist ground. The smell of rain fills my lungs and I hear my alveoli rejoice again. The feel of the wisps of grass tickling the soles of my feet is both strange but pleasurable.It has the the same feeling with that of my dreadlocks flapping around my face and experiencing both sensations at the same time is sending tingles up and down my body. A sudden desire to meditate in the rain grips me. “I am one with nature. I am one with nature. I am one with nature,” I shout as I ran across the compound and sit cross-legged near the fence to the farm. As the rain falls down my face, I realize that at this exact moment I am actually happy that my cousins ambushed me with the task of keeping my grandmother company during the holidays. I had tried to act like I had too much going on to do it. But in truth I had absolutely nothing going on. I had not booked a role in weeks, was going through a devastating break up and spent all my days in my dingy shoebox apartment in Nairobi vaping.  “Relax you are just but a child of the world,” I mumble to myself as I struggle to clear my mind. Still, something is stopping me. I can’t fully connect with nature. “Maybe it will be better in the farm,” I think as I stare at the farm across the fence. “Yes because there are aspects of creation , production and care in the farm,” 
I don’t know why I did what I did, but I did it anyway. Maybe I believed I was one with nature and air is nature. 
Air is light, I’m not. But I realized it a little too late.  A little too late because I was already midair in my jump across the fence and I came crashing down, each leg on either side of the fence.
“Cucu! Cucu! Cucu! Help me please!  CUUUUCUUU!”

It is now 8:17 and we are seated around the fireplace. Needless to say, Mumbi Senior is still pretty cross with me. Lines of annoyance crease her face seemingly swallowing some of the light from the fire so that the shadows it casts are jagged and uneven.
“For what its worth, It is not yoga that I was doing in the rain,” 
“I don’t want to hear!” she retorts and I cower under the blanket she placed on me after I came out of the rain. I have been trying to get grandma into yoga hoping it would help with her arthritis pain. She had of course been unwilling especially after I had mentioned it was a Hindu spiritual practice. (Her strictly Christian Catholic self could not imagine!) Still I had held out hope she’d come around but after the stunt I had pulled today, she would no longer be open to  hearing anything from me.
Mumbi Senior stoked the fire for the fifth time in two minutes.
“This child, named after me! This child named after me will also be the one to kill me!” she lamented aggressively tossing a log onto the fire.
I miss my airpods. They would have made it easier to drown out her half lecture half lament. To make it worse, this side of the room gets absolutely no service.” Argh,” I groan softly.
“What is wrong with you child?” She starts up again. “Have we not all tried to give you the education you deserve? Did I personally not take you to university to study and become a doctor? But you decided with your big brain that you want to be on the TV instead. Tsk.Tsk. This child!”
I roll my eyes, sigh softly and look at my phone screen. I’ve heard this story a million times. So what if I didn’t want to be a doctor even with this big brain? So what if I wanted to be an actress and it now  looks like I do not have enough talent for it? So what? I jab at my phone screen furiously. Why in the hell is their no phone service?
“It is that phone!” Cucu suddenly declares.
“What?”
“It is that phone! It is that phone! That phone is the cause of all your madness! You are always on the phone. Always looking at it! Even when the screen is black you are still looking at it! Right now I am trying to reason with you but it is just phone! Phone! Phone!” 
She is completely worked up now. There is no use trying to explain to her that this phone is my potential source of income, that acting will never pay me enough to even feed myself but brand deals might. Yet brand deals are given to the chosen few, those who are deemed worthy and the only way to be deemed worthy is to have interaction with followers. And to get interaction with followers you must always be posting, always be replying to comments so that people will say,”She is so nice she replies to every comment. Doesn’t matter that they are a million of them, doesn’t matter that she has a life outside us. She is so nice I’m gonna give her a follow,”
“Even now as I am talking you are still looking at that phone!” Mumbi Senior shrieks.
“No, I was just thinking,” I quip.
“You are thinking when I am talking to you? Children of this days will show me wonders! Couldn’t you have sat thinking instead of running out in the rain like a mad woman? That time would have been useful to think…,”
“Shh!” I whisper. I can hear some weird rustling on the other side of the door.
“Heeee! Lord come down! Is it me you are telling to shut up! Gai Mwathani …”
She never gets to finish her sentence because the flimsy wooden door ,which acts as our only protection from the big bad world, comes crashing down.
Inside comes a mountain of a man brandishing what looks like a gun. 
“Uuuuuuiii! Uuuuuuii!,” Mumbi Senior screams. I hear my voice mixed in with hers and that’s when I realize my mouth is also wide open; screaming.
“Shut up!” the man who is also a mountain orders. His strides are the width of a river and within no time he is holding me by the hood of my sweater.
“I said you shut up!” he shouts at my face. His breath smells of decayed substances and illicit booze and I involuntarily wrinkle my nose in disgust. A palm as big as a tree branch lands squarely on my cheek. “You will show us where the safe is!” he demands.
“Us who is us?” I wonder and that’s when I see the two smaller men, mere anthills compared to Mountain Man, holding my grandmother.
The next couple of minutes are a blur. Questions of safes and hidden money that my deceased grandfather kept keep being thrown at us. One Anthill guards us while the other two ransack the entire house, turning everything upside down but find nothing of interest except my vape. 
“What is this?” Mountain man demands brandishing the little plastic thing before my face his gun now forgotten on the table. “Is it the key to the safe?”
I almost laugh, “there is no safe,”
“What is this?” he booms again.
“Its like a cigarette. It is an electronic cigarette,”
“Do you think I am foolish! This is the key to the safe! I have seen Arnold ‘Swassiniga’ movies! Open the safe!” he slams his foot hard on the floor and my grandmother tries to swallow a scream. 
I suddenly miss my overcrowded apartment building in Nairobi. The neighbors with their shameless nosiness would already have heard the commotion and came running. But here our neighbours are kilometers away. What in the hell had possessed Guka to build so far from everyone else in the village?
“Here let me show you,” I say and Mount. Dummy after a bit of hesitation hands the plastic item to me.
I see my grandmother’s eyes open in horror and those of the three hooligans open in amazement as they watch me put the device in my mouth and blow out thick smoke that smelled of delicious candy. 
“Give me that!” Mountain belts out, yanking the vape away from me and putting it in the crater beneath his nose.
“You have to press that button,” I say 
When he is finally able to puff out some smoke, the room explodes with giddy excitement from his henchmen.
I feel light-headed. That vape is too strong especially because I had been trying to quit. (Well there goes my one week detox challenge). The room is spinning; It goes round and round at a ridiculously low speed. As I am spinning with it, I notice a weird thing slightly peeking from behind the curtain on the other side of the room. That’s when I remember my back up phone; long forgotten behind that curtain. 
What? You are asking who in the hell has a back up phone? Doesn’t everybody? Don’t you get anxiety when your only phone dies in public? What if it gets stolen? What do you do with your life? 
Now you are asking why it is behind the curtain?  Well its rather embarrassing but I’ll tell you anyway. I was planning to prank my granny live on TikTok. Oh don’t you dare look at me with that cringe expression! You all go about talking and commenting how prank videos are cringe and outdated but just look at all the likes and comments under those videos! I sit, do  research  then come and make a video about how to try and overcome the influence of the male gaze in your life and I get only two likes and one comment from that weird uncle who comments on all his nieces videos with ‘beautiful gal’. And you want to judge me for trying something else…
 Wait did I say TikTok live? Is all this being recorded live? I don’t remember if I exited the live. I was so frustrated that only one person had joined my live that I went to take my mid morning- afternoon nap. But even if it is recording there’s probably no one in my live after all this time. I need to do something, something shocking! The internet operates on shock factor. Something that no matter who comes across the live, they won’t be able to leave. My eyes wander to the lonely gun on the table. The mountains and hills are laughing uncontrollably as they blow out puffs of smoke and pass my vape between each other.
Compared to their size, I am just a mound of dust, easily crushed by just a foot. I cannot participate in strength wars. But you know what this mound of dirt is? It is an entertainer! A good one at that no matter what those casting directors in Nairobi say. And so I take a deep breath, put on my best acting face and lunge for the gun.
 As I take the gun and point it at my grandmother, I see her eyes bulge out with shock…
The hooligans are startled, amused and high.
“If you look at the corner there, there is a device. That is my hidden camera. You should know who people are before you break into their houses!” I am blabbing,struggling to keep my voice confident and improvising words as I go. “Do you know who I am? Where I work?”
The men seem confused; unsure.
“You said you watch movies. Well I’m sure you’ve seen how helicopters descend on criminals. If you don’t scatter in five seconds those movies will be your reality !”
The men are dumbfounded. They look at each other eyes wide open then in the blink of an eye they are running like mad men towards the gate.
 You see when I told Mr. Mountain that the vape was a cigarette, I failed to mention it contained some very concentrated THC. I also failed to mention that I only take one puff a day and that that small vape has lasted me one whole year. 
I chuckle softly as I hear the creaky metallic gate swing open and close with a bang. 
Paranoia is a bitch.

Its like cucu passed out in the middle of my performance and is only now coming to. 
I need to  call the police.
I also need to find a way to take cucu to the hospital. (I’m sure the ordeal did no good to her already fragile heart.)
But before all that, I need to find out if I was still on live. If people joined the live…
The sight of someone pointing at their grandmother is shocking.  Is it shocking enough for the internet? Could this be my big break?
I hope so! Because who in the hell points a gun at their grandmother?

I throw the gun on the floor and walked to the partly hidden device behind the curtain.

Please be recording.
Please be recording.
Please be recording…


