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IN T R O D U C T IO N

D o w n  from the far-away North, close upon 2,000 years ago, came the 
Great Migration of the Bantu tribes; and down from the North with them, 
came the age-old Folk Tales of their People: tales and legends that were 
cradled in their Homeland of Nyanza.

In each country through which the migratory Mother Stem passed on 
its journey Southwards, clans and off-shoots broke away due either to 
sickness, quarrels, or sometimes because the land which they had reached, 
pleased them.

Surely the leader of the clan responsible for the first twelve tales in this 
little book, must have had an eye to beauty when he settled in lovely 
Kenya, otherwise he might have been tempted to continue Southwards 
with the Mother Stem. Whatever the cause, however, there he remained, 
for history tells us that the area around Mount Kenya was inhabited 
during the very early stages of the migration.

Those who have had the good fortune to see the majesty of this 17,040 
foot Equatorial mountain, whose snow-capped twin-peaks are either 
shrouded in a mystery of billowing clouds, or challenging the very heavens 
themselves with their agelessness, will understand the desire of this 
particular tribe, to make it their home. Among the tales of the Agikuyu 
People who settled there, can be recognised many that are also told today 
by the Zulu People, and by the Xhosas of the Southernmost part of 
Africa. This must surely establish their distant relationship.

The great authority on Folk Lore, Sir James Fraser, tells us in his well- 
known work The Golden Bough, that animals appeared to the savage and 
uncivilized races of the world, not as their equals, but actually as their 
superiors, in both force and general intelligence. It is therefore not to be 
wondered at that a great many of their tales of antiquity feature talking 
animals. Among those belonging to the Agikuyu tribe, this is particularly 
noticeable, by reason that many more of their tales concern animals, than 
human beings.

Some of these tales, having reached Southern Africa with their narrators, 
were carried Northwards again, across the Limpopo and the Zambesi 
rivers, finally to reach Lake Nyasa, carried there by the warriors of the 
Zulu chief Zwankendaba. This man and his followers fled from the
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Kenya

T H E  H E N  A N D  T H E  H A W K

2

A l t h o u g h  the hawk is a creature of the air and not of the ground, 
spending most of the day cruising aloft upon strong, tireless wings, one 
of these birds once formed a friendship with a little brown hen. These 
two spent all their spare time together, gossiping and chatting. In this way, 
as may be imagined, each learned a great deal about the habits of the 
other.

My reader is probably aware of the fact that when a baby hawk is first 
hatched from the egg, it is both an ugly and naked little creature. There is 
neither a hair nor a feather upon its shiny bare body. Now we say that 
these little birds have been like this at hatching time, since the beginning 
of the ages; but the people who live upon the tree-covered slopes of 
Mount Kenya insist that we are mistaken.

The mother hawk, they will assure you, owns a sharp little razor-like 
stone, which she keeps tucked beneath her wing, and with this she care
fully shaves her chicks as soon as they are hatched. It is only, they will tell 
you, when the chickens are at least a week old that she allows their soft, 
downy feathers to grow.

Of the many things that the two friends had discussed, this matter had 
intrigued the hen most. And the more she pondered upon the matter 
during the lonely hours spent in incubating her clutch of precious eggs, 
the more she wished that she could shave her brood when the babies 
hatched. Surely it would not be asking too much of the hawk if she 
borrowed her sharp little razor? she wondered.

At last, one by one, the hen’s eagerly awaited chickens began to hatch 
and, within a few hours the vigorous, fluffy little creatures were darting 
here and there, keeping their mother fully occupied in finding food for 
her hungry brood. “So full of vitality,” she thought with pride, “and so 
unlike the helpless little hawks!”

She began by being contented with her children just as they were; but 
after a while her thoughts returned to the dear smooth-skinned little
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