The Ruins at Kunduchi
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As I stood in the middle of the ruins, three women calmly
hacked away at the bushes and secondary growth in the baobab
forest that surrounded us. They were wearing turbans and
printed cloths of many colors wrapped around their breasts and
torsos. Apart from the sound of the waves, the hack hack of
their pangas (Swahili for machete) was the only sound that cut
the morning air.
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