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Right after they had their dinner, Cymon picked up the remote from the
table and switched off the TV.

“As it has always been, every Sunday evening is our family talk
time, right?”

“Yeah, you’re right honey,” said Mrs. Cymon.

“Ahaa.” Dell muttered. It was a sign that she did not like those talk
sessions, reason being they had to be done with the TV off, just when her
favourite programme was being aired, 'Love bites', a beautiful soap opera.

“Are you okay Dell?”
“Yes dad, pretty okay.”

Well, unlike it has always been, today...oh! Tonight, | am going to take
the shortest time possible to chat with you guys. It’s good that we are all
fine, the Lord has kept us safe throughout the week. | am personally very
grateful. Thank you, Henny, for the love you’ve always shown to your
daughter and 1. Dell, You’re the apple of my eyes, such a darling. Please
take good care of yourself, every day. Be the great girl that you’ve always
been to us and more so to anyone else, known or strange to you. It’s a
world full of challenges; today | can provide everything you ask for, basic
or not. Today | can embrace you in my arms to show that | care, but
tomorrow is often untold. Even the days when you’ll not have me around,
remember that to me you are the best thing that has ever happened to me,
my pride. Learn to love and love to learn. | want all the best for you. Your
mother and | have already taught you how to live, anywhere and
everywhere. You have learnt to be strong and please promise me that you’ll
always be a fighter.

“I do daddy, I promise I’ll be the strongest girl, regardless.”

“Regardless... you said it right. Alright then, I think I’m done for
today, Henny please speak to us.”



"How fast dad? | wish you had been this brief every other day!"

Everyone laughed as dad hugged his daughter. Surprisingly, he did not let
her go like every other time. He had tears in his eyes; tears that could not
allow him to look at his daughter and wife. He did not want them to notice.
A tear dropped on Dell’s t-shirt. She could feel her shoulder get wet. Was
dad crying? She wondered. As she tried to look at his face, he hugged her
tighter so that she could not see his eyes.

It was awkward for both Henny and Dell. Why was he shading tears so
uncontrollably? Why so brief? Why had his voice been tense throughout
his speech? Why? No one had answers to these questions, not even Cymon
himself.

“Before I forget, I have a gift for my princess, here!”

Cymon pulled out of his pocket a small wrapped gift and put it in Dell’s
pocket. She just smiled but did not check to see what it was. Time for
mama to say something.

“You know I love you people, my all-time favourite people. | have
said so much before. We’ve always talked. Before | say anything,
mama has a gift for her princess as well, but it's unwrapped, clearly.
This is a golden chain, not coated, pure gold. Are you happy?”

“Yes mama, yeah, thanks a lot. You people make me feel more than
loved.”

“Yes, for our one and only child we must, because the world cannot
love her everyday like her mother and I do™.

“Unlike dad, I will be a bit lengthier than every other day. Last
week during our talk, a girl complained that she didn't want to be
followed up like a little kid. She claimed she is a big girl and |
hope there has been some improvement this week. Mama no longer



asks where she is going, for how long and with whom. How does
it feel, sweetheart?"

“Good....I mean, great but I didn’t say you stop caring!”

They all laugh again. Mother, father and daughter talked on and on. Nearly
everything was about Dell. She was mature enough. All these things sank
in. She felt like a woman, not a girl anymore. She felt ready to face life
boldly. She felt confident for a moment but still doubted. She walked to
the mirror and looked at herself; a strong creature, but her doubts called
the creature a girl, not a woman.

As always, she left mummy and dad in the living room and went straight
upstairs to take her evening shower. She took a hot shower as it was a cold
season. It was during winter. After the bath, she turned on the A.C. When
she was done, she came downstairs to give hugs to her mum and dad before
she retired to bed. Just before she said goodnight to the two, her phone rang
from upstairs, in her room. She rushed and picked it up. She had not
finished her conversation with her school friend when the phone went off.
It was out of charge.

Was it good luck that Dell had gone upstairs? They turned off the CCTV
in the living room. One of them pointed a gun at Cymon. The two had their
hearts in their hands. The other two men in black walked around the living
room so comfortably as though they had been living there their whole lives.
Cymon and Henny did not know what was going on. They did not
understand whatever it was. The whole thing was scary. They felt at risk.
They felt that their lives were endangered. It felt as if the only thing
separating them from death was as thin as a sheet of paper. The tension
was just enough to kill them. There was no need for machine gun use.

“Where is your daughter?” Asked one of them.

“We need all the three lives.” Echoed the second.



“And you had better answer quickly.” Added the third.

“We can give you anything you want, any amount of money, please
spare our lives.” Cymon begged.

They looked at each other. One of them nodded in disagreement.
He looked at the man and pulled the trigger.

"We want lives." They said in unison.

All was silent, then suddenly a loud bang.Cymon experienced his ugly. He
had three bullets in his chest. He died. His head was shot again twice just
to confirm! Blood oozed profusely, a fateful night.

“I asked where your daughter is.”
Henny could not speak. She was too weak to say anything.
“She...went ...we..nt..to...the..village."

And here, bullets landed on her like raindrops. Why? She was delaying
men on a mission.

Dell became an orphan within seconds. She had heard all that had
transpired in the living room. This was sad, it was traumatizing. She lay on
the floor of her room, tongue-tied. Tears and sweat ran all over her body.
All this time, a false hope in her that the Cymon’s could have been hurt but
alive. Deep within her she knew that something was terribly wrong. She
had this hope but was still faint at heart. She tried getting calm but she
couldn't. Ugly is the feeling that corrodes our internal peace. Her heart
failed her.

How would she help the situation? What could she do? She remembered
her promise to be strong always and regardless. She regained some
strength to pick up her phone so she could connect the charger. She wanted
to call an ambulance and the police, either or both. Amidst this confusion
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she remembered the police had striked, but why? She started losing herself,
she lost her mind. The terror broke her from inside. She had cried enough,
words came out of her mouth uncontrollably.

"What have | done to deserve such a cruel punishment? How could
somebody possibly do such a thing?” She started shouting without
noticing. Her tempo rose, unintended. “Enough is enough, take my life
away, I need to die, I need to be in dad’s arms. I need to be with them. Oh
dad...mummy!”

She rolled from corner to corner under the bed. She hit her head several
times on the walls. She wanted to die. The strength of a woman had
departed her. She wasn’t in her spirit anymore. Ambulances moved
everywhere. It was siren after siren. One got to Cymon’s compound, the
four corpses were taken away together with the girl. Darkness had engulfed
Prain. For a moment she was convinced that it was fate, that it was bound
to happen. She had long ago buried her siblings who were a twin and now
her parents, both at once. She was bitter, but couldn’t speak her heart out.
She wanted to cry, but no more tears came out. She needed somebody to
talk to. Having sat at the front of the ambulance with the driver and a nurse
beside her, she fell to the side of the nurse. She was unconscious, but it
was like a thirsty person near a river. She was fine within a short time.

When they got to the hospital, she was laid in a bed, treated, given food
and suddenly she felt sleepy. The injection was at work. In her sleep she
was bathed and dressed as earlier, only this time, she was in a leather
jacket, and had lost her pocket gift. When she finally gets up, she is in some
kind of camp. There were very many people. They were looking much
more desperate than she was. Both angry and hungry faces were therein;
heartbroken souls, tear-stained faces. Prain was mourning. Dell heard
others narrate their side of the story, how they had been beaten up but
survived, how their loved ones had been slain in their presence, how
children and women had been gang raped and sodomy took over for the
young boys. From where she was seated, she could see a baby, roughly a
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year old, half of his head burned. All these unbelievable stories made her
feel somewnhat better. It was an unheard of situation in this land of the white
people.

Dell walked slowly and sat alone, facing the opposite of everyone. She
didn’t want to see anyone. She was crying, sobbing alone. She remembered
how all these had started. She would never forgive the politicians who had
caused that. It was right a week after Prain had carried out her national
elections and it happened that some people felt that they had been fooled
and given the wrong count results. They were so sure their candidate was
going to win. When things failed to go their way, they vowed that blood
had to be shed. The question was, whose blood? Was it blood from the
candidate who won or the one who lost? Whose blood were they intending
to shed? They forgot that in a bulls' fight, the grass suffers the most. They
were not keen enough to notice that the two bulls were friends who ate
together, shook hands, hugged, met often, talked in private and called each
other 'brother' . The people of Prain forgot that the two bulls had families,
decent families and all under tight security. The praniads forgot that these
bulls that were causing divisions all over on basis of tribe were loosing
nothing in the process. The praniads forgot, they did forget.

Dell cried and cried. She vowed never to live in her motherland again. She
wanted to leave. She sold the gold chain she'd gotten from her late mother
and travelled out to a foreign country, far away in the land of the black
people. However strange her decision was, she preferred this challenging
experience to the trauma back at home, in Prain. She felt at ease. She could
feel some kind of peace. For the longest time, she had not seen smiling
faces. She could now see people laughing. She could see the meaning of a
bright face. It felt as if finally a pain in the neck had healed. She walked
slowly up and down. She did not know where she was headed. Eyes were
all on her. Was it a kind of primitivity? Was it her funny shaggy look,
maybe call it a disorganised look? The people here expected better of her.
They had always associated the white people with perfection. She walked
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on and on. Her issue wasn’t exactly knowing where she was going. What
mattered most was that she kept moving and moving forward. It was
morning and people were all over, moving up and down the city. Some
were going to school, some to their places of work and some, as though
they had nothing to do, were still. Every market has its own mad ones,
idlers are in the same line. She walked on and on as she hoped somebody
would at least make an attempt to stop her, or even to say hello. Luckily,
some few talked. Unfortunately for her, the few who spoke, could not
understand a thing she said. These were the famous conductors and stage
men who carried luggage from point to point at a fee. She had never seen
that back in Prain. It was a nightmare. It had never occurred to her that
someone could go for days without food and still feel no urge for it. She’d
never imagined that she could walk for so long a distance.

“Hello”

“Hello”

“Are you okay Miss?”

"Yes... yeah, I am, thank you for asking."
“That’s fake, right? Can I be of help?”

"If you don't mind, please. "

“Of Course I don’t, my name is Paulah ”
“Dell.”

“Good, come with me.”

The two sat on some cement blocks designed for that purpose. Dell spoke
to the lady, gave some details about her and the problem she had. The lady
wasn’t going to be of much help but the little she could do was all Dell
needed then. She took her to the nearest church, Deliverance, and here she
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was given a warm welcome. While all the other praniads had opted to seek
refuge in neighboring white lands, she had chosen this. Was she going to
regret it? She was hopeful that her story would change the notion her
people had of the black people. She could eat, a little though. She could
shower, change and relax. She heaved a sigh of relief. Everything was
being done for her. She could possibly be bathed if she wanted, the African
‘welcoming’ spirit. Would they have done the same suppose she was a
fellow black? I don't know either. After a few weeks, she felt that she was
becoming lazy. She was kind of comfortable, but unsettled still. She
wanted to work. She wanted to work to eat. She wanted to be the miss
independent she’d always yearned to be. She felt she’d burdened the
people there enough and pitied the lady who was always taking care of her
everything. It hurt her that with all the good deeds, she could not thank the
lady because of the language barrier between them. The lady understood
not a word in the English language, not a word in any International
language, leave alone the official language of her land. A typical African
woman.

In her spree one morning, Dell bumped into another man, Roy. His skin
was nearly like hers. He was a half-cast, of a white and a black. I'd call him
a white African. Dell and Roy shared something in common. They talked
at length then Roy called Cosmo to discuss something. After certain
agreements, he led Dell to Cosmo’s house. Cosmo was a white man, Roy
was his distant but close relative, a son to his distant cousin.

“Hello!”

“Hello Mr. Cosmo.”

“Ahem, you already know mine, yours?”
“Am Dell Dates.”

“Nice to meet you Dell.”
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“Nice to meet you too Mr. Cosmo.”

They talked for a while in Roy’s absence. He’d gone to freshen up. He was
leaving with Cosmo for town that evening and abroad later that week. They
managed to agree. Dell was shown her room, assigned duties, practically
employed. She was shown all the necessary things she needed to know.
Cosmo and Roy left shortly and back. They were so peaceful. After they
had had dinner together, of course prepared by Dell, Cosmo was the first
one to leave the living room for bed. He was a busy man. He slept early
and rose early. Next were the two gate men. In the living room two people
stayed still, Dell and Roy. When the eyes of the two teenagers locked,
weird sounds were heard in Dell’s room. Somebody was paying the price
of being helped secure a job. That night she slept soundly. This went on
for close to a week unnoticed by a third party. There were no visible signs
that somebody was being harassed within the compound, anyway. On the
last day of the week, things were thorough, maybe more thorough than had
ever been. People ate to satisfaction.

She had found solace at last. She felt complete. She felt alive. That
evening, Cosmo talked to all his workers, explained to them that he was
leaving for a while but would be back. He was leaving in the wee hours of
the morning.

“Will I be here all by myself?”

“Not really, I’ve assigned a hand for you. You’ll have company by
tomorrow evening.”

“Great, thank you.”

“ Ahaa, a young man named Jay will be here to help you with some
of the house and garden chores.”

“Thank you so much Cosmo.”
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“The pleasure is all mine.” Cosmo and Roy left.

By the time Dell got up, it was very early but still too late to see
Cosmo and Roy leaving. She was all by herself in the house. A kind of
loneliness struck her. On the evening of this day,

“Hey, is there somebody in there? Could you please open the gate? ”

One of the gatemen unpadded the gate and a young man got into the
compound; bare feet, long unkempt hair. He looked disastrous. He was
shown to the main house by the gateman. He met Dell.

“Hi Miss Dell.”

“Hello, how do you know me?”

“I just guessed that could be your name, huh?”
“Oh! No ... that can’t be.”

“You’ll know that in a while.”

“ Alright, so what brings you here?”

“It's my first day here actually.”

“Huh!”

“Yes. Cosmo asked me to come help with chores here. He assigned me
duties, I hope I am in the right place, I'm Jay.”

“Oh, sure ... most welcome. I’ll help you settle as soon as possible. No
cause for worry.”

"Thank you very much Dell."

“Don’t mention.”
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She offered him a drink. Showed him to his room, outside the main house
unlike Dell’s. She showed him the outside lavatory, the rest could wait till
the next day. She came back with Jay, had the telly on and left Jay watching
as she made supper. She loved cooking. She was making spaghetti, liver
and lettuce. She served one plate, just Jay’s.

“Aren’t you going to eat?”

“No...no. I'm okay. I haven’t adjusted to this system yet. I eat bit by bit.
Three meals a day would kill me. At least six would do. I'll be having mine
later in the night. Never mind, enjoy your meal!”

“Well, thank you.”

He wished he wasn’t as hungry as he really was. He ate half of the meal
and spared the rest, for the purpose of etiquette. Deep down, he knew that
that whole meal served wasn’t half what was enough for him. If he were
alone, he wouldn’t have dared make that 'snack’ for supper.

All this while, Dell sat on the couch, directly opposite Jay. Her face was in
her hands. She was glued on the nine o'clock world news. At the mention
of Prain, her heart skipped a beat. Her center of existence shook. She hated
everything to do with the praniads, but even so, she could always
remember them in her prayers, her daily prayers. She hoped that one day
things would change for the better of those people. She hoped that one time
evil would depart the country and that peace would be their portion once
again. Even when she had dreams of that fateful occurrence, she still
believed there was always a second chance for the people of Prain.

It was three months down the line after the deadly attacks. The situation
improved though the traces of evil could be clearly seen, all the harm
caused. The burned down buildings, the bombed ones, the sad faces. All
these, the results of greed for power and ignorance. Wasn’t it a bit too late
to reason? The striking police officers had resumed duty and were no
longer using their guns carelessly. Maybe, they too felt they had killed
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enough people. Their pays were hiked as that's what they were striking on,
low pay.

The issues on the Prain System of education was addressed and a new
system introduced. Children would study according to their capabilities in
class work. They would be helped to identify their strongest areas and
guided on what to do, working on their desired careers at a young age.
Talent nurturing would also come in handy to care for the talented ones.
Those officers and other goons involved in the malicious act were jailed
after a thorough investigation.

“So sad, don’t you think?”
“Well, yeah...”
“I hope it wasn’t too severe.”

“I"11 get to bed Jay. When you are done, just have the T.V off and the lights
as well, but be careful not to have the security lights off, I'm told the
security here is wanting.”

“Alright then, as you say miss.”

Jay noticed Dell's eyes were watery and her voice tense. She obviously had
recalled the killing of her parents. He had not known her for long, but at
least the obvious could be noticed that quick. He chose not to talk about it.

“Blessed night Dell, remember you haven’t had your meal.”
“Oh yeah, I will, blessed night Jay. His protection.”
“To you too.”

When she locked her room, Jay munched yet several spoonfuls at once
then got to the kitchen and cleaned the plates. He took a warm bath and
retired to bed. He wondered why he had not been moved out of their 'home'
early enough, the Rocky Children’s Home. He had missed quite a lot while
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therein. Cosmos' place stood the best he had ever been to. He had a sound
sleep for the first time ever, in his entire life. Two weeks went by.

At dawn, Cosmo showed up unexpectedly. No one could really understand
this old man. He could leave and be back at the same time. He was the real
epitome of unpredictability. The boss is always right, remember.

Why was he back so soon? Had he even travelled earlier or was he up to
something? He stood at his gate, quietly. Why wasn't he driving as usual?
He walked around the fence as though he had lost something. He was
nodding, a sign that he was right on something. He wasn’t pleased about
something.

“Yes! I knew it. I knew I would get them one day.”

He had been quite suspicious about the working of his two gatemen. He
would not fully trust them however much he tried. It was 4.30 a.m. and
they were not at the gate. They knew Cosmo was away, out of the country
and took advantage to miss job. The gate was closed and they were not
there.

“They want to earn without sweating for it? Not in my house. When
it was their time to study, they chose to sleep. It's now time for them
to work yet they still want to sleep. They are fired. No pain no
gain."”

He unlocked the gate, got in and into the house. He had all the keys. He
could access anywhere in that compound. Dell heard the slight commotion
and got up.

“Too early to be up guys, are you okay?”
“I’m okay Sir.” He shook his hand.

“Me too, just got a little scared about the little commotion.”
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Cosmo was quiet. He confirmed that everything else was in place. He
assigned them duties afresh. He wasn’t in his right spirit.

“I’'m leaving already, do everything right. Should anything happen, give
me a call. When those two come, tell them they are fired. | do not want to
see them ever again. Is that clear?”

“Yes , sure!” Said Dell who was now scared.
“Well I have to be leaving now. Stay safe.”

"Be safe Cosmo.” They cuddled, the three of them.
“Thank you guys.”

He went to his garage, took his other car and drove out supersonic ally.
Just then, Dell and Jay noticed the gatemen were not there, they got it.
They had not understood which “two” were being referred to. They felt
some kind of emptiness. Although he had not been with Cosmo for long,
Jay knew that he was a good man. A good man when all well; when all his
things were working right, when his businesses were running smoothly.
Dell had gotten used to Cosmo; to her he was a father. Jay wished for a
moment that he had his own dad, his parents or at least a close relative. He
wished his parents could be there to see him grow.

“Why me, why?” He found himself uttering this as he locked the gate.”
“Why what?” Asked Dell.
“It’s a song...goodness!”

Jay had grown from age zero to nineteen, not knowing a single relative of
his, leave alone the parents. The file records in Rocky children’s Home
stated that he had been found lying on the local road of Muungano village
rapped untidily in a shawl, no more and no less. He was at around age zero
to six months. Somewhat hard to believe. How unlucky could one person
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be? Poor boy! All the same, it was important that his life was saved. He
had been in this life and for some reason gotten used to it. It didn’t matter
much. He was a man after all, he had this ego. He wanted to fight. He
wanted to fight for his life and he was ready to.

Regardless of the past, he was a focused fellow. He had a zeal for life. He
had the strength of ten. He believed he could, even when the situations
begged to differ. This world needed a man with a pocket on his shirt and
he knew better than to work extra hard. Days turned to weeks and weeks
to months.

In the second half of their first year at Cosmo’s place, the two had totally
changed. Their faces had brightened up. They looked stronger and
healthier. They had a great relationship with the old man, Cosmo. They
had won trust for their continued faithfulness in everything and anything.
As a result, their pay had increased. How awesome! They worked hard to
please Cosmo and he had fallen into their trap miserably.

Dell and Jay had become great friends. They shared their experiences, the
ups and downs but as for Jay, the ups were to be really sought for. He had
been a sad boy almost his whole life until he finally accepted himself and
realised that change needed him.Change was calling.

Cosmo was a rare figure in the compound but whenever he was around he
treated them with love, like his own. He loved his servants. His former
workers would for no reason stand a comparison with these two. It was
with no shadow of doubt that they were the best. He was determined to
give back the best way he could.

During their free time, Dell drew and danced, while Jay wrote poems and
did anything related to art. He was a favorite of Nick, his teacher back in
Rocky Home. Nick was his teacher of English. Nick was this humble man,
he could never undermine anyone. He never underestimated anyone’s
ability to make it in life. To him, everyone had equal potential to be the

best version of oneself. He could more often narrate his story to the kids.
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He was a living testimony of God’s working. He was an epitome of
courage, hardwork and determination. He’d struggled in his education but
finally ended up in one of the top Universities.

During Jay’s ugly departure from the home, Nick was away. When he
came back, hardly a week in the home, he noticed that Jay and some few
other students were missing. He did not seem to understand. He knew Jay
more than anyone else did. He was the only one who understood the boy.
He knew how much Jay still needed him. He loved Jay and always wanted
to see him make it. He wanted to see him succeed. He felt startled disturbed
all through. He suffered migraines at the thought of Jay. He had sacrificed
his cash most of the time to care for his books and other necessities when
no one else would step in. It was a sad thing for Jay when Nick had left for
the two months. When Nick sought to know why Jay and others were not
at the home, he learnt that they had been asked out of the home, reason
being ? They had grown a beard. Poor boys!

“1 do not understand this management. I’ve never done and will probably
never do. When it is time for government aid coming in, they are counted
as kids, when it’s time for the sharing out, they are counted out. Where do
they take the extra? To themselves. | see! They are more kids than Jay is."
Nick said to himself, tears lingering in his eyes.

He sought to look for Jay at whatever cost, wherever, streets, slums,
whenever! He had no good reason to stay at the school any more . He was
God-sent for Jay. Jay was a polite, obedient and calm boy. He also
possessed a fighting spirit. He would fight tooth and nail for his life. He
was more like Nick himself; hence birds of a feather flock together. When
he sat in the staffroom that day, he felt uneasy. He went to class. In his
literature class, he missed Jay’s frequent questions. The boy had the hunger
to learn, the hunger to get an education. He had this big dream; to drive
and live classy, to help the needy like himself as an appreciation to God
for his success. Nick had always reminded him that his dreams, big as they
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looked, were valid. At an instance during their frequent private meetings,
the two had formed this slogan.

“My dreams are valid so I will never look back, I’ll never regret, I will
never dwell on things I have no power to change.”

He remembered the last day they had been together, he had brought him
some snacks and soda from the Coca Cola company, one of his favourite
drinks and when they enjoyed together, Nick took a keen look at the boy
and realized he looked somewhat troubled. Nick could handle this without
actually mentioning a thing. He had the wisdom of Solomon. He told a
story, the art of Jesus.

“One day, a rich dad took his son on a trip to the village. He wanted to
show him how poor someone could be. They spent time on the farm of a
poor family. On the return from the trip, the father asked his son how the
trip was. The son answered that it was great. He then asked the boy what
he had learnt from the trip. The boy replied.

“I have learned that we have one dog, they have four. We have a pool and
they have a river. We buy food, they grow theirs. We have lights, they have
stars. We have walls to protect us, they have friends. We have the
television, they spend time with their family. We have the world, they have
God."

The boy’s father was speechless while his son was talking and realized
some things. Then his son added,

"Thank you dad for showing me how poor we are."
"Jay, what’s the moral of this story?”

“It’s not about money that makes us rich, it's the simplicity, the love,
compassion.”
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“You got it right Jay, for what does it profit a man to gain the whole world
and forfeit his soul?”

The things that were troubling the boy just evaporated. He could give a
genuine smile. He had learned to look at life from a different angle.

"That which we regard less is surely wholesome to someone else. Ahaa!
No matter what happens, no matter what anyone says, there will always be
a billion reasons to believe.” Nick added as they went their separate ways.

His words had with time inspired Jay to write articles, but in great secrecy.
No one knew about it. He would work at Cosmo’s all day but once he got
to his room, he would take his pen and book from his rag sack and confirm
the grammar wealth that lay in his poor hands. Writing consoled him and
whenever he read what he had written, he felt re-energized, rejuvenated
and with a renewed spirit to fight on. He sought to put to shame those who
belittle him and wanted to prove wrong those who undermined him. He
remembered one time during his hustles and bustles, after bustling the
whole day on the streets, his then boss paid him a plate of rice and drinking
water. He claimed that it was town life and nothing was given for free. It
was sad but unbelievably, Jay took those things to her veranda and walked
out without a word, not a single word. He smiled at his boss as he left. He
remembered Nick’s words, that not all days are the same. One’s sunshine
is another’s sunset. That evening, Jay slept on an empty stomach, he shed
tears, looked at the moon and it was all dark. He mumbled a prayer as he
coiled himself on the cold floor. He wished he could wake up the next day
to find himself dead. He was in deep thoughts when it started raining. The
cold was unbearable. Those in their houses turned in their beds and had the
A.C warming up their rooms. The poor boy coiled in one of the corners.
This was one of the most fateful days he had had after being sent out of
Rocky children's home.
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After many days of Dell and Jay being together, after all of them had fully
settled into their newly found home, they started sharing their little little
secrets. They did everything together. One time after lunch, Dell went to
the bathroom and on coming out, she almost collided with Jay at the main
door. He was coming running while she was walking out. She found herself
shying off. She had her face down looking at the floor that she wasn't even
seeing then. She was in a towel. He had almost knocked her down. The
only thing separating the two bodies was the towel tied around her.

“I’m sorry dear.”

“Hey Jay, what’s all the running for? You almost sent me to the
floor.”

“I said I'm sorry, you know I didn’t mean to. ”

All this while none of them is willing to break the closeness. No
one is stepping aback.

“Well, it...is... Okay, it’s okay.”

For once this white girl had stammered. He couldn’t figure it out.
Even the accent could not help it. The naked truth was that she had
stammered, why? | don't know either. Jay still wondered. He had
the telly on. She stood there still, facing the gate as if somebody
stood there.

She felt something strange within her. Some kind of strange illness
had stricken her. She’d never felt that way before; as if she needed
to be somewhere yet she wasn't. As if she should have been doing
something but did not know what.

“Come on Dell, think girl, think...what is it? What’s not happening

to you? Get moving!" She heard this voice from deep within her.

She came back to her senses, obviously feeling embarrassed. She

wanted to pretend like nothing had happened. Jay just looked at her
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all that while. She went in, changed and walked to the couch. She
sat with her legs on the couch. She closed her eyes, or actually just
found herself closing her eyes. Jay still watched her. He too was in
another world, the world of fantasy. He is the only one who knows
exactly what he was thinking in his small intelligent mind.

“Dell!”

He found himself mentioning her name without intent. He didn’t
realize he’d said it out loud. She opened her eyes, feigned
seriousness and asked,

“What is it?”
"What?"
“You just called me!”

“Me? Are you sure I called you? Well, my apologies then,
just forget it.”

“What are you thinking about?”
“Nothing, nothing really. ”
“Nothing you say. ”

“Right, or perhaps, I don’t know.”

He hit his head hard and as if remembering something, he quickly got out
and ran to his room. He locked himself in and sat on his well-made bed.
Endless questions raced through his mind. He felt exactly what Dell was
feeling. He had failed! He was a man but on this he felt he had failed. He
had wasted a chance, an entire opportunity. Back in the main house, Dell
was confused. She did not know what to do anymore. She didn’t know
what to think any longer. She felt this kind of weakness and presumed she
was sick. She was a doctor of her own. She recommended a glass of cold
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water. It was no better. She recommended rest. Maybe she had overworked
that day. She got herself to her bedroom and didn’t remember to lock the
door. She was too weak to even keep her eyes open. She’d left the telly on.
Evening came and there was hooting at the gate. At first it was faint but
then got louder and persistent. Jay jumped off his bed and peeped through
the side window to check who was at the gate. My oh my, was that Mr.
Cosmo at the gate? It was dark, almost 8:00 pm. Cosmo was furious, for
once. He had gotten out of his range rover and just stood beside it, his right
hand slightly above his belt on his side and his left hand adjusting his
spectacles. For a moment he thought he wasn’t seeing right, stranded at his
own gate. He shook his head and folded his arms.

Jay stood rooted to the spot. He did not know what to do, it was obvious
that he had to go open the gate, but what would he say to Cosmo? How
was he supposed to face the angry boss? This Thursday was not his day,
but still, he had a billion reasons to believe.

This time, Dell too got up. She met the dark. She looked at the wall clock.
8:02! "What!" She uttered.

She looked at the window, saw the boss in the same position as earlier. The
automatic security lights were on. She took the glass of water and quickly
ran to wake Jay. She wanted to save him from the boss's wrath. Jay saw
her coming and fell himself on the floor.

“Somebody help me please, Dell get me water?”

He was making throw up sounds that were startling. She got in and
got him out of the room.

“I'am not feeling well Dell, been calling you all the while, my head,
my back aches, ooouch!”

“Here take the water please, you’ll feel better, oh, heavens!”
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“ Go open the gate for Cosmo first, I’ll be okay.” He said this,
lying flat on the green grass outside his room.

She got the key. Cosmo had heard their conversation. He
understood why he had been delayed. He sympathized with the
boy. His fury deserted him. He needed to help the boy.

The gate was unpadded, he did not even drive in, he ran to Jay and
tried to feel his temperature. It was pretty high but not high for
illness, high for the worry of Boss’s reaction to such happenings.
He was sure that the trio would break and it was definite that he
would be the one asked to leave. The two whites could definitely
be fine. Boss laid him straight on the ground facing up. His head
was slightly lower than his legs. He unbuttoned his pocketless shirt.
All along Jay’s eyes were closed as if he was unconscious.

“Thank God! He is in a recovery position now. He will be well.”
“ Oh, thanks Cosmo, how worried I have become!”

She said this, her hands on the mouth. He got up and slowly, held
by Cosmo and Dell on his side, was taken to his bed. Cosmo left to
go get the car inside the compound. Dell sat right next to Jay. When
he heard Cosmo’s footsteps faint, he shot up and sat upright. Dell’s
heart skipped a beat. She almost screamed. She wanted to run
away.

“It wasn't real. He got in unexpectedly, don’t worry I’m okay.”
She just could not believe it was a lie. It had come out so real.

She went to the kitchen. She worked faster than any other day. She
chopped lettuce. She made a light meal; irish potatoes, liver and
lettuce. Cosmo went back to check on Jay after parking. He found
him still on the bed just as he had left him.
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“Do you feel any better?”

“Yeah, I’'m much better off Mr. Cosmo.”

“Glad to hear, when did it start?”

“After lunch, Dell has helped a lot.”

“Good, but she should have called me."

“I didn’t think it would be this serious so I asked her not to.”
“What is it?”

“A headache, severe and persistent. My back aches too.”

The food was ready. The servant was served by the boss. Cosmo
took him food and some painkillers. He was meant to take them
after eating. He ate well, gluttonously then hid the medicine in his
newly bought bag. They slept.

In the morning, abnormally early, around 4:30am, there was a
knock at Dell's bedroom door, just one knock. She opened; she was
in her pink top and a black short.

“Good morning to you, Dell.”
“Good morning, Cosmo.”

“How was your night? I’'m sorry I had to wake you up this
early.”

“It was fine. It’s okay with me. Why are you up this early?”
“ Aaaaa..I'm sorry.”

“ What is it, Cosmo?”
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“I’'m leaving for home today. I have to be at the airport
before 6:00 a.m. to check everything. | have a flight to catch
at 7:00 a.m. | might stay there longer, this time. My son is
unwell, hospitalized. He’s a victim of cancer. Take good
care of this place. Take good care of yourself and Jay. I’ll
miss you. You're my family. I’'m going to communicate
when I get there. I have to go for now.”

“Travel safe Cosmo. I will miss you so much. You have
been a father to Jay and I. You’re always kind to us.  won’t
let you down. | will do my all to see that everything runs
well.

“I have this awkward feeling that you might betray me,
Dell.”

“No...of course not...never.”
“I believe you Dell. Come give me a hug my child.”

They hugged and he kissed her on the palm-back and on her
forehead.

“Thank you daddy." She said as he was still holding her.
“Most welcome. Goodbye my child.” He released her.

“Bye daddy.”

When he left, Dell felt that emptiness again. She felt alone. That’s
when it occurred to her that she had used the word ‘daddy" again,
after a long time, two years down the line. It sounded both strange
and funny. She tiptoed to her room, between her sheets, not to
sleep, to remember and flashback the events of the day before. She
got nervous again. How would she behave today? Pretend that she
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didn’t remember what had happened between Jay and her? Would
she talk to Jay about the strange illness?

“I will face my fears boldly, I ain't a shy girl and never have
I been or will be. The Cymon’s never were. I’'m not a
Cymon for nothing." She consoled herself.

At 7:00 a.m, Jay was awake. He cleaned up and when he was done,
he collected his dirty clothes and started doing the washing. This is
the time Dell got up. She had her towel around her and headed for
the shower room. She changed and went to the kitchen. She did the
cleaning everywhere. She made tea. She wanted to keep herself
very busy the whole day and sleep quite early, an unusual thing.
All this, in order to avoid Jay. She took the teapot on the table as
usual, a cup, bread and butter. That was Jay’s. She then took
Cosmo’s clothes and started doing her washing. They were never
that dirty. In a short while she was done. Jay on the other side was
doing his final rinsing. He would soon be in the living room for
breakfast. Dell knew it and she cut short her plans to get to the
house. She was washing in the bathroom while Jay did this from
outside. Jay had known it earlier. He was too smart for this girl, as
though reading her mind.

He walked straight to the house, upstairs and then out. He sat on
the staircase quietly. Dell did not know this. She assumed he was
having breakfast.

She went behind the house, sat on the staircase. She was in deep thoughts.

“What the hell will I do with this man now? Oh please Dell get a bit more
serious... but I think I... love him ...I don’t know . It can’t be ! I don’t, |
do,Idon’t...”
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“You think you . . . what ?”” A voice from up the stairs said. She almost
jumped out of her skin. Turning only to see him looking at her straight in
the eye, a piercing look.

“Why are you avoiding me Dell?”

“I’m not avoiding anyone.”

“Clearly I am not anyone. Why are you avoiding me?”
“I said I’'m not avoiding you!”

“Well, come sit here with me, right next to me.”

“l haven’t taken breakfast, ’'m going to take mine first.”

2

“l haven’t taken mine either. Perfect, let’s go in together then’
“No.”
“Why? Give me a good reason why we should not.”

She went blank and quiet.

He stood up and walked to the house, downstairs and out to his room. He
locked the door behind him, took his book and pen. He wanted to find
solace in his writings. He thought and thought, but for once he realised he
could not write . He had gone blank, a writer’s block hit him suddenly. He
could not believe this. He put away the book and pen and lay helplessly on
the bed. Did this girl know what rejection really felt like?

Dell went back to the living room, took tea then went to finish up on the
rinsing and hanging. She knew Jay had not taken breakfast. She felt
somewhat guilty. Why had she done that to him? It disturbed her. She
scratched her head hard, made her neat hair wavy. She walked to the shade

outside where she presumed Jay was. He wasn’t. She did all the house
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chores , a major cleaning and by 1:00 p.m, lunch was ready . She wasn’t
hungry. She served Jay’s plate and placed it on the dining table and went
to sleep. When she came back at 3.00 p.m, the food was equally untouched.
How could somebody go hungry for all those hours ? She had to do
something. She went straight to his room . The door was shut.

'77

“Hey, open up Jay, please. Open up

There was no response. Ten minutes gone, another knock, no response.
But one thing was sure, he was listening to her. She sat right there and
supported her head with her hands. After another ten minutes, guilt swirled
around the son of the soil, he knew he was doing wrong. He opened the
door and she remained unmoved. She was sobbing.

“Why are you doing this to me, Jay?”

She was annoyed. She said this with tears rolling down her face. She had
not cried this much since she stepped out of Prain. Her skin turned pink,
her hairs stood erect on her head . She looked Jay in the eye. He felt the
eyes pierce through him. He turned round and round. He looked her in the
eye too, he was a man. Their eyes locked. He moved a step closer, a second
and a third. No part of their bodies was separate . Her tears dropped. He
used both his thumbs to wipe them away. He took her face to his wide chest
and put his hands around her . She complied. Tears of a great reunion.

Days went by, all running smoothly. Everything working out, just
everything. Cosmo instructed his manager to double pay Jay and Dell,
unlike the past months where they were earning a normal worker's wage.
The lives of these two had changed a great deal. Those who knew them
before would not easily recognize them if they bumped into each other.
They looked healthier and happier. They dressed elegantly. Jay’s
handsome self had now come out. He would trim his beard to bring out the
beautiful sideburns, well placed. He would do a beautiful haircut that left
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many staring. He dressed youthfully. Together with Dell, they moved from
their crude communication methods to digitalized forms. They bought
mobile phones, not too expensive , not too cheap either. They changed their
wardrobes or rather their bags, literally. They would go out together after
a day’s work. They looked great together. This duo, an epitome of hard
work and persistence. When Cosmo's manager paid them, Jay was very
selfless. He would buy gifts for this fine friend of his . He would treat her
like a sister, one he never had. He bought her trendy clothes, shoes and
took her to good hair dressers. He would spend his last coin on her and still
feel fine . What a heart! Not even once did Dell buy him a thing. He
believed in 'blessed is the hand that gives than the one that receives.' He
would toil a whole day, a whole week and a whole month, only to make a
friend happy ? This was the kind of life that Jay loved. He would help
anyone, in any kind of situation regardless, provided it put a smile on
somebody’s face. His own joy came from that.

Sometimes Jay would sit alone under the mango tree right outside the
house. He would reflect on his own life, he would at some point for some
reason fail to understand why his life was just the way it was . He would
ask himself very many questions that obviously went unanswered. He just
did not understand why in the first place he had no family. He could
sometimes imagine himself sitted in a room with two other kids of his age
and one younger. There was somebody, a woman, a mother figure, serving
them food. Amidst all these, a man would knock and get in. He would hug
his kids, Jay among them. He would give them gifts and ask how their day
was, then sit on 'daddy’s' chair and hold the young sister on his lap. The
young and only sister would start reporting to dad all that had transpired
that day. All those who hit or slapped her would be reported. She began.

“Papa, bakhupile bamba ese kumkango nibo balya kamalondo
bong’ene, ” this meant, the girl was given a used cooking stick to get the
ugali pieces for herself while the boys took the big ugali pieces from the
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cooking can which they called ‘bread’ and ate among themselves . The
boys would then laugh at her and this would annoy her even more. She
would report how the boys had stopped a village girl at the river to disrupt
her way home, how they had tried to hold her waist as she swayed her hips
sideways. Here dad would get annoyed and the laughter would stop.

“Ahaa, bakhola sina lundi mai?” Dad added, asking the girl to tell
him more or any other thing she saw. She reported that the boys went
swimming in the river and Mzee, the village elder, went with their clothes
and they had to run home naked. The girl's voice would then go down
slowly and slowly and the next thing was mama taking her to bed . Dad
would talk to his teen sons. They would all apologize and promise not to
repeat it . Mum too talked to them as they went to bed. Mothers did not
have a voice. They could not speak in the presence of the man of the house
unless he had questioned or she was asking whether he needed something,
mostly brew. The boys slept and would wake up to prepare for school.
They would share their dreams, those kiddish dreams where one would
imagine himself in a very green place, with very green grass and all alone
then suddenly feel pressed and decided to relieve oneself . It was often
successful, no one would catch up with you in the process . On getting up
in the morning , somebody was all wet , mama would cane and punish the
fellow to go bathe in cold water that early morning before going to school.
As one would be washing in cold water, the other would be busy looking
for coins in his pocket and sack, forgetting it had only been a dream. A
dream that involved money was no joke . Finding oneself on a certain road
then picking a coin, then another . . . These coins would be picked and put
in the short's pockets, the shirt pockets, anywhere there was space for them.
Some were held in the hand. Somebody would sleep and wake up with
their hands folded still, securing their money . Waking up poor was such a
disappointing experience the kids loathed. The third unlucky boy would
have a very stupid dream to tell the others . This was Jay dreaming of
falling in an abyss. He would find himself in the air, falling rapidly towards
the ground, hitting nothing yet still falling. Such were the ‘memories’ Jay
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would have liked to have. To him, all these were just imaginations. He
tried so hard to see the faces of these parents and siblings but all the time
they’d be looking down, away or he’d see their backs as they walked away.
He wished he had a family regardless. He was ready to accept it however
poor it was. He felt the only thing he wanted in life was a family, family
love. He wished he was lucky enough to get this kind of love. The father-
son relationship would do him good. He wanted to just look at them and
feel the atmosphere. He was in chaos. This feeling overwhelmed him. He
broke down to tears, tears of sorrow, tears of anger, tears of loneliness. He
felt that gap. It came out so clear that he was all alone, all by himself.

“Why me? Why me? Why? Dear sky, what joy does it give you
seeing me in tears so often? Or what do you gain just seeing me suffer
these emotions? Where did | go wrong? Was | born out of wedlock that |
had to be abandoned on the road? Or was | born twin that instead of being
killed I was sent out to the world for rescue? Who is my mother, that
heartless woman? And who is my father? That man who does not deserve
his manhood. Are they still alive ? Better still I’d rather they die this
minute. Who cursed them ? Or who cursed me ? | wonder, they eat very
comfortably. Deep inside them , do they remember they sacrificed me,
their own blood, to be eaten by the hyenas ? Maybe they grow millet,
pumpkin and cassava, but [ wonder, do they know how or what I eat? It’s
such a devastating feeling. | look at myself in the mirror sometimes all
naked, just to confirm . To make sure I’m not less of a human. To see the
reason why | was thrown to the animals. Or maybe | am a lesser human, I
do not know, | Suffer inwardly , | tell no one . I cry often when | see People
walking and dining as a family. The emotions of a rejected man have never
known peace . The eyes of a rejected man have not seen light. The tunnel
is dark. When light Seems to approach, it gets even darker. That’s my life,
all fallen apart, that’s me. I was born to know no joy. I was born to suffer.
Am 1 the sacrificial lamb?” Just then a voice said to him,
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“When all else seems impossible, always make a habit of looking
up, for therein often is our hope.”

That was a voice ringing inside him . The voice of Mr. Nick, the only
voice that he could listen to in times of such despair. He’d been taught that
the shallow paths often lead to grace , the wider ones lead to grass. He
agreed, but one thing he really did not want to understand was where these
increasingly traumatizing feelings led to. If grace, then hadn’t he suffered
enough? If grass, then why the delay?

“I want to die, I want to at least see my ancestors. To see them and
make a spirit family with them. | wouldn't like to meet my parents
anymore. They are wicked people . If they die, they will not be good spirits.
The thunder that will strike them is still jogging.”

He was running mad , really mad. He looked up, he looked at the moon, It
was dark.

“Hey Jay, open up.” It was Dell at the gate. He got up from under
the mango tree and headed for the gate. He looked tired and his voice
sounded just different, the voice one has after crying for a while. Dell
noticed this. She got the shopping without saying a word. Jay did not come
with her as she got the items in the house. He stood at the gate and stayed
rooted there . He wished that those thugs who go after Cosmo would just
shoot at him at that moment. Those thieves would sometimes try to
disconnect Cosmo’s electric supply so they could get in through the
guarded electric fence. In his deep thoughts, he heard a gunshot, loud
enough as though it had just missed his head by an inch. He found himself
down on the cold grass and felt his head, checking if he was still alive . He
would bid goodbye to his body. He felt his tongue get cold in his mouth
and his trousers were wet too. He got some strength to carry him. At a
terrific speed, he was in the house, closing the door behind him as though
he was using a remote to do it. He ran to Dell in the kitchen, holding her
tight. He was tense. He could not speak. A cold shiver ran through him. He
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could not stand for a minute, he knelt in front of Dell, trying to explain
what had happened but bit his tongue severally in the process. Dell helped
him calm down. She was so good at such things. For a moment Jay thought
he loved these sorts of treats. That night he slept on the couch, for the fear
that had struck him. He no longer wanted to die . He treasured life . He
vowed never to talk evil upon himself again. He loved life, with or without
family . He realised he was complete with himself.

“You can move on with life Jay, you can.” He said to himself, the
fear of the unknown in him.

“It is a bad disease , noticed earlier , it may somehow be in the
control of the doctors. Cancer does Kill. It robs us the lives of our loved
ones.Therefore, 1 would like to call upon each and every one of us to spread
awareness to our friends and families . It is a sad thing. It is a black
Saturday today that we give the last respect to our departed hero. Ray
Cosmo was such a pleasant fellow to hang around. He was a young man
who understood the virtues of love, respect and responsibility. He was a
strong man. | remember even after his mum’s death, he still remained
strong for his dad. They have worked closely regardless of the miles
between them when his father, Cosmo, had to be in the black land. Ray has
been a hardworking student at the university level, leave alone grade one
to seven and high school. Today as we lay him to rest , | pray that family
and friends get their consolation from above . | pray that Cosmo, you
remain the strong man that you’ve always been. I understand it’s a hard
thing to forget, it’s even harder to accept . Cry, let the tears come down
and wash away your pain. Cry, let those tears you shed today fill the
emptiness of your soul. We are here for you, to offer the support that is
within our means . My sincere heartfelt condolences to you Cosmo, the
entire family and all that have been affected by this loss. May the soul of
the departed rest with the angels . And now, let us say ‘the grace' in unison."

" May the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ,
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And the love of God,

And the fellowship of the holy spirit,

Be with us now,

And forever-more,

Amen." The congregation said in unison.

After this prayer, they all joined hands with Cosmo. He cries out loud as
the casket is lowered electrically to bury the body. He cries even more as
the famous song sets in .

It is well, it is well
Itis well, it is well

Itis well, itis well . .. with my soul.

It is well, it is well
Itis well, it is well
Itis well, itis well . . . with my soul.

“Truth be told. These lies are the cause of the continued loss of
lives. When will we learn to accept situations as they come? Why lie to all
these people, a whole multitude gathered here , listening to lies . | know it
hurts, it is painful. My people, my friends, when will we learn that the truth
sets us free ? We are all mourning | know, but even so, that lie will not
change anything . It won’t make it any better, perhaps it’s gonna ruin more
lives . You are all looking at me as if | am a mad person. Look at me . . .
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come on, | drink but today | stand here to mourn my nephew. I am not
drunk. I’'m in my right mind. In my right self.”

The song is still on, though a larger number of singers were on low tones .
They were singing but were careful enough to hear what Ray’s uncle was
talking about.

“With all due respect Cosmo my brother, allow me to speak the
truth about your son, our son’s death. People, it is sad that such a thing has
been hidden all along since Ray’s illness. Our son has been good , I agree
he has been apt in school, very much. Someone said he was straight , | also
beg to second that, but today I ask , does there ever exist a perfect man ?
Who never faults at a single moment ? Is it too sinful to fault ? Now you
all look at me as if I am a portrait , yet you allow lies to ruin us, to run our
society. My son Ray did not die of cancer. He succumbed to HIV/AIDS.”

The people were all astonished, excluding the family, the liars. They knew
it all along but wanted Ray's send off to be calm. The Brown’s was a big
and famous family. They were rich and complete with all the doctorate
degrees among them. Ray died while pursuing a doctorate at a private
university where only money spoke . The lesser ones in the society only
got second hand information because not any of them would have access
to step foot at the university . If it were a supermarket then maybe they
would’ve window shopped . The rest of the people had their mouths in
their hands . It was unbelievable . How could it possibly be?

“Godwin my brother, allow my son to rest in peace . Don’t you
even feel ashamed of yourself? Look at all these people. Don’t you pity
the womb that bore him? Don’t you have the least respect for my son?
Cancer or AIDS, whichever, so after all is said and done, has he now
woken from the dead? Has he come back to life? Listen, we have our own
differences as brothers. You do not even deserve to be called my brother.
Look at me, | am this weary. | am this weak for the loss, my loss to be
precise . I’ve lost. The person who’s been hit most by this demise is none
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other than Cosmo Brown. How do you have the guts to dare interfere with
my son’s burial? My friend, this world is not anyone’s home. I have lost .
Today it’s me, tomorrow is often untold . I’ve lost all that mattered to me.
| lost both my parents at that tender age. | lost my two girlfriends before |
finally got into marriage. | buried my wife a week after the delivery of my
son who has now also gone to be with the Lord.” His tempo went down.

“It’s not like I am that evil to deserve this cruelty. I have done nothing to
deserve this. I have given my all to try and please God so that He can have
mercy on me. | have worked hard ever since my wife left me. | have
dedicated all my money to the poor. I’ve helped the poor clear hospital
bills and paid school fees for their children. | have even taken in two poor
youngsters , male and female, to live with them back in the black land, to
give them a shelter and treat them as my own. But even with that, still the
heavens saw it right to take away the only thing | had, my son. The more
good I do, the more evil 1 get back inreturn. 1. .. 1...”

Cosmo spoke on and on. People tried to calm him down but to no avail.
He was all taken up in his feelings, lamenting. He was damn mad, furious
at the same time. No pain would be compared to burying one’s own blood.
He scooped up some soil, throwing it in the grave and muttering some
words as culture dictated. He did not want to see or listen to anyone, he got
himself out of the hands of his cousins and ran away, went and
disappeared. No one knew where he went. The singers sang on as soil filled
the grave . Some were in tears, some in great shock and disbelief of what
had just happened. The song died on their lips as they made their way out
of the mighty Brown’s compound . Let the soul of this hero rest in peace .
Dust to dust. From dust we came and to dust we shall return.
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On the other end of the shelf , where Dell stood to check on the
prices of the foodstuffs, stood a middle aged man , his body well built,
complete with absolutely neat and stunning clothes. Ryan was an
agriculture teacher at a high school in Fedha town , not far away from
where Cosmo’s house was. He was in a short sleeved checked-red shirt
and a black pair of pants . His shoes, famously known as sharp-shooters,
were the rock of town then. He looked spic and span at a glance. He had
these big eyes, big but again lovely. He wasn’t light skinned, he wasn’t
dark either. The sideburns killed it, let alone the well trimmed beards and
the hair cut on his head. In his right hand hangs a bunch of keys . It was
obvious the big key was a car key . | wonder why car keys never fit in
either men’s pockets or women’s purses . His eyes were fixed on this white
girl. That long, curly, shiny, black hair, the long eye-lashes that well fit her
eyes, the attractive body figure and the pleasant stares she had given him a
while ago. That kind of look you give someone hoping they are not looking
at you so that your eyes don't lock. Unfortunately for Dell, Ryan caught
her staring at him then she hurriedly pretended to be looking at the statues
right behind Ryan. He moved closer to her.

“Good afternoon!”

“Afternoon!” She replied, acting busy.
“My name is Haman Ryan.”

“And?”

“May I please get to know you?”
“Mine . . . huh... I'm Dell.”

“Ahaa... isn’t that mean?”

“Oh! Dell Dates is my name.”
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“How are you doing?”

“Great, as you can see.”

“Do you mind having coffee with me sometime?”
“Definitely.”

“Well, sorry for the interruption, forgive me. Good time.”

He turned and walked away before she could utter anything else. She
watched him leave, slow but well calculated steps, the military style,
except for the swagger. She must admit he’d caught her attention. He was
rocking it. He turned to look at her, she was still on him. Their eyes locked,
once again.

“1 know better than to deal with such arrogant ladies. That is just
who [ am.”

He said to himself as he walked away and out through the exit . She did
not see him again. She got done with the foodstuff. Jey came in with a
trolley full of toiletries. They were served at the cashier's and walked out
of the mall. They took a taxi to Cosmo’s. She wasn’t in her right spirit. Jey
noticed she wasn’t the same one he’d travelled with to the mall. She was
changed. Jey had seen all that, from a distance.

“I just remembered we forgot to refill the gas, it is almost depleted
dear?" Said Dell. Her ‘dear’ sounded a bit unusual but in a good way.

“Good heavens, damn... why didn’t I remember that? ”
“Don’t you worry, we’ll do that tomorrow. It’s only hours away.”
“Sure.”

“I hope it will be enough to make dinner. If not, I can as well go
back and refill it this hour.”
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“No, it’s already late, it's 8.30 p.m and considering the security in
this place, that would be a bad idea. Besides, it’s gonna be enough for
tonight.”

“Well, if you say so Dell, my sweet-pie.” He winked.

They shared cooking duties as they had soon adapted. He did the meat cut
and salad as Dell did the cooking. After watching a movie together, Tyler
Perry’s “If Loving You Is Wrong,” Dell went to bed. Jay lay himself on
the couch, still not yet sleepy. He inserted yet another flash disk to the TV
and watched this too, “The Haves And the Have-nots.” The events in both
movies were just awesome. He watched one last one, “Nobody’s Fool,"
Tika Sumpter being his favorite actress. This one had a disclaimer, unlike
the other normal disclaimers that stated, 'Parental guidance recommended
for viewers under the age of 18 or rated P.G', this disclaimer read, “Not
for viewers in doubt of their spouses or partners.” This last one woke his
spirits. It provoked him. He thought of the man at the supermarket, Ryan,
and his anger rose in him like a column of mercury exposed to heat. He
felt curious. He was no longer at ease. He wanted to speak up his mind. He
wanted to talk to Dell. He had to, before it was too late . He hated regrets.
Was he going to wake that girl at such an odd hour? Of course not.

Dell wasn’t asleep. She was in pain. What for? She was in pain for
having lost a chance . She wondered why she’d been so rude to Haman.
She felt sorry. It hurt her when she remembered how the guy had really
carried her away. She hit the pillow and pulled the hairs on her head . She
had regrets. Time wasted is not time recovered. Was she late?

Early the next morning, Dell prepared and took the gas cylinder for
refilling, way before Jay woke up with the obvious complications of
wanting to accompany her everywhere she went . She cried for some
freedom, in the fear of missing out on a potential husband. People need
privacy sometimes, she thought. She managed to get out before he noticed.
He’d gone to bed late and would probably wake up late. It was around 8.00
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a.m in the morning. When she was locking the gate, she locked it hard by
chance and this woke Jay. She knew he would be there within no time and
so she opted to leave it half-closed. He saw her disappear. To him, this was
all unusual . Dell never could do a thing without letting him know. He
sensed danger. He sensed betrayal knocking on his door. Out she was. The
previous day’s shopping events criss-crossed her mind. Still disappointed
and in total regrets, she got to the filling station, the services were too slow
. She decided to move to the filling station downtown . She was moving in
a taxi all along . When she got to the '"Total’ filling station, the taxi driver
dropped her with the cylinder and left to serve others. She was in the
process of being served when a black land cruiser Prado stopped right next
to her. She moved a bit. The car moved too. She moved again and it moved
even closer to her . She felt irritated. Just who did the owner think he was?
For a moment she was annoyed.

“This hell of a person. If only he had an idea, I have owned better cars
before , at the age of 14 years , crooked minds!” She said to herself to
relieve the stress.

“Dell Dates!” A voice from inside the car called.
She turned and oops ! It was Haman Ryan.
“Hello!”
“Hello to you, may I help you if you don’t mind?”
“No, it’s too much, you’ll be late for your day’s errands.”
She said this but deep within she was dying to be given a hand.
“Never let that bother you, it’s taken care of. Shall I help?”

“Well, fine then, if you insist.”
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He moved out of the cruiser and helped her get the cylinder to the boot ,
then hugged her. A cool, brief hug. A man of his respect. He opened the
back left door.

“QGet in dear.”
She did.
“Thanks a bunch.”

They set off for Coffee estate . They had a lengthy conversation. Dell had
been dying for this all night . She was so hopeful to meet Haman yet once
more. Even so, she couldn’t say it to him . She’d promised herself to
‘behave’ lest she remained ‘single’ her entire life. They enjoyed the drive
and the lively talk. They’d laugh at some point, be a bit serious but most
of the time in broad smiles. They thought the journey had been too short.
Even so, Haman had tried, he’d driven the slowest . They were soon at
Cosmo’s big black gate.

“I wish you lived slightly further.”

“Oh my... It would have been more fun, more flavour, more smiles
. I just don’t feel like setting my foot down.”

“You can as well choose not to.”
“No...no...lhaveto.”

She moved out. He did too . He helped her get the cylinder out and carried
it next to the gate. They shared another short cool hug, slightly longer than
the previous. He drove away as soon as she waved goodbye. Mission one
was accomplished. She saved his phone number and email in her mobile
phone.

She knocked at the gate . Once, twice , several times , there was no
response . She stood still, thinking. She knocked once more, but still there
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was deafening silence. She had had a very enjoyable time with Haman,
now she thought, who did this guy think he was to destroy her moods so
cheaply ? She stood there for a whole ten minutes, her right hand on her
waist and the other tapping the cylinder to create some rhythm. The kind
of tapping one does when annoyed. Soon a motorbike approached . It
stopped right next to her. Jay got off it and tapped her on the shoulder
sarcastically. The bike left.

“I’m sorry, a friend of mine came to see me and | had to see her off,
had nowhere to leave the key for you. Besides, 1 didn’t know where you
had gone, and for how long you would be away because you cared to say
nothing. So...”

“A she, you said?”

“Yeah, she passed her regards to you.”
“Unpad the lock. I have better things to do.”
“Than receive silly greetings, huh?”

“Of course.”

She was all jealous, she wanted to hear none of Jay’s stories, especially not
with that ‘she’ of his. They got in. She went to do the breakfast and lunch
combined, then the other house chores. Jay went to his room for
consolation , he wrote a piece.

He went to the main house after writing several other poems. He wasn’t
happy.

“How was your trip to town, Dell?”
“Good.”

“Did you struggle a lot with the cylinder? Did it give you a rough
time or something? You look sad.”
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“Yeah, it did. I nearly fell on it while carrying it to the taxi.”

“I'm sorry for that, but you should have let me refill it , or rather,
you should have asked somebody to help you do it.”

“l knew nobody around. I do not talk to people carelessly, not
strangers for that matter. You know that, right?”

“You mean he wasn’t a stranger?”’
There was a deafening silence . As if she did not get the question right.
“A stranger, who?”

“That man, who else would I be talking about. You know exactly
what I mean. Who is Ryan to you?”

“Who is Ryan ? Do 1 know him?”

“Hey girl, I’'m not playing these games with you. Will you stop it?
You said you don’t talk to strangers, and so I asked, isn’t he one to you?”

“Get me the plates.”

He picked them from the rack and handed them over to her, gladly.
“Ahem, here. So answer me!”

She was all quiet again, trying to figure out what to say.

“You can never lie to me Dell, ’'m a man. [ must say that I’'m very
much disappointed in you. How could you be so cheap? How Dell? | mean,
I just fail to understand this. What is a lift compared to your life? You do
not know the guy. Suppose he took you away from here and did you ill,
what would you do? What if he was to kill you ? This is not Prain. The
men you see around here are not angels. They have eyes and their tails wag
at the sight of a beautiful lady like you. Be more careful, extremely careful
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in this land. It’s my home. [ mean every word that I've said. I care about
you. Enjoy your day.”

He walked out in great gusto and banged the door behind him. He
had this other face whenever he got mad. Honestly, he’d fallen for this girl,
couldn’t she see it? He had seen it all by himself. He’d followed her right
after she left for the refilling. He knew something fishy was going on
somewhere. He fell into a well, a well of self pity. He was again throwing
a pity party in his room. He wondered why she’d just become so arrogant
and rude suddenly . She wasn’t the girl he fell in love with. This was
another version, a fake one. Jay knew Ryan too well. The guy of many
names. Anyway, who around did not know that womanizer?

He had a whole lot of girls, surprisingly all of them knew him by different
names. He was a Ryan here, Haman there, a Tom, Dick or Harry elsewhere.
Jay knew he was losing Dell soon, but not to that ill-mannered brute.

A shiver ran through his body, such a strange thing, not normal for that
time of the day with the gay sky.
She did not eat that meal. She felt no peace. She took her phone as always
and headed for her room. It was all browsing, Facebook, Instagram,
Whatsapp, Imo, all that kind of social media madness. Tweeting here and
there was all she wanted.

Darkness fell in. He did not come in for dinner. He’d gone out to relieve
himself from the stress. He thought a moment away would do him great.
He was caught by the beauty of the girl serving his table. Wine was
brought. Some little wine is good for the stomach, you know. He was
brought tequila, by yet another smashing beauty. He felt like ordering still,
to see the swaying of hips by these ladies, who were dressed half naked
with intent. A sip, another and the whole of it. Relieving stress, listening
to 'I'm in the mood to lose control.' He’d actually lost his already. He
danced with the ladies around him. One touching him here, the other there,
another hitting his front with her big fleshy behind. He was feeling like he
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owned the world. The next time he remembers knowing himself was when
he was being led to some room by two of the ladies. Beyond that, only
God, the devil and the two ladies know. He woke up to find himself on a
hard floor, watered and he was nearly naked. He only had a vest and his
trousers on. He did not see his phone. He had not a coin in his pocket, it
was at the wee hour of the morning. He cursed himself for that. He had
drunk himself silly and he knew he would never be forgiven by Dell. In
fact, it was one more reason to desert him. He paced and got himself to the
Coffee estate before people woke up. He found the gate locked. Dell had
to see what he was looking like. He had to explain why he had done that.

All along Dell had been on the phone and flashbacking what her life was
becoming. She revisited the events, her moments with Ryan. The slow
drive, the funny moments they shared and all that.

She was partly happy for Haman yet so sad and annoyed about what Jay
had told her about the same man. This got her disturbed. She had lost Jay’s
trust, no doubt. She judged herself as a failure . She felt like she had really
failed herself and her dignity, if any.

He gave one loud knock that sent her out of bed. He got in. She nodded
and justified her actions. He did not say a word. He showered and slept all
day. While sleeping, he dreamt of her. In waking up, he thought of her. She
was all over him. He kept turning in bed. He still felt the fury. He was a
man. He had to prove it. He had to show the world that he had tasted the
knife. He would face this Ryan guy. He had this boldness of a lion
whenever it concerned the people he loved. He had the guts, regardless of
his social status, to face him man to man. He had to fight for what he
believed was his. He remembered the chain he had given to Dell one of the
days in their own harmonies. The chain was beautiful and it had a meaning.
It meant 'Mine forever' yet when she had asked him what it meant, he’d
said, 'Friends forever.'
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This was an African belief, that each chain that carried meaning ended just
as stated. Dell did not know a thing about this. For her, a chain was just a
chain, no more no less. He had looked at her and said to himself in
consolation, “You know so little about our chains, the beauty of dealing
with non-Africans. Wear it and watch me be with you until forever.”

Life totally changed. Their relationship was completely strained. She was
always on her phone either chatting with Haman or on a call. If not so, then
she would be on social media scrawling up and down. They spent less time
together. Everyone worked on their own, ate alone at different times. He
could talk to her and find that she wasn’t even listening. Meals delayed.
Chores were not well done. She only talked to him when she needed help
in fixing the socket, her mobile phone charger or maybe when she wanted
to transfer some of her files from one folder to another. He was an
electronics guru. He did it for her, not for love. He was hurt, he was a
wounded man. He was deeply heartbroken, just what could he do? He sits
down and remembers this one incident. After they were both done with
their duties, She went to the couch as usual, doing particularly nothing this
time because there was power rationing during the day. She had no charge
in her power bank and her phone had gone off. Jay had come in after her
and sat right opposite her. He sat upright but Dell had her legs on the couch.
They had not talked all day.

“Hey Dell, how are you doing?” He fixed his eyes on her. She did not
answer. Her eyes were glued elsewhere. They will have eyes but they will
not see, they will have ears but they won’t hear. She was in deep thoughts,
if not fantasies, then she burst out laughing and said,

“This world is such an interesting place to be.”

It was as though she’d not seen him there. He realized he was talking to
himself. He got even more annoyed and banged the table loud with his
handbook. She immediately got alert.

“Hey Dell, I am talking to you!”
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“OH! Sorry, what did you say?”

His eyes got watery, really watery, for the first time ever, in front of a
woman. It was against the norms of the society there for a woman to see a
man’s tears. He raised his face in difficulty and looked at her.

“You have no idea what you have done to me. My heart now bleeds daily
because of you. | am torn to the core. My heart has been wholly crushed in
your arms. | have nowhere to go. | have nothing to do. | have no one to
wipe my tears away. Today | weep, | sob for you, | feel empty without you.
I am meaningless, 1 am worthless. It's only you who can take me out of
this. I've no idea what wrong | did to deserve this cage. Pity me Dell, pity

2

me.

Immediately he was done, the two lines of tears were down on his face. He
wiped them, looked at her again and left. He went to the gate and stood
there confused. He wanted to go, never to see that girl again. He had no
reason to stay around. She went to her room, confused too. She was lost in
sleep; while thinking of the agreement she had made with Haman to marry.

She knew she loved Jay but somehow, some way, she could not let go of
Haman, especially with all that he had.

After a period of about thirty minutes, in her sleep, a car hooted at the gate.
Jay, who was now sitting adjacent to the gate, heard it. He knew it would
not be Cosmo. He stood to check. He recognized the man and the car,
familiar items all alike. He did not allow the car in. Instead, Jay himself
got out of the gate. The man was looking at him with eyes that seemed to
suggest he wanted to talk to him. He moved closer to him.

“Hey young man, I’'m here to see Dell. Is she in? Call her for me.” This
added to Jay's fury.

“Wait, is that even a way of asking for help? Who are you in the first
place?”
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“I am Haman.”
“Her man?”’
“Yeah.”

“Don’t even add a thing. Now, get it clear from me, Dell is my woman.
Leave her alone. Just who do you think you are to scare me? I’'m younger
than you, but it doesn’t mean I am less of a man. I’'m poor as it is evident
but it still doesn't make me a half of a man. I’'m a man and I demand my
respect. Respect is two way traffic. Respect me, | do the same, failure to
which the same is bound to happen.”

“Ahaa, I see. Now listen to me. I own her, you are her boyfriend but I own
her. You will soon see me take her out of here. Soon, very soon. This world
needs a man with a pocket on his shirt.”

Jay, who was in a frugal inexpensive shirt, and at the top of his rage looked
at himself and realized that in fact his shirt had no pocket on it.

Ryan drove off. Jay went to his house. He felt low, belittled and
undermined. He could not control his emotions. He was in tears again. Dell
woke up feeling guilty. She walked out to his house. He had not locked the
door. She pushed it in. The door went wide open. She saw Jay seated at the
edge of his bed, wailing in deep pain, in utmost disappointment. She
moved next to him and sat beside him. He did not move. She wanted to
console him. She took her right hand to his shoulder but before it landed
on him, he pushed her hand away. He moved to create a space between
them.

“Get your filthy hands off me!”
“What! No.. Jay, listen to me...”

“I said no, just leave me alone, get out of here, I don’t want to see you ever
again. Not now, not ever. Go!”
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“Please listen to me.”
He hit her hard on the back, it was quite a blow, then a slap followed.
“Why are you doing this to me, Jay?”

“I should be the one asking you that, why are you doing this to me?
Seriously? Surely, is this all | deserve? All the efforts | put in, is this my
reward? Have | done all I could only to get this in return?”

“I am sorry,” she said amidst tears.

“Sorry? What are you being sorry for? Sorry for wasting me and my time?
Or sorry for marrying the town's worst. If only the word sorry would heal
me now... only be sorry if you’re going to drop that fake relationship with
him, otherwise keep your apologies to yourself, you’ll need it soon, you
will thank me later.”

She stood at the door, she pitied him but could not let go Haman,at least
not the cars, all the 'heavens' she had been promised , the luxurious life and
his ‘genuine’ love.

“What does the boy have to offer, anyway? This homeless pig, poor

'9,

creature.. no way

Pride had overtaken her already. She felt a bit classier. She felt as if she
had been wasting her time on Jay and that whole Cosmo thing. She could
have met a guy already were it not for her love for being indoors most of
the time.

The tears of a wounded lion. He disappeared and the crowd could not see
him anywhere. He left his everything behind and walked on. This old man
who had not eaten for days, felt dizzy but did not want to stop. He was in
need, in great need to be with the rest of his family. He took the direction
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of the lake. He wanted to spend time there looking at the water and the
scenery around. He was feeling so hot that he removed his coat. He could
feel the beautiful breeze all over. He felt pleased. Then again this thought
overcame him. He did not have a family, he was all by himself. He started
walking to the side of the waterfalls. This was a dangerous place. People
did not go there often and if they really had to, they went in groups and
armed. He knew it but seemingly assumed. After all, what more did he
stand to lose? He had concluded that life is the whole point of death or
rather death is the whole point of life. He was sober, very sober but some
madness was running through him. That kind of moment when you feel
like you are ripe for anything, come an animal or whatever, you are just so
ready. The kind of situation that leaves you with not a single reason to
smile. The only precious thing you are left with is the life that is in you,
nothing more.

He watched the water hit the rocks from up there. It hit so hard that some
water kept splashing as far as where he was standing. He did not want to
get out of that place. Back where he had come from, people were looking
for him. After several hours of searching, the media had to be informed
and the police too. He was being sought for. He was here, all by himself,
staring at the jaws of death. He did not want to think about anything. He
was too tired to think. His blood started running fast through his veins. He
felt kind of weird. He was a bit unsettled, the breeze felt cold, but he was
still sweating. This feeling struck him. He was weak. He fell down, gasping
for breath. He gained some energy and raised his head slightly higher than
his body. The place was clear. It dawned on him that he was all by himself
there. Then he heard something walk behind him but by far. The steps
sounded nearer and nearer each moment. Then he heard a roar. His heart
skipped a mighty beat. He realised that life and safety is all someone
needed. He wished but knew it was too late for anything. He said his last
prayer while trembling. Amidst his short prayers there was a gunshot. He
fell on his belly. He lost consciousness. The wildlife services had come to
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his rescue. They took him away, reassured him, administered first aid and
so on. The shot lion was treated and taken to captivity.

Cosmo lay in that sick bed for weeks, a month and all this time, he was in
great mental turmoil, brain torture. He lost his power of speech.The
moment he fell on his back, he injured both his left and right hemispheres.
He was here to be fed, bathed, dressed and moved. He was almost
comparable with seeds. They are taken out to the sun to dry then back to
the store when rain cries near. He was like a child, relying totally on the
other people for any kind of help. His family was engulfed by a kind of
sadness. They were afraid that they would soon lose their son too. It was
unbelievable. Within such a short period of time, Cosmo, who earlier on
was weighing eighty-seven kilograms, was now at sixty two kilograms. He
looked thinner and thinner with each passing day. He was this kind of
person who had cared for himself so well, yet now he looked like a rescued
street kid, all malnourished. He soon could not eat normally. He was fed
by those plastic artificial pipes. He could not breathe normally. He could
close his eyes sometimes and the people around him would all break into
tears thinking he was dying. This dying man could hear them speak, but
their voices sounded too low. He could not get exactly what they were
saying. The voices were too faint. Whenever he opened his eyes, they
would all heave a sigh of relief. The doctors would be so annoying
sometimes. People are this worried about their patient but they would keep
moving in and out of the room as though all was well. His relatives were
looking at the nurses as though they were gods. They thought a nurse’s
presence would be an assurance of Cosmo’s life. For a moment, one of his
nephews, the former we’d met earlier, Roy, wished Cosmo would just die
and have rest. He felt he’d suffered enough. It was months and still there
was no sign of his recovery. Some of his people even stopped visiting
regularly, some stopped completely, to wait for the black day. Roy was
one of those people who did not speak a lot but perhaps acted more. He
made it a routine to always visit Cosmo, day in and day out. One time he
found himself all alone with Cosmo on the bed. No one else came that day.
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He felt bad. He was so sorry for Cosmo. Looking at his all pale body lying
hopelessly on that sick-bed. Cosmo’s condition deteriorated even further.
He started behaving weird. He could abruptly turn in his bed as if he’d seen
something life threatening. Nurses and doctors would rush in only to find
his heart beating faster than normal, his pulse rate abnormal and he’d be
breathing even faster or on instances, struggling to get air. They would
reassure the old man together with Roy then leave them again. This
continued for like a week and soon became worse. Something had to be
done. Something really had to be done. He was recommended for a life-
support machine, which he used for two days after which his condition
improved for a while but worsened much further. He closed his eyes; he
felt the terror again but did not cry. He opened his eyes and did not see
Roy. He saw a mist. The room looked smoky, a huge white smoke. It
looked like a cloud falling on him from the ceiling. It came down slowly.
It got on his face, he could see it so clearly coming down on his face. It fell
on his eyes. His eyes closed. He saw people in white gathered all around
him. They were all looking happy, they embraced him and he could smile.
He had some relief. He was in the right place. On the other side, directly
opposite him, was another whole group. They were all in black and sad.
They were crying, he wondered why. He wanted to go where they were.
His wife and son yelled at him. He reminded them that he was fine. He
walked to the people. He knew them. He saw his friends, but did not see
two people. They were all in black; he was odd in his all white. He saw
them crying, others fainting, he did not understand why there was a
rectangular hole dug deep down on the ground and the people surrounding
it. He saw some rectangular shaped box being lowered into the hole. He
cried out asking them what was going on. No one seemed to hear him. He
cried and cried the loudest he could, but not even the lady standing next to
him, his sister, could hear him. His hands were waving in the air, as if to
communicate to the people not to lower the box deeper. No one attended
to him. He walked away, back to his family.
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“This is the way we live here. It is the kind of life we are used to.
We’re very different from those people. We can talk, hear and
communicate among us but for them, they will never hear you. They cry
and ask questions, you answer them but they won’t hear a thing, neither
will they see you. Even for you, the days you were with them, your son
and | would answer all your questions but you would neither see nor hear
us.” Said his wife.

Roy was happy. Not happy that Cosmo was gone. He was happy that his
struggles in life had ended. He preferred death to such suffering. He was
somehow the cause of his death. While in that room alone with Cosmo, he
ran out of patience. He was tired of being there. He wanted to walk out his
last. He never wanted to be in that room again. He’d looked at his phone
with five percent charge left. He unplugged the life support machine and
connected his phone charger. That’s when the cloud fell on Cosmo’s face.

According to Roy, sometimes evil is necessary. The outcome might seem
bad but even so, if deeply analysed, some evil might just be very necessary.
Maybe it was sympathy, maybe not. Maybe he’d longed to see him dead
so he could take over his businesses. Maybe he did it out of love. Taking
away one’s life, out of love? However, it wasn’t the first time he was doing
the act.

“Marry me dear, please ’'m on my knees.”
“By no means, never on earth, never in hell.”

“But you promised to do that. Will you now break your own
promise, Dell?”

“I know I did, but I did it out of ignorance, [ was out of my mind, |
said that blindly. My eyes are now open and I can see.”

“Will you now reject me?”
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“You got it right. Look at yourself Jay, whom can you marry? Huh,
look at your life and sort it or else more rejections await you.”

“I’11 give you everything Dell, anything you’ll ask me to. Even if it
means a miracle then for you I will perform. | love you
desperately.”

She laughed then said,

“Hey, wonders shall never cease. Don’t you realize you need that
miracle yourself? When will you be a man? When will you grow? When
are you going to fix your life like a real man?... Hello!”

“Even dirty water quenches fire.”
“Or unto those who have shall more be given.”
He was hurt once more.

“I dress this cheaply to make you look smart. I have spent my last
coin on you. I’ve already done everything that was within my means to
give you the life you wanted.”

"l want more."

He looked at the clothes and heels she had on. They were one of
the many things he had sacrificed to buy her. He was a gentleman, or was
he stupid? He did not want to remind her of that but the expression on his
motion-full eyes told it all.

“QGirl, you still have the charmed chain on, go east, west, south and
north, but still, one thing to note, you are mine forever.” He said to himself.

“I will leave behind everything you ever bought me and you know
what? Watch me. Let's see if I’ll ever walk naked a single day. ”
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She ran to the house and into her room. She packed all that
belonged to her. She took her charging phone and checked out the three
missed calls from Haman. Her heart leapt in joy. She had to call back as
soon as possible or else things would turn sour. They had not been together
for longer than two months but she had known some of his weird
behaviours. He could get angry so fast and on such petty things, but still
get over them with the same energy. She called him back and they talked
at length. These two love birds were on top of the world. She had agreed
to marry him. Haman was coming over to pick her that very day.

Dell could not wait to leave that horrible place. She wanted a life.
She wanted to start living her life, as if for a moment it had stopped. She
for once felt she was in the wrong place. She would soon be in the right
place. Nothing interested her any longer in that house, not even her
favourite couch, the one that had served her for the three years she had
been there. It was about four years of being at Cosmo's. She had relieved
herself from duty. She did not even cook. She did not mind the hungry boy.
It wasn’t her problem anymore, it was the least she cared. He did not
matter. What she didn’t know was that he could not have taken any food
even so.

She did not bother to tidy up the house, all she cared about was her
packing, careful enough that she didn't forget anything behind. She did not
want to ever have a reason to look back. She did not even think about her
boss’s trust and the faith he had in her.

At9.00p.m, Haman had not shown up. She got scared. She doubted
but did not want to pay much attention to negativity. Haman's call came
in. They talked for a while. Her voice went down in the middle of the
conversation. Something wasn’t right somewhere. He had asked to be
pardoned. He wasn’t going to make it to her that day, until the next day
after his lessons. He had a double lesson to teach the next morning, and a
single one thereafter. He was probably going to pick her up at lunch break.
Was she going to spend a whole other night in that house? She had to.
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Twelve hours was so long that night. But soon they were depleted. She did
not even sleep. Fantasies here, fantasies there. The anxiety would Kill her.
She did not wake, not actually waking but getting out of bed. She got up at
around 11a.m, having not much to do other than scroll through her mobile
phone. Social media is a tool capable of breaking the whole society.
Technology is a necessary evil. She was bored and tired of that place.
Nothing seemed to make sense to her, she wanted to be out. She was
waiting for that call, the call that would completely change her life. This
call would allow her to live the kind of life she always yearned for. The
kind of life she had back in Prain; where money was not the big problem,
rather, spending it was. She did not want to walk, she wanted to drive like
she used to, to swim whenever she felt like. Surely, she was headed there.
As she thought of this, she found herself smiling; moving out of captivity.
She went to the washroom to freshen.

On the other side, Jay, who would find no rest all night, was still in
bed. His head was in his hands. He was paying the price of love. Love is
like a poison, if overdosed it can kill. Love can make one go for days
without food. It can deny one the pleasure and joy of life. He’d lost taste
for life. He had great ambitions, but it seemed like all of them had been
shattered. He had big dreams, most of which threatened never to come to
pass. He lost the zeal and passion for life, a changed attitude ruled him. He
thought he had had enough. He too, like many others, wanted to die
‘again’. He reflected on his entire life. He had not a bone of joy in him, he
was broken, bruised and scotched by life, intimate brokenness . He had
only had it nice twice. The experience with Mr Nick and this then little
witch, Dell Dates. The rest was all pain and suffering. He realised that for
sure, love and life all alike, were not meant for him, or people like him.

He could now understand why some men his age opted for drugs
and substance abuse, working with drug lords, getting into alcohol,
committing crimes like stealing, killing innocent people, reckless living
and all other activities of related caliber. He understood why some boy
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whom they had grown together in Rocky children’s home, had joined an
illegal crime group, people who could gun down and shed innocent blood
and feel nothing. They enjoyed pulling the trigger. These were young men
and women who were frustrated in life. They were people who had no
hope. A group that starved comfort and craved recognition, a lot that Jay
was seeing himself getting into.

He had chosen to accept defeat. He had to let go of this girl. He’d
lost hope in his chain, but somehow some hope still lingered. His fighting
spirit had now departed him. He wasn’t himself. He was weak, but did not
want anything to eat. He just needed one more thing before she left. He
stood up, slowly and weakly and walked to the house, he sat on the couch.
That day, everything looked different. That angel didn't look anything like
beautiful anymore. Her hair did not look neat, those curves looked just
regular. The pink dress did not fit her well. She even looked darker than
before.

True to speak, nothing had changed about her. The ugly emotions
of rage and vengeance running through her mind, the disappointments she
had brought him and the bitterness within him was what had brought in all
the sudden change. It was about 7.00pm and Haman had neither called nor
come to explain anything.

“Hey, good evening.”

“Evening.”

“How are you doing?”

This was clearly a strained conversation from the tone of his voice.
“As you can see, good!”

“Well, I'm neither here for a quarrel nor am I here to stop you from
doing what you so badly want to do. It is actually fine with me. Do as you
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please. I can't stoop lower than I have already, Dell. You are released, feel
the ease, but, I just need one last but grand favour from you.”

“Go ahead and name it, I am all ears.”

“Keep your chain well as a sign of the least and last respect you
may be having for me, or might have once had.”

“But I’'ve always done it. I’ve always had it on and safe.”

“Yeah, keep it. That’s the only thing I need from you, it gives me
peace and some kind of satisfaction.”

“Well, you have my word.”

“Should I trust you?”

“Definitely, why ask? You doubt me?”

“I trusted you with my whole life but you failed me, remember?”
She took a deep breath.

“Huh, on this, trust me.”

She took it so lightly not knowing the weight it carried for him.

“Alright then. Somebody is at the gate, did you hear the hoot?”
She checked.

“It's Haman, I’'m leaving.”
“It’s well. Travel safely. Don’t forget your words.”
“I won’t, thank you Jay.”

She stood and he moved to her. They shared a lengthy hug. Both
of them were in tears. He remembered the wonderful times they had had
together. He remembered how she had been her cloud, how she had been
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his shoulder to lean on whenever he cried, the way she had won his heart
on the very first day he saw her. He remembered all the great moments he
would miss. He felt he was losing so much, a part of his own life, his rib.
All this because of a pocket he did not have.

She recalled the day they first met, the times they had had together,
how they had played together and done things as siblings. He had been a
source of her strength when she felt weak, he was her hope, her comfort in
time of sorrow and distress. He encouraged her whenever she felt low and
discouraged, her eyes when she could not see the good in life. He was her
light in the dark. She was all that she was because he truly loved her. She
did love him, much more than anything in her life.

Nothing is as confusing as a girl's heart torn between these two
things; a man with just money and a broke guy with genuine love.

He had shown her the true definition of love. He had always done
all that he could to put a smile on her face. He'd done all this as a sacrifice
in trying to fill the gap that her parents had left in her heart. She had found
somebody she could talk to about anything excluding nothing. She had
found a confidant in him. She had somebody to open up to, a friend she
could wake at midnight, and in him she had found solace.

He had lost it all. But as for her, she was gaining it all double, or so
she thought. Where an old man sees while sitting, a young man on a tree
can not see.

For show of last love he helped her carry her suitcases to the gate.
He saw her get lost, in the dark. He saw her drown. He saw her fall deep
into the ditch. The car disappeared. He felt his dura bursting. He looked up
in the sky that night, the moon was dark and staring at him, once again.

Just then it dawned on him that she had left him forever. She was
never to be back. He felt it, a sharp pain hit him. He had never been so
confused before. He went back to Cosmo's house. He locked all the doors
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and went to his room. He took all that belonged to him, not including
anything that was Cosmo's. He locked the gate and took the keys to
Cosmo's manager. He left for the town, far away from the city, and into the
streets. He was ready to be beaten by life; after all, he had gone through so
much already. Pain was his cup of tea. Nothing was going to be too new.
He wanted to live the life that he was meant for. He got there in the
morning.

He walked on, into the slums. Eyes could not spare him. Where
was such a decent man going? That place was known for all sorts of crimes,
even the little bag he had wasn’t going to be spared. It was in broad
daylight when a group of boys, very young boys of ages around 15 to 18
years emerged and held him such that he could not move. They were all
over him, saying things which he could not understand.

“Acha za ovyo mtu wangu, tujenge ama ubleki mandondi,” one of
them said. He looked at them and said nothing.

“Anatubebanisha maufala joh! Tumwoneshe,” another one added
with long and dirty hair.

“Safi, tumsho vile ku-huenda, ngori manze.”

In unison, they beat him. He could not fight back or say a thing.
They just gave him some hot blows here and there, took his bag and all
that was in it. They took his mobile phone, sweater and forced him to give
them his shoes. He could not think twice. He gave them and they went their
way. Passers-by saw it all but did not bother to do a thing. To them it was
a normal thing. He had been fully welcomed to the life of 'sufferers’, as
they liked to call themselves. Such was an official welcome party. He was
just lucky that his pockets were not all checked, they were too excited with
the mobile phone. His little cash was still intact. He walked on. There he
saw kids and people who looked like him; sad faces, tear stained. They
were these frustrated fellows in tattered clothes, malnourished, dirty hair,

smoking and sniffing glue. His life had been reduced to this but therein, he
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found peace. He felt as though he was in the right environment and
satisfied. He felt some sense of belonging. He found some local brewer in
some muddy grass-thatched house.

He sat on one log and ordered some brew. He took some sips and realized
that indeed life had taken on another turn. He had never known he would
go back to the streets after Cosmo had saved him. He took enough sips that
made him forget all that had happened to him. It was the best he could do.
He lay there drunk. The next time he got up it was raining so heavily. He
looked at himself, he had only a short, nicely worn out. He had no shirt.
He could not tell what had happened. On getting up in that heavy rain, he
walked to the brewer’s house. It was full of drunk people. They were all
laughing at him. He took shelter. The woman was kind enough to give him
a shirt which her late husband had left. They got along. He started working
for that woman for food and a drink. As for shelter, he could sleep about
anywhere. He felt okay. He embraced his challenges. He accepted it and
was willing to lead that life for the rest of his time before finally God
asking him to join the rest in the other world. He became reckless, an
alcohol addict. This is what life had offered him. He’d given up hope.

Dell and Ryan lived happily ever after, ahem! Ryan proved to be a very
caring man. He never wanted to see his wife suffering for any reason, at
least not for anything that was within his mighty control. He would rather
suffer on her behalf. He shopped for her. He did not want her to lack a
thing. Love was in the air. He thought she had struggled enough. He could
help her in everything, including anything. He could decide to be the one
to make dinner, breakfast or a brunch whenever he was available. He
joined her in the house chores whenever he was home but one thing was
always obvious, they did laundry together. This was the life she wanted. A
time came when Haman realized he wasn’t being fair enough to his wife.
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He looked for a house girl for her wife and it became even more fun.
Someone would wake in her own time, eat food prepared and served ready
for her, at times in bed. She did not do more than taking herself to the
shower. With time this girl added some weight. She looked a bit fat. Then
a throw up here and there after some months. She started developing some
strange complications. At one point she could be sick in the morning, very
sick then get well during the day. She would be completely fine but again
get sick in a few hours in the evening. She did not really understand. She
kept it to herself for days until one evening when she could not hide it
anymore. Her husband had just gotten back from ‘school’, tired and
exhausted. She came to attend to him as usual; to get off his coat, hug and
kiss him then get off his shoes and socks. Before she got to him, a sharp
pain attacked hit back. She could not move an inch further; she cried out
loud enough to awaken the dead. A throw up followed almost immediately.
Her husband helped her get up. The house girl did the cleaning. Ryan took
her to the hospital for a test. It was definitely going to be a pregnancy test,
it turned out positive, as expected. What a joy! Life continued like that for
many months. The two became so free with each other that they could
share anything. One weekend she opened up and narrated to him the whole
story of her life and how finally she had found herself in the hands of the
kindest black man like himself. He could not just believe it. He even shed
a tear for that as he embraced her in his arms. Losing both parents wasn’t
an easy thing. He understood because he’d seen his dad die in his arms. He
wished he had been in Prain to save her that traumatizing moment of her
life, to give her consolation that she must have really needed at that
difficult time. He felt so sorry for learning that his wife did not know any
of her relatives. She was alone. It meant she had no one to turn or run to.
The story of her parents, Cymon and Henny was another sad and
complicated one .

Dell’s mother, Henny, was from a very rich family, a wealthy
background. Dell’s grandmother was a primary school teacher and her
husband, Dell’s grandpa, Joram, was a college tutor. The two only had one
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child, Henny. How they had ended up marrying was a rich-rich kind of
thing. Before then, Joram and Agnes, grandfather and grandmother
respectively, had adopted a boy roughly three years of age. He had been
abandoned in one of the busy lanes of their town. The only thing the boy
could utter was his name and calling 'aunty'. Joram and Agnes decided to
take responsibility. It was when the boy was turning five that they got
Henny, mysteriously because the doctors had proved they would never
have kids. The children grew up together. It was a complete family. The
parents tried so much to balance the love for the two kids. They could do
everything in doubles. Whenever toys were bought, one had to be for
Feddy Cymon and one for Henny. Whenever a scooter had to be bought,
they had to be two, exactly the same but with a colour difference; blue and
pink. It was awesome. No one would tell that Feddy Cymon wasn’t a
biological child of the two. As the kids grew, slight differences started
coming up. At age seven, Cymon wasn’t schooling yet. Of course the boy
being so young did not see a problem but it actually wasn’t normal. Feddy
Cymon could watch on telly kids his age going to school but such a young
kid could not question. Instead, he was being taught how to go about little
house chores and playing with the baby. When he turned ten, Henny started
schooling. This now became strange. Why not him? He could wake her,
help her prepare for school, help her take breakfast before her parents
dropped her off at school. In the evening, Henny would be dropped at the
gate by the school bus and Feddy would be the one to pick her up and help
her to the house. He could help her shower and change, before their parents
came back.

This went on for years. The boy turned into a very big man and the
girl had flourished into a beautiful young lady. He would now do some
heavier work like driving Agnes off to her place of work and back,
dropping Henny at school. He would do all the house chores and also do
the gardening. He could clean the compound. He was doing approximately
all the work in that place. When he turned twenty years old, something
strange happened and was alarming. Henny became even closer to Cymon
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than she had ever been. They were so close that she did not want him to do
the chores alone. She was always there to give a hand. She could
sometimes miss classes to be with Feddy, and the parents had suspected it
long ago, just when it started. The Parents started mishandling the boy
intentionally to confirm their doubts from Henny’s reactions. She was
smart. She knew it and acted calm. She never uttered a word regarding that.
She still worked together with her brother. It all had started after Henny
was informed that Feddy Cymon was not her biological brother. In their
ignorance, the parents had thought that having told her how poor and
hopeless the boy was, Henny would hate and mistreat him. On the contrary,
she could not only sympathize but also empathize; worked through thick
and thin to make sure her brother was comfortable and had company. They
would talk, make fun of each other, go hiking, partying and all that. She
was the only one who gave him a reason to smile. He was such a humble
young man. A man of few words. He did not insult anyone. He was never
rude or unruly. He was a man of his own principles, one more reason why
Henny treated him like a brother. They kept sharing all that came their
way. The gods were not happy with this. The gods had been provoked.
Things had to change as early as possible as no errors were allowed in the
rich family. One more chance was given for things to be very clear. With
time, Henny got attracted to this man. They became too close to hide it.
When the parents were sure that their suspicion was true, they were furious.
Feddy Cymon loved Henny, but he knew what it would cost him so he
opted to be reluctant, just a little more reluctant.

The rich people wanted their daughter to associate with the other rich and
mighty like themselves and that’s why they had all along taken her to those
prestigious and super expensive schools. She had the best that there ever
could be. What was it with their daughter? They could have meetings with
the exception of Feddy to talk to her about it. She was fifteen years old,
she was a big girl. They were worried that anything could happen at that
age. They warned her about the young man and when they called in the
boy, they gave him a thorough warning about their daughter, of course in
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her absence. He got scared and asked Henny to just forget about him
because it was evident that it was never going to work for them. She knew
better than to act deaf to such. Whenever they were alone and he raised the
subject, she would move closer and give him a deep kiss which he at first
would make efforts to resist but comply later with his eyes closed. Sweet
things in this world are felt better when the eyes are closed.

The parents had saved enough money in Henny’s account and they
had taught her how to do the transactions on her own. They had stopped
giving her money or buying anything for her at age fourteen. She withdrew
cash whenever she had to and did her own things without consulting
anyone and, without being questioned. She bought two new phones; one
for Feddy and one for herself. The iphone she had been using all along had
cracked and she did not think she had time to mend old gadgets. When the
parents learnt of this one, enough was enough. They asked the boy to leave
the compound early the next morning. They also asked him to mention
nothing about it to their daughter lest they skinned him alive. He was
threatened. He had no money. He had nothing on him except of course
Henny’s old iphone and his then new mobile phone. He knew that the
beans had already spilled and he had nothing more to protect. He
communicated with Henny on the phone and told her everything but again
asked her to behave as normal as possible and as if nothing had happened.
She was a sharp girl, even sharper when he sent her this voice message.

“My dear princess, you know how much I love you. The situation
may not have allowed me to show it like | should have but one thing that
is and will always be, I love you. I'm leaving early in the morning but
always remember this, that in my heart, you are always a gem, the joy of
my life.”

These words drove her crazy. She almost went nuts. She could not
believe it. She definitely had never really heard him open up on such, to
talk about their love and how he felt about her. She was definitely never
going to listen to her parents. Her madness had taken on anew. Even when
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they talked, she did not listen. After all, what was the worst they could do?
She was mad at her parents, totally upset by their actions. She did not want
to see or hear them. It hurt her, deep within. She never came to terms with
something; why they hated Cymon so much. She never found a good
reason for all their drama. She had to talk to them one last time, whether
they listened or not was not her problem. That was at the bottom of the list
of what she cared. She dared and what followed was venomous. She was
sent away, back to her bedroom. Her dad, Joram, went to the boy’s
bedroom, he didn’t even knock. He hit the door open with his boot and
held the boy by his neck. He gave him some blows and threw him out of
the house. He picked his bag and threw it after him. The bag got torn and
some clothes fell off. He picked the rest of the bag and ran towards the
gate. Agnes, who was furious as well, was standing at the gate. She opened
it and hurled insults at him as he left the compound slowly and in tears. He
was only thankful to God that he had managed to escape alive, with his
two precious things. He'd only left one, Henny, but he did not understand
why he did not feel like he had lost her, but he actually had. She had
watched all that by her bedroom window. It was awful. It reminded her of
the rich and bad people in her literature books, the maxists. She smiled and
nodded. The kind of smile an angry person gives. She was determined to
die for him if it was to come to that. Her parents unusually got to her room
angry as they were and warned her. They even sent a curse on her that she
would die miserably if she dared go ahead to follow that crackhead. She
did not say a word. She turned in her bed and started snoring till they got
out, after the whole preaching session.

"Such a naughty girl!" They thought.

That night she did not sleep. She was either having an incoming call or an
outgoing one. It was calls, calls, and more calls. The house was ceiled all
over . Even so, she didn’t care if they were listening or not. Early that
morning, Henny woke up not talking to anyone. She prepared herself
normally and surprisingly she didn’t bid her parents goodbye as she got
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out of the house. She went to the car park, took her car and drove off. Her
dad was a brave one. Immediately she was out , her dad called the head of
the college where he taught and asked to be allowed to be a bit late for the
lectures. His wife did the same, asking for permission to be late for school.
The head teacher allowed her.

They wanted to monitor her fully that day and see how she behaves. After
they were done with their preparation, they took one car and left together.
They went to Henny’s school. They had already been sure that she had
gone after the boyfriend, the good for nothing boy.

At the gate of that school, they were not even checked as routine
calls. They were well known there; the mighty family. They packed at the
visitors' parking and then went to see some teacher friends. This early,
Henny usually had a literature class, a two hour class. They waited and
waited. Then at last the class was done. The students who got out of the
classes first saw the car and confirmed the plate number. It was her dad.
She got furious. She was mad and wanted them to know that she wasn’t as
stupid as they had thought. She went to the administration office where
they were. She was too harsh on them. She asked them why they had to be
in school at that time instead of their places of work. They had embarrassed
her. In that school, parents only came in if something wrong had been done
by their kid. As such, everyone presumed that Henny had done something
and was being reported to the administrators for action to be taken. This
pissed her off even more.

She actually attacked the two. She did not give them time to explain
a thing then she left the office without notice. She got to her car and again
drove off. The parents were left there not knowing what to do next. They
knew she had gone back home or in a place to have some alone time;
maybe cry out her all, as that had always been her behavior when upset.
She called her super man and confirmed where he was, just a few miles
away from where she was. She asked him to take a rest somewhere before
she got there. In a period of about two hours, she got there. She did not

70



really have a lot with her. She only had her laptop, school books, phone
and her card. Feddy, who was now more than exhausted from the long
walk and hunger, heaved a sigh of relief having seen Henny’s car approach.
He felt a little nervous and ashamed. He knew there was a high possibility
of her parents chasing after them anytime. They bought some food, ate and
set off to a far away town, a place they both had never been to. It was
another very nice place, even better than her hometown. They were there
for days, not there to stay. They were there for shelter as they worked out
things to do with getting passports for both of them and getting their VISAs
as well. The process wasn’t so easy. Some very many details about Feddy
Cymon were missing. His birth certificate was not in the system. It was
quite a stressful experience but somehow they managed through after
having to use money to be served faster. Money can speak for you where
your mouth can not. They deserted the country and landed in Prain. Here,
the two settled as fast as they could be. It was another land of the white
people and so they did not have it rough adapting.

It was a bit confusing moving around in the towns of Prain because
most of the buildings and major roads resembled, only the names differed.
The two lived together as husband and wife. They had to organize
themselves to be independent. Feddy proposed that Henny use her
remaining money to enroll classes in one of the cheaper schools in Prain,
after which she could get employed and support herself and her husband.
She did exactly that. They were happy but Henny felt some guilt around
her. She wanted to protect her man’s ego, so she took him to school, the
program for the older people. That’s where he started learning the basic
education that encompassed reading, writing and communication. He
could now communicate by email other than earlier when he only knew
how to voice message, call and receive calls. His mind was undergoing a
process of decolonization. He bid illiteracy goodbye. Henny put up a very
huge business, selling car spare parts. Feddy Cymon was the manager. His
good communication skills served him well when dealing with his
customers. He was polite and had business etiquette. He had most
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customers within quite a short period of time. It soon became the biggest
spare part shop in town. This was yet another milestone. They lived happily
together. After some years, when all was good and done, the two decided
to get a baby. They got twin boys who died mysteriously later after they
got another baby girl, whom they named Dell Dates, this girl who now is
married to Ryan.

That made Ryan shed a lot more tears. How unlucky could one
person be? She had found a man who truly loved her. From there hence,
Ryan never wanted to see his wife struggle to do any work or get annoyed.
He wanted to fight tooth and nail for her joy, just that immaculate smile on
her face was all he wanted. She was like an egg. She could not get out of
the gate if not in the company of her husband for fear that someone would
give her and the baby in her womb a bad eye. Ryan was so superstitious.
He did not want her to walk around with claims that the security in that
place was not up to the mark. He did not want to risk his family. She heard
the concerns and obeyed.

All these months she had noticed quite a number of things about
Ryan but she never talked about them. To begin with, church was one of
the vocabularies in his life. Not even once had she heard him talk about it.
She missed church and for once thought Jay had been of great help as they
could rarely miss church. She also noticed that the kind of visitors Haman
brought to the house were strange and difficult to understand. Most of them
were old men, very old. There was also an old lady who was common
there. Whenever they came, they spoke a language she could not
understand. She only saw them act and make some kind of sounds she did
not like but could not talk about it. She didn’t want to annoy Ryan. The old
men would often pour some annoying coloured liquid substances like
water on the seats, the floor and could at times get to the master’s bedroom
as well which according to Dell was supposed to be very private. The house
would be in tatters, that irritating smell of the liquids and the old men alike.
She remembered one time one of them gave her a cup with something in it
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to drink. She was calm enough to try. The taste of those herbs and smell
sent her throwing all that she had had for the morning. The old man got
annoyed, so annoyed that he walked out and never came back. Another lot
of similar men came some other time, just a few weeks before she
delivered. They didn’t give her anything to drink but cut her skin and
rubbed in some ash-like substance. She never forgot the experience and
how painful it was. She had never in her whole life witnessed such things.
The kind of food prepared for these visitors wasn’t the normal ugali, meat
that she had over time gotten used to. They made orders of what they
should find prepared when they visited, way before they would arrive for
instance, a week prior. Sometimes the orders sounded strange. A black
cock with white feathers on the neck, a totally black shiny goat that had
just given birth, a pregnant sheep and so on. She even wondered where
Ryan would get these things but when time came, he would have them.
They performed these rituals for a long time. They would call the names
of long dead people in Ryan's lineage. It was a whole devastating moment
for the white girl who did not understand any of those things.

When she finally asked about church, she was told to watch church
services and podcasts on the television. There were as many programmes
as one could need. She shut her mouth on church matters because he had
answered her in a very disheartening tone and worse still rudely. The
attitude she had towards him was shaken. At the beginning of the next year,
a child was born, a bouncing baby girl and another. For the culture that
Ryan subscribed to, twins were looked at as one child. As expected, the
mother was very happy having delivered herself of two fine kids, and
safely. On the contrary, Ryan was in shock and disbelief. He almost
collapsed at the sight of it. He was pissed. He was angry. He did not want
the doctors and nurses to notice it but it was evident. He tried as much as
he could to force a smile on his face but eyes betrayed him. Looking at him
one would tell he wasn't happy. When he was asked to name the kids so
they would be registered on the system, he only gave the name of the kid
who was born first and went quiet. He asked them to consult the mother
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for the name of the second baby. It was against his clan norms to name
such a baby. The baby was a disgrace to the community, a sign of bad luck
to the family. Such a kid was a bad omen. One's first fruit of the womb was
always supposed to be a single baby, not twins. He was too careful to prick
the second child on the face so he could be sure who came first and who
came last. The baby bled. After the mother recovered, he worked on her
getting discharged and they left for home. Hardly a week later, the same
kind of visitors came. This time they had ordered the same food but with
these two conditions. The first one was that the cook was not to taste any
of the food she was cooking and two, Ryan had to have his urine, his wife's
and camel waste mixed in a pot. Again, as always he got these things and
brought them to the table. They did their things as they had always done.
The two, Dell and Maria, were asked to leave the house for a moment. Dell
picked up Angel and Maria picked Angela but no, the old man asked them
to leave and leave the babies behind. Dell wasn't really for this idea. She
had bonded with them and they were the items number one on her list of
priority. She wasn't okay with it but did it for the sake of Ryan. He had
given her a bad look that forced her to comply. She looked at the pretty
baby in her hands and the baby gave back an innocent look with tears in
her eyes. Dell almost shed a tear. Together with Maria, they left. Angel
started crying, like she had never done before. She cried on for less than
two minutes and the cry suddenly faded, then ended. One of the old men
had taken Angel, put her on the couch and sat on her little neck. The baby
had died in the eyes of her father, Ryan, who also stood there shedding
tears but it was already done. It was culture, the way of life of his people.
Just when Angel closed her eyes, Angela picked up, she cried and cried.
The men could not control her. The ladies were called in. Dell did not
believe what she saw. Angel's body lay lifeless and helplessly on the
couch. She couldn't take it. She wept. Tears of a mother losing her child.
She asked again what had happened. He lied. He told her that the baby had
fallen on the floor that first time she was crying, that they had tried their
all to help the situation but their efforts proved futile. The tears in his eyes
made her almost believe him but as always, she doubted. The body was
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buried in the village. The people talked. They claimed the gods were
annoyed with the kind of betrayal their son had engaged in. Since when
did a well cultured man, complete with having been circumcised the
traditional way, marry out of the tribe? Since when did an educated man,
well equipped with the do's and don'ts of the community marry from a
foreign land? Why did he marry a white, why a person who could neither
beat a drum on the death or birth of a community member? Why the one
who could not speak their language? Why that one who could not prepare
and serve visitors with 'busaa’, the African brew from ‘enyungu’, the
African pot? A lady, who could not ululate in ceremonies, could not fetch
water and firewood from the forest and worst still, one who could not sing
their traditional songs. They looked at her and thought she could not even
clean the 'lusekhe’ for her man, the straws used for getting the brew from
the pot. What a disgrace! None of the sisters and brothers and the
community at large was happy with this. They thus vowed never to go to
town to visit the family of their son. The other baby, Angela, was shaved
by her grandmother, unwillingly though. It wasn’t a good thing like it had
always been. There was no ululating or dancing to songs as the baby’s hair
was thrown to the grandfather’s grave, which was a sign that the
community had not fully accepted the baby. When going back to town, no
one escorted them. No food was given to them to take for themselves as
they left. Normally, they would have been given millet, green and ripe
bananas, sorghum, pumpkins, sweet and irish potatoes, groundnuts and
lukewarts among other fruits grown in their village. They celebrated when
their son and his family got into their Mercedes Benz and left, leaving
behind them dust flowing in the air.

Dell did not like that village reception at all. She was even
happier that at long last they were out, set for their home. She never wished
to be back there. She even vowed to Haman, not knowing that one day,
after many years, she would be back to bury the father of her child.
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Angela took after her mum. The white gene dominated.
However, she had these big beautiful eyes like her father’s. Dell enjoyed
her life with her daughter. They worked too little yet enjoyed more. They
were happy, but would be even happier if they had the freedom to take
nature walks around their residence. They were always indoors unless
going for a trip with Ryan. The trips were often far away from the city.
They would be there for as long as they wished provided Ryan was on
holiday. They visited museums, lake regions, hiked mountains, boat riding,
went swimming and ate in the biggest hotels in the places they visited. It
was fun for Dell and her daughter. All their travels had to be at night, Dell
did not understand why and whenever she asked, a sad stare and then the
'avoiding the bad eye’ answer.

At the age of 4, Angela started schooling, she went to a very
prestigious school.

Her dad would drop and pick her up from school. Her friends
would never stop to praise how she resembled her dad, especially the eyes.
They admired her accent and she got many favours from both the teachers
and her fellow learners. Everyone wanted to be loved and associated with
her. They wanted to learn the accent and copy all she did. The tying of her
hair at the middle of her head was soon a style adopted by all the girls in
that school. They all wanted to be like Angela. Whenever the pupils spoke,
all of them tried so hard such that their words came out with Angela’s
rhotic accent. What a tussle! One day, just after Angela and her father had
left for school, Dell made up her mind to stroll, just for a little bit. She
didn’t want to go far because that was a risk according to her husband. She
walked two kilometers down the road that connected the two roads, Afraha
and Baraka roads. She had some money with her. She went to buy
something to eat on her way back. There were no major shops within the
estate. Luckily, she managed to spot a certain kiosk, not far away from
where she lived. For a moment she felt wrong. There were no people on
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those roads, no one was on foot except for her. She shook her head and
went to the kiosk.

“Hello there.”

“Hello, how can I help you?”

“Do you have dates?”

“Mmh, not really, out of stock. Would an alternative do?”
“Well, any fruit apart from dates. Plums, berries maybe?”
The shopkeeper laughed and asked,

“Will you do juice instead? Mango flavoured because seemingly
I’ve no fruits here.”

“Oh! That should be fine...here.” She handed in the money.

The shopkeeper gave back her balance but Dell realized it was
twice what she was to get back.

“Hey! You have undercharged me I guess!”

“Oh my! Thanks a lot, hii uzee nayo (this old age).”
She laughed as she got the extra money from Dell.
“Haha, you must be tired I see, it's only early morning.”

“Yeah, I woke up too early. You are such a new face around, am |
wrong?”’

“Absolutely, your assumption is justified though. I’ve been here
for roughly five years or so but on the roads I am a rare figure. I’ve not
been in your kiosk before.”

“I get it now, no wonder.”
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“I don't come from so far, just around here, Afraha road.”
“Oh fine, I know the place, I know the place.”

“I'm the wife of some teacher, Ryan, maybe you know him!”
The seller held her head. She was in shock.

“What did you just say? Ryan’s who? Wonders shall never seize
my friend, that is a community husband. Does he ever let go a skirt?"

She clapped the black people style.
“What do you mean?”

“He is...”

There was a hoot, many persistent hoots that interrupted this talk.
She excused the shopkeeper to attend to her ‘customer’ in the vehicle. The
shopkeeper seemed to be in communication with the person. But she
looked worried also. She pointed at Dell and when Dell turned to check
how and why she was being an item of discussion, she froze. Her heart
stopped for a moment, she was short of breathe. A sudden cold sweat ran
down in her loins.

It was Ryan. He did not wait another second. He came out, pulled her by
the hand into the car, got in and drove off, not saying a word. He took the
juice can, threw it out through the window. He looked pissed, totally
annoyed.

“They could even be poisoned honey, how many times should I
warn you? How many times? How many times should I tell you that if you
need anything you should ask me and I’ll get it for you, delivered at the
comfort of the house? Won't you listen for once?”

“But sweetheart...”
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“Sweetheart my foot. You go around doing things I have asked you
not to and you’re here calling me names, are you out of your mind?”

“Okay, Haman, I’m sorry. It was just the first time and most likely
the last!”

“First time? How can I even be so sure you never get out daily? I’'m
rarely at home, so if I trust you again, won’t I be fooling myself?”

“No...Listen...”

“No.. no.. no, you go around looking for men, as if I do not give
you enough. Is that how you caucasians have been brought up?
Mannerisms! I do not condone, never have I, I won’t start it with you.
You’re no better.”

“No better than who?”

“Well, get out, get to the house.I’'m going back to school, I forgot
to pick my pen.”

“Pen, really? Heavens...Couldn’t you just buy one from the school
shops?”

“So that what happens? Seems I’ve done you wrong. You can go
back and wait for whoever you were waiting for, I’'m off.”

On that note, he left. He had harassed Dell till she’d forgotten all about
what the lady at the kiosk had said to her. She did not seem to find a solid
reason why Ryan would behave so weirdly. She had all along doubted his
actions of being too good but she did not have any evidence in her support
if she had to raise any concerns. She felt sorry for going against him but
when she remembered her conversation with the shopkeeper, she felt
disturbed. She needed to know something and wanted to hear more. The
statements of the seller and Ryan's daily worries added up to one thing,
there was something missing somewhere. She was in the dark. She had to
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make time to see the seller one more time. The whole of that day she wore
a sad face, did not eat; not breakfast, not lunch, not dinner. She spent most
of her time alone in her bedroom. It dawned on her that time had so moved.

She remembered what their agreement was when Ryan first
proposed to be her. The two had come to a common word that she would
pick up her studies from where she had left.

“Mummy, what’s up? Are you okay? Has daddy annoyed you
again? Hasn’t he told you that you are the best? Mummy...”

“No sweetheart, mama is alright. Mama will be fine. She only has
a slight problem that will be sorted out just now.”

“But mummy, you haven’t eaten yet, don’t you want to eat with
me?”

“No honey, mama eats with you every other day and she loves you.
For only tonight baby please, is that allowed sweetheart?”

“Alright, what problem? What is it? Tell me, maybe I can help...”
“Uuh, well, mama has had a fever since morning. ”

She felt guilty lying to her daughter. She never did. She knew it was
wrong.

“Ooh! Are you pregnant?”

“Hey darling, who told you that? I only said I have a fever. Now
it’s time for you to sleep. Let’s go.”

She carried her on her back.
“Okay mummy, I am sorry. Get well soon.”

“It’s okay my girl, I’ll be fine. Sleep well. Mama loves you...huh!”
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“Good night, I love you too.”

Mother kissed her daughter and got back to the master’s. Ryan had already
gotten in. She did not say a word. Since she had already changed into her
pajamas, she just got to the bed from the other side. She was ripe to burst
out on him. He was ready though, he's always been ready. She brought up
the topic of her schooling. She was high on it.

“Hey Dell, come down, talk to me like you have some love for me.
Even if you stopped loving me, at least pretend that you still care. Why are
you yelling at me? Do I really deserve this?”

He knew his wife’s weakness. He shed a tear and that was done with, just
like that. He promised to take her to college the following year. They slept
like husband and wife that night. That promise would however never come.

Life went on the same way. A lot of things were happening. A lot
of questioning done and going without answers. A lot of doubts here and
there which were obviously never confirmed. Many more accusations and
allegations which were always denied. Somebody was getting tired.
Somebody was getting tired finally.

In the ninth year of their marriage, one day, a Mr. Ryan goes to school as
usual, comes back in the evening, drops Angela at home having picked her
up from school as routine calls. However, he looks stressed and in deep
thoughts. Unusually, he doesn’t get out of his car. He looks at Angela,
getting into the house and he speeds off.

Why that fast? What had come over him? Maybe he had another quarrel
with his colleagues, in school, or perhaps a fight with other men in town
over allegations of him being ‘too’ close to their wives or girlfriends. Well,
those were some of the normal cases Ryan handled from time to time. He
had a doctorate in handling such ‘petty’ issues, as he called them himself.
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Dell notices Angela getting in alone. She asks her where her dad
is. The innocent angel tells her what had transpired. Dell is shocked still as
Maria comes to confirm that indeed Ryan came and left immediately. Dell
doesn’t seem to understand. She gets out to check the parking, she sees
only the double cabin and the Benz. Life with Ryan called that one be
strong enough to believe anything and everything because this kind of a
breed for a husband was capable of doing by and large anything. This day
the case was about a student in Fedha girls' high school who had been
sexually involved with sir Ryan, of course in great secrecy but a moment
of truth came when the girl was found with a diary and journal where she’d
written all that had happened, a month before. That fateful day with her
own teacher. These books had landed her into problems. She had explained
it all too well, detail by detail. She did not know that her own ink and paper
would be the source of her chaotic life in the near future. The girl’s parents
wanted her teacher arrested. It is so surprising how the school
administration, board of management and the rest of the teaching and non-
teaching staff responded to the case in question. To begin with, Ryan
wasn’t brought to book so, it was not legal to say that he was involved with
the girl. Students didn’t feel safe in school anymore. Who was Ryan? What
kind of power did he have? Well, he was not the headteacher, neither was
he the deputy headteacher. He was a mere teaching staff, but how come?
The parents reported this act but the big fish are never dealt with. The girl
in question faced the court, swore that it was true she had an affair with
Haman Ryan but as if that meant nothing, not much was done. All that was
said was “Investigations are still underway to determine whether the man
in question is the malicious man who did that."

Ryan wanted this case dropped like the many others he’d been involved
before. That is why he had to drive off immediately after dropping his
daughter. He was going to see the girl’s parents. He wanted to have a little
chat with them.
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He had a weakness for skirts. Everyone except his wife and daughter knew
that. He used his money to lure any girl, lady or woman he felt like. Where
on earth did a teacher, these people who are always on and off strikes for
low pay get such kind of money? The kind of money that could silence the
whole school administration, the board of management and every other
person who wanted to open their mouth to condemn his malicious,
annoying acts. He was a big fish. Ryan was a drug lord.

He got to the poor home and met the girl's parents. They say money is
everything, I dispute but I will agree for now. The ‘sick’ dad gave him a
warm welcome, ahaa! A son inlaw with a posh car. He was astonished, he
expected a fight of a kind. He was meeting the girl’s father for the second
time and he gave him a big hug and handshake as they got into the house.
The house had old corrugated iron sheets. He looked at the walls of the
house, pictures of every family member in that house. He saw her mother
coming in smiling, actually worshipping him. He was served a bow!l of
porridge which he gladly took, a sip, another and he was done. He talked
the two into an agreement. A bribe of hundreds of thousands right there
and the case was withdrawn. He was a wicked man. The power of having
a pocket on one’s shirt. He got out of the house and before he got to his
car, he met the girl in question, yet another time. He hugged her and in her
ears said,

“Next time be a bit more clever than that. We shall revisit all that which
is 'between'.

She smiled and bid him goodbye as he left.

He gets to his house at around 8.30pm. He knows he has questions
to answer but as the slogan goes, he is always ready. He is ready every
single day, every single hour, minute and second. He feigned sickness. It
was so real, realer than any kind of sickness they had ever known. He even
threw up. How did he do that? | am tired of this man's drama myself.
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He got so sick that his wife had to call the family doctor. He is tested and
sure, the fever was there and his temperature was slightly higher than
should be. The wife rested her case. It was past midnight and Ryan was all
over sweating. Strange illness, right? Angela was so disturbed. She hated
iliness the day she was told her twin sister Angel died for having been ill.
She hated to see anyone in that condition, worse of all, her dad, her best
friend in the old days. She didn’t like seeing her dad look that way. She
cried silently and finally fell asleep. In the morning, everyone woke up
fine. How powerful the medication was!

Two weeks later, Dell is in the bathroom, Ryan is in the living room
alone. Being a weekend, Angela is still asleep. Maria brings all she needs
to set the table for breakfast in the dining room. This day, one like no other,
Sir Ryan is kind enough to help Maria do the setting. Maria, having not
been used to that kind of atmosphere, feels uneasy. She is disturbed and
wants the boss to let her do it on her own but once in a while, the boss can
serve the servant, you know! He deafens his ears to her plea. She gives up
and tries to cooperate. He drops all he was doing with the table mats and
gets behind Maria. He holds her waist in a suggestive manner. He strokes
her front hills from behind. He moves the sausage up and down her back
mountains and sideways. His hand on the other side is stroking her down
the hills to the river between the two ridges that lay side by side. Wasn't
this the river and the source of his frequent problems?

“Don’t fall into temptation my daughter!”

Maria hears her mother's voice and weakly pushes Ryan away then
as he lands on the dining chair after the smack on his chest, Dell gets to the
table too and finds everything in order. Maria finishes up the setting and
leaves. A week later a repeat of the same. Dell notices Maria isn’t as jovial
as she used to be. She had kept some distance from everyone. Dell
supposed she had a problem back at home which she didn’t want to talk
about. The white culture demanded that you didn’t question until one felt
free to share what was eating them up. One last chance and Maria
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withdraws. That man used every chance when he got himself with Maria
alone in the house. He had hands all over her whenever she was cleaning
up the dining area. She wanted to move away but he held her hands tighter
and forced his lips on hers. She fought back. She screamed, enough of all
her boss's drama. On hearing this, Dell shouted from the kitchen.

“What is it, Maria? Anything the matter?”
“She nearly fell down. Angela messed the floor with tea.”
“So sorry Maria, next time be a lot more careful!”

Maria didn't talk. The next day when Ryan was away, Maria told Dell
everything that had been happening. She confessed to having been sexually
harassed by Ryan one night that nobody knew of. She also explained to
Dell why her pay fluctuated always. When she kind of cooperated she was
awarded. When there was an underpay, there was a reason to explain it all.
Maria told Dell to allow her out of the house that very hour. Dell allowed
it. She was annoyed. Her right ear had heard it but the left one wanted to
cause doubt. She was lost of words at that point. She wanted Ryan home.
She wanted to ask all that which was bubbling hot in her. It felt like a hot
gallop of bitter herbs. What on earth didn't she give sufficiently to her
husband? She would ask herself.

Shortly after Maria had left, there were hoots at the gate. She went to see
who it was. They were two men. Men in blue looking for the famous one.
He was not at home. They did not believe her. They got out of the police
car and showed her their badges and search warrant that permitted them to
house search every corner. They checked in the bedroom, study room,
living room and all over but in vain. They left without explaining why they
were looking for him. They saw his car a kilometer away from his home.
He knew he was in hot soup. He asked Angela to run home. The girl
maneuvered her way to the house. She had lost touch with her dad and
really didn’t want much to do with him. He wasn’t treating her as he used

to. He was straining on her and she could feel it. Dropping her there was
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actually a relief on her side. A moment away from dad felt more peaceful.
She got home safely. Her mother was concerned. She asked too many
questions. Angela explained. Dell was in a dilemma. She was wondering
what could have happened to Ryan. He never allowed her to walk that
distance on her own. She could not go anywhere without his word even if
she wished to.

This time he had been captured on cameras with a school girl in a
restaurant. He had impregnated the school girl. Her mother had reported to
the authorities and given video evidence which a friend had taken. This
friend happened to be in the same club with them that night. The police
talked to him, being friendly though, as he was a routine client. He handed
in some cheques and drove home. The girl's mother made follow ups but
nothing fruitful came out of it. She had to take care of her problems quietly
for the threats she had received. She wanted to report to the principal of
her daughter's school but resolved not to. She thought it would make more
sense if he was a teacher in her daughter's school. She therefore found no
need to carry on with the case. A single mother had to take care of another
upcoming single mother, and the spirit continued to hover around, from
generation to generation. If the police could not manage, what would a
principal do? She resigned.

He got home and found a total mess. His wife was sad and her face
tear stained.

"She must have been crying,” he thought. He knew his ills had gotten into
her nerves, least of which he cared. He had given her a house, not a home.
He saw no good in her anymore. He did not see anything appealing in her.
Infact, for all he knew, he wanted her out. He had found greener pastures
in his daily spree, freshwater lakes, two hard fruits, fleshy and juicy assets.
He changed his way of addressing her. He responded so rudely to anything
she said or asked. She regretted allowing Ryan into her life. She was in
pain once again. A season of tears was back and this time round, in full
swing. A haven of pain and suffering, season two.
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One evening he gets home and without cause hits his wife. He
hurts, abuses and insults her in the presence of their daughter. He tells her
all sorts of things. He reminds her of how she’d fallen for his money and
not him. He said she had forced herself on him.

“Listen to me, you accomplice of Satan. You are the craziest woman I've
ever met, my whole entire life. Truth be told, you were in love with that
Jay boy those days but you chose me for money and wealth. You have had
it for years now. What help was it to you? For eleven years you’ve been
on diet, a fattening ground indeed. Your time is long gone. | want you out."
They fought and Angela thought it was at the brim of it all. She was sick
and tired of those two. She was in grade five then, at the age of ten. She
moved out of the house through the back door and out of the gate. She
found her way to town, to the streets, far away from home. She did not
want to see them. She hated her dad for mistreating her mum all the time.
She hated the ‘new’ dad in him and she missed the old lovely, adorable
father. She hated her mum for allowing that man to father her. If it was a
matter of choice, she would rather be the ulcer in Ryan's stomach to pain
him the rest of his life. Streets are homes.

She found herself on one busy road when darkness set in. At such a tender
age it was too risky to be all alone angry and hungry. This little angel had
met the nightmare of her life. She had never been in such a situation before.
A kind girl and better still, the princess charming herself. She had been
brought up the church way. Dell had taught her a lot about church. She
knew how to treat people known or unknown to her. She knew how to
pray. This night, all she could do was to mumble a prayer and wait for fate
to take its course. Devastated and disappointed by life, Angela stood beside
the road, in front of some electronics shop. Tired as she was, she opted to
sit on the dirty floor. Some passers-by would knock her both intentionally
and unintentionally. Surprisingly, she didn't cry. She wasn't the cry baby
she was when little. When life became tough, she knew she needed to
become tougher. It was all cold. If it were not for the lots of street lights in
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town, that would definitely be the perfect time for any malicious acts
within that place. The town was known for major insecurities among them
theft and thuggery, murder and rape. This section of town was also known
for cons; men and women, and was a hotspot for all sorts of evil.

As it got darker and darker, the number of people moving around went
down but it never got to a point where there was no one at all. It was around
12:00 a.m when the little girl burst into tears. It was her mother's life all
over again. She was sobbing and lamenting within her. Trying to control it
worsened it every moment. No one noticed her anyway. Some group of
seven men approached. They were well dressed in suits and from a
distance, one could hear them talking about church matters or something
of that sort. They probably were headed for a church service or an
overnight. It was fortunate enough that they were walking towards the
direction where Angie was. She was this lucky girl, and for a moment, her
prayer had been answered: and God had sent the angels themselves to her
rescue. She reduced the crying, composed herself, ready to talk to them.
They got nearer and nearer. On seeing her, the man who was talking a lot
about the church service stopped. He looked at her. She was such an
innocent, beautiful, little girl.

“Oh my god, this is unbelievable.” He said.

He did not touch her. The rest of the men were touched by this. They could
not believe their eyes. Street was known for the dark skin kids. This one
was definitely not one of them. Street children are dirty and needless to
say, this child was not one of them.

“Brethren, we are getting late, let us go and serve the Lord. The one and
only everlasting King, who lives and reigns, one God forever.”

"Amen!" They said in unison.

They left. Yes! They did leave. Was this formidable? What did reason
mean to these people? This was the absurdity of the highest order, and their
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actions so ludicrous. This Jesus they were running to healed on the sabbath.
Were they holier than thou or just farcical beings that did not know the
unity between serving God and serving fellow human beings. When had
'love your neighbour as you love yourself' been deleted in their version of
the book? What is more holy than holy itself?

She cried again.

Amidst those painful tears, appeared another lady from the opposite
direction. She was dressed in a skimpy dress that left not a part of her body
unexposed. Her high heeled shoes that cried every step she took, the neatly
done wig on her head; purple in colour and her long nails that knew
manicure too well. On one side her hand held her dress, as if to pull it
upwards. On the other hand, a purse that carried only what she herself
knew, and beside it her mobile phone. She looked at the girl and felt moved
by her innocence. She was a mother and she would never have wanted to
imagine her child in that condition. She had this soft spot for children. One
of the reasons she was in the streets at such an awkward time of the night
was her child. She was a single mum trying to make ends meet. She knew
pain. She knew the colours of the word suffering, that's why she vowed to
do any work as long as it put food on the table and as long as it would
ensure her son has a roof over his head. They call her a promiscuous
woman, a call girl, harlot or a white slave. She took the girl after some little
chat and went away with her. They went to a hotel, and she placed an order
for Angie. When food was brought, Angie galloped several mouthfuls as
though she was starving. She was hungry. The woman was quiet all along
watching and sending messages on her beautiful gadget. Just how much
evil is in evil itself? How bad can bad be, or rather, how justified is anyone
to call another person ‘evil'? The end justifies the means.

“I will come with you to my house, so you can meet my son, who is slightly
younger than you. You can play and have fun. Tomorrow is a weekend,
yeah?"
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“Yeah, thanks a lot aunt. You are special in the eyes of God, my mama
says."

"How so?"

"She says anyone who helps a stranger in the rain has a place up there, in
heaven."

" That's beautiful. Thank you. Come on, let's go."

She cleared her bill at the cashier's and they left. They walked across the
road such that Angie started wondering how this lady had managed to
master all that. They finally came to the bus stop where she usually boarded
vehicles to her place. There was no bus. One came and did not stop, it was
full. They waited longer than usual. Angie, who was then falling asleep,
started struggling to stand on her own. The lady took her in front and
supported her sleepy head with her soft, fleshy thighs, and held her
shoulders in her hands slightly below Angie's neck. There had been a lot
of noises from the bars and clubs but where the two were standing felt way
better and calm.

A private car came by. It was being driven so speedily. The woman raised
her hand to ask for help. The driver noticed her early enough. In his
struggle stop, he failed to see the bump right where he was. The car lost
control and hit the billboard. It literally unrooted the board and rolled over
to the other side off the road. The billboard, metallic, was sent flying in the
air and caught up with the woman's head and hit her hard. As she fell on
Angie, the little girl awoke to the disturbing screeches caused by the metal
contact. Angie yelled so loud. She was all by herself, standing in the middle
of such a horrible scene. She didn't want to hear the cries from the people
in the overturned car and the sobs from her ' godsent mother'. She felt
traumatized and put her hand on both ears. She knelt down and kept yelling
louder and louder. Terrified is the soul that knows not what to do in a
moment of crisis.
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A white double cabin came by. On seeing the overturned car, the double
cab stopped. A lady came out. She heard the cries and immediately called
the emergency number to report the case. She went to Angie's rescue, took
her, gave her a jacket as they waited for the ambulance and the police from
the nearest police post. It took long before they arrived. All this while, she
was talking to Angie, calming and reassuring her. The lady was too
terrified to keep standing. She got into the cab and asked the little girl to
get in as well.

When the police car and the ambulance arrived, the police alighted together
with the nurses. They did it so fast that in less than ten minutes, the
casualties had been taken to hospital. It was lucky that no one died in the
process, at least not by the time they were taken to hospital. Angie together
with her new rescue lady went to the police station to record a statement
after which the lady was asked to take Angie with her, for fear that it was
late and she could not receive the expected help from the police at that
moment. They got into the double cab and off they were.

A three bedroomed house, beautiful in make and decor, in the leafy
suburbs of Ruru town, is where the lady lived. The nicely furnished living
room was quite a thing. For a moment it reminded Angie of her own home
in Liru. She thought of her mother but didn't talk about it. She wanted to
borrow the mobile phone to make a call but did not do it.

Food was on the table, they ate, with less talk, and went to bed. The room
she was shown to had a beautiful view through the window. The house was
on the fifth floor hence made it exposed to the appealing beauty of the
buildings and the multicoloured lights within the vicinity. She drew the
curtains after which she got in bed. She did not like the light off that night
for the fear of terror that ran through her each time she tried to close her
eyes. The events of that night made her know no peace. She tried to put
down her thoughts on paper. Unlike many ladies of her age and caliber,
she was not dating. She was all on her own, friends and more friends. Why?
What other thing was she aiming at achieving before she finally decided to
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settle down and make a family of her own? If for an education she already
had acquired the best. She had a master's degree and evidently had no plans
of going further with that. If for money, it may never be enough for anyone
but what she had was definitely good enough for a great life. A girl of this
kind would raise so much concern in many communities in Tufafo. The
old men and women would automatically call for a meeting of the elderly,
talk and pour libation to 'were', the god of the community, to appease him
and ask him for a spell of blessings concerning such a girl. It was nearly
unacceptable to have such a member in the clan. She would be considered
an outcast, and bad luck to the community as a whole. The ritual she would
have to go through included among them sleeping on one bed with a corpse
and sharing the same beddings. She knew this too well and that explained
her ten years away from the village. She would never go back there for this
practice. To the best of her knowledge, life started at forty. Practically, she
was just about to start life and even still, she was all determined to live
single for the better part of her life. This was partly because of the ugly
experiences she had had with her eleven-year boyfriend. That man made a
dangerous attempt to ruin her future. He did the unbelievable yet common
in Tufafo. He got her pregnant and when she told him about it, he literally
tried to kill her by giving her the quinine drug when she complained of a
fever. This was towards the end of her first trimester, after which he
disappeared, never to be seen again. How she survived the act is still a
mystery. If she had a mother, she definitely would have someone to talk to
as they had been best of friends since childhood to about age fourteen,
when she lost her mysteriously. That year wasn't hers. The news about her
mother's death was the most painful thing she had ever felt. As if that was
not enough, she lost the remaining parent the next day. Both of them were
buried on the same day. The cause of her father's death was only known
by the elders. Many people had their own variations of suppositions. Their
god, ‘'were', knew how that had happened. Her mother on the other side,
succumbed to an asthma attack which none of the villagers understood.
Every time she would get the attack, she would use some herbs prescribed
by her brother inlaw, the village medicine man. If something had to happen
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to her husband at any time in their lives, this doctor was the one who would
inherit her and take responsibility for his brother's family as his own. This
is what the culture called for. One of the talks of the village those days was
Ingrid's mother and father's deaths. The person that would explain it was
the famous elder who lived on the hill near the shrine. He had the power to
interpret dreams and would also help people to tell who stole from them,
who was digging in another man's well and who impeded evil in the
community. To them, sharing from one pot for women was normal and in
fact necessary for lengthening of a man's life span. Ingrid's grandmother
had had a dream that was interpreted to explain the death. She had seen in
her dream her son and his wife eating from one plate and with smiles on
their faces. The elder explained it this way. The two had a blood covenant,
a vow or an oath. It was known as the; esalu. Taking this was a sign of
great love and a vow never to separate even in the eyes of death. Many a
pair that dared take this oath would often die on the same day or moment.
It simply meant, 'l can't live without you'. This was one of the contents in,
" The dark moon" by Ingrid. It talked about the oath that had the two parties
cut themselves on the thumbs to ooze out blood. The man would leak blood
directly from the lady as she did the same thereafter. Finally, they would
let the cut parts touch to mix the blood. Here, the oath was done. This was
so blind, Ingrid had thought.

Dell had gotten up early, after having had the longest night of her life, yet
again. She could not settle. She could not find sleep, knowing too well her
daughter could have been in danger elsewhere. Angie was the only thing
she had, the one and only item of priority in her life. Better still, the only
blood relative she knew. Every time a tear dropped out of her eyes, it
reminded her of the dreadful moments in Prain. For once it occurred to her
that wealth and a beautiful house all together was nothing compared to
peace of mind itself. Regardless of this, someone was dead asleep and
dreaming. For all he cared, that little brat wasn't any special, just like her
mother. He kept snoring and turning as if intentionally to send a message
to the crying lady. At one instance, Dell remembered him asking her to
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stop making noise in the bedroom. He wanted to sleep peacefully. How
could one person be so heartless? Could he be so insensitive of other
people's emotions, leave alone his own blood whose whereabouts he knew
nothing about. A mother knows well the cry of her child. She knows better
what it feels like not to know where one's child is. She left too early to go
to the various police stations to report the child's missing. She had no time
to do makeup and such. She was the original version of herself. A police
post was supposed to be a 24-hour working place, for all she expected. On
her arrival, there was practically no sign of service. When she questioned
one of the workers, practically all the workers there were criminals on
bond, the outside jailing term and so on. The worker told her that the post
normally opened for such cases at 8 a.m. being that it was a weekend. She
had to stand around there until it opened. Finally it was. She was
complainant number one. The arrogant police officer in charge of the
reporting desk asked her in.

" Your name?"

"Dell Dates."

" Accusation."

"It ain't much of an accusation."”
"Explain yourself."

"My daughter has been missing since...."
"Her name?"

"Angela."

"She's got one name like a dog?"
"Angela Ryan's."

"Continue."
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She explained all that to him though in great discomfort for his constant
questions, most of which were irrelevant. He was too rude for his work and
disrespectful to anyone who came there. It wasn't once that he had had
problems with his colleagues and bosses. His abusive nature, which his
workmates had certainly gotten used to, was one of his greatest undoings.
He would miss work several days in a week. There is a time he was away
from duty with no permission from anyone. He could take his leave
anytime he wished. His being on duty on this day was close to miraculous,
but still he was one huge trouble maker. Nepotism was at its best. After
reporting here, she was out, satisfied that she had done what any other
mother would do for their kid. She was unsatisfied though, that seemingly,
there was something she had missed out on.

They say they do not work on an empty stomach. He put her case in the
blue file; the red file included only cases that were ‘well-reported.’ He put
it aside as though she'd said nothing. For days she kept coming back to ask
for the progress and how far the case had been handled. There was
unfortunately no news for her still. She did not tire. She reported to various
other stations but all this effort, like always, was in vain. She just was too
naive and these boys in blue would trim off that ignorance in her. She didn't
know how to work with them.

It was a week later and still no news. Each passing day got her badly
bruised inside. Her poor heart bled all through. Eating wasn't on the list
anymore, not that she didn't cook. Water and juice was her daily run to
resort. She had to do something. It was too much already. She couldn't
stand it any longer not knowing that she would have to do it for the longest
time from then. She wanted the matter to be advertised on social media.
Media was obviously the only way she could get help. Seeing the
announcements on television and hearing them on radio and other media
platforms and all that was going to be the best solution to her problem. She
had no money on herself. She needed Ryan's hand in it. She had given up
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hope in him but still for her child, she dared to try one last time. He was
not changed. He was still Ryan.

Disappointed and in tears, she found her way to try out her luck. She only
hoped for favours to save her. Be it remembered that she was all on foot
for lack of money. Favour allowed her to be get in the gates of many media
houses which she sought help from. This favour however, could not help
her get the help she needed at that moment of her life. She was a white.
The white people have heavy motor machines and their accounts are
always loaded, why wasn't she doing as her fellow people of the same
colour did? The media bosses wondered.

She kept checking updates on her phone on social media pages and handles
on which she had earlier on posted about the missing child, what she was
dressed in, the colour of her hair and eyes, and a picture of Angie. She
received no better response than the obvious, "Sorry, may God protect her
wherever she is, we will let you know if we see her anywhere."

This evening as she headed back home, tragedy was overflowing in her
cup. She was met by one message on her facebook comments that nearly
made her lose consciousness.

"May her soul rest in eternal peace forever."

She could not believe her eyes. It was obvious that this woman was just a
little ignorant and had not taken time to read the whole post and actually
assumed like many others, it was a death and funeral announcement. Dell
did not take this kindly. She was so negative about this whole thing and no
one could calm her. All she needed was her daughter. Such a comment to
her meant a lot; for one, that probably that lady had known about Angie
and was sure she was dead and two, that the lady could know or was part
of the many enemies Ryan had and could with no shadow of doubt be
implying something.
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How could people allow ignorance to rule them to this extent? Why
couldn't someone just take their time to fully read and understand the posts
on social media before responding? It wasn't a forced thing, why couldn't
such a person just skip the post instead of throwing careless comments that
could be a really hurting piece to someone? When did inhumanity become
a cup of tea for the people?

Oftentimes, we take matters too lightly when they do not affect us directly.
It is often easier to see the speck in another person's eye and yet too hard
to realize the logs in our own eyes. It is a natural thing but only made
natural by those who decide to nurture it in them. How much does it cost
one to show a little kindness? Why do we forget that every person we meet
everyday is a fighter who is battling things we know nothing about? It is
not too much to ask for every responsible member of the society to be kind
to one another. It is not too much to ask for one to be a brother's keeper
every single day.

She got home finally, tired, hungry and depressed. No more tears could
come out of her eyes. She had cried it all out. She had lost her voice. It was
late and Ryan was nowhere to be seen. She prepared food and took some
to keep her going. She was losing hope in ever finding her child. She
presumed Angie was dead. She thought all the possible things that could
have happened to her but none among them sounded promising. From the
living room she heard the gate open and the car drove in. She didn't bother
to check, least of all to confirm who it was. It only shocked her when Ryan
stormed the house in the company of a girl, in her early twenties, skinny
and light in complexion. She gave Dell that pure suggestive look.

" Is she the one baby?"

"Ahem." He said this as he walked towards the corridor that led to the
master bedroom. He put his coat on the couch before he disappeared.

"Who are you?"
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"None of your business. As you can see | am the new 'Mrs'." She pointed
to the direction that Ryan had gone.

"I will not allow you to talk to me disrespectfully in my own house."
"Sorry, my house you mean?"

"l see. You don't know who you are trying to mess with."

"A nobody, for the most | know, a nobody."

Dell could not stand this, and at least not from this tiny little girl. She stood
and sent several slaps to her face. She dared fight back and received more
smacks all over her body. She fell down in tears. Dell took the wooden
chair beside her and knocked her on the head. Ryan heard this commotion
and came in. He found Dell anew, the lion he'd never known. He tried to
save his visitor but to his surprise, Dell landed the chair on his head as
well. A nail on it dug deep into his forehead and she flew away, abuses and
insults going after her. Ryan was in pain and bleeding. He did not pay much
attention to his forehead though. He went to the master bedroom and took
away one of Dell's suitcases and threw in all the clothes he could land his
eyes on. He took the bag and threw it out of the gate. Dell, who wasn't far
gone, saw that and ran back to pick it after the gate closed in fury. Some
of the clothes had spread out on the wet floor. As she picked up those items,
her attention was caught by the chain that was hanging from the side pocket
of the suitcase. She, for a moment, was carried away in thoughts. It was
Jey's chain. She did not remember the last time she had worn it. It had rust
on it and chunks of dust flew in the air when she stood upright to look at it
one more time, wholly depending on the electricity lights outside. The
memories of a decade and several other years back. She remembered Jey.
She wished she had done herself the honour of listening to her heart. She
wished she had listened to Jey. She regretted having moved out of
Cosmo's. She for once attested that she would have been better off there.
It was too late to think of things in that line.
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She thought of her lost child, how her whole marriage had been a migraine,
her life was continually proving to be a lie, getting worse day after day.

“I've been hurt because of you Ryan."

“Come on; don't complain too much, I already said I'm sorry. I didn't mean
it to happen this way. Besides, you are the one who insisted on coming so
soon."

“She’s a bruite I swear. I hate her"

Ryan looked away and to himself he said,

“Like you they once were, and like them you will be.”

“My back aches, I am nose- bleeding baby, let's go to the hospital please.”

“You’ll be fine darling. That woman's really good for nothing. After all,
she has nowhere to go. It is not like she has friends or relatives around. To
hell with that island girl, let's get high."

"To hell with her."

Ingrid, who worked far in the city, made comprehensive reports to the city
police about being in custody of a lost child. She felt for the parents of this
little girl but again, Angie was too good to let go. She only reported
because it was expected of every adult in Tufafo in such a situation.
However, she hoped she could keep the girl longer. She loved her
obedience and kindness. She was a child but too reasonable for her age.
Ingrid tried talking to her to understand why the girl was reluctant to give
details about her parents. She wanted absolutely nothing to do with them.
A week later, one Friday, just before she went to the normal Friday evening
seminar, which always ended late, as late as 1:00a.m, she opted to give
another report to the Liru police post, on her way to the meeting.
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Apparently, this was the same post Dell had reported the very first time.
She could add one and one to get two. She knew there was a possibility
that the post knew something about that case. However, she never received
any call or message from them on the same, neither did Dell. The city
authorities therefore had no option rather than to take custody of Angie.
After several talks and discussions among the heads it was agreed that
Ingrid was a good person and she could take custody of the girl until further
notice. This marked a new beginning for the two. 'Mother' and daughter
were new to each other. She took full responsibility and treated her the
same way she would have treated her own, if at all she would ever get any.

She packed her suitcases better and as fast as she could left. She did not
know which direction to take. It was so cold and dark. She was lucky she
had put her phone in the pocket; otherwise she could have left it in the dark
paradise. She went in the same direction of the one she’d taken earlier, to
the kiosk she’d been to. Such shops closed early in those places. She was
lucky enough to find the shopkeeper, her ‘friend’, in the middle of locking
the doors and windows. She was a married woman, very talkative and
jubilant. Dell expressed her miseries to her. At first she laughed too hard
as though she had already heard such before. She knew Ryan too well.
Apparently, she’d once fallen into his trap but made out because she
listened to what the people said about him. He was known all over as the
garbage lorry. On their way to the house, they got time to talk a little more
about Ryan. She revisited the story she was talking about some years back
before Ryan had interrupted. How she wished she’d come back to the shop-
keeper long ago. She would have saved her life that early without regrets
and painful memories. Anyway, it had happened and was all bygones.

She was kind enough to offer her a roof under her head, but only for that
night. Town life is tough, her three kids were enough of a mess already.
She needed not an additional mouth to feed. Dell was so grateful but still
stressed up. She had lost so much weight, so badly that nearly all her
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clothes did not fit, considering that naturally she was a slender person.
There's a big difference between thin and slender. She was now thin. They
had supper and prayed. The kids went to bed first. All this while, the
shopkeeper’s husband said nothing. To begin with, when he came in from
work, he did not say hello to his wife, Dell or the children. He ate his food
from a different place away from the rest. His face was constantly wrinkled
and unhappy. Needless to be told, Dell knew she was not welcome there.
His wife was the exact opposite of him. She was loving, caring, jovial and
talked a lot, all her talks put a smile on Dell's face. She was such a funny
person. Amidst all the problems that she had to put up with; among them
paying house rent, food for the kids and their school fees, she never went
gloomy. This father figure was just there for the sake of it. He contributed
nothing yet wanted to control everything. Women should never submit to
a vacuum. Her own kids did not like him. Dell noted that when he got in,
the kids stopped talking and got nervous compared to before when they
were all active and trying by all means to talk to Dell usung English. He
probably was a harsh father and the type that only noticed mistakes
regardless of how many good things people put their energy into. For a
minute Dell thought Ryan’s madness had not gotten to this extent.

On the other hand, his wife was so comfortable. She did not reduce her
talking when he arrived. Funny of all, they behaved like total strangers, but
come to think of it, they slept on the same bed. He was never providing for
the family, he wasn’t taking part in the business either. He was a piece of
broken bones, always drunk, angry and quiet. So why was she keeping
him? Dell remembered what her mum Henny used to tell her, that every
person, however useless they may look, are the best in the eyes of another.
You don’t know love until you have had to wear such a shoe. Dell and the
kids slept in the small living room while the two headed to the ‘room’
created by partitioning the room using curtains. It was abject poverty.

Early the next morning, Dell woke up to find the kids and their father gone.
The shopkeeper was busy cleaning the house. She woke up and was shown

101



the bathroom outside. She had to carry water in a bucket to the bathroom
which was at the furthest end of the plot. It did not look so clean but what
could she do? She had nothing herself. To Dell, this lady was all fine, with
all her kids and a place to call home. Dell valued peace the most, these
days. She got back to find the table set. They had breakfast and left. On
their way, the shopkeeper advised Dell to think of a small business she
could work on to support herself and her child, who she was hopeful would
be found. Dell could think of nothing at that time. It felt like a sudden throw
from grace to grass. At that moment, she learned to listen, she loved to get
advice so she asked the lady to reason with her. They had many choices
but on learning that Dell had not a penny on her, the shopkeeper in her
needy state, offered some few hundreds for her to start herself off. Dell
was so grateful for that. She was so thankful. It was so obvious in the stare
on her face. She nearly shed tears. Those hundreds were not a lot of money
but receiving it from such a person meant so much. They finally settled for
the profitable but small business of selling dates. She had to do this for a
start then save up for a bigger business. She would upgrade to something
better and better as time went by. All that she needed was patience and the
determination to do it the best way, each day. Sure enough, she had the
determination and zeal to work. She was so ready. She was learning a lot
from this person of colour. Just then it dawned on her again that a friend
can be thrice helpful than one’s own brother. She no longer looked down
upon anyone. She realized how important everyone is in this life, she
adored black people's kindness.

She loved how they could walk around so comfortably with no eyes
following them. She admired how the shopkeeper treated her, just like one
of them, a thing she only dreamed of in Prain. One thing she did not like
was the ‘special treatment' the people gave her. She could not embrace it.
She also did not like when was referred to as ‘mzungu’. She thought it was
meant to bring out a difference between the people of this country and
herself. She wanted to be like them. She felt sorry for the girls who did all
they could to change or lighten their skin colour. For her chance, she would
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do anything to make herself look black like everyone else. She wanted to
have hard strands of hair like theirs, this explains why she loved African
prints on her dresses. She also had lots of her necklaces and bracelets
African. Africans were good and peaceful people. That is the gospel that
walked around on her lips and not forgetting, it was a beautiful place. She
took the lady's phone number and bid her kwaheri, goodbye!

She left the place confidently and moved further and further west to a small
market where she’d been directed to get dates from. She got lots and lots
of them as they were the main fruits that season. She put some in bags and
carried some in her pockets. She had to find a house in one of the slums in
the next town where dates would sell fast and better. She was fast enough
so that she would not have to beg for a place to sleep again. She got a
house; it was never better than her friend's but still better than having
nowhere at all. She had no mattress. She spread some of her big old dresses
and was settled. She would sleep there. While she was unpacking , she
realized she had no phone in her pocket. It was gone. She looked for it in
the bag of dates, there was nothing! How she wished she’d sold it to the
many who asked for it at the market. She had put it in her front pocket,
and she was so sure until she checked. This was the only problem that came
with trusting too much. This was the one thing she’d never known in Prain.
Theft was unheard of, small, petty thefts.

It did not hit her too much. She was strong enough to get up and do her
work and do it well. She did not eat anything apart from some dates which
threatened to go bad. She slept, peacefully regardless of the cold and the
noises she heard from outside. She had some peace of mind. The only thing
that could make it whole was Angie but since she could not get her, she
had chosen to live her life as a strong, prayerful woman that she’d promised
her dad she would be. She wanted to fight for herself and eat from her own
sweat. The first day was a success except the many criticisms she received
from all over. She could not control their stares and talks. However, she
never seemed bothered.
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They talked and talked but one time after a couple of days of seeing her
each day, they got used to it. The number of onlookers was reduced. She
made friends where she stayed and a lot more where she worked. She used
to sell her dates on the roadsides of one busy road in that town then go to
her lonely house later every evening. The house was all mud and grass
thatched, with traces of corrugated iron sheets on one of the sides. Looking
keenly at the corners of the roof there were nylon papers fixed to make it
a little hard for the rain water to fall inside the house. She loved her house.
She was clean. Before she knew it, it wasn't a house anymore, she had
made it a home. She knew some peace. She had given life a new meaning.
She felt happier and also realized that money tasted sweeter when one
worked for it. She was a miss independent who could pay her own rent,
buy her own food and pay all other bills. It gave her such joy. She didn’t
have much but the little in her hand was worth more than the many
thousands in Ryan's house.

She worked on and on. Her neighbours loved her and would help her take
care of the house whenever she was away for business. Getting such people
in a ghetto was not an easy task. As a matter of fact, neighbours were the
thieves themselves or agents that liaise with thieves to break into people’s
houses. Her life was never the same again. She was no longer the quiet
one. She talked to people and would tell her story whenever they looked at
her in shock and pity for the life she lived. She was so strong and was a
very good motivational speaker. She encouraged the many youth who
thought God was done with them. She made most of them change and
embrace hard work. They emulated her and many more women joined
hands to work like she did. Sooner than expected, the black or white thing
had faded and she was all happy to be one of them.

She opted for short hair because she did not have a lot of money to maintain
long hair. She also did that because many women there had short hair and
she thought they looked great. She had long stopped using spectacles since
she left Ryan's place. Simplicity took the best part of her life and she
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looked so fine. She was no longer comparing her life to other people's, her
relationships to other people's. She did not compare, having realized that
comparison was the thief of all joy. She was content with what she had.

She took her to one of the best schools in the next town. It was an
international school. She did not mind spending her last coin on Angela.
Ingrid wanted the very best for her daughter. She wanted to see her make
it in life. She loved to see girls make it. She did not like the notion that
people had about ladies being less stronger than men. She worked hard to
disprove many of those people and she was a proud boss to many of the
men. She’d actually strived to deliver her message home, that the girl child
is just as powerful as she’s nurtured to be.

Angela was an apt student in her grade 5. She scored highly and was top
in most of the subjects. She was a hardworking kid and this encouraged
Ingrid even more. Ingrid never failed her and in turn, she never failed her
either. Many other students loved her. The teachers gave her the full
support she needed. They were impressed by her continuous good results.
She was otherwise not a very talkative girl. She didn’t talk unless she was
answering a question in class or asking. She did a lot of assignments on
her own and when Ingrid wanted to help her, she refused. She wanted to
try them on her own. She had a few problems with studying swahili but
found herself doing better after a lot of consulting and reading. She was
good with numbers and this made her do so well in Mathematics. Her
lowest scores were in Swahili because it wasn’t her first language.
However, she tried hard and would be among the best in the subject. With
each good grade Ingrid bought her gifts, not knowing the impact that had
on the little one. Each day she would work so hard to do even better. At
the end of four years in the school, Arms international, she managed to
become the top student not only in that school but in the entire region. She
was so happy and wanted to share the joy with someone, her biological
mother. She wanted to call her. She did not know how Ingrid would react.
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She finally asked for Ingrid’s phone and permission to call her mother. She
was not so happy about it but did not want to spoil Angie's mood. She then
called.

“Sorry the number you’ve dialed is no longer in service!”

She was shocked . she started being worried. It then hit her that she had
stayed too long away from her mother. She had missed her. She called her
dad and like her mum’s, he could not be reached. She did not understand,
especially because she knew her dad would never be away from his phone
for anything. It occurred to her that she had messed them up. Thoughts
raced her mind distracting her each moment. She lost her joy and went
quiet for a long time. Ingrid was there for her, to comfort and reassure her
until she came back to herself. This is what she had always tried to avoid.
For the very first time she opened up to tell Ingrid about her home, her
previous school, where her dad worked, details about her parents, both
names and ages. She said it all out, every little detail she could remember.

Ingrid  was shocked. She then understood her better. She came to
understand why the girl would sometimes be crying yet on her asking, she
would deny it and go on with other activities . She understood why the girl
wanted nothing to do with her parents. She understood why Angela was
happier relating with ladies than men; she saw this whenever a male friend
of hers would come to her house. Angela would talk less and wouldn’t be
exactly kind to the man in question. Ingrid wanted the girl to be happy. She
would do anything so long as it put a smile on her face. She asked her to
speak her mind. She made a wish, only to see her mum. They agreed on
visiting her parents, but this was on condition she doesn’t leave Ingrid.
They agreed to visit the place once she was through with high school. This
gave her some little peace but four years was going to be a long time, pretty
long. She was bought for a mobile phone, with which she could connect
with the few friends she had. She was not allowed to access any other
social media except for whatsapp. Ingrid was a strict one when it came to
discipline. She could watch but not just any programme. She knew too well
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the impacts of exposing a kid to too much drama among the Tufafo people
and the world at large. Worldwide, morals were decaying with each
passing day. Angela knew better than to listen and do as per what her
mother asked of her. She saw a counselor and her self esteem improved,
by a small percentage though. It was hard for Ingrid to teach Angie how
not to dislike men when in the first place she wasn’t good with men herself.
She had very few male friends and the few were either business partners
or her co-bosses. Anything more would be a lie. She was in no romantic
relationship with any man. That was her life. She had a daughter she was
proud of, what more did she need? A man, what for? She would say this to
herself each time. The rest of the people did not find her life normal. Many
ladies called themselves single but would taste honey at some point, in
darkness. For Ingrid, being single meant being single, period. They were a
happy duo who shared so much in common, especially behavior and
character-wise. They shared many likes and dislikes. They made their lives
complete with a lot of tours and trips out of the country and many others
within the country. At 14, she was driving.

That evening after work, Dell got home and was surprisingly happy. She
was not as tired as all the other evenings after a day’s tussling. She bought
her best meal and a drink she loved. It was an energy drink. Anything from
the coke brand on such a day would be the best idea. She loved all the
products from the Coca Cola Company, the only one she trusted and never
got disappointed. She freshened up and got to her ‘bed’ for her little party.
She did not think about her problems that night. She had closed that chapter
of life. She accepted that the door was shut and opted not to stay so long at
the closed door lest she fails to see the one that was open for her. She
looked at life from a different perspective. She embraced her challenges.
In the morning, she woke up strong, did her cleaning, organized her poor
home, put on her rusted chain and was ready to leave for work. She
confirmed that the padlock was intact, something she’d never done. It was
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locked but she wasn’t satisfied. She checked it one last time then left there,
her last.

Business was never nice in the mornings of every weekend. Customers
were less compared to about after 10:00a.m. She took advantage and went
to purchase more dates for her growing stock. She came back stocked and
ready for a day's work. It was all going on well, in her favour. About a
kilometer away from the place she was, an accident occurred, not too fatal
but too serious to cause a jam. This was one of the best things for these
road-side sellers. They got a lot of customers, both the willing and the ones
who had to be forced to buy. It was almost obvious for the sellers to get a
customer in each long distance shuttle that used that route. However, for
the private vehicles it was a matter of trial and error. Many of the personal
vehicle owners were friendly and supported these fellows but there was
also this other lot that was typically arrogant. They mistreated the sellers.
Dell remembers a time she went to a big posh car to sell her dates to the
owner or the few others she had in the car. That lady waited till she got
there and instead of a simple nod to communicate to Dell, she moved up
her tinted glasses and for a moment, she felt so humiliated. She was
frustrated but it felt nothing compared to the problems life had offered her
already. This jam, unlike many others, took a long time to clear up. Dell
sold out half of her dates by noon. As she was busy selling to one customer
in a public service vehicle, there was a hoot from right behind her. She
tried to finish up fast with the customer so that she could attend to the other
one hooting. Hooting was their way of asking for a seller's attention. It was
business and if you delayed you would lose your luck to a fellow seller of
the same product.

“Dates!”
“How many please?” She asked.

“Dell dates...is that you?”
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Dell was shocked to hear this. How did this man know her and by both
names? How come he pronounced the name so perfectly? She raised her
eyes to look at him a little closely. He did not look familiar. He lowered
the tinted glass further down. A man in glasses, well kept hair, great
physique and a little dark in complexion. He looked great in a checked blue
shirt and his black coat on the driver’s seat looked amazing. He saw the
chain on Dell's neck. He too was looking at Dell as if satisfied that it wasn’t
one of the many guesses he had had several other times. He removed his
spectacles in disbelief. Dell looked at him in the eye, his watery eyes
looked familiar but she could not remember exactly where she had seen
him. He stretched his hands to shake hers. Dell noticed the scar on his back-
palm.

‘CJay!”

She shouted. She screamed loud enough to distract everyone around there.
It was too much to hold. It was beyond disbelief. She was wide agape and
her eyebrows were raised in great shock. She could not believe what she
was seeing. She lost strength to carry herself. She fell the dates she was
holding in a small basin. They were scattered all over. She fell on her knees
on the tarmac. Jay could not believe his eyes either. Was he seeing right?
Dell hawking dates on the roadside? Really, was he hallucinating too
much? He was weak. Too weak that he could not think. Thoughts started
racing through his mind, something he experienced only a couple of years
back. He remembered the good old times they once had together, how good
and kind she had been to him one time. He remembered the great company
she was to him. He remembered the day his sun went down and the evening
his moon became the darkest. He remembered once again, Dell falling into
the ditch. He remembered how the car disappeared in his eyes and she
was gone, gone never to be seen again.

It was to him a nightmare seeing Dell in that state, helplessly hawking on
the road. He came out of the V8 and walked towards her amidst the quickly
forming crowd around her. She could not walk. She was in the middle of
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shock. He helped her get into the car. She sat on the left front seat. The car
drove away, to his place. It was a silent moment, both of them in a
combination of shock, happiness and tears. Memories racing in and out of
their minds.

They came to superb estate, gates opening on their own. He drove still, to
a big mansion and then he stopped. He held her by the hand and led her to
the house. He made her feel comfortable, gave her food and a drink then
left shortly. He came back with a whole load of shopping. He had
purchased a whole lot of clothes, shoes and other luxurious jewelry among
them; chains and necklaces. He knew her sizes too well, as though he had
all her body measurements recorded somewhere. He ordered food from a
certain fast food joint and within no time there was a delivery. He provided
her with all she needed without asking any questions. She was a new Dell
once again. He served chicken, fries and salad. He served one big beautiful
plate, two forks and two knives on the sides. She was asked to pick a drink
of her choice from the classy refrigerator as he did the same. They ate as
they watched the 9:00p.m news. They had little general conversations,
careful enough not to bring up topics that would hurt any of them. He was
trying to be a little considerate of her feelings and did not want to see her
sad. For obvious reasons, he was sure there was no beautiful story that was
going to come out of her mouth. He knew she must have had it rough . On
the other hand, Dell was still feeling ashamed but was trying hard to
contain it. To Jay, the old was gone and the new had come. He had let
bygones be bygones. He behaved normally as if nothing had happened in
their past. He took some little sips of Jamesons. It was time for bed. He
switched off the telly and took Dell by hand to show her where she would
sleep. He took her to the guest’s room, took her nightdress from the bundle
he’d bought that evening. He got it to her in the guest room and left. A
moment later, Dell got in the bathtub in that room then changed into the
new pajamas. She got into bed. She looked at the perfect organization of
that guest room, the amazing furniture and the beautiful ward-robe that
stood on the side. It was the most beautiful house she had ever seen in

110



Tufafo. She had regrets. She envied the woman of the house, but still, she
could not ask Jay about that. Jay changed into his sleeping shorts. He was
ready for bed, fresh the way he loved. He organised his room and
straightened the bed. He remembered something and left the room. He
went straight to Dell’s room. She had not locked the door so he made his
way in. She was facing away from the door. He went to her and held her
face. His warm hands felt heavenly. He made her get out of bed. They
stood in front of a mirror, he was all over her and was having his eyes fixed
on the mirror to see her reflection and reaction. He stood up. He lifted her
strongly and walked out of the room on his own. He was so strong that it
made her feel so light in the air. He made her stand right next to his king
size bed. She had not slept in such a room all her life. It was wonderful,
super elegance was an understatement. She was high in spirit. He did what
both of them had missed in a long while: laughter, moans, groans and yells
alike.

On waking up, Dell was surprised by the breakfast in bed. She had not felt
this loved for years. She was so grateful to Jay and even lacked the words
to express it. All she could do was shed tears of joy. He wiped them, his
thumbs on her eyes and said,

“This 1s the kind of life you deserve, the kind of love you are worth.”

They had breakfast and he asked her to close her eyes which she did. He
picked something from inside his wardrobe and took it to her hands . It felt
like a box, she wasn’t sure. She was asked to open her eyes and gosh! It
was a new mobile phone, an iphone, the latest make in town. It was one of
the most expensive phones she knew and this made her so excited. A new
season of good.

On one weekend, coincidentally Dell's birthday, Jay took her out for joy
and merry making. He bought her lots and lots of gifts. They went to a
boutique, the best ladies' boutique in town. As Jay was busy checking an
outfit for her, she stood unmoved, certainly mesmerized at how God had
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saved her one other time. She was determined to give back the best way
she could. She vowed never to make any other such mistakes ever again in
her life. Amidst these thoughts, she didn’t even wink.

“Mum, this one is nice for you, I love it.”

A young boy’s voice said. Just then, the boy held Dell's hand. He had been
doing so with many other dummies but this one in particular felt warmer.
Dell turned her head to look at the boy smiling; the boy screamed his
loudest. Dell had never heard such screaming from a kid his age. He ran to
his mother, all scared. He’d mistaken her white looks for a dummy.

After a long conversation that month, Jay wanted Dell to decide on what
she wanted to do with her life. She thought of business but Jay wasn’t for
it, he wanted her to enroll classes for a short course in business
management. She was more than willing to do anything for him. She
disputed not a single time. It being a new year, she enrolled classes and
this helped kill the boredom in the house whenever the doctor went to
work. She knew how to drive and this made it easy. She was in the
ownership of a new Mercedes benz. What Dell did not know was that her
own daughter that same year was joining one of the most prestigious girl’s
secondary schools miles and miles away from her. Pain eased, she got
pregnant by the second month of their stay together. The morning sickness
and the evening heart burns were her potion again, after a whole decade
and a half. She had nearly forgotten how that thing felt like. Unlike her
first pregnancy, this one felt way better possibly because it wasn’t a twin
and also she presumed it was a different gender as people always assumed.
Her going to school became troubled but she fought on. At times she could
not drive herself home so her husband got her a driver. Jay was still the
insecure man that he was many years ago. He only sent a driver if and only
if he had something extremely important to do at work. Otherwise, he
would drop and pick her himself. To add on, his place of work wasn’t too
far from the institution she was. It was towards the end of the second month
and Jay’s heart had no peace. He had a lot of questions to ask and yet, a
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lot more to answer. He thought about it for some time and finally decided
to bring his truth to the open. He had something to share with the love of
his life. His only worry was how she was going to react to that information.
However, he thought it easy to talk to her because for the short time they
had been together, Dell had shown total change, positivity and humility.
She had once again won his trust and this in turn created a better
relationship with Jay. It was time to tell the story of his life.

His success, unlike for many other people, was just as miraculous as Mr.
Nick's. Just after he left Cosmo’s house, the same evening that Dell left,
he got into the streets and got into reckless living. He led a frustrated life
with drugs taking the best of him. He did all the ‘bad-boy’ things and never
found it weird. He had given up on life, given up on himself and every
other dream he ever wanted to achieve. One time he got so drunk that he
slept in a garbage pit. It rained that night but this was not enough to awaken
him. He lay helpless, not knowing who he was or what he wanted in life.
He had no mission, no vision, his life ambitions had literally been crushed.
Dell had broken his heart to pieces. He could not pick up all the pieces by
himself. He needed her but she was gone, to a haven of higher learning. He
wanted death so much that he teased it. What was he supposed to do with
his dreams that were already sick, emaciated and at the blink of death? Or
what was he to do when he had nothing else to do? He opted to do nothing
but nothing was the hardest thing to do so he chose to be nothing. He tried
everything possible to mend his broken heart, nothing could. The more he
thought of what to do, the more he got broken, bruised and scotched by
life. He dared pray. He asked God to take away that cup from him, he could
not drink from it any longer. He wanted God to give him the strength to
accept it and let go of Dell. Again, you do not know love if you haven’t
had to ask God to give you a chance and grace to move on. When this too
threatened to fail, he opted for drugs. In the dirty pit, a good samaritan
came his way. He managed to take him out and took him away from there.
He was so drunk that he heard none of these until the next morning when
he woke up to find himself in a nice house, in good clean clothes and shoes
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beside the bed. He was back to his senses.There was food on the table, well
done breakfast but there was no one else in the house. He was scared. He
did not eat anything. It was a two bed-roomed house. He tiptoed to all the
rooms; Kitchen, bathroom and the other bedroom beside the one he’d
woken in. There was no one. He did not know what to do. He went to the
door and tried to open it. Clearly it was locked from outside. He could not
move it. He had his hands on the head. He would question himself. In the
middle of this confusion, he heard footsteps outside. He quickly ran and
dumped his weak body on the couch waiting for his fate. The door flung
open and guess who he saw? Nick. He could never forget how it felt, like
his body got electrified head to toe. He put both his hands on his face and
lowered his head. Tears could not help dripping out of his eyes. He could
not look at Nick one more time. Nick had looked for Jay for a very long
time, tirelessly. He finally found him, two weeks after he'd left Cosmo's
place.

This man had been the best person he ever happened to meet in life, the
only person who ever truly cared for him, his feelings and his future. This
was the one man that he would never forget. He remembered the good
things he had done for him as a little helpless, motherless child. The good
moments of advice Nick had always created time for. He had taught Jay
responsible living; discipline and determination being his two key points.
He had moulded him to be better than that. Seriously, was this the much
Jay could give in return? He had failed him. He’d broken their promise to
never fall to the traps of this wicked world. Nick was downcast but moved
closer to him and gave him a long hug and in his ears he whispered.

“Never to back, never regret, never dwell on things you have no power to
change.”

He patted him on the back and this was so encouraging. His spirits
awakened. He had a father by him, someone he could count on. He made
a decision to fight on. He did not know how. Nick asked him what he
wanted to do. He wasn’t sure about anything else but one thing was certain,
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his hunger for education had never totally died in him. He wanted to go
back to school. Nick was so happy. This found him too well because either
way, this was the reason he had come all the way to look for the boy. He
thought they would have to fight about age but as sure as was, Jay still was
focused and did not pay so much attention to what people had to say. He
knew they would talk anyway because that’s what they did best. He went
back to school, considering that before he left Rocky children’s home he
was completely done with the grade eight level. He was waiting for the
results when unfortunately he had to be sent out of the home. Nick had all
the academic reports and the certificates. He was fit for secondary school
but obviously some school heads would question the long delay. However
hard the situation begged to prove, Nick did not show any signs of giving
up. Being a teacher gave him an upper hand when talking to his fellow
teachers to allow Jay partake of his studies. He was allowed into a fairly
good school having done so well in his grade 8 and that Nice could afford
fees. It was a day school and he lived in Nick’s house. By the end of the
four years there, he managed to come out with a clean grade A. He was a
genius. This paved the way for him to join one of the biggest universities
in Tufafo to pursue his ultimate dream course, a bachelor's degree in
Medicine and Surgery, a year later. This would be six years of book
reading and sleeping with eyes open. He got done and graduated at the
expected time because he never failed like many of the other classmates
who had to retake most of their courses. He was out and tarmarked for
close to a year then got a permanent job in the City Referral Hospital. Three
years later is when he met Dell, on the roadsides selling dates. Dell felt
both sad and happy after hearing this long story. She felt guilty for having
messed up the boy's life but Jay did not want that kind of reaction. To him,
what mattered most was that it all happened for good and they were
together as he’d always wished. Better still, they were happy. She felt
comforted. However, Jay still was not settled. He did not say it all. There
was this one part he had intentionally skipped for a certain fear, the fear of
the unknown.
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“While I was on the streets, in my recklessness, I happened to impregnate
a girl, she wasn’t exactly my girlfriend but we shared much. She became
my business for some time.If I am being honest, I didn’t love her and she
knew that, I am sorry to say. May her soul rest in eternal peace.”

“She died?”

“Yes she did, in an attempt to abort my blood, in the first month of the last
trimester of her pregnancy. She died unfortunately but my son survived in
an incubator until he was strong enough to be taken away. Nick did all that
for me. He still took care of me and my son. He has a heart of gold. | owe
him everything.”

He expected Dell to give a bad reaction to that but she sounded calm.
“ Where is the boy as we speak?”

“In school, in one of the boy’s schools, far away from this place”
“Which class?”

“He’s in Form one, he just joined and is still excited. He’s the one who
called me while we were at the supermarket and | had to move away from
you to talk comfortably, I hope you forgive me darling”

“Sure it's no harm. [ am dying to meet him.”
“You will, soon enough, as soon as next month when schools close.”

She told him about her own story and daughter and it hurt him to hear all
that Ryan away from her. He knew all along that it was bound to end sadly.
Again he told her to be easy, everything he believed happened for a reason
and was meant for that season. He encouraged her to keep strong and
promised he would help her find their daughter. He did not know how but
believed that somehow they would reunite and be a complete family.

“So you won’t tell me what his name is?”
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“Ahaa! Sorry for that, call him Junior, such a playful boy.”

Schools closed and little Junior came home. He had been picked up by his
dad and was fully prepared psychologically to meet Dell. At first, his father
thought that it would disturb him but to his surprise, the boy took it so
positively. When he met Dell physically, he was even happier. He loved
her for who she was. He automatically adapted the ‘mum’ thing, something
he’d never said his whole life. He was happy he had a mother to visit him
on visiting days at school, like his classmates. Things fell into place. Dell
treated him like her own child. She did this in memory of her own Angela.
She wanted to give him the best love, that which she thought she failed to
give her daughter. Everyday she worked better to ensure a good rapport
with him and they became best of friends. Junior was more open to her
than he was to his father.

Time came and Dell delivered herself a bouncing baby girl, with Jay in the
room, her ward. He saw it all. He saw Dell give him a child. One of the
many dreams he’d always hoped would come true. He was definitely the
happiest man in the world. He had finally accomplished the unachievable.
On seeing that the child was a girl, his heart leapt with joy. He was ecstatic.
He loved baby girls. He had a boy and wanted a girl so that he could leave
it at that. He named her Angel. To Dell, this was just a complete name; it
made her feel whole. He was the exact opposite of Ryan. He did not want
girls yet he still wanted to sire a whole multitude of kids when in fact he
had no plans to take good care of them. He left that burden to their mothers.

Jay loved his children. He could do approximately anything for them. He
was loving, caring and very concerned about their well-being. He was
lucky to have a very supportive wife, who in turn made it all easier. She
had made him believe once more that change was inevitable. He gave his
family the best life he ever could. He was the best father one could ever
have, as long as one embraced discipline. He did all this because he wanted
to disapprove of his own father and also to give his children a chance to
feel what he never felt. He did not know what it felt like to have a
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responsible dad. He worked each day to give them an opportunity in life,
one time, when they would sit down and explain to him how it feels like
to have a rich and loving dad. Love and responsibility are twins, they
should come as an item.

Years came in and years went out. Four years down, they were still a happy
and satisfied family.

It was the long awaited time for one Miss Angela. Having finished her final
examination in High school was such a great feeling, and not just getting
done, but also knowing that she would definitely do well. She had had four
years of working hard. Therefore, she expected something good to come
out of that. Her dream to become a doctor was not real yet but it was a
reality awaiting to be actualized. She was in prayers. She wanted that trip
so bad she could not help the feeling. She had missed her parents a lot but
did not want to be there as a burden, seeing them was enough. She just
wanted to be sure they were still there and moving on with life. She was
excited this week. She wanted it so fast but could not ask Ingrid about it.
Ingrid was just something else, she did not like to be pushed on anything.
She knew the best time for everything and would plan for it herself. Angie
fully understood her and so she waited not knowing how long more it
would have to take. To the best of her knowledge, she thought Ingrid would
push it further till she got her results. Many things had changed that time,
she had a better mobile phone, her internet was not restricted, she could go
out with her friends and could not be questioned. She was a big grown girl,
an adult. A month down and Ingrid came up with the trip thing. They fueled
that morning, ready to leave for their agenda two of the year, after of course
the examination one. Angie was overly excited that day. She could not
settle, she kept giggling and fidgeting all the while.

By noon they were half-way to Liru. Angie did not know those routes
because her school was on the other end. She practically had not been to
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those places since she left eight years ago. She could not remember any of
the landmarks there but when she got back to the city, she remembered the
spot where she saw the kind lady get hit by a billboard. She remembered
it so vividly as if it had happened only a day before. Ingrid knew it because
of how she reacted when she’d slow down at those bumps that had messed
things up. How she wished she could know what eventually happened to
that lady. Was she still alive or had she died on that black Friday? Ingrid
did not want to make her dwell on that spot so she changed the topic to
something else. She asked about what course Angie was hoping to pursue
when she got to the University. She wanted to do Medicine and Surgery,
nothing more, nothing less. Ingrid knew the girl was capable of that but
did not like her attitude. She wanted her to have a variety of courses so that
in case things didn’t go well with medicine, she would be flexible and
change mind for some other faculty. Rigidity in such matters would only
fuel disappointment later on, and she did not want that for her daughter.
They engaged in this worthwhile discussion for close to an hour and at the
end of it, it was fruitful. She got two other options to pick from, one was
engineering and the other education. As for engineering, the girl had never
thought of it for the feeling that it was just meant to be a men's thing. She
had the brains to qualify her to do it but it really had never crossed her
mind. As for education, they literally had to fight on this. The car had to
park somewhere as they ate a late lunch in a hotel. Angie wanted not a
thing to do with teaching. She was sure she did not want it. Her reasons
were simple, she did not want a job that involved a lot of talking when she
was this quiet fellow who talked when it was only necessary. Ingrid termed
this as a lame excuse. She knew her reason had all to do with the pay
teachers got. She knew it was because of the continued under appreciation
of the teaching personnel. Teachers do so much. Moulding and inculcating
morals, imparting knowledge and skills in the empty heads and then as a
part of taking them for granted, they get one of the lowest pays. It felt really
bad and Angie did not want it. To her, she knew teaching was one of the
hardest and toughest jobs to do which deserved overwhelming
appreciation. However , Ingrid’s point was different. To her, one became
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a teacher only if they wanted to. She was on the point that once a person
studied education, there were many other opportunities that were unlocked
by that. On the other hand, one could decide to take a bachelor's degree in
education then immediately after that pursue a master's degree in the same
or another course. This kind of progress would help cover for the payment
bit because as one went higher in education, the money aspect bettered.
This had sounded a little like an idea. It made more sense when Ingrid
told Angie that that was what she had done herself. Angie therefore had
three courses to choose from after their cold war. They were off again to
their mission.

They finally got to Liru town at 2:00pm. Ushindi estate was a twenty
minutes drive from that place. She drove on. Court 269 house 97 was
where they were headed. They got there, Angie was carried away by
emotions. This place reminded her of so much, of joy and sorrow. They
rang the bell at the gate and could hear footsteps. A young man opened for
them. Ingrid thought he would definitely recognize the girl but he didn’t
seem to. Angie too did not show on her face anything to suggest his
familiarity. He was a gateman, they changed overtime and sometimes
within a short time. They asked for Mrs. Ryan. The boy had never heard
of such for the two years he had been there. Ingrid asked to see the owner
of the house. It was some old lady and black, which obviously meant they
were either lost or the people they were looking for moved out long ago.
The latter, unknown to them, was true. She talked to them at length and the
point was so clear, she had moved in two years and she took the house
from one Mrs. Isaac’s who was a black too. About the Ryan and Dell
people, she did not know a thing . She actually wondered how Ingrid was
allowed into those courts without a sticker on her car. Only vehicles with
stickers were allowed in there. Was it a racial favour because it was Angie
driving?

They got out more tired than they were already. They needed to think fast.
What were they going to do next? Putting in mind that Angie had no friends
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around there except the few classmates she only knew by name. Besides,
it was eight years ago, she could definitely remember no one there. There
were only two options left for them; to go to Arms International or Future
Leaders girls high school. The latter sounded more like it. They however,
did not know where that was. They had to keep asking for directions. They
got to the school, it was holiday time and they were just lucky the school
deputy principal was in. She had things to take care of shortly then leave.
She was a humble lady who welcomed them warmly. They shared a lot
about the school before Ingrid mentioned why they were there. On hearing
Ryan's name, the one Ryan she knew, she got a little sad and her tempo
went down. She could no longer maintain eye contact with Ingrid. Her eyes
were glued on the desk she was sitting on, hands folded on her chest. She
explained a lot of things she knew about Ryan. Among them: that he’d left
the school five years ago. He did not get a transfer like was the case often.
He had had subsequent illegal cases both in and out of school. That one
last time he was found in the business of drug trafficking, and was taken
in and jailed. Jailed for how long? She didn’t know. According to the
deputy principal, the agricultural teacher, Ryan had never really been
serious with his profession. People wondered how a teacher of his level
could possibly afford to lead the kind of life he did. They understood years
and years later.

They came out of the school heartbroken. Angie hated her dad that
much but she did not ever want to believe that he was rotting in jail. She
had heard about the situations of the prisons in Tufafo. She knew too well
that the conditions there were bad. She did not want to imagine her own
father eating that kind of food and being subjected to very hard labour. She
felt so bad about that. She wished she could help him out. She wanted her
dad out. What pained her more was that she knew no other way to trace
her mother. No one knew her or her whereabouts. They had one option left,
to give up and go back to Ruru which they did. Since that day Angie had
become so different. She was stressed, always in thoughts and at times in
tears. She knew her jobless mum was somewhere in pain because she could
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not pay bills. She knew she had no relatives or friends, except for Maria.
Every time she would see her friends post pictures of them with their
parents, she felt traumatized. However, she was grateful to God for Ingrid.
She did not know where she would be without her. She possibly would be
a school dropout like many girls of her age, or probably a street kid with
no future. She searched on social platforms for her mother’s name. She
could not find her. Has her mum become so old and analog? It was way
beyond her so she gathered the courage to compose herself and be the
Angie she had always been. It was hard because her esteem was never
better. Those were the chaos that Ingrid had foreshadowed years ago. She
did not want that trauma to confuse and affect Angie in her high school
studies. She was older this time yet so affected, how about if they had set
for such a journey after her primary school results? How bad would it have
been? Her wisdom was always helpful to the many hard situations that
came their way. It really needed someone with the strength and patience of
ten. She was the type that did not make decisions based on what people
thought. She took her time to sit, think, weigh both possible outcomes then
come out with one solid decision which she stood firm on. It wasn’t easy
to convince her otherwise. She would not have time for such arguments
and people knew her for it.

The day came and finally results were being announced. Many of the
candidates in the country were scared and tense. It was the feeling that
befalls anyone who cares about what such examinations meant. Some were
tense because they were sure they did things wrong in the exams, some
were not hardworking. Some only relaxed during the exams and still some
students were only afraid of missing their set targets. Angela had targeted
no better than an A plain. In the past years, students were never scared
because of results. They did not think about it because they knew that either
way, they would do well still. But how? There had been lots and lots of
cases of examination irregularities, a trend that suddenly had come to a
halt. Parents and students had all reasons to be worried. Bright students
like Angela had no cause to worry because they relied heavily on gathering

122



content other than waiting for the rumours of what would or would not be
set, examination leakage. She was in no hurry to check her results on the
phone. The results came in with all details on grades achieved, the
university to join and the course one was being admitted to. Some were
worried because of the grades, some about the college and many about the
courses. For the other lot, all the three were worrying. This was the worst
time for such people.

Results were out and unlike the many students and parents
who had immediately sent in messages to get the results, Angie was
relaxed and busy doing her own things. She got a message from her school
principal, a message of her results and ended in,

“Congratulations Angela, you have made us proud. ”

She was shocked, she expected it anyway but it was a grade A, a chance to
the biggest university in Tufafo. The problem was on the course area. She
would by no means do that. It was a great course but nothing she hoped
for. She had no passion for it and this meant a bachelor's in animal
husbandry was out of question. She sent the message to Ingrid. Ingrid did
not reply as fast. She took time then texted. “Congratulations daughter, I
am super proud of you.”

This wasn’t what she wanted to hear. She wanted her to at least say
something about the course. By that message, Angela thought Ingrid was
content and would let her do that for a course. She burst into tears. She was
so broken because there was no option for one to change their courses
unless they were ready to pay the fees on their own. One of the advantages
of joining a public university was that one’s school fee was catered for by
the government and education loans came in handy to ensure the students
were comfortable. Private universities were very expensive and were
definitely not for the poor. Bigger courses called for larger pockets. Ingrid
had already sacrificed enough for her. Angie thought she did not want to
bother her again on this lest it seemed as if she was such an ungrateful girl.
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When Ingrid got home, she was jovial and excited. She was all over
shouting Angie's name and sending those many congratulatory messages
in the air. Angie came out in tears and this startled Ingrid. She received the
card sadly. Ingrid cuddled her.

“It s ok, it will be fine my girl. Cheer up! I got you in this too.”

These were the only words she needed to hear at such a time. She calmed
a little and talked to her mum about it. Ingrid looked at her as if angry that
she did not trust her. ’Since when did I become such a bad mother? Since
when? Why would you think that I wouldn’t fight for you? Haven’t I done
it before? What mother gives her child a bone when she asks for meat?”

“Definitely not you mum. Am sorry I was carried away. | trust | can count
on you.”” That was done. Preparations to go to the university began. She
had all she needed to go. She stepped into Tufafo University in Gusto,
ready to study and learn. She met many other students from her former
school but they behaved as though they didn't know her. Many of them
were unhappy because she had what they could not have. Some of them
were frustrated because the courses they were there for were not the best
they would have wanted to take. Due to lack of financial stability among
their families, they had to forcefully take those courses. Developing a
passion for such was not easy. According to research that year, many such
students dropped out of college and became reckless. They lacked a
passion for that. Some few others put up with the course unhappily and
ended up as unhappy in their profession and had no passion for their jobs.
For instance, a teacher who is not passionate about his profession is bound
to deliver content poorly, which is a threat to the future of education for
any country as a whole.

Angie was fine when joining. She did not stay in the school hostels.
She rented a house in the outskirts of Tufafo University. She had all she
needed in her house, everything and in excess. Her humility and simplicity
did not allow her to show off. She was too simple for who she really was.

124



Again the trend was not new here. Many people wanted to be identified
with her, creating relationships which in the real sense were not there.
Some wanted to identify with her as a classmate, former schoolmate,
neighbour and some who had guts made up family relationships with her.
She was eventually the talk of Tufafo University. This was against her wish
though. Many loved her for her simplicity but even with that, the ladies, a
good number, would still find fault in her. It was obvious she was the
prettiest there. She did not have to struggle to show it. Her hips protruded
in everything she wore and this was the cause of all the attention. It is
beautiful to be black. Her chest was firm like noon, complete with the
hardness of a mango. This explains the number of hugs she got wherever
she went. In this university, a hug was the only form of greeting known. A
very small percentage of the students did not do hugs, on the basis of
religion. She attracted many dates but she had her own stand, a firm stand.
She was determined to stay focused on what brought her to school and
ignore all other unnecessary things that were not a major priority. She was
so different from the rest. She took time to study her school, classes, labs,
and the funeral home in terms of location.

In one month, classes began and she was coping so well. In four
weeks most first years had indulged in everything that comes with being
on campus. The lots and lots of freedom to move about anywhere, anyhow
and any time, needed a self-disciplined person to know where to be and at
what time. For the many who had been in only girls’ secondary schools,
this was a very tricky moment for them. Being that most of the people
joined at 18 years, it meant they could do anything. They were adults hence
the free tonnes and tonnes of condoms all over the hotels and lavatories,
both for males and females. It was unimaginable how the dust bins were
always filled with used condoms. Ingrid had prepared her daughter
psychologically so she was there to witness that which she had been told.
She loved her classes and enjoyed her units. Studying human anatomy felt
like the best thing there ever could be. She was apt but the competition in
her class was no joke. She had never in life gotten to a point of competing
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so hard to be top. Here, she had to work and work smart. She had always
been called a genius, perhaps she did not know what it meant but here, she
met the real geniuses themselves, people who understood totally
everything during lectures. They answered questions as though it was some
kind of revision. She was definitely not prepared for this. She was shaken
for a while but found her stability later. She had to read books. She copied
their trends. She read hard whenever she could find time. She did a lot of
consultations and research with the bright students who helped her the best
they could. Soon enough, she joined the group of geniuses and became
active in all her lectures. She would ask for clarification on topics that she
seemed to have a problem in . Her rhotic accent was the only problem there
was. She had to keep repeating to be heard clearly. This is where there was
a clear difference between those who went to nursery schools and those
who attended kindergarten. However, they loved to listen to her speak,
because it was a rare thing especially once they were out of class. By the
end of the second month, she still had no friend, not any that she knew of.
She was always alone when heading to her house for lunch and back.
Whenever she wasn’t in class, she would be in the library, fourth floor,
reading. Fourth floor was only for students studying medicine and surgery.
There was a significant difference in terms of their academic seriousness
compared to that of the other students. A good number of students were in
the library for free Wi-Fi. They were there to download movies and other
leisure related videos and maybe update themselves with what was new on
social media. They were almost always on their laptops or smartphones,
watching. It was the opposite to the 4th and 5th floors. The students there
were always cross checking content from various books, making notes here
and there, and placing sticky notes in their notebooks or, they would be on
their computers or laptops doing reports and typing. 5 floor was for the
post-graduate students and also had some serious fellows. Angela liked
this environment hence preferred reading from the library. Sometimes she
could be mesmerized by the free seats in 1%, 2"¢ and 3" floors in the
evenings. This was a clear indication that they were not very serious or
maybe their courses were a lot easier than her own,or did it mean they were
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all geniuses? Angie had such a classmate back then. She was never seen in
class reading. She would only be keen when the teacher was in class, after
which she would be the queen of noise making and trouble making in that
class. Her dorm mates witnessed that she would be among the very first
ones to go to bed and also among the very last to wake up. They did not
know why or how she could do so well without working so hard so they
thought she was a genius. What they did not know was that she would
wake up very early in the morning everyday, as early as 1:00a.m to read
untill about 4:30a.m as the rest kept snoring. She could then sleep and wake
later. This trait was good but only as long as it wasn’t disturbing the rest.
It was so selfish of her when she tried by all means to always distract
others, the only time they were trying to concentrate. Angie worked hard.
She joined the whatsapp group for the few serious students in her class.
There were only about ten of them. Six gents and three or four ladies.

They made a time table and would meet every day at the stipulated time
for discussions after which they would all again go to the library for further
research. At night before they slept, they would discuss new findings or
ask questions among them on that whatsapp group. They named this group,
“Massiveness”. They were very helpful to one another. Angie was the lazy
one when it came to waking up in the morning to read. This group endured
that they were all up by 6:00a.m. except on weekends. There was one
slender, really dark and tall guy in this group. He was their time keeper.
He never failed. With time, this cured Angie’s illness. In this group, there
was one face familiar to her eyes. There was her primary school former
classmate. His name was Iman. They were friends back in the day but not
so close but of course close enough to recognize each other in such a
populated world class university. She knew Iman because he was one of
the few competitors she had back in Arms international. It is a small world,
she thought. They became good friends, did one or two things together,
mostly class work. For the first time, she had someone to walk around with.
She also made another friend named Neema. Iman introduced Angela to
his best friend Scott. The four would meet almost every day. They got
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along so well and were more than happy. They were all classmates and this
made it a lot easier for them to meet more.

Massiveness did not meet on weekends, the Quad did. This meant Angie
was on books full-time in a week. She only had the nights to rest and the
subsequent free time or breaks they got when a lecture bounced. Iman was
the only person who totally understood Angela. She was fairly quiet and
did not like noise. She was a loner. If there’s any time she loved it had to
be the alone time. She loved nature walks and visits to those beautiful,
scary natural features. For the massiveness, no one except Angie wasn’t on
drugs. They were so much into weed and that's why weekends were not
the best time for them to study. However, Angie did not seem bothered by
that because there was no single time any of them came to class or the
group discussions while high. They were responsible with their actions
which she could not judge. The quad was made up of totally different
people of totally different characters. It was never understood how they got
so close yet they were each very different. ‘Birds of the same feathers flock
together’ to them was a lie. They were different in all aspects except for
being classmates. To begin with Iman; he was a social man, friendly and
respected himself. He did not do any drugs. He was intelligent and
organized. His ugliest was his temper. He rarely got mad at things but once
he did, he was out of control. He wasn’t violent but when pissed, he would
always become a really different guy. He always would show signs of
becoming violent.

Scott was a silent guy but his actions spoke the loudest. He was known for
‘mwaks’. He could read so well but would never trust himself enough. He
had to have notes on a small piece of paper. The exam rooms were always
under tight security but Scott would still find his way with it to the exam
and would use it, regardless. He was never selfish. His answer booklet was
always in the open so as to help the few like Neema, who always got into
the examinations and got stranded as though they had been ambushed into
it. He was not into weed but he could take some Hennesy once in a while.
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Neema was a 'celebrity' in school. She was known to so many people. She
was known for a lot of bad things which altogether tarnished her name.
She had a lot of traits that offended almost everyone. To begin with, she
was so fake; fake accent, fake eye-brows, fake lashes, fake complexion and
fake talks. She was the type that could brag so hard about the things she
didn’t even have. Her dressing had to always cry for attention from people.
She could put on micro-miniskirts which showed approximately
everything. She could then find the front most seat in class, to distract the
lecturers and other students. Her overly-done makeup was annoying. She
was dark naturally, but was trying out anything that came her way to
become a little lighter. It was annoying to see a very light face on a very
dark neck and supported by coal coloured thighs. She was always seeking
attention from lecturers by 'consulting' on things she perfectly understood.
In Tufafo University, such was no news for most of the ladies were of
similar character. A lion does not share a bow! with an antelope. She would
be picked out of school a week or two later. She also had a business, she
sold abortion pills. There was no one who knew how she got them or where
from, but she was always in stock of them. She had quite a number of
customers as well and so she had to keep herself stocked fully. People did
not like her and it was more reason for questioning how of all people,
Angela got along with her so much that she could spend nights at Angie’s
and also go out for lunches with her. Was Angie a rotten egg? They would
ask this, a question that obviously went unanswered. No one knew the truth
behind that kind of friendship. There was technically no way the two would
be friends, reason being that Angela was the very opposite of Neema, the
exact opposite in all aspects. This was let be in the hope that time truth
would unfold itself . They awaited and investigated patiently. That would
be quite a hot topic if at all something fishy would come up. The few who
tried investigating failed. They could not find anything so some of them
selfishly made up stories about them which spread for a while but were
never convincing enough hence nobody believed. They finally chose to let
them be. Their friendship went on. They got closer and closer each passing
day. During the school culture week, Iman contested for the Mr. Tufafo
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awards and won. He was exceptionally handsome and of great physique.
He was dark with sideburns which made him look even more attractive.
He never struggled for attention. He never fought for a spot because he was
the spot itself. He was the center of attraction wherever he walked. Ladies,
many ladies would not stand his looks. He was not dating anyone, or
anyone known to the notorious rumour mongers in school. He knew he
was good looking, but according to him, he had not yet come across a girl
his type. He had friends, friends and more friends.

Iman and Angela were close, so close that rumours started spreading about
the possibility of there being a relationship between the two. They heard
a lot but were used to such talks from their fellow students. Being a Mr.
Tufafo was quite a title and it came with its own costs. He received so
many greetings anytime he sat in the open. This was a point of discomfort
whenever he was with the other members of the quad. He was distracted
almost throughout and this gave him no peace. He could not be counted on
for any serious ‘fun’ time because of this. However hard he tried to ignore
those who shouted his name from a distance, it could not work because the
ladies would make their way to him, only to get away with a hug from that
chest they admired. He did it so nicely that it was never enough. At first, it
was not a problem but soon it proved to be. He noticed that whenever he
was alone with Angie and those random girls came around, she would
either pretend to be so much on her phone or fake calls or literally walk
away as he spoke to his people. He knew exactly why he was doing that.
He was not a psychologist but on this one, he was a mastermind. It was
designed and it was working too well.

School closed and they went home for the holidays. It was a much
unexpected thing but true, it had happened. She was someone’s wife at
long last. She bid celibacy goodbye. She was with child. It was good news
for Angie but she wasn’t sure. She had a feeling he was not too fine for
Ingrid, but assumed it and chose to be happy for her. She trusted her
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decisions considering all the wise moves she’d made before. He was a
great guy, old enough to be a husband, a settling husband. Was it awkward
that he’d moved into her house instead of her moving into his? Was it
modernity, switching of responsibilities or would she call it civilization?

They interacted well and got along a little better than she’d expected. He
was her new 'father’ but it proved so hard for Angie to call him by that. He
noted that every time she was addressing him, she would go straight to the
point and whenever she was talking to someone else about him, she would
always refer to him as Mr. Bright. It did not bother him but Ingrid was
never so impressed by that. Needless to say, there was nothing she could
do about it.

Time moved so fast. She went to school and back, expecting a newborn in
the house. There was not a kid and Ingrid did not talk about it. What was
alarming was she was no longer doing her maternity dresses. Angie did not
understand but again, she could not question unless she was told willingly.
Nobody told her a thing about Ingrid's miscarriage. She chose to let go and
life went on.

In her second academic year, life became tougher. The units were
demanding so much and she did not want to lose her focus at any point.
Many of her classmates dropped out of the school of medicine and opted
for other courses where they thought they would manage better. A class of
269 was down to 200. It required a lot of hard work and consistency for
one to make it in that class. Angie did not want to be the next; she worked
even harder. In that third year, many others dropped out. It was so
unfortunate that one of their classmates hanged himself for fear of his
parents who had invested so richly in him. He did not want to study
medicine but his parents had forced him because their neighbour’s son was
taking it and would soon have his parents bragging of having a doctor
among his children. The parents wanted to outdo each other, that is why
they sacrificed to pay that whole amount for him. The third year units were
no joke and they had led him to that. It was such a pity. They lost their son.
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Is it better to have your child taking a less popular course or a dead son
who was pursuing medicine? Another student that year was gunned down
by unknown people and he died in the school health unit. It happened that
he was walking to his house from their normal evening discussion groups
then he met a man fighting a lady. Being the gentleman he was, he tried to
save the lady from the man and before he knew it, there was a bullet in his
head. The two who were fighting were never traced. He died in cold blood.
All that the Tufafo University administration could do was send a note to
the family and friends of the poor boy. The students had threatened to
protest but were stopped by brain-washed student leaders. This is one
reason why students did not support the abolishment of the mass voting of
student leaders. In the past when the students would vote for their own
university president, such cases were unheard of. They would be assured
of a voice for them all. Such a leader communicated their interests to the
school administration without fear of condemnation. On the other hand,
this new system where students were electing delegates and congress
persons who then would elect a coalition to be the overall super-power was
not the best, according to most of the students. They wanted to personally
take part in the election of these important persons for the future of the
university. They believed the latter system had a lot of favouritism from
the administrators. What they did not know was that either way, the
administration had the power to decide who got the privilege to get on the
ballot and who did not. They would never shortlist any candidate who
threatened the ‘peace’ of the university. It was unfortunate that such death
by cold blood, had happened to one of the members of the massiveness.
They attended the burial on their own but the traces of this evil could never
be erased from their memories. Every time they met they remembered that
one of them was missing. Whenever they would do photocopies of
discussion content for the group, the person in charge would forget and get
10 instead of 9 copies, realizing it much later when sharing out the pieces
among themselves. It had affected them this much but with time, they got
used to it. Despite the fact that Angie had worked on many cadavers before,
she could not sleep alone in her house those two weeks after their friend's
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death. She preferred cadavers because she did not know who those people
were . that. The rest of the massiveness had not a problem sleeping or
walking in the dark probably because they had seen dead people before,
unlike Angie, she had never seen such, at least not any time that she knew
what death was.

In their fourth academic year, one day Iman invited Angela to his place for
dinner. She was not for the idea but trusted Iman enough to do that. She
did what she had to and later joined him in his house. They had a great talk.
He cooked and just when it was time to serve, there was a knock at his
door. It was one of his hugging friends, again. As usual, he got so excited
and hugged her so tight that Angie could not keep watching them. What
followed was this silly annoying talk and for a moment, Angela was bored
and was about to leave. She had lost her appetite at the sight of that girl,
she could not keep herself around longer. The two engaged in vernacular
speaking, something she hated and had warned Iman before. He kept
looking at Angie whenever he talked. She was in her own world, her
frowned face told it all. She was more annoyed because that girl could
behave as if she did not see her there. She did not even bother to say a hello
to Angie. Iman forgot about the meal, so bad that the eggs burned. When
Angie stood up to excuse herself for the two to enjoy their time, because
they seemed as though craving privacy, the other girl stood as well, hugged
Iman and left, swaying about her busy hips.

"Did you really have to do that?"

"Do what Angie?"

"You know what | mean, don't annoy me anymore."

"But she's just a friend, I mean, come on."

"Friends or no friends, | don't care. It is none of my business."
"Then why are you acting up?"
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"Because | respect myself enough to respect your privacy. You shouldn't
have called me here. You didn't have to do it in my presence."

"Do what, it was a mere hug... A simple hug. How many times do | hug
you yet nobody complains? A hug to me means nothing or does it?"

"A hug means nothing but that which | saw right here, means everything."
"You aren't jealous, are you?"

"Are you kidding me? Jealous! What for?" She stammered.

"Come here!" He took her in his arms, close to his wide chest.

"Let go of me.... don't try anything."

He stroked her hair with his chest on hers. Her weak hands wanted to fight
but her breathing pattern confirmed otherwise. He knew how to deal with
her, better than anyone else. Before he knew it, her hands were all over his
back and their lips touched. The curtain split, it was done with.

Iman and Angela fell in love and were happily growing together. She got
so deep into the relationship that she nearly lost her hard working spirit.
Iman did not allow it. He was there for her, to remind her of what was
expected of them. He did not want the affair to be the reason for their
downfall. With time she got used to it and knew how to balance time
between her studies and the relationship. He was there to support her in
every capacity. She shared the news of her new date with some of her
friends. The massiveness was so happy for her. The quad had doubts here
and there. The news wasn't received as expected. She wasn't convinced
they were happy for her but she assumed she was only overthinking as
always. When telling Neema about it, she merely smiled and brought up
another unrelated topic for them to engage in. Scott was Iman's best friend.
He definitely knew it way before Angie knew it. He was happy but not
exactly the much that was expected from such a close friend that he was.
Neema always had a way of doing away with any talk that involved what
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Iman had done for Angie or vice versa. She did not feel comfortable talking
or listening to anything about the plans the two had; of going out for a date
or the gifts they kept exchanging. She could comment on any other posts
on social media except for the ones between Iman and Angela. Still, Angie
took this calmly, very like Angie. After a while, Scott and Neema got so
close that it raised suspicion. Many thought they too, like Angie and Iman,
were dating or had something beyond just friendship. In reality though,
they were not lovers. They had only realized they would 'succeed' better
when close to each other. They shared one common interest.

In fifth year, the Angela and | man's relationship had gone to another level.
It was obvious that the two would end up together. They were both faithful
to one another. They cared for each other and in times of need, for instance
whenever Angela got down for an illness, the ever present help would be
Iman. He could spend nights at her house until she got better, well enough
to be on her own. He had the spare keys to her house, she had the ones to
his. He could access all her accounts including social media and bank
accounts. She had the same information about him. They shared so much
and this strengthened their bond more.

By the end of this year, Angela started having issues with Mr. bright. He
could call or visit her in school too often, so much that she found it
uncomfortable. To her, it was very unnecessary. A visit once or twice in a
semester was supposed to be fine. Twice every month was too much. She
did not remember any such visits from Ingrid. Ingrid only took her to
school on the day of admission and visited about once or twice in the five
years, only when she was ill and needed to be taken for checkups, by their
family doctor. If for love, this was certainly too much from him, too much.
When schools closed, things got worse. He behaved weird. He wasn't
himself. He was changed. She did not trust his moves around her. The man
who was always in the living room, watching news and reading a book or
magazine as he waited for meals, was now the man cooking and serving
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Angie in the absence of Ingrid. It wasn't a bad thing but such strange shows
would imply many things. She had no problem with his cooking; she only
had a problem with him doing it in Ingrid's absence. If it was a mere treat,
why did it fade as soon as Ingrid was home? If for a talent, had he just
discovered it for her? She had to do something before it was too late. She
had an idea. She wanted her mum to know about Bright's sudden behavior.
She knew that would annoy Ingrid and bring more problems to the family.
They had so much going on already. She did not want that to happen.

Ingrid was not happy in her marriage. Bright was always picking fights
with her, something she least expected. He was troubled because he wanted
a child of his own. He wanted Ingrid to give him a son, not just any child.
Every time they tried, nothing fruitful came out of it. Ingrid was always
worried and stressed because she could not give him the only thing that
would brighten his face. He loved kids. He would join the neighbor’s kids
in their backyard whenever they were playing. He would buy them balls
and toys anytime he came across some. He had bought many toys and kept
them in the house for his own child, unfortunately the child didn't come.
She never conceived again. To her, marriage was complete even without
children. Besides, she had one already, Angela. He was not in for a similar
opinion. For him, a relationship was complete without children , a marriage
would never be. They went to many big hospitals within Tufafo, nothing
happened. They traveled out of the country, to the best known medical
facilities, nothing came out of it. Ingrid concluded that the problem was
with her. He too was so sure of it until a test was done to determine who
had a problem. He was sterile; he could not make any woman conceive.
His long grown horns were cut short. He became quiet as before. He could
not stand the shame. His esteem went down. He had harassed Ingrid for a
long time and even threatened to drop the marriage because of the same.
He'd told her how useless she was and all those sorts of insults, to which
she gave a deaf ear. Would he now expect her to stay in the marriage?
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In their last year in school, Angel never went home for holidays. She
cooked up all the possible reasons one could, to stay away. She moved out
of her previous house and was staying somewhere close to Iman. This
move was good but would turn sour later. Mr. Bright's behaviour
constantly reminded her of Ryan, her biological father. She hated it; it
pierced through a wound that was forever trying to heal. She was sick and
tired of such men’s drama. She completely lost faith in men, for the fear
that they all were the same. She got up one day and asked Iman for a break
up. It came to him unawares. He was always ready to do anything for her,
any favours, but not this kind. For a moment he felt as if his world had
shut. That was his darkest moment ever. He could not believe it. He could
not come to terms with it. He tried persuading her but she kept her word.
She seemed to be doing so well even so. He questioned the meaning of all
that but nothing satisfactory came out. He was short of words. She had
wasted him. He had dived too deep into it. He loved her so much that he
had already told his parents about her. They were so happy for him and
were longing to meet her. He wanted to surprise them one time so he did
not disclose too much to them. She had mercilessly killed his dreams. What
would he tell them? His father had given him the freedom to marry from
wherever, whoever, as long as it was for love. Among all else, he had only
loved this girl and it was only this one that he wanted to spend the rest of
his life with. Love comes slow but leaves so fast, he thought. He finally
gave up after a lot of begging and looking desperate, well, he was. He was
suffering on account of Ryan. He could definitely never forgive him for
that. He let go and focused on other things. He loved things to do with
farming. He loved horticulture and wanted to invest some of his savings in
it. He had saved a lot for the six years he was in college. He did not want
it to go to a waste. He did a lot of research on the same, partly because he
loved it and wholly because he needed something to distract him all
through. He did not want to talk or think about Angela. He wanted to
completely forget about her. He put all his energy into farming. He got a
farm near his home and put up his project. He needed some people to work
with. He could not get any. He made an advertisement and waited for
137



people to turn up for the opportunities. No one did. He talked about it with
his parents. His mother offered to help him in the management until he got
better staff to work with. He kept advertising whenever he could. Many
posters went around the farm and even in town. He waited patiently. The
project picked up so well. His mum was doing her part so well, almost as
though she’d been doing that all her life, quite professionally.

When he went back to school for their very last semester, things were not
so fine with him. He did not like setting eyes on his new 'enemy' everyday
in class. He hated how everyone was asking him about what happened to
them, comments on how beautiful they’d looked together, how they
wished it could work between them and many more such talks. He hated
to see her laughing with other people, especially men. He did all he could
to avoid her. He would even go an extra mile missing classes, just to avoid
seeing her. She looked strong, as if nothing was going on. She definitely
wasn’t going through anything. He suffered in silence. Every day she was
in his thoughts. He smelled her all over. He saw her everywhere he looked.
She was tormenting him. For the first time, he took out a shirt from his
wardrobe, that one which Angela had bought him. It had her perfume. He
took it to bed, next to his pillow and cried. The scent made him feel as if
she was right there with him. It helped him. The next day he called Scott
to his place. He needed someone to talk to. He was the only one he trusted.

After a long time of not seeing Iman, Angela started missing him. She
started feeling empty and lonely. She could no longer concentrate. She was
tired of faking happiness without him. She wanted him back. She did not
know how to do it but was determined to try anyway. She dialed his phone
number and wanted to confess that to him. She was sorry. It finally hit her
that she could do nothing without him. Just as she was about to touch the
call button, she lost courage and deleted the number. She opted to send a
text message. She kept typing and deleting. She typed one whole paragraph
and deleted it all. She did not know what to do. The feeling was troubling.
She was guilty of punishing him for something he had no share in. He
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wasn’t responsible for any of that. She did not want to lose her. They had
shared so much already and had made a lot of promises to each other.
Would she break all her promises just like that? She wanted to make up
things with him.

“I am sorry Iman, I am so sorry for everything | have made you go through.
I didn’t mean to hurt you. Please forgive me. I cannot face this life without
you. Please come back to me, I promise it will never happen again.” She
sent him this message.

" | trusted you with my whole heart. You broke it to pieces. What makes
you think I’ll be crazy enough to give my heart to you, again? Why did
you do this? For fun? If you wanted to have fun, you should have gone for
swimming classes. If you needed fun, you should have gotten yourself a
hobby. If you wanted to have fun, you should have hiked a mountain. You
don’t use another person's heart for fun, Angela.” That was his response.

It broke her heart. She broke into tears. She did not go to classes that day.
It was unheard of; Angela was missing classes. Neema knew something
had to be the problem with her. She went straight to her place immediately
after the classes. She needed to know what had happened to Angela. She
loved her and would always try to help whenever she could. Angela had
taken time to understand Neema and had also helped her in a lot of matters.
Angela had overtime succeeded in changing Neema. Neema had turned on
a new leaf. She had opened a new chapter in her life because of Angela.
She had dropped most, if not all her evil ways. She was viewing life from
a better angle. It was only Angela, in the whole school, that knew about
Neema’s poor background and that she was doing all she did to earn a
living. She had no support from anywhere and her education was entirely
on her. She had to do that to help her ailing mother get medication. She did
that to pay fees for her schooling brothers. At her young age, everything at
home depended on her. She wasn’t selling herself for fun, it was in an
attempt to save her situation but this was her downfall later.
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When she got to Angela’s house, she talked to her at length. The girl really
needed help. She was 'dying' there alone. Her heart was bleeding. She was
glad she had someone to talk to. Finally, she asked Neema to go talk to
Iman on her behalf. She trusted Neema could help her get him back. Neema
was reluctant but for Angie's sake she went. After all, she’d longed to get
such a moment with Iman, just the two of them even if for a mere talk. She
got to his house and just when she got in, Scott was moving out. She
hugged Iman as usual. He was so low and raged.

“What does that girl want from me? What haven’t I done for her? Honestly,
where did I go wrong?”

“Hey, calm down Iman, it will be well.”

He burst into tears again. Neema took that advantage to sooth him. She
soothed him really hard. She helped him cool down. He looked desperate,
desperate for love, desperate to be loved. She took it all in her able hands
and did what she knew how to do best. He was falling into that trap
innocently. She kissed him and her hands were all over him. He was lost
in the feeling. He wanted it so bad. She kept working so hard but suddenly,
Iman shot up and got out of the bed. He looked horrified, not because she
had done anything wrong but because she had done something exactly the
way Angela would do it. It had taken aback his mind to Angie all over
again. Neema was shocked. She felt both guilty and ashamed. She dressed
up and left. He was in deep thoughts. He was feeling guilty, as though
Angie was there all along watching it. He felt sorry. He had almost broken
his promise to Angela. He hated himself for that. He also hated Neema for
almost making him fail.

She heard a knock on the door and nervously went to get it. She knew it
was Neema, back from Iman’s place. She opened, and to her surprise, it
was Scott. He was here to talk to her. He’d been sent by Iman. Iman wanted

her back. On hearing this, she was overjoyed. She confessed a lot of things
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to Scott. She even confessed that she had never been happier since she
parted ways with Iman. She was extremely excited. Scott looked at her and
said;

“I am sorry to say this. I have to confess that all along, I’ve been admiring
you in silence. I loved you from the very day we met but on realizing Iman
was for the same, | opted out. | must confess that | engineered many of the
misunderstandings you’ve had in the past with Iman. I did all that so that
you two could part ways and that would have given me a chance to have
that which for long, 1'd wished to have. | must say | realized you two were
meant for each other. It is evident in your eyes that he has that special place
in your heart. Forgive me for saying so much. I now choose to support you
till the end of time. All the best in your relationship.”

It did not come as a shock to her. She always had that funny feeling. She
knew Scott was up to something all along. His moves were never quite
clear, but being intelligent, she could read between the lines. She also
doubted Neema, but did not get any reasons to justify it. She never got a
reason for the rest of her life. Scott left to go deliver the good news to Iman.
Iman was so happy and wanted to go see her almost immediately. He went
to her place. They reunited and picked up their broken pieces. Neema never
came back that day. She neither called nor sent Angie any message. She
was at Scott’s place. She confessed to Scott what had happened. The two
were great friends for the same reason. Scott wanted Angela and Neema
wanted to get Iman. They had done a lot of bad things together, to ensure
the two parted ways but none of it had worked, clearly . This was their last
meeting and they chose to give up and let the two have what was rightfully
theirs. They chose to be good friends and to support them whenever they
could. Things changed and it was a new start once again.

After school, a month before graduation, Iman planned to take Angela
home so that she could meet his parents. The two had finally decided to
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become a family, but of course not immediately. He wanted Angie to come
with her family to meet his own, and then thereafter they would plan a
wedding. Angela was so excited. She talked to Ingrid and Mr. Bright about
it. They were happy for her. Ingrid trusted her daughter and knew she never
did anything without thinking extensively. She trusted Angie was wise and
would choose well. They agreed on a date, which she later on
communicated to Iman. Iman got so excited because finally everything was
going his way. The date they had settled on was not too close. He talked to
his parents about it and this prepared all of them psychologically. Because
it was not an immediate thing, Iman chose to embark on his horticulture
business until the big day was close. He did a lot on the farm. It was
beautiful. He wanted to take Angie to this farm. He organized a day when
he was sure his mum would not be on the farm. Saturday was ideal. His
mother never came around on weekends. Angie came to the farm. She
loved the place and congratulated Iman for the good work. He showed her
to his little office where all the records were. While in the office, she took
a seat to get some rest. There was a knock at the gate. They assumed it but
again there was another and Iman decided to go attend to the person. He
was brief. He wanted to talk to the farm manager. He was looking for a job
as he had seen it on advertisements all over. Iman asked the man to see his
mother later in the week at the farm. The man was thankful. Iman had
treated the man courteously unlike many people he’d met in his spree to
look for a job, any job that required a person with his knowledge and skills
in agriculture. He exchanged contacts with Iman and made his way out,
thanking him so much. Angela wanted to know what was going on so she
dashed out to check. As she got to Iman, the man was already at the gate
headed out. She only saw his back, unclearly though. Iman told her what
the man wanted and she settled. He liked the man at first sight. He also
looked somewhat familiar.
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Finally the long awaited day came. It was a good day. The sun was out so
early, an indication that it would be a great day. Preparations were all over.
Iman’s father was dressed up by 8:00am; a sign that he had really longed
for the day and was happy that it finally was there with them. He could not
wait longer. He had even missed his job so that he could be there for his
son. Iman’s little sister was so excited. Iman’s mother had organized her
friends and a catering crew to grace the day. By 10:00am; all was set and
ready. Visitors had started arriving. Family and friends sat in the tents
waiting for the VVIP; Mr. and Mrs. Bright and the amazing Angela. Music
graced as they interacted among themselves. Iman’s mother was not the
type to be quiet for long. She kept entertaining the audience with talks and
stories. Soon the members of the quad got in. Scott and Neema were
shocked at how rich Iman’s parents were. The homestead looked so
beautiful. They were welcomed by Iman. He was so delighted to see them
except for the fact that he could not totally forget his encounter with Neema
the last time she was in his house. Even so, he did not allow that to be an
item of discussion on such a day. Just then he received a call from Angela.
The Bright’s were just some few minutes away and in no time they would
be there, joining the rest. Immediately he was done talking to Angie,
another call came in. It was the man who was looking for a job at the farm.
Iman asked him for a minute. He rushed to talk to his mum. She told Iman
to ask the man to bring his papers to her at that moment. Iman called the
man and asked him to come see his mother. He gave him the directions
and then hung up.

A white car came in; dark tinted glasses. It was Bright’s family, finally.
Angie was so tense. She could not explain the feeling. She was seated at
the back of the car. Ingrid helped her calm down. Bright was the first to
step out, then came Ingrid, who then did the favour of opening the door for
the scared Angie. She nervously stepped out, her face down. A small girl
from the family tent ran towards Angela. The small girl was of the white
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antecedent and looked almost like Angie; from the curly baby hairs to the
shiny black ponytail. She ran and grabbed Angela’s hand and Angela was
surprised. Iman’s mum stood up to welcome the visitors. Angela was
walking behind the tall Mr. Bright and she could not be seen so well. When
they approached the tent, Iman’s mum was shocked.

“Angela, my child!” On hearing that voice, Angie raised her head.
“Mother!”

Everyone in the gathering was surprised. Dell was running speechless, she
ran to hug her daughter. She could not believe her eyes. Was she dreaming?
Angela was also out of words. She was in tears, tears of joy. How she had
longed to get that hug from her own mother. She could not believe she had
finally met her mother again. Mr. and Mrs. Bright were no exception. They
were all shocked at what was happening. They could not talk. Their hands
were on their mouths. Scott and Neema ran to Iman. He was so shocked
that he could not stand on his own. They went to him, to help him come
back to his senses. He was confused. He did not know what to do.
Everyone except the Bright's recalled what Dell had shared with them that
hour, about good parenting. She had told them a lot of stories about herself
among them the story of her lost daughter.

“Junior, this is your sister. This is my long lost daughter!” Dell said amidst
tears.

Jay walked towards Junior, “Iman, my son, I am so sorry it had to happen
this way but be strong. I am here for you, it will be fine.”

He helped him stand and started walking him to the house. As this went
on, the jobseeker came in, with an old file in his hand. He just found
himself in this confusion. Iman saw him but assumed. Dell turned and saw
the man who was approaching. The man fell down; his file and papers
scattered all over the place.
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“Ryan!” Dell shouted.

“What! Dad!” added Angela.
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