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RubiesandRain

One

Theraindidn’tmakethingsmessy.Peopledidthat

allontheirown.–BarbaraDelinsky

“IwishyoudiedinsteadofMom!Youknowwhat,I

wishyoucouldjustdropdeadalready.Youare

makingmylifehell,Ihateyou!”

ThosearethelastwordsIscreamedatmyfather

whenhetriedtoseemeoveramonthago.Ijust

wokeuptonewsofhisallegeddeathtrendingon

Twitter.Itfeelslikeanightmare.ThefirstthingIdo

iscallhisnumber,

“Thenumberyouhavedialleddoesnotexist.”



Don’tpanic,Ruby.Don’tpanic,uncleGumburaiwill

clearthiswholemess.Heneverleavesmyfather’s

side.Idialhisnumbertooanditdoesn’tevenring,

tut-tut-tutthelinetappersoffandIcanfeelmychest

closinginbutIwon’tpanic.Thisisprobablyone

hugemisunderstanding.UncleBatsirai!Hisnumber

ringsandafterwhatfeelslikeageshefinallypicks

upmycall,breathingheavily.

“Ruru!ThankGod,areyouok?Ihavebeentrying

yourphonesincelastnight.”

Shit!Myphonehasbeenoffsincetheclublastnight,

mybatterydiedandIonlyturneditonwhenIwoke

upandgotsomanynotificationsIdidn’tcheckmy

voicemail.

“Iwasstudying…pleasetellmeit’snottrue,Sekuru.

Pleasetellmethatbitchdidn’tkillmyfather.”



UncleBatsirai'sheavysighfollowedbyapregnant

pausemakesmythroatchokeupandIfeellikeI

can’tbreathe.

“Ruby,somethingjustdoesn’taddup.Idon’tthink

Vimbaiwouldhavethecapacitytokillanyonelet

aloneyourfather.”

Arghhhh!Ofcourse,thatbitchhasmyuncleunder

herclawsaswell.Ihonestlydon’tknowwhatthey

seeinthathoodrat,sheprobablysleptwithmy

uncletoo.Iangrilyhangupwithouthearinganother

wordoftheVimbai'sabsolutionbrigade.Thatgirlis

conniving,shetriedtosinkherclawsintoChatunga

andwhenshefoundoutthatheonlyusedherfor

sex,sheturnedhercharmsonmyfather.WhenIget

myhandsonher,Iwillkillhermyself.

TheangerthatIam tryingtodirectatVimbaicomes

backtomeandIrealizethatIbroughtthisonmy

father,Iwisheddeathonhim untildeathfinally



locatedhim.ItfeelslikethetimeIfoundoutmy

motherwasdead,onlythistimemyfatherisn’tthere

todrawmeintohisarmsandletmecryuntilhist-

shirtwaswetwithmytears.Iwanttoscream Daddy,

why!!!!ButIhaven’tcalledhim Daddyinforever.The

realizationhitsmesquarelyonmychestlikea

fireballandIstartscreaminginpain.Thiscan’tbe

happening,hewasalwayssupposedtobethere,

evenwithourdifferences,Daddywassupposedto

alwaysbethere.

ThelastwordsIscreamedathim tauntmeand

makemesobharder,IwishIcouldtakethem back.I

wishIcouldhaveatleasttalkedtohim,givenhim a

hug.Thefleetingpainandsadnessinhiseyesthe

lasttimeIsawthem isstuckinmyhead,drivingmy

crazy.IsobuntilIhavehiccupsandIhugmypillow

toatleastfeelsomesemblanceofcomfortbutallI

wishIcoulddoisbealittlegirlagainandcurlupin

myfather’slapwhenevertherewasathunderstorm.

Hewouldbrushmybackandsaysoothingwords

untilIfellasleep.



It’sfunnyhowindeathInowrememberallthegood

thingsabouthim,Ihavebeenangryathim forso

longthatitovershadowedthetimesIwould“help”

him makepancakesformymotheronMother’sDay

andonherbirthday.Itwouldendwithbothofus

lookinglikeghostsbutthelaughsandkissesin

betweenwereworthhavingtobescrubbedclean.

WhenIwasalittlegirl,myfathercoulddonowrong

inmyeyes.HewasmySupermanandthatiswho

I’m sobbingpiteouslyfor.Ithurts,ithurtssobadlike

someonecutmyheartopenandpouredsome

chilliesalloverit.

Dad,why?Whydidyouleavemeacompleteorphan,

Daddy?!

Ican’tevenscream thewordsbecausemythroatis

cloggedwithtearsandI’m amessoftearsand

mucus.IthitsmesquarelythatIhavenoonenow,

noonewhowillobsessovermysafetyandnoone



whowillfollowuponeverythingthatIdo.The

thoughtmakesmecryharderuntilIfeeldizzy.

…..

Imusthavecriedmyselftosleep.Iwakeupwitha

poundingheadache,mythroatisonfire,myeyes

feelheavyandI’m irritatedbythebangingonmy

door.Idragmyselffrom theruginthelivingroom,

mybonesprotestingfrom beingsubjectedtothat

uncomfortableposition.Istretchabitbefore

checkingonmyspyhole.Peaches.ThelastpersonI

wanttoseerightnowbutIopenthedoorbecause

herknockingisdrivingmecrazy.Shespringsinto

theroom,shelooks…excitedandherstridesare

purposeful.

“Iheardthenews,finallyyougettobefreeandlive

yourbestlife.”



Godgivemestrength,thismustbeatemptation.

Surelynoonecanbethisinsensitive.Can’tshesee

mypuffyeyesandblotchedcheeks?

“I’m anorphanPeaches,myfatherdiedandyouare

sayingI’m freetolivemybestlife.Whatnext?

ShouldIthrowapartytoo?”

“Geez,Ithoughtthiswaswhatyouwanted.Whyare

youusingthattone?Areyoutouchedbyhis

passing?”Shehasthenervetolookandsound

affronted.

“Whatwasyourfirstclue?Youknowwhat,Ican’t

dealwithyourignorancerightnowPeaches.Not

everythingisaboutyourhoteppoliticsandyour

endlesscampaigns.”

“Thereisnoneedtocallmenames,I’m nottheone

who’smourningahomophobicnarcissistwhomade



yourlifeanabsolutehell.”

“AtleastIknewmyfatherandhemadeaneffortto

beinmylife.”

I’vegonetoofarIthinkassoonasthewordsleave

mymouthbutPeachesdoesn’tstaylongenoughfor

metoapologize.Iwinceatthesoundofmydoor

beingslammedhard.Touchingonherdeadbeat

fatherwasalowblowfrom meconsideringthatshe

wasjustcallingmyfatherallthenamesthatIcalled

him,behindhisback.Ihavesomanyemotions

waitingtoeruptwithinmeandIdon’tknowhowto

processthem.

“SiriplayHurtbyChristinaAguilera.”

AsthehauntingnotesstartIslidedownonthefloor

andIbreakdownandcry.Ijustwantmyparents

back,bothofthem.Theycan’tleavemewithina



yearofeachother.Theyjust…

“SeemslikeitwasyesterdaywhenIsawyourface

YoutoldmehowproudyouwerebutIwalkedaway

IfonlyIknewwhatIknowtoday

Ooh,ooh

Iwouldholdyouinmyarms

Iwouldtakethepainaway

Thankyouforallyou'vedone

Forgiveallyourmistakes

There'snothingIwouldn'tdo

Tohearyourvoiceagain

SometimesIwannacallyou

ButIknowyouwon'tbethere”

Idialhisnumberagainhopingagainstalloddsthat



thisisonetwistednightmareandI’llhearhisdeep

voiceaskingwhyhisprincessiscryingandwho

doeshehavetokill.Oh,Daddy!Instead,Ireceivethe

sameautomatedresponse.I’m abouttothrowmy

phoneawaywhenIrealisethatnotificationson

Twitteraregoingcrazy.Ikeepbeingmentionedina

thread.

Sungurai

@son_of_the_soil

ChibabaIan’scontributiontopoliticsremainsoneof

themostunderratedaspectsofoursadnation's

legacy.

Therearedifferentreactions,someagreeingand

somesayingthatheonlyleftbehindalegacyof

looting.MythroatgoesdrywhenIseePeaches'

reply.

Phindiwe



@peaches_ye_bitcheez

Hewasahomophobicpieceofshitevenhisown

daughtercouldn’tstandhim.

Ohbutthatisnoteventheworstofitwhen

someonecallsheroutonnotevenknowinghim like

that,herresponseknockstheairrightoutofmy

lungs.

Phindiwe

@peaches_ye_bitcheez

Iknowhisdaughter

ThensheattachedavideothatIdidn’tevenknow

existsofhergoingdownonmeandbothourfaces

areshowingclearly.No,no,no!Peacheswhathave

youdone?Thesongkeepsplayinginthe

backgroundlikemylifehasn’tturnedfortheworst.

“IfIhadjustonemoreday



IwouldtellyouhowmuchthatI'vemissedyou

Sinceyou'vebeenaway

Ooh,it'sdangerous

It'ssooutofline

Totryandturnbacktime”

.......

Goodmorningfamily

Ihaven'tfinishedtheprojectIam workingon,please

bearwithmefornowourpostingschedulewillbe

Monday

Wednesday

Friday



Warning,thisstorycontainsalotoftriggers;please

beonthelookoutfortriggerwarningsoninserts.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo

RubiesandRain

Two

“Thebestthingonecandowhenit’srainingistolet

itrain.”–HenryWadsworthLongfellow

Nosihle

IcannevergetusedtotheBeitbridgeheat,itfeels

likeIhavebeendippedinadryhotwaterspring.The



whirringsoundofthefanisirritatingbecauseonly

hotairseemstobecomingoutofit.Myblouseis

plasteredagainstmyback,makingmeitchyandItry

togetitoffmyback.

Mytinycupboardofficeiscrammedwithalotof

IncomeTaxSelf-Assessmentfiles,Presumptive

TaxesfilesandfilesonCarbonTaxper-liter

collectionandmigrationfrom CustomsDutyto

ExciseDutyonfueldatingbackto2007.Ipickthe

fileI’m currentlyworkingonandItrytofanmyself,

thatonlyseemstotipthesweatontomyface.

Isighlookingatthetime,Ijustwanttogettomy

smallroom attheZimraflatsandstriptomypanties

thenstretchmylimbsinfrontofmytinyfridge.

Dammitit’snoteven3.pm yet.

MyphoneringsandIgroanwhenIseethatit’san

unsavednumber.It’seitherJacob'swifeorsomeone

sentbyoneofmyclassmatesaskingforafavour



withclearingtheircarorgoodsattheborder.I

almostdon’tansweritbutsomethingmovesmeto

pickup.

“Hello?”

Asobgreetsmebackandthenaflurryofwords

comeburstingoutintheothersideofthelineandall

Icanmakeoutis,

“…sisVimbai…tookher…hiding…scared…tocallyou.”

“Whoa,whoa,calm down.Takeadeepbreath,there

yougo.Nowtellmefrom thebeginning.”

Ithinkthere’sanimpatientsnortfrom thegirlwho

calledbutshestartsovereventhoughhervoiceis

wobblingsohardit’sstillhardtohearwhatsheis

saying.



“MynameisDavirai,Vimbaiismysister.Justnow,

weweredoingsomeofmyhomeworkwhenthere

wasaloudknockonthedoor.SisVimbaitoldmeto

hideinthecupboardandtocallyoushouldanything

happen.SomebigRovaimencameinandstarted

searchingthewholeplaceandthentheydraggedsis

Vimbaiaway.Pleasecomeandhelpme,I’m scared.”

Idon’tknowwhattomakeofthiscallbecause

Vimbaidoesn’thaveasisterthatIknowofexcept

herstep-siblingsandIdoubtshewouldhavecalled

oneofthem tostaywithherinHarare.Ihaven’tbeen

talkingtoherlately.Thingskindofgotstrained

betweenuswhenIkeptaskingwhathappened

betweenherandTafadzwa.Ontheotherhand,the

fearinthegirl’svoiceispalpableeventhroughthe

lineandshealsosoundsdesperate.

“Whereareyounow?”Iask,theheatandmy

lazinessallbutforgotten.



“Iam stillhidinginthecupboard,”hervoicehas

droppedtoawhisper,asifshe’sscaredthat

someonemighthearher.

“DoyouhaveWhatsApp?”whenshegivesan

affirmativeanswer,Iaskhertosendmeherlocation.

Beforeshecananswerthereisaloudthudinher

background.

“WhatwasthatDavirai?”Ifindmyselfwhisperingtoo.

“Idon’tknowsisNosi,thereissomeoneor

somethingatthedoor.”

“Donotopenthatdoor,doyouhearme?Don’topen

itforanyoneuntilIgetthere.Sendmeyourlocation

rightnow.”

Idon’tknowhowIam planningtogettoHarare,I



haveworktomorrowandit’sjustaweekfrom

payday,Iwillhavetodipintomysavingsbut

somethingtellsmethatthisgirlistellingthetruth

andVimbaineedsme.Igetuptogolookformy

supervisor,workallbutforgotten.

“No,youcannotjusttakeleaveonawhim.Youhave

tofilloutpaperworkrequestingleaveandwesendit

toHRandtheywilleitheracceptorrejectyour

request.”

Isuckmyteethandtryhardnottotellattheman.I

stillneedthisjobtotakecareofmymotherand

sister'schildren.

“Sir,it’samatteroflifeanddeath.Myfriend…”Idon’t

evengettofinish,hecutsinwithacondescending

air.

“Nosihlethisisnotyourmother’sstallinGwanda,



wedothingsbythebookaroundhere.Nospecial

favours.”

SomethinginmesnapsandIlookhim straightinthe

eye,somethingIhaveneverdoneinalmostayearof

workinghere.

“Listen,sir,thatfriendI’m tellingyouaboutisthe

onlyreasonIam aliveandstandinginfrontofyou

today.HaditnotbeenforherIwouldhavediedin

somedisgustingroom inMbare,”justthinkingabout

itmakesmeemotional.

Vimbaisavedmylifefrom abotchedillegalabortion

thatleftmywombscarredandshewouldn’teven

allowmetopayherback.

“Ineedthisjob,yes,butIam goingtoHarareto

repayherkindnessevenifitmeansIwon’tcome

backtoajob,it’sfine.GodwillmakeawaybutI’m



going.”

Helooksatmyeyesforamomentbeforegrunting

andhandingmealeaveform.

“Amonthisalltheleaveyoucangetanddon’tmake

itahabit.”

MyreliefisinstantandIhugmysupervisororhis

hangingbelly.Ifillouttheform quicklybeforehe

changeshismind.

IrushtotheflatstogoandgetsomecashandI

throwsomeclothesintoanovernightbag.The

hustleistryingtogettransporttoHarare.The

bussesfrom SouthAfricapassme,fullandIam

afraidtohitchhike.Iam abouttogiveupandgoto

thebusstationwhenahaulagetruckdriverthatI

oncehelpedwithpaperworkforhistobaccostops

whenhenoticesmeandfortunately,heisheadingto



Harare.IsendashortprayertoGodthathedoesn’t

rapemealongthewaybeforeswingingmybagupto

him.

……

IreachHarareinonepieceandthemiddleofthe

night,justafter11.Ifellasleepinthedriver’sbed

justbehindhisseat.Hewastheperfectgentleman

andherefusesmyoffertopayjustasIrefusedhis

afterIhelpedhim backthen.

Hecan’tgetinsidetheCBDbecauseofthesizeof

histruckbuthedoescallhiscousinformeand

waitswithmeuntilhiscousincomesandhemakes

suretotellthecousintogetmehomesafely.I

breatheaprayerofgratitude.Daviraisentmea

locationtosomesnazzyflatsnearAvondale.She

hastoringmeupbeforethesecurityletsusdrivein.

MyheartalmoststopsinmychestwhenIrealize



thatthereisapoolofbloodinthedoorwayofthe

apartmentnumberthatDaviraigaveme,itisoneof

theonlytwoapartmentsinthisfloor.Waitno,she

saidit’s18not19.Myreliefisshort-livedbecause

thereisbloodinthehandleofthatapartmentand

whenDaviraiflingsthedooropenshehasbloodon

herdress.

“Oh,myGod!Whathappened?”

Iam freakingoutandthereisnodoubtinmymind

thatthisisVimbai'ssister,theylooksomuchalike

eventheknock-knees.

“It’snotmybloodsisNosihle,it’suncleJoshua's

blood,”shepointstoaheapofamanlyingononeof

theexpensive-lookingcouches.Thereisatrailof

bloodthatheleftbehind.Oh,Vimbaiwhathaveyou

gottenyourselfintonow?



DavirairushesmetouncleJoshuaandheis

wheezingbutnotmakinganysound.Ithinkhe’s

sleepingandImoveintocheckwherehe’shurt

whenastrongarm grabsmepainfullyandIwince.

“Whoareyou?”hiseyesarecoldandI’m nottheone

bleedingoutbutIshiver.

“Iam Vimbai'sfriend,Nosihle,wewereroommates

incollegeandIworkinBeitbridge.”

Iknowjustmynamewouldhavebeenenoughbut

somethingisintimidating,coldandruthlessabout

thisJoshuathathadmespillingmyguts.Helooks

meover,theperusalcold,impersonalandthenhe

letsgoofmyarm andthereishisbloodleftonme.

“WhathappenedtoVimbai?Isshehurt?Didyoucall

theambulance,thepolice?Youarebleedingout.”



Iam badunderpressure,Ipaniceasilyandgettoo

emotionalandIwishVimbaiwasherenow,shehas

acalm wayoflifedealingwitheverysituation.

“Noambulance.Nopolice.Patchedmyself.”

HiswordsareclippedandIonlyrealizewhenhe

dragsinsomeairthatitmustbehardforhim tosay

anything.

IturntoDaviraiandaskheraboutVimbai.Poor

child'seyesarebulgingoutofherfaceandshe

looksreadytoburstintotears.Shehandsmeher

phoneandthereisavideo.Vimbailookingthrough

thespyholeandaskingwhoitis,thebarked

responseandthedoorbeingflungopen.Thepolice

keepaskingwhereherhusbandisandsheclaims

thatshedoesn’thaveahusband.

ThepolicearesentoutbytheirSargentandstart



raidingthewholehouse.Onebigwomanofficer

obscuredthecameraforabitbeforetheCamera

goesbacktoVimbaidemandingasearchwarrant

andthepoliceofficerisveryrudeinhisresponses.

Thentheyagreethattakingherawaywillbringher

“husband”outfrom hiding.

ThisisworsethanIthought.Way,wayworse.

.......

GoodmorningFamily

Pleasedon'tforgettotagandmentionyourfriends

andfamily.

SeeyouonWednesday.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Three

Arainydayisanequalizer.Youdon’tknowwhat’s

goingtohappen.Youjusttakewhatyoucanget.–

CharlieHarvey

Nosihle

Agroanfrom thecouchdisturbsmysecondviewing

ofthevideo,Iam tryingtomakesenseofwhy

Vimbaiwasarrested.IturntothesoundandIfind

themountainofamannowanashencolour,

sweatingprofusely.

“Bucket,”thefeebledemandmakeshim appeareven

morevulnerable.



Davirairushestowardsthedoorontheleftand

comesbackwithabucket.Shehasbarelyputit

downwhenhedoublesoverandstartsvomiting

blood.

“Davirai,gotobedrightnow!”

I’m panickingbutIthinkthechildhasseenenough

horrorforonedayandshelooksquitegreenherself.

Shedoesn’targue,sheleavesforherbedroom asif

she’sbeingchasedbydemons.Theinjured

mountainisstillwheezingbuthasn’tvomitedmore

blood.What’sthenumberoftheambulanceagain?

“Whatareyoudoing?”thewordssoundlabouredbut

withahintofmenacetoo.

“I’m callingtheambulance,”ortryingtoifonlyIcould

rememberthenumber.LetmeGoogleit.



“Don’t.Noambulance.Nopolice.”

Hemustbedeliriousfrom thepain.Hejustvomited

bloodforcryingoutloud!Hefumbleswithhis

pocketsandIcantelltheactionistaxingbecausehe

iswheezingbutinstincttellsmeofferinghim help

shouldbethelastthingIdo.Eveninpain,heis

clingingtohisindependence.

HefinallygetshisphoneandIwatchashethumps

throughhisphoneandthenIhearthediallingtone.It

ringstwicebeforeanalertvoicebreaksoverthe

phone.

“Joshua.”

Themountainwheezesandclencheshisbloodied

teeth,tryingtogatherthestrengthtotalk.



“CodeRed.”

“Copy.”

Thatistheonlyresponseandthelinegoesdead.I

wringmyhandsasIwatchhim doubleupagainand

vomit,thistimeonlyatrickleofbloodcomesout.

“Water!”

Heexcelsintheseone-worddemands,Iheadtothe

kitchenwithoutsayinganythingandittakesmea

minutetofigureoutwheretheglassesareandIpour

somewater.Thesightofbloodhastakenmeback

tothatrustyroom inMbarewiththemetallicsmell

ofbloodhangingheavilyintheplace.Ishakemyself

from thatmemoryandrushbacktothecouch.Oh,

Godno!Heisslumpedonthecouchawkwardlyand

iseitherdeadorhaslostconsciousness.



Hesitantly,Iplacemyhandunderhisnosetocheck

ifhe’sstillbreathing.Thereisn’tmuchtogobysoI

lookforapulseinstead.It’stherebutit’sveryfaint.I

startpacing,feelinghelpless.WhocanIcall?Unlike

Vimbai,Idon’thaveanyconnections.Idon’tknow

anydoctors.Ifthismandiesonhercouch,howin

thehellam Igoingtoexplainhisdeath?Ifhedies

whowillhelpmegetVimbaioutofthismess?What

canIdotostophim bleedingout?

IrushtothedoorthatDaviraiwenttofetchthe

bucket.IsearchthevanitymirrorandIfindtampons,

bandagesandafirstaidkid.Irushbackandfindhim

stillout.Whereishebleeding?Itouchhisarmsand

myhandscomebackdry,Igulpbeforebringingmy

handstohistorso,he’sbleedinginthegut.

Idon’tknowwhatI’m doingbutIputtwotampons

onthegapingwoundandsomebandagesbefore

holdingitdownwithsomegauzetape.It’sfarfrom

neatbutIhopeitholdsthebleeding.Itakethe



bucketandIgoemptyiteventhoughmystomachis

turningatthesightofblood.Ipoursomewaterand

lookforatowel.Ikeepthecold,wettowelonhis

forehead,Iseethem doingthisinthemoviesallthe

time,Ihopeithelpshim.Hedoesn’tregain

consciousnessandhestilllooksasicklyshadeof

grey.

Thirtyminuteslater,I’m readytocalltheambulance

andfuckwhathesaidwhenthereisabriskknockon

thedoor.Feargripsme.Itiptoetothedoorandlook

throughthespyglass.Thereisamanwithabag

standingaloneoutsideVimbai’sapartmentat

almosttwoam.

“Whoisit?”Idemand,myvoicesoundingbraver

thanIfeel.

“Joshuacalledme.”



Iam torn,whatifhe’sbeensenttofinishoffthe

mountain,butwhatifheistheonehecalled?

“Tellmewhathesaid,”Iam takingariskhere.

“CodeRed.”

Iopenthedoorforhim andhesmilesbrieflyatme

beforewalkingbrisklytowardsJoshuawithout

anotherword.BythetimeIlockthedoor,Ifindhim

crouchednexttoJoshuaandcursinglightly.He

clicksabuttononthecouchanditopensintoabed,

neat.Heturnshim andopenshisbag,takingout

someinstruments,bandages,adripofbloodand

someothercolourlessliquid.Heremovesmy

makeshiftbandageandinsertssomelongtweezers

intothewound.IexpectJoshuatojumporflinchbut

he’sstillunconscious.

IpaceandwatchasthemanwhoIcanonlyassume



isadoctor,nimblyworksonthemountainwithout

sayingaword.Afterstitchinghim up,heputsonthe

dripswithprecisionandallIcandoispacewhile

wringingmyhands.

“Youcangotobed,Iwilllookafterhim,”hefinally

turnstomewhenheisdonewithtendingtoJoshua.

Sleepsoundslikeheavenbutwhatifthismanhurts

Joshua?Itellhim thatI’m fine,Iwillstayup.Heonly

looksmeoverandthengoesbacktolookingat

Joshua.Isitonthesofaoppositehim andwatchhis

everymove.

……

ImusthavefallenasleepbecauseIam wokenby

somemovement.Iopenmyeyes,disorientedfora

moment.Thisplaceisnothinglikemytinyflatin

Beitbridge.IrememberwhathappenedbeforeIfell



asleep.IturnandIfindJoshua'stiredbloodshot

eyesonme.

“Youarealive.”

Ifeelprettydumbafterstatingtheobviousbuthe

onlyliftsthecornersofhismouthinwhatismeant

tobeasmilebutendsupbeingagrimace.

“Well,Ihavebeendeadacoupleoftimes.”

SomethingtellsmeIdon’twanttoknowoftheother

timesthathe’sbeendead.Hehassomecolourback

andnewdrips.Thedoctorisnowhereinsight.His

nakedtorsoismorechiselledthananythatIhave

everseen,Igulpdownsomehotsaliva.Focus,

Nosihle!YoucameheretorepayyourdebttoVimbai.

I’m justabouttobringitupbutthemountainspeaks

first.



“Chengetaitellsmethatyourfirstaidsavedmylife,

thankyou.”

It’sasimpleenoughthankyoubutIstillfeelmy

cheeksheatingup.Focus!Mybrainscreamsatme.

“Iwasthinking,wecanreleasethatvideothat

Daviraitookandthatwillmakethepublicpressurize

thepolicetoletgoofVimbai.”

Joshualooksatmeasifhishoodedeyescansee

theheatonmycheeksunderneathmyprotective

coatofmelanin.HisscrutinyisuncomfortableandI

babblesomemoreaboutTwitterandInstagram.

“No,”no?He’ssimplygoingtosayno?BeforeIcan

gooffonhim hecontinues,

“Youdonotthrowinyouracebeforeyouropponent



hasshownhishand.Let’swaitforthepoliceto

formallylaytheirchargesandthentripthem upwith

thevideo.”

Ithinkaboutwhathe’ssayinganditmakessense

butthatcouldbeforever.ItwillalsomeanVimbai

hastostayinjailforthatlong.

“Howdowegetheroutofjail?Whereistheperson

whogotherintothismessinthefirstplace?The

personthatthepolicearelookingfor.”

Againthesilentscrutiny,thenhedismissesmewith

hiseyes.

“Icouldeat.”

I’m beingtested.Ididn’tdropeverything,almost

losingmyjobtocomeandbethisman'smaidand



nowhewantsmetocook.Ifoldmyhandsandgive

him mybeststinkeye.Hesighsadramatic,long-

sufferingsighthatdoesn’tsitwellonhisgigantic

frame.

“Fine,handmemyphone.”

OurhandstouchlightlyasIam handinghim his

phoneandIfeelafrissonofheatgoingdownmy

spine.Ilookatthemountaintoseeifhefeltittoo

andhehasthesamehooded-lidlook,buthedoesn’t

letgoofmyhand.Hetakeshisphoneanddials

someone.I’m stillcloseenoughtohim tohearthe

otherpersonontheline.

“Joshua,”isthishoweveryoneanswershiscalls?

“Batsirai,tellmeyouareonyourwayhomewith

her.”



Thereisatiredsighontheothersideoftheline.

“Theyarerefusingtograntherbail.Ispentthewhole

nightinCentraltryingtogetthem toletmetalkto

her.Theyhedgedaroundandonlyletmeseeherthis

morning.Itriedgettingacourtcasebutwiththis

pandemicit’sanightmare.”

IfeelmyheartsinkingbutJoshuastillseems

passiveuntilhisnextwords.

“Ifyouknowwhat’sgoodforyou,youwillgetherout

oryouwillfacetheconsequences.”

Heendsthecallandtriesanothernumber.Thisone

doesn’tgothrough.Hetakesasmall,oldNokia

phonefrom thepocketofhissweatspantsanddials

again.Whoeverhe’stryingtogetthroughhefails

andhethrowsthelittlephoneacrosstheroom.It

hitsthewallbutintrueNokiastyledoesn’t

disintegrateintoathousandpiece.



“What’swrong?”Ihatethefearinmyvoice,butthe

fearinhisvoicemakesitworse.

“Everything.”

......
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(triggerwarning:homophobicutterances)

"Whenitrains,itpours-figurativelyandliterally."

-JohnCornyn.

Ruby

Ihaven’tleftmyapartmentsincenewsofmy

father’sdeathandPeachespostedour

compromisingvideo.Afulldaybutitfeelslikeithas

beenayear.Ihadtoturnoffmyphonebecausethe

notificationswereinsane.

GodlyQueen



@FungisaiGomo

"...anabominationwithnoacceptanceinthe

Christianreligion.”

ZimboMotherz

@SulumaPatie

...thereasonwhyGodhasturnedhisbackon

Zimbabwe,anaChatungavanopfambavachinonga

cherochadona."(Chatungagoesaroundpicking

whateverhasfallen)

ZimExpatriate

@MoyoFelix

"Gayshavenoplaceinsociety,wonaibecheiro

ravondoka."(Lookatthatdamagedpussy)

KingLobengulathe6th

@khumaloMdue



"Takeyourlifeandjoinyourparentsyouworthless

pieceofarse..."

Iam trendingonZimbabweTwitter,thatghastlyZim

celebpageonInstagram andeverynewsoutlet.My

relationshipwithChatungaisbeingblastedandmy

motherisbeinginsulted,deadassheis.Therearea

fewdeaththreatsandevenmoredisturbingare

offerstobedickeddownsinceclearlyChatunga

wasn’tdoingagoodenoughjob.Ihavebeengetting

picturesofpeniseswithapromiseto“turnmyworld

around.”

IwishIcanburymyheadunderthetilesofmy

apartmentandhideforever.Asmuchasthe

homophobictreatmentthatIam beingshownis

gettingtome,hard,Ijustwantnewsonmyfather

andmyuncle.Therehasn’tbeenanyasthewhole

focushasbeenshiftedtomeandmysexuality.

MaybethismorningIwillgetsomethingbutIam not

turningonmyphone,IthinkI’lljustendup



deactivatingmysocialmediaaccounts.

Idragmylaptopandmyhandsshakeslightly,I

haven’teatenandmybodyisprotesting.Itried

eatingyesterdayandIviolentlythrewupasifmy

bodywasrejectingeventhethoughtoffood.Igoon

YouTubeandthereisanewsclipwherethechiefof

policeisgivingastatementtothepress.

“…wearestillinvestigatingthematterasone

suspectisalreadyincustody.Thesuspectis

believedtohaveseducedhervictim andthenputout

ahitonhim aftershegothim tochangehiswill,we

havemanagedtogetacopyofthewillinquestion

andsheiscurrentlybeinginterrogatedtotellus

wheresheburiedhisbody.Itisaverysadturnof

eventsasMrChikorewasplayedapivotalroleinthe

mainstayandeconomicturnoverofthiscountryand

wasalsooneoftheyoungest,decoratedwar

veterans.Anyleadsthatthepublicmayhaveare

mostwelcome.”



ThelittlehopethatIhadofmyfatherstillbeingalive

isfadingrapidly.Ifhewentintohidingshouldn’tmy

scandalbringhim outofhiding?Ifthereisanything

thatcouldhavebroughthim outit’sthis,theman

caredmoreabouthisimagethanheevercared

aboutme.ThebitterrealisationthatIam totallyon

myownweighsdownonme,Iam trulyandwell

alone.

TenderoflashesthroughmymindandIusethe

housephonetodialhernumberthatIknowbyheart.

Itringsforawhilebeforeshepicksitup.

“Tendipleasedon’thangup,it’sme,Ruby.Ijust

needsomeonetotalktoandyouaretheonlyperson

inthisworldwhohaslovedmewithoutcondition.”

MyvoicebreaksandIhearasighontheotherendof

theline.Shedoesn’tsayanythingbutshedidn’t



hangup,thatshouldcountassomething,right?I’m

graspingatstrawshere.

“He’sgoneandthisiswhatI’vewantedforsolong

butnowthatithadhappenedIkeepwishingit

wasn’ttrue,IwishIhadn’ttoldhim thatIwishedhe

wasdeadthelasttimeItalkedtohim.Imisshim,I

misshim sobadlyandImissyou.Iwishyouwere

heretohelpmemakesenseofthiswholemess.I

justneedsomeoneinmycorner,IfeellikeI’m

tumblingintothisendlessdarkholewithnooneto

carryme.I’m justsolost.”

ThetearswinandIbreakdownandsob,loudheart-

wrenchingsobsthatleavemywaningenergy

completelydepleted.Ilookatthephoneinmyhand

andshehasn’thungup.

“Listen,Ruby,”waitthisisn’tTendero'svoice,it’sher

mother.



“Iam sosorryforyourloss,yourparentswere

alwaysbothsokindtoourfamilyandtohearofyour

father'spassingisdevastating,Icanonlyimagine

whatyouaregoingthrough.Myheartgoesoutto

you,truly.Butpleasedon’tdragTenderobackto

beingyouremotionalcrutch,shehasbeendoingso

goodlatelyandsheisfinallyreadytomoveonfrom

you.Please,ifyoueverlovedherevenalittle,please

lethergo.”

Iswallowthelumpthatislodgedinmythroatand

thepaingoesstraighttomyheart.

“I..I…Iunderstandma’am,butcanIspeakwithher,

please?Justforaminute,Ijustneedtohearher

voiceonelasttime.”

Anothersighattheotherendoftheline.



“I’m sorryRubybutsheisnotinthehouseatthe

moment.Bestrong,thistooshallpass.”

ThenthelinegoesdeadandIstareatitfora

momentbeforeslowlylettinggoofthephone.I

standonshakylegsandheadtothebathroom.

“Takeyourlifeandjoinyourparentsyouworthless

pieceofarse..."

Heisright,Iam worthlessandallalone.Ihave

nothingtolivefor.Ilookatalltheanxietymedication

thatIhavepouredintomyhand,thiscouldenditall,

thepainIhavebottledup.Mystomachisempty,

theywouldworkveryquicklyyetsomethingholds

meback,fear.IfIdrinkthesepillnoonewillfindme

intimeorvisitmeinthehospital.Noonewillcareif

I’m deadoralive.Iputbackthepills.

Deadeyesstarebackfrom myreflectioninthe



mirror.Myeyeshavesunkintomycheekbones

remindingmeofthelasttimeIsawmymotherwhen

cancerhadsteadilyfedonherfleshuntilshehad

shrunktohalfhersize.Hereyeswerehollowand

listless,justlikeminerightnow.Shefoughtforso

longinsilence,Ididn’tevenrealisethatshewassick

untilIsawheronherdeathbed.Thistooshallpass,

right?IfIcouldgoonlivingafterherdeath,Icando

itagain,can'tI?Myblankeyesdon'tofferany

answersoranymotivation.

Iam startledbyloudbangingonmydoor,Iwaitfor

whoeveritistoleavebuttheyarepersistentandI

wonderhowtheymanagedtocomeupwithoutme

beingnotifiedbysecurity.Icurlupintoaballonthe

couchrockingmyselftotherhythm oftheheavy

knockingandshoutstoopenthedoorotherwise

theykickthedoorin.IcontinuerockingevenwhenI

hearsomethingthudagainstmydoor.Ihugmy

kneesclosertomychest,justlikeIdidasakid

duringthunderstorms.Thethuddinggraduatesinto

aloudcrashandmydoorgivesinandcomesoffits



hinges.

BootsthudandyetIdon’tlookuptocheckwhoitis

orwhytheyarerunningaroundmyapartment,

overturningthings.Acrashandangrywords,being

spokentomeIthinkbutIjustkeeponhugging

myself,tryingtowarm myheartandnotburstintoa

wail.SomeoneroughlypullsmeupandIstareinto

theirfaceastheytalk,allIcanseeistheirmouth

movingbutitfeelslikeIam outsideofmybody

watchingaseverythingunravelsinmotion.

Thebigmaninasuitshakingmeandshouting

somethinginmyface.Hisfaceisdistortedintoa

snarl.Mysilenceangershim morebecausehe

shakesmeandthrustsmeawayfrom him.

Someonegrabsmyonearm andanothergrabsthe

other.Iwanttotellthem toletmechangefrom my

pyjamasatleast,theshortsdon’tgivemeany

warmthbutIcan’tsaythewords.



Myteethchatteraswecomeoutofthewarmthand

securityofmyapartmentbuildingtothecold

wetnessofthewinterrain.Iwonderwheretheyare

takingmeastheyshovemeintothebackofavan

butdoesitevenmatter?Ihavenooneandnothing

toleavefor.Ihavenofightleftinme.Icurlinto

anotherballandwatchtherainsplatteronthe

windowscoveringthewholecityinadullgreyhaze.

.....

MorningFam

Youcangrabacopyofanyofmyfourbooksinany

bookstoreclosetoyou,wenowhavecopiesin

ExclusiveBooksGaboroneandNairobi .For

thosewhoarelost,pleaseaskinthecommentsand

someonewillbringyouuptospeed.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Five

SometimesSunshineTurnsToRainAndTheSame

OnesYouLoveToBringYouPain.–J.Cole

Vimbai

NauseaburnslikeacidinmythroatbutIkeepit

down,holdingmybreathuntiltheburningneedto

vomitpasses.Theputridstenchofthemetallic

bucketpiledwithfaecesandurinebythecornerisn’t

helpingeither.OnceIreleasemybreathandthe

smellwaifstowardsme,Igaguntiltearsstingmy

eyes.Godthisplaceisawful.AtleastI’m nolonger

sharingacellwithadozenotherladies.

Whenthepolicewomanhitherbatonstickonthe



barsofmyformercellandtoldmetocomeoutin

themorning,Isaggedwithreliefmistakenlythinking

mycaptivitywascomingtoanend.Onlytobe

broughttothiscell,theydidn’tevenhavethe

decencytoemptythemakeshifttoilet.

Iwon’tcomplainthough,complainingheregetsyou

nowhere,knowingyourrightsheregetsyoutargeted

andthelessyousay,thebetterthetreatment.Idon’t

knowhowlongI’vebeenhere,thetinywindowisso

highup,Icannotdeducewherethesunrisesorsets.

It’stheworstpossibleplaceforsomeonelikeme

becauseIhavetotrainmymindtonotlistentothe

voicesandnotjumpinfrighteverytimearat

scurriesclosetome.

Defeattastesbitterthanallthenauseaandacrid

tearsputtogether.Ihavelostthewilltofight,to

demandmyreleaseandshoutmyinnocence.Not

onlybecauseI’m aloneandcagedin,butbecause

doingallthatonlyelicitslaughsandsneersfrom the



guardsonduty.Itonlydrainswhateverlittlereserves

ofenergyIhave.Thesoundofabatonstickbeing

draggedacrosstheironbarsofmycellgratesmy

earsbutIkeepmyheaddown,stubbornlynot

lookingupevenwhenIcanfeelthebeamsofthe

torchlightonme.

“Comeout!”

TheorderissharpbutItakemytimegettingupandI

dragmyfeetfirsttothecornerwiththemetalbucket

andIcarryitasstinkingasitisandhandittowards

thepolicemanorderingmetocomeout.Hewrinkles

hisnoseandknocksthebucketoutofmyhandsand

thecontentssplatteracrosstheparchedcorridor.I

remaincalmlystaringathim asheletsoutastring

ofinsults.

Hewantsmetocleanupbuthe’stornbecausehe’s

beensenttogetme.IwonderhowBatsiraimanaged

togetthem toallowhim toseeme.Ihaveonlybeen



abletoseehim twicesinceIgothere,bothtimeshe

toldmehowharditwasforhim tobeallowedtosee

me.

HepushesmeandIam carefulnottosteponthe

messthathemade.Thebuttonstickispressedjust

beneathmyrightarmpit,steeringmetowardsthe

endofthesilentcorridors,theprisonersareeither

outtolunchorouttogettheirhourinthesun,a

privilegeIam seldom grantedbecauseIrefuseto

“cooperate”.Theinterrogationsstillhappen,every

daywithoutfailbuthavegrownshorterandsharper

inintensity.MaybeI’m headingtoonenow.Whenwe

gettotheareawithlightsIhavetobrieflyclosemy

eyesbeforeIcanadjusttothestarkglareofthelight

bulbs.

Thebatonstickleadsmetotheinterrogationroom,I

havewalkedthiscorridoroftenenoughtoknow

whenweareheadingtotheinterrogationroom.My

stepsfalterwhenIseeTafadzwapacinginthetiny



room insteadofBatsiraisittingwarilywithshoulders

drooped.ThatearnsmearoughpushandIjerkbut

keepwalkingdeliberatelyslow.Myarmpitwillhate

meformystubbornnesslaterbutfornow,Irebel.

Isitdownonthewoodenchair,it’sastepupfrom

thecoldcementfloorbutit’salsouncomfortableas

fuck.IstaplemyhandsandendureTafadzwa’s

scrutinywithoutflinching.It’sfunnyhowjustayear

agobeingaroundhim mademyheartflutterand

butterfliesroam mystomach,myskinpricklingwith

awarenessofhim.Rightnow,he’slookingatme

intentlyandIfeelnothing.Notanounceoffeeling.

“Youshouldhavetoldmethatyouarecoming,I

wouldhavedressedupfortheoccasion,”mytoneis

asdryasmycrackedlipsandIseehim lookatthe

chunkybrightgreensweaterthatI’m wearing,that

itcheslikeabitchImightadd.

Myhandsclutchontotheskirtofthestripedredand



whitedressthatIam wearingbeneaththechunky

sweater,insteadofprovidingsomerelieffrom the

itchysweater,thematerialiscoarseandchaffsat

myskinevenasoversizedasitis.

“Vimbaihowdidyouenduphere?”Ishrugmy

shoulderandwaitforhim tosaysomethingless

stupid.

“Ican’thelpyouifyoudon’ttellme,”lookatthisfool

tryingtobullshitabullshitter.

Idragmyhandsfrom underneaththetableandIlean

forwardonthetableasiftosharesomethingthatI

don’twanttheguardtohear.

“Youarenotmylawyer,Tafadzwa,youcan’thelpme

evenifItellyou.”IseehisAdam’sapplebobbingup

anddownashegetsworkedup.



“VimbaiIam nottheenemyhere,letmehelpyou.”

“Sothatyoucancallmemorenamesontopofthe

onesyoucalledmethelasttimewemet?”

HehasthedecencytoavoidmyeyeswhenI

mentionwhathappenedinfrontofthecourtthelast

timeIsawhim.Istillrememberthedisdainonhis

faceandthewordsthatheuttered.

“Thisbrokenorphanwhosleptherwaytogetting

toiletriesandmoneyforgroceriescanaffordlegal

help,guesssleepingwithamanyourfather’sage

helps.BesidesIwouldn’twanttospreadmylegsto

payyoutogetmeoutofhere,”Ithrowbackhis

wordsbackathim andthewayhe’sgulpingletsme

knowthatheremembersexactlywhathesaidtome.

“Vimbaicomeon,IknowIwasangryandIshouldn’t

havesaidwhatIsaidbutrightnowIam here,trying



tohelpyoubecauseIcareaboutyou.Dammit,

Vimbai,youleftmeforanothermantwicemyage

butI’m theonewhoisheretryingtogetyououtof

themessthatheputyouin.”

Ilookatthewayhe’sfiredupandheremindsmeof

hispassionatespeechtotheSRCteam inKariba,

thingshadbeensoeasierbackthenbeforeIknew

thathisfatherorderedahitonhim,thathisfather

wantedmedeadbecausehethoughtIsawtoo

much.BeforeIknewthathisfatherhadawhole

otherfamilythatTafadzwaknewaboutandlied

abouttome.

“Thankyou,really,thankyouforwantingtohelpme

butmylawyerismorethancapabletohandlethis

matter.”

Iam waryofreceivinganyhelpfrom Tafadzwa

becausehewillthrowitbackatmyfaceandhedid

alsoblurtoutthethingsItoldhim inconfidencetoa



bunchofourpeersinthebloodystreet.

“He’snotcomingbacktohelpyou,”hegoadsme,

theuglyheadofhisarrogancerearingitshead.

“Letmeworryaboutthatandyouworryaboutwho

putoutthathitonyou.Thankyouforcomingtosee

me,Iappreciatethegesture.”

Helookslikeheswallowedaplateoflivecaterpillars.

HeisrightIanleftmetofendformyselfinhismess

andIwillfendformyself.Idon’twantanythingtodo

withIanorTafadzwa.

Liar!Youstillthinkofhim inyourpatheticlittlecell

andyouareworriedabouthim.

MysubconsciousbitchesatmeandIpointedly

ignorethevoiceinmyheadandpreparetogoback



tomycellwithit’sstenchofpeeandfaeces.

“Didyoueverloveme?”

Tafadzwa’squietquestionstopsmeinmytracks

andIsitdownandlookhim intheeye.

“Idid,Ithoughtyouweremysoulmate.Iwouldhave

gonetotheendsoftheEarthforyoubutyou

thoughtsolowofme,younevergavemeachance

toexplain.Youknowhowwordsaffectme,you

morethananyonebutyoustillgunnedmedownwith

yourwords.Youalwaysslutslammedmewhenyou

wereangrythenapologised.Onlysorrydoesn’ttake

backthewordsonceIhearthem.Thesamewayit

won’ttakebackthefactthatIembarrassedyouin

frontofyourfamilyandfriends.ButIam sorry,truly

forthewaythingsendedbetweenus.”

Thereisnousetellinghim howIanblackmailedme



intobeingwithhim bythreateningTafadzwa'slife

andthrowingNosihle,Archie,LibertyandIinprison

becausesomewheredowntheline,thelinesbecame

blurredandIfellforIanharderthanIhaveeverfallen

inmylife.EvennowthatI’m injailbecauseofIanI

don’thatehim,Iworryifhe’sokwhereverheis

becauseIrefusetothinkofaworldwithoutIan.I

refusetobelievethatIwillneverhearhim say

“Chitekete,”thetonesrangingfrom gentletoa

murderouswarning.

SomedaysI’m angryandIcursethedayImethim,

especiallythefirstmorningIwokeupinthishelland

Ihadtoeatstalebread,dunkitinthewateryblack

teatosoftenitsothatitbecomesabitpalatable.I

stillhavesomanyquestionsthatonlyhecananswer.

EvennowsittingacrossTafadzwa,thoughtsofIan

fillmymind.

“GoodbyeTafadzwa,Ihopeyoufindthekindof

womanwhowillloveyouandtreatyoubetterthanI



did.Ihopeyoudon’tundermineherself-esteem with

yourwords.”

Withoutabackwardglance,Ishuffleupinmy

Tommyshoeswithoutstringlacesandhead

towardstheguardwhobroughtmeinhere.I

sincerelyhopesomeonecleanedthemessweleft

butIknowthatI’llbejumpingoverthepuddle.It’sa

wonderwhyinmatesdon’tdiefrom manydiseases

from theunsanitarystateofthecells.

......
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“Dearlybeloved,wearegatheredheretodaytoget

throughthisthingcalledlife.”Prince

Ruby

Iendupfallingasleeptotherattlingsoundofthe

behindofthevan.Idon’tremembermydreamsbutI

dowakeuptomyheartracingandrealisethatthe

carhasstopped.WeareatagaragethatI’m not

familiarwith.Whatevernumbnesshadtakenover

mybodyisebbingawayandawarenessisprickling

mybody.

Icanfeeleveryache,butmostlyIfeelpanicrising



likeanangrywavecrushingagainstmyribcage.

Whoarethesemenandmostimportantly,whereare

theytakingme?

Oneofthem comesbackfrom thedirectionofthe

conveniencestorewithtakeawaycontainersanda

packetofsnacks.Icannothearwhattheyare

sayingbutoneofthem looksbehindatmeandthen

nudgeshisfriend.Thesecan’tbemyfather’smen,

myfatherisasticklerforproperdresscode,hismen

arealwaysdressedformally,notthiscasuallyin

jeanswithgolft-shirtstuckedintotheirbelts.

Ilookaroundtheplacewhereweareparked,only

onepetrolattendantandheisattendingtosomeone

atthefurthestpumpfrom whereweareandthereis

nooneelsearound.Itaketheriskanywhereand

scream,bangingonthewindowtryingtogetthe

petrolattendant'sattention.

“Badmove,littlegirl,”Oneofmycaptorshasfound



hiswaytothebackandbeforeIcanevenletout

anotherscream,hepinsmeandfumbles,lookingfor

something.

Hewhistles,relaxedandItakethesofteningofhis

griptobitedownhardonhishand.Theblowtomy

headissimultaneouswithhishowlinginpain.Ican’t

heartherestofhisscream becauseoftheringingin

myears.Thereisadipinthevanandtheotherman

isdraggingmebymyfeet.Itrytokickhim buthe

holdsmylegstightly.

WithinminutesI’m boundandgagged,toldthatmy

littlestunthasforfeitedmeanyfood.Icurlupon

thethinspongeandtrytohugmyboundfeettomy

chestbuttheactionisnearimpossible.Gettingupto

isnotpossible,Iam tiedupexpertly.Thereisnouse

tryingtodeducewherewearegoing,Ihavenever

goneonanylong-distancebyroad,Ialwaysflyor

taketheGautrainfrom JohannesburgtoPretoria.



TheharderItrytobreakfreeisthetightertheknots

become,soItrytorelaxandthinkofawayout.

Therefeelslikethereisnone.Ifeeltearsburningmy

eyeswhenIthinkofuncleGumburai,hewouldnever

allowanythinglikethistohappentohisprecious

Ruru.Itossandturnbuttheysteadilydrivewithout

stopping.

It’sgettingdarkandcold,Iam shiveringendlesslyin

mylittlepyjamas,from thecoldaswellasfrom

thirstandhunger.Thecargroundstoahaltso

suddenlythatIthudagainstthecabin,ouch,my

backisgoingtobruisebadly.Thedooropensanda

gustofverycoldnightairwhipsin,makingmeshiver

evenmore.

“Ihopethatyouhavelearnedyourlesson.Situpand

eat,”whenheopensthegagonmymouthItellhim

exactlywhatIthinkofhim.Thatonlyseemsto

amusehim.



Ilookaroundandthereareonlytreesandthe

highwaytoseearoundformiles,it’shardtotell

wherewearebuttherearen’tevenothercarsgoing

past,screamingwouldyieldnothing.SoIkeepmy

peacewhileIam fedcoldpieandeventhoughmy

wholebodyisrevoltingagainstthis,IknowthatI

needtoeatifIhaveanywishofmakingitouthere.I

almostdroolinreliefwhenIam madetosipsome

water.Ilaponthewaterlikeathirstypudge.

Wait,whyam Isuddenlyfeelinglikethewholeworld

isspinningandIstarseeingthingsindouble.

“You…you,youdruggedme!”mycryisfeebleandI

feelabitofreliefwhenmyhandsandlegsarebeing

setfree.

Iwanttoslaphim andmaybekickhisshinbutmy

bodyisclosingdownfrom thedrugandIfeela

roughblanketbeingthrownontopofmeandthatis

thelastthingIam awareofbeforeslippingdarkness.



……

WhenIcometo,Ifeelmybodythrobbingandaching

from inertia.Isitupandstretchtryingtogetmy

bearingsbuttheremnantsofthedruggedfog

aroundmybrainmakemetakeamomentbeforeI

realizethefamiliarityofthestreetswearedrivingin.

Whenmymindfinallyclicksinrecognitionofthe

busierandmorecongestedpartofHarareCBD,we

arepullingupinfrontofHarareCentralpolice

station.Theburntmaroonalmostdarkpurplebrick

wallscannotbemissed,Iam notfamiliarwiththem

butIdidreadthesignboldlyplasteredonone

sectionofthem.

WhileI’m stilltryingtomakesenseofwhyIwouldbe

accostedanddraggedfrom myapartmentin

Johannesburganddruggedthensmuggledacross



thebordersonlytobebroughthere,themencome

aroundthebacktogetme.Thesunisdippinginto

thehorizon,givingwaytothedarkness,Idon’tget

thechancetoappreciateitbecauseIam hauled

from thecar,handcuffedtightlybeforebeing

draggedintothebuilding.Exceptforafewcurious

stares,everyonekeepswalkingknowingbetterthan

tointerfereinanythingthatmightendupwiththem

insidethepolicestation.Iam barefootandthesoles

ofmyfeetaresoreasIam pushedtokeepupwith

theirlongstrides.

“Hel…”thepleadiesinmymouthwhenthethick

browntapeisplasteredonmymouth.

IstumbleoverthestepsatthisbarbaricactbutIam

notevengiventhechancetocheckifmytoesare

bleedingornot.Iam hauledintothefoyerofthe

policestation.Nooneevenbatsaneyelidseeinga

girlinshortpyjamas,barefootwithatappedmouth

beingdraggedpastthefoyerintooneofthe



corridors.Theycontinuegoingabouttheirbusiness

evenasItrytostruggle,myeffortsarefutile.

Iam draggedintotheofficeofoneofthetop

officialsifIcandeducefrom thedifferenceinhis

crispuniform,itsdecoratedepaulettes.Hiscapor

whatevertheirhatsarecalledhasthecoatofarms

andtwogoldlinesdecoratingthem andisperched

onthedeskjustnexttohisbeefyarm.Everything

aboutthemanischunky,from histhick,hanginglips

tohispuffycheeksthatremindmeofanoverfed

bulldog,droopyyetfleshyandhiseyesseem sunken

andbeadyincomparison.Herubshisstubbyfingers

ashebeamsatthemenwhobroughtmein.

“Goodworkboys,Idon’tevenwanttoknowhowyou

pulledthisoff,”heisbeamingprofuselywhilethe

boyshe’sreferringtodon’tseem intheleast

amused.

“Babysittingisnotpartofourjobdescription,”on



grumblesunderhisbreath,Ihavetostrainmyears

tocatchwhathe’ssaying.

“Didyoufindanythinginherapartment?”

Themenrespondinthenegative,claimingthey

foundmehighondrugsandtheofficerlooksmeup

anddownasifIam apieceofmeat,Icanseehim

smackinghisgrosslips,eeeuww,Ijustvomited

insidemymouth.Theycontinuetalking,butIdon’t

haveaclueastowhattheyarereferringto.

Iam coldandIjustwanttousethebathroom soI

tugatoneofthemen.Helooksdownatmeannoyed

likeI’m somebugthathecaneasilysquashbetween

histhumbandhisforefinger.Ican’tspeaksoIcross

mylegsandsemisweattoshowhim thatIneedto

usethetoilet.

“Takehertothetoiletbeforeshemessesmyoffice,



afterthattakehertotheotherone,we’llinterrogate

hertomorrow.Let’slethersettleintoday.”

EverythingaboutthismancreepsmeoutandItryto

starehim downbutIenduptearingmyeyesfrom

themaliceinhisbeadyeyes.Iam hauledagainand

insteadofheadingtowardsthetoilets,Iam takento

aprisonwarden.HeisbriefedaboutwhereIam to

betakenandthenmenwhocanwithmecannot

leavemefastenough.

Theprisonwardencallshisfriendandtheychatfor

awhile,nevermindthatIam nowdancingfrom foot

tofootbecauseofthispeethatneedstocomeout

ofmybladder.Finally,theyfinishtheirlittlechatand

leadmedownadarkcorridor,theyusethetorches

ontheirphonestolightuptheway.Theycometoa

stopinfrontofanothercellandshinetheirlightona

figurethatishurdledinacorner.

“Firstlady,webroughtyouavisitortokeepyou



company,”theprisonwardentauntsandhisfriend

hittersloudlybutthepersontheyaremockingkeeps

herheaddownanddoesn’tacknowledgeour

presence.

Mybladderfeelslikeit’sonfireandwhentheman

ripsthetapfrom mymouth,Ipeeonmyselfalittle.

Heisirritatedbythepersonnotreactinginanyway

totheirtaunts,heclickshistongueandmutters

someprofanities,completelyignoringmypleafora

toiletbeforepushingmeintothecellandlockingit

behindme.

“Youcanusethebucketinthere.”

Lightisshowntowardsametalbucketwithpeeand

faecesstainscakingarounditandmystomach

turns.Theylaughandthenleaveusinthedarkness.

God,Ineedtopee,Ineedtopee.TheharderItryto



holdit,themoreitfightstocomeoutandIcanfeel

mypyjamasgettingwet.Fuckit,I’lljuststandover

thebucketandtrytopee.Focusingonnottouching

thebucketistheonlythingkeepingmytearsatbay.

Whendidmylifemovefrom thehigh-endapartment,

socialmediascandaltoastinkingmetalbucketina

prisoncell?

......

MorningFamily.

IknowIjockabouthurtingyoualotbuttrustmethis

storyisasemotionallydrainingonmeasitisonyou.

Funnystory,IoncealmostspentanightatHarare

Centralpolicestationfor'loitering'wewereataclub

withmyfriendsandwereroundedupastheywere

gettingmeacabtogobacktocampus.

Anyways,Idigress,thepointisthisstoryisforthe



thousandsofpeoplebeingsilencedandthemillions

whosufferagainstpolicebrutalityinZimbabwe.I

apologiseforthehardthemesinadvance.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo
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Seven(continuation)

Myheartsqueezesatthethoughtofmorethanone

nightinherebutIfigurethatwewillbeoutinaday

becauseuncleBatsiraiwillclearupthiswholemess.

WhenIvoiceoutmytrustinuncleBatsirai’s

capabilities,Vimbailaughs,adeeplaughemanating

from herbellythathasherclashingthesidesofher

stomach.Iam beyondirritatedbyhercrassness

rightnow.

“UncleBatsirai’slawfirm hasdefendedpeoplein

TheHague,Idon’tknowwhatyoufindfunnyinwhat

Ijustsaid.”

Thatseemstomakeherlaughharderuntilshe

wipeshereyesanddoesthatannoying“Amhaiwe

kani!”exclamationthatissoghetto.Iwaitforher



bubbleofmythtoburstbuteverytimeshecatches

herbreathandlooksinmydirection,shebreaksinto

morefitsoflaughter.

“I’m sorry,it’sjust,hownaïveareyouaboutthestate

ofyourcountry?”Iam offendedbyherquestionand

whenIdon’trespondshecontinuesspeaking.

“Ruby,Iknowyouruncle'scapabilitiesasalawyer,

heckI’vebeenworkingunderhim forayearnow.

Thisisn’tsomethingthatcanbesolvedinacourtof

law.IhavebeenhereforfourdaysbutIhaven’tbeen

formallycharged,Ihaven’tmadeanyappearancein

courtyeteveryonenowknowsmeasyourfather’s

killer.Whereishisbody?Howdidtheyjumptothe

conclusionthatIhadanythingtodowithhis

disappearance.Youareheretodaywithmeinthis

cell,wasanydocketopenedbeforeyouwerethrown

intothiscell?Wereyourrightsreadoutforyou?

Wereyouallowedyouronephonecall?Didtheyhave

anyauthoritytoextraditeyoufrom SouthAfrica,for



whatcrime?Untilyourealizethatthesepeoplearea

Lawuntothemselvesandthatyoucan’teventrust

yourownshadowrightnow,thenyouareinfora

rudeawakening.”

HertiradeleavesmyheadspinningandIam getting

scaredbutIhavetoholdontosomehope,

something,anything.

“Chatungawon’tletthem hurtme,”Ihatehow

petulantIsoundrightnowandIbracemyselfforher

annoyinglaughbutitdoesn’tcomeinsteadshe

sighs,asighofwhat,pity?Yes,shesighsasifshe

pitiesme.

“WhereisheRuby,whereisChatungainallofthis?

Hashecalledyousincenewsofyourfather’sdeath

brokeout?Hashecalledsinceyourvideowas

postedonTwitter?”



TearswellupinmyeyeswhenItrytorememberthe

lasttimeIspoketoChatunga.Hehasbeendistant

forawhilenowandIattributedittothedistanceand

that’soneofthereasonswhyIwenthardonalcohol.

IlostTenderobecauseIchosetopleasemyfather

andbewithChatungaandalsobecauseIenjoyed

hisdickbutIalsolosthim.Ican’tpinpointexactly

whenhestarteddetachinghimselfawayfrom me.

“It’sbeenmonthssinceItalkedtohim,”Iadmit

quietlyhuggingmykneesfrom thecolddraftinthe

room.

“Therearesomeblanketsthere,”Icanseewell

enoughtoseeherpointingtoasmallheapof

blankets.

“Howmanymonths?”

Itrytorecollecttheexactlastphonecallortextthat



Igotfrom Chatungaandittakesmeawhile,I

gingerlyprodtheblanketswithmytoes.WhenIfeel

nothingIraiseitonlyforarattofalloffandscurry

pastme,brushingagainstme.Isquealanddropthe

blanket.ThereisnowayinhellIam goingtouse

thatpest-infestedblanket,whatifIsleepwitharat

hidingunderit.Theblanketalsofeltroughtothe

touchlikeitwaswoolenorsomethingitchy.

“Ithinkclosetothreemonths,ourphonecalls

startedbydroppingfrom onceortwiceadayto

everyotherdayandfinallydwindledtoonecallper

weekthentheyjuststopped,justafewdaysbefore

myfathercametoseemeandIdidn’tknowthatwas

thelasttimeIwasseeinghim.”

“Doyouthinkthatit’sallonebigcoincidence?The

timingiswaytoosimilar,forallthistobeonebig

happycoincidence.”

SheismusingmoretoherselfbutIcanhearthe



wheelsturninginthatheadofhers.Ihavenoidea

whatpiecessheistryingtofittogether.Chatunga

andI,itwasprobablythedistancethinganditisn’t

thefirsttimethatmyfatherhasgoneawayon

unmentionedbusinessbutitisthelongestthathe

hasbeengone.

“Whatdoyouthinkishappening?”

Heranswerdoesn’ttakelong.

“Iam notsureRuby,butthelessweknow,thebetter

forus.Justkeepyourwitsaroundyouanddonot

trustanyone,notevenyourshadow,Ruby.Weare

pawnsinwhateversickmessthisis.”

Herwordssinkinandaballofdreadgrowsinmy

stomachatherwords.



“Weareonourown.”

......

MorningFam

Happyweekend.Pleasespreadtheword,The

PrincessandthePiperarecomingtotown...

LoveandLight



RubiesandRain

Eight

“Attimeswewishthatthesecloudsnevercameour

wayforalltheybringwiththem ismiserybuton

otherstheybringrelief.Itistheirabsencethatis

difficulttogetby,tofill,forautumnisnear.Butthen

seasonsdochange.”―ChiragTulsiani

Abucketfulloficychardsofwaterisdepositedon

meandIjumpintoconsciousness,screaming

bloodymurder.Myreactionseemstosatisfythese

grownmenwhosesneersarelacedwithleering.I

closemyeyestightlyandopenthem again.Oh,God,

thisisn’tanightmare,Iam stillhereinthisfilthy

dump,barelycoveredinmypyjamashortswhichare

nowfilthytoo,shiveringfrom thecoldwaterjust

dumpeduponme,myteethchattering.



“Riseandshine,yourhighness.Whatdoyouthink

thisis?Yourfather'shotel?”

Theirwordsdon’thurtme,theyremindmeofoneof

thematronswhowasmeantous,meinparticular

backinform one.Itoldmymotheraftersheprodded

intowhyIwasunhappyandmyfathergotherfired.I

sighbecausetherecollectionjustremindedmeeven

morethatIdonothaveanyone.

“Getup!”Thechubbierofthetwoguardssnarlsand

whenIdon’tmovehekicksme,hard,intheshin.

Iwhimperthroughthechatteringofmyteethandtry

tostandup,it’spainfulbecausehiskickdida

numberonmyleg.Ifeelsomebodyholdingmyhand

soIcanbalanceandIrealizethatit’sVimbai,she

doesn’tsayawordandonlyinthedim brightnessdo

Irealizethehideousnessofthegreenjerseysheis

wearing,hereyeshavecirclesunderthem anda

bruiserunsfrom herlefteyetowardsherchin,right



nexttoherburstandcrackedlips.Justtheday

beforeyesterday,thethoughtofherlookinglikethis

wouldhavemademehappybutnowitscaresme

becauseIknowIwillbelookinglikehersoon.

“Don’tfold,”shemouthstomebeforesheisroughly

pushedbackandIam draggedawayfrom thecell.

Thenarrowpassagedoesn’thelpmefeelbetter,it’s

darkandcold,dampnessmakingitsmelllikemould.

WheneverIfailtokeepupwiththeirlongstrides,I

am jabbedinmyribswiththebuttofagun.Thepain

from myshin,ribsandbeingtreatedliketrashhas

myeyeswatering.Iremembermyfather’sconstant

emphasisonnotlettingpeopleknowthattheyhurt

youbecauseitgivesthem poweroveryouandIblink

backthetearsbeforetheyspillontomycheeks.

“Lookatthatfatass,whatawaste,”thechubby

guard'snasalvoiceringsoutbeforeIfeelhisstubby

fingersgropingmeandpinchingmybuttocks.



Isquirm andtrytomoveawayfrom hishandsand

thatmakeshim pinchmeharder.Heonlyletsgo

whenwegetintothebrighterpartofthecorridorand

emergeintothebrightnessoflightbulbsandaline

ofoffices.Iam pushedintoawoodendoorthat

coulduseafreshcoatingofpaintorsomethingto

makeitlookabitbetter.

Thereisadeskthatlookslikeitcantoppleoverany

timeandmismatchedchairs,onewoodenandthe

othermetal.Thisisafarcryfrom theinterrogation

roomsIhaveseeninmovies.Thereisnoone-way

mirror,justwallswithpaintpeelingoff,floorwith

brokentilesandacertainmustinesswhichIam

beginningtothinkexiststhroughoutthisplace.

Iam shovedontothemetalchair,myelbowhitting

theedgeofthetable,Iholdinmyscream even

thoughitfeelslikepartsofmybodyareonfire.It

irritatesmethatthathoodratiscalm andIknowfor



afactshewouldn’tletthem seethatsheisinpain,if

VimbaicandoitIcandoittoo.

TheguardsleavemealoneandIbreatheout,the

chubbyguard'srovingeyesmademefeelanxious,

thewayhewaslookingatmeasifIam asteakof

meatmademefeelnaked.Idon’tstayaloneforlong,

atall,burlymaninashirt,foldedaroundhisarms

andtrousersthatlookatadtoosmall,withafile

tuckedunderhisarm comesinandsitsacrossfrom

mewithoutsayingaword.Thedisdaininhiseyes

thoughissayingalot.

“Whereisyourfather?”

IblinkandjustasIusedtomanipulatethem whenI

wasakid,thetearsspringupinmyeyesandIstart

sniffling.

“Ihaven’tseenhim inoverthreemonths,thelast



timeIsawhim wefoughtoverthewomanhechose.

Mymotherhadn’tevenbeendeadayearandhe

broughtthatgold-diggerintoourlives.Lookatus

now!It’sallherfaultandlastnightshetoldmeshe

madehim changehiswill!Heleftmenothing!”

Witheachsentence,myvoicegetshigherandmy

crieslouderandbythelastlineIam wailinguntilthe

manbangshishandsonthedesk.Ijumpalittleand

lowermywailsbutIcontinuecryingsteadily.Idon’t

havetodigthatdeepbecauseIhavesomuchreal

sorrowinmyheart.

“DoesitlooklikeIwanttoknowyourfamilyhistory?

Stopwiththetearworksandtellmewhereyour

fatherin!”

AnotherbangmakesmejumpandIsniffleloudly

beforewipingmyeyeswiththebackofmyhand.



“Idon’tknow,”Itellhim truthfully,“hecouldbeina

ditchsomewhere,dead.”

ThedetectiveorCIDblowsairinfrustrationbefore

openinghisfileandtherearepicturesofmyfather

withsomeseedy-lookingmen.Myfatherwiththe

PresidentofCongo,thePresidentofPrague,mydad

withuncleGumburai.

“Let’strythisagain,whatdoesyourfatherdofora

living?”

“Heownsatechnologycompanyandsomereal

estateaswellasacoupleofothercompanies,”the

answerreelsoffmytongueeasilywhileItrytonot

seem likeII’m veryinterestedinthepicturesspread

infrontofme.

“Thenwhatishedoingwithwantedassassins?”



HeispointingatmyuncleGumburaianditmakes

mewanttohissthatuncleGumburaiisagood,gruff

man.Thatunderallthatape-manliesthemostloyal,

mostfiercelyprotectivesoul.Iwidenmyeyes.

“Thatismybodyguard,”Isaywithmorefeelingthan

Ishouldandhegrinswidelyknowingthathehas

foundmyweaknessandhewigglesintoit.

“Yourbodyguardhuh?Lookatwhatyourbodyguard

hasbeenbusywiththelastcoupleofyears?”

Thefirstsignofsatisfactionisthesmugsmileon

hisfaceashepagesthroughhisfilebeforeputtinga

pictureonthetableandsighsashestapleshishand

andwaitsformetolook.IwishIdidn’tbecausethe

sightofaslitthroatandsplatteredbrainhasme

gagging,leaningbesidesthetableandvomitingall

ofthefoodthatIhaveleftinmystomach.



“Yourbodyguardyousay,heisamercenarywhokills

peopleonawhim andgetssomecoldhardcashout

ofitandyourfatheristheonebehindthehits,

gettingclientsandissuingthecommandsandheis

theonewhogetsthecustomers'specification.”

Hewaitswatchingthedifferentemotionsplay

acrossmyfaceasItrytocometotermswithwhatI

justsaw.Isthisreal?Aremyfatheranduncle

involvedinkillingpeopleincoldblood?WasIraised

withbloodmoney?Isthisanotheroneofthose

smokescreentacticsthatVimbaitoldmeabout?

“Nowpleasehelpusgetthesemercenariessothat

thekillingandbloodshedcanend.”

Isitupstraighterandavoidlookingatthegruesome

pictureagain.

“Iwanttohelpyou,IreallydobutIwasn’tlying,I



haven’tseenmyfatherorunc...Gumburaiinover

threemonthsandIhavenoideaiftheyarealiveor

deadorwheretheyare.Butafterwhatyoujustsaid

tome,theyareasgoodasdeadtome.”

Thesmileofsatisfactiononhisfacehasdropped

andisreplacedbyanangrysnarl.Thebigguyis

pissedandIputonmymostspoiltpout.

“Icanhelpyousmokethem outthoughifyoujustlet

mecallthem ormyuncleBatsirai.”

Heleansoverandhiscoldstarechillsmetomy

bones.

“Bigmistake.Youdon’thaveanybargainingpowerin

hereandyourlackofcooperationjustcostyoumore

thanyouknow.Guardstakeheraway.”



Thesameguardswhobroughtmeheretakeme

awayandIam givenauniform similartotheone

VimbaiiswearingandIam forcedtostripwhilethe

guardsarewatching.WhenIhedge,abackhanded

slapwithsomuchforcepushesmeagainstthewall,

landsonmyface.Withmynosebleeding,Istrip

downtomyunderwearbuttheymakemetakethat

offtooandIquicklyputontheitchymaterial.

Iam draggedbacktoourcell,atleastheisn’t

gropingmeinthisuniform.IfindVimbaisittingwith

herlegsdrawnupandstaringintospace.Shesnaps

outofitwhenIcallhernameandshewantstoknow

howtheinterrogationwent.Idon’tmissthatshe

isn’tsurprisedabouttheallegationsofmyuncleand

fatherbeingmercenaries.Theonlyreactionshehas

iswhenItellherthatIaskedthem tohelpmegeta

holdofuncleBatsirai.

“AreyoucrazyRuby?Nowtheywillthinkheknows

whereyourfatherisandtheywillalsoterrorizehim



totryandgetinformationoutofhim.”

No,notuncleBatsirai!Ifeelsicktomystomachand

sostupid.IthoughtIdidwellandIdidwhatI’veseen

peoplebeinginterrogatedinmoviesdo,negotiate.I

praythatVimbaiiswrongandtheywon’ttouchuncle

Batsiraiwhoshouldgetusoutofthishell-hole.

........

MorningFam

Haveahappyweekahead

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo
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Nine

Youprayforrain,yougottadealwiththemudtoo.

That'sapartofit.

DenzelWashington

Nosihle

“Iam goingtopostthisvideo,whetheryoulikeitor

not!”

Iglareathim andhejustlooksatme,hisstonygaze,

icyandirritated.Hedoesn’tgethowuselessIfeel,

nottomentionthatIhavetogobacktoworksoon

andIcan’tinallgoodconsciousgobackwithout

doinganythingtohelpVimbai.



“Yousaidtheywouldchargeherandthenwerelease

thevideobutithasbeenfivedaysandshehasn’t

beencharged,shealsohasn’tbeenfreed.”

Wearen’tallowedtoseeherandyesterdayIhadto

talktoherfatherandassurehim thatwhatheheard

onthenewswasonebigmisunderstanding,thatit

wasbeingsorted.IliedandsaidIwenttoseeher

andsheisholdingupjustfine.God,Ihopethatthere

wasatleastsometruthinwhatItoldhim.He

soundedsofrail,soheartbroken.

“PleasetellherthatIlovehersomuchandI’m sorry

Iam notstrongenoughtocomeandbewithher.I

haveletherdownsomuchinherlife…justtellherI

am prayingforher.”

IcriedattherawpaininhisvoiceandIcriedforthe

lostlookinDavirai'seyes,themountainjustlooked



atmewiththesamehoodedlookthatheisgiving

menow,theonlydifferenceisthatheisirritatednow.

“Thisisn’tagame,nooneispostinganythinguntilI

sayso,”Ifeelliketearingmyhairoffatthefinalityin

hisvoicebutIjustsnortinstead.

BeforeIcantellhim exactlywhatIthinkofhim

orderingmearoundhisphonerings.Heraisesone

fingertoshushme,thenerve!

“I’vebeentryingtogetholdofyou.”

Icannevergetusedtothewayheanswersthe

phone,goingstraighttothepointasifhe’stheone

whoplacedthecall.Somethingiscommanding

aboutthisman,orhe’sabully,whateveritisitdrives

mecrazymostofthetime.



“What?!Whenwasthis?”

Thealarm inhisvoicemakesmestepclosertohim,

evenwhenhiseyesflashawarning,stayout.It’snot

likehecanjuststandupandwalkaway.Heisn’tfully

healed,thestubbornbrute.Icanhearthemanonthe

othersideofthelinewhenIleansoclosethatour

breathsaremingling.

“…I’m tellingyou,Joshua,theyjustcameintomy

houseintheearlyhoursofthemorninganddragged

metoanabandonedspotupinMountPleasantand

keptwantingtoknowaboutIan’swhereabouts.I’m

inhospitalasI’m talkingtoyou,myheadstitched

andnutsswollen.Theydidanumberonme.”

“Shit!Didyouseeher?”Themountainsounds

flusteredandthatcan’tbegood.

“No,Iwastakentotheabandonedspotonlyand



didn’tsetfootintheprison.ButIhavetippedoffmy

newspaperfriend,mightaswellhaveapositivespin

ontheirbarbaricways.”

Helaughsandthelaughturnsintoacoughand

gurglingsoundlikehe’scoughingupblood.

Someonesayssomethingattheotherendandthe

linegoesdead.BeforeIcangetawayfrom my

spyingposition,Joshua'shandshootsoutandholds

meinplaceashedialsanothernumber.

Whilethedialtonekicksin,helookssteadilyintomy

eyesandthatmakesmybreathinghitchandthe

bastardnotices,thereisaslightupturnofthe

cornersofhismouth.Asurprisinglyfullmouth,with

thick,darklipsthatcouldbeworthmillionsasa

mouthmodel.

“Joshua!”



Whoeverisattheotherendofthelinesounds

breathlessandhushedasifhedoesn’twantanyone

tohearhim.Heshout-whispersJoshua’sname.

“YouknowwhyIcalled.”

Thereisshufflingontheotherendbeforeadoor

opensandclosesthentheman'svoicecomesback

onwithanechoasifheisinthetoilet.

“Iheardthatyouaredead,wordaroundisthatthey

killedyoubeforetakingthegirl.”

Joshua’shandtightensaroundmyarm andIflinch,

tryingnottomakeasound.Thegraspbringsme

closertohim andInolongerknowwherehis

breathingendsandminebegins,it’sasifweare

breathingeachotherin.



“Yeah,well,IdecidedIstillhavesomethingsleftto

dosoIcamebacktotheworldoftheliving,”the

mountain’svoiceislazyincomparisontotheother

guy’srushedvoice.

“Listen,youbetterstaydeadbecausetheywant

anythingandeverythingthathastodowiththe

Shadow.Theyhavehisdaughter,broughtherinfrom

SouthAfrica.”

Joshuacursesandtheothermanpausesbeforehis

voicecomesoutevenlower.

“Codered.Theywanttonabthem allwithtreason

andyouknowhowthatshitgoes.Thegirlsare

provinguselesswithinformationandit’sonlya

matteroftimebeforetheyaredisposable.”

Morecursesfrom themountainandhisbreathing

hasbecomeheaviersomehowforcingmineto



mirrorhis.

“Whoisbehindallthis?Itdoesn’tmakesense,the

bosscoveredallangles,healwaysdoes.”

Thereisaslightpausethenwehearwaterflushing

andit’shardtohearwhathesaysbutIcatchthetail

end.

“…thisissohighupwedon’tevenknowwhois

issuingthecommandsbutIthinktheordersare

comingfrom thehighestoffice.Gottogo.Don’tcall

me,Iwillcallyou.”

ThelinegoesdeadandJoshuahurlshisphone

acrosstheroom,again.Hehasangerissues,that’s

thefourthphonesinceImethim andit’sonlybeen

fivedays.Itrytogetoutofhisgraspbutheholdson,

breathingheavilyandhishandtighteningonmyarm

untilitfeelsdryandhotfrom thefrictionofhisgrip.



Hiseyesarevacantasifthereisnoonehome.Itry

toscratchmywayoutofhisgrip.

“Youarehurtingme,”Itrynottobetooloudbecause

Idon’twanttowakeDaviraiup.Ihadtogether

somesleepingpillsforhertosleep.

Atthesoundofmyvoice,somethingsnapsandheis

back,lettinggoofmyarm asifitjustburnthishand.

IknowI’m supposedtomoveawayfrom him,butthe

turmoilinhiseyesdrawmein.Whilehiswoundwas

anopengappingmesshedidn’thavethepainand

emotionsthatareinhiseyesrightnow.

“Nothinglikethishaseverhappenedbefore,Boss

hasgonedark.Ican'treachhim,Idon'tknowifheis

aliveordead.Idon’tknowhowtohelpthem,”the

admissioncomesoutinaharshwhisperandhis

wholebodyshuddersasifrejectingthehelplessness

inhisvoice.



“Willthevideohelp?”

Idon’ttrytoreadintothisneedIsuddenlyhaveto

soothehim andmakeitallbetter,lessenhisload.He

bowssomeairandithitsmestraightintheface,

warmingmyalreadywarm face.

“Itmight,Idon’tknow,oritmightmakethings

worse,”thathelplessnessagainandthensomething

snapsandshuttersbehindhiseyesandhe’sbackto

beingbriskandbossy.

“Weneedtodoitremotely,whereitwon’tbetraced

backtousandweneedtomoveoutofthisplace.

It’samiraclethattheyhaven’tcomebacktoraid

again.We’llleaveinthedeadofnight.Trytoget

somesleep.”

Thedismissalisloudandclear,Igetupandscurry



tothebedroom IhavebeensharingwithDavirai.

SleepeludesmeandIkeeptryingtoaddupthe

conversationsthatIheard.WhoistheShadowand

whatdoeshehavetodowithVimbai?Treason?

Policebeingsenttoterroriseeveryoneclosetohim

todrawhim outisnotsomethinguncommon.

Peoplegetabductedfrom barbershopswhilehaving

theirhaircut,from infrontoftheirhomesforholding

upplacardsandwhilewalkinginthestreet.Ithad

alwaysseemedsoabstract,somethingwhispered

onTwitter,neverreallyreportedonthenewsor

newspapers,nosurprisethere,mostofthemediais

state-sanctioned.

Nowthatit’shappeningtoVimbai,itfeelslikeIam in

themiddleofaverybaddream.WhatwillItellher

father?Sheishishopeandfrom whatDaviraitold

me,shehadalsosteppedupandwastakingcareof

hersiblingstoo.Iwanttohelpherandsaveherlife,

thewayshesavedminebutitseemslikeshehas



gottenherselftangledupinawebthatIhavenoclue

about.

SleepmusthaveclaimedmebecauseIam shaken

intoconsciousnessandIfindtheroom darkandI

haveathrowcoveringme.

“Wakeup,wehavetogo.Now!”

Idon’tneedtobetoldtwice,Irushtothebathroom

torelievemyselfandthrowsomecoldwateronmy

face,chasetheremainderofsleepaway.Ihold

Davirai'shandasweleavebehindthefireescape.

Sheisscaredbutalsoputtingonabravefront.We

don’tsayanythingaswetrytokeepupwiththe

mountain'slongstrides.

Wedon’tgotothegaragebuthehelpsusscalethe

backwallasinjuredashestillisandwerushtoa

darkenedcornertwostreetsawayandfindabig



blackcar,almostaminivanbutbigger,waitingforus.

ThemomentJoshuagetsin,thecartakesoff.

EverythingisdarkinsidethecarandIcan’tevensee

whoisdriving.

Theyarehavingahushedconversation,thatcoupled

withthemotionofthecarhasmefeelingsleepyand

IsayashortprayerthatVimbaiiskeptsafeandfor

Godtohelpmesaveher,thewayHehelpedhersave

me.ThenIfallasleepwithDavirai'shandinmine,

whileracingtotheunknown.

.......

MorningFamily

Howisyourweekgoing?Anyonelostwithregardsto

thestory,abovethenormallostofeveryoneelse?

LoveandLight



BusisekileKhumalo

RubiesandRain

Ten

“Thesoldieraboveallotherspraysforpeace,foritis

thesoldierwhomustsufferandbearthedeepest

woundsandscarsofwar.”

DouglasMacArthur

Oneweekago…

Rainhasbeenpeltingdownrelentlesslydownthe

mossgreenparksandfieldsintheHaagseHout

District.Suchconsistentandheavyrainis

uncommonintheWoodsoftheHague,especiallyin

theprimeofsummer,norarethewhirlingwindsa

commonoccurrence,theirchillingclutcheskeeping

eventhelocalsindoors.Nothingwillkeepthis



hulkingmanindoors,notwhenhehashadthis

forebodingfeelinginthepitofhiswoundedgut,

sincemorning.

Pain,thatwouldhavedoubledoveranormalman,

nigglesatthecornerofhisbrain,remindinghim that

heisslowlybleedingout.Hegruntsandcrunches

histeethashepressesdownthemakeshiftbandage

thathetiedaroundhislowertorso.Painisnothing

newtohim,hefacedanddancedwithdeathmore

timesthanacat'slives.Hehasdonemany

despicablethingsinhislife,killed,maimed,

plunderedbutheisasoldier,alivingkillermachine

andheknowsnodifferentfrom theageoffourteen

whenhisvoicewasatwar,thedeepbaritoneatodds

withthesqueakyfalsettoofarushedchildhood.

Hehasmanyscarsastrophiesfrom battlesscraped

through,itseldom feltlikeawinbecauseloss

overshadowedeverything.Healwayshada

pronouncedblackface,flarednosewithaflatbridge,



bulgingeyesunderhoodedlids,smoothskinthat

veryfewcouldboastof,someenvieditandthick

fleshylipsthatwerepinkatthetopanddark

everywhereelse.Hehasneverbeenbyany

standardshandsome,buthecamebackfrom the

Chimurengawaramonster.

Themostprominentscarhehasstretchesfrom just

underhiseye,healmostlostthateyeandhestill

remembersitlikeitwasyesterday,slashedhis

cheek,leavingcongealedfleshliketinyrootsinits

waketowardshischin.

Itisthefirstthingeveryoneseewhentheylookat

him,healwaysseestherevulsionbeforetheymask

itandattimesevenworse,pity,hethinksita

misfortunetoseehisface.Everyoneexcepthisboy

andhisRuru.Ianofferedtogetdoctorstoremove

thescarredtissuebutGumburaifiguredthatintheir

lineofwork,thescarcouldn’thurt.Itbelliesa

meannessthatisnothingcomparedtohisactual



ruthlessnessbutitservesitspurpose.Herelishes

thelookofsurpriseddisgustonpeople’sfacesas

theyseehisfacejustbeforetheydie.

Thewarshavetakensomuchfrom him,butmostof

allofthewarsrobbedhim ofhishumanity.The

ChimurengatookhisfaceandGukurahundicrushed

histesticle,deprivinghim ofachancetoeverhave

children.Notthathewantedanybesidesthechild

thathehadtopryfrom underneathitsmother’s

corpse.Insteadofrepulsionatthescarthatwasstill

freshthenandevenmorerepellent,theboyhad

lookedathim withawe,asifhe,Gumburaiwasa

hero.Atfirst,hehadnotwantedtheboytofollow

him aroundlikealostlittlelamb,whensnarlingand

everyotherscaretacticdidn’tstopthekidfrom

attachinghimselftoGumburai,hefinallyconceded

andsteppedupto“father”theboy.

From thatday,asyoungashealsowasbackthen,

Gumburaitooktheboyunderhiswing,protecting



him andteachinghim howtoprotecthimself.He

kepttheboyalivethroughlandmines,being

imprisonedinanenemycampandthedeaththat

constantlysurroundedthem.Inreturn,theboy

lookedathim withstarsinhiseyesandwhenthe

militarydiscardedthem likeusedcondomsaftera

certainunclassifiedmission,hiswardhadbeenthe

onetotakeGumburaiunderhiswingandteachhim

howtoattachapricetohisuniquesetofskills.To

blendwiththeshadows.Theydidn’thaveasideor

care,theyweremercenariesofthehighestorder.But

mostimportantly,theywerefamily.

“UncleGumburai,youaremyGummyBear!”

HissweetRuby'svoiceringinginhisear,makeshim

gruntandbracehimselfagainstthewindwhichhas

pickedupspeedandcontinuelookingeventhough

thefogisalsogrowingdenser.Theyhadbeen

invincibleuntilthatslipofagirlcamealong.

ThoughtsofVimbaimakeGumburaipursehislips,



evenashenarrowshiseyesatashadowyform on

thegroundclosetohim.No,it’snothisIan,justa

pileofrocks.Hisenergyissippingawaybuthewon’t

stopsearchinguntilhefindshisboy,evenifit

meanshedieswhilesearching.

Whenthatgirlfirstcame,heknewshewastrouble

from amileoff.Shehasballsofbrassandisnothing

likeRuby'smotherwhowasthesweetestperson

thateverlived,accordingtohim.WhileRuby's

motherhadbeenhomely,thisnewgirlwas

calculatinganddidn’tmindputtingIaninhisplace.

Butshemadehisboyhappy,evenalittlecrazy,lines

suddenlybecameblurredandhehadthoughtsof

retiringfrom thislife.Gumburaitriedtomakehim

havesense,therewasnoretiringfrom thislife,not

whenyouknewasmuchastheydid.

Ianwaslostinaworldofdreams,hewantedtogive

hisnewloveahustlefreelifethatdidn’tinvolve

securitydetailsorconstantlylookingoverher



shoulder.Theybuttedheads,untilIantoldhim ofhis

plantoalsofreehisRubyfrom thislife.Thatgave

him pause,hehatedthatsorryexcuseofaboyforall

thetearshemadehisRub-Rubcry.Alwayswanted

tosnaphistawny,littleneck.Hewoulddoanything

togetRubyoutofthatboy'sclutches.

Sotheywentdark,intothebiggestmissionoftheir

lives.Hewasthemusclesbulldozingwhere

necessarywhileIansmoothedthingsover,hadhe

wanted,hisboywouldhavemadeastellarPresident.

Hehadthebrainsandknewhowtooilpeople,or

maybeGumburaiwasjustaproudfatherbiased

towardstheboyhehadshapedintoaman.

Theybothknewthescoreoffailinginthisbattleand

sotheyfoughthardanddirty,everythinghadbeen

comingtogetheruntilIanhadsecuredameeting

withBalsterfrom theInternationalCourtofJustice.

Hewantedthem todigevendeeperonthemanbut

Ianhadgrownimpatientandhewantedtowrapup



themissionandgohome.

Aslightmovement,makesGumburaistopandpress

himselfagainstthetrunkofaHungarianoaktree

andsuspendhisbreath,onlytoletoutapain-filled

breathwhenasquirrelscamperspasthim,hurrying

onitsway.Therainandfogmakeitharderforhim

toseeanythinginthewaninglightbuthedoesn’t

haveaflashlightonhim andhiseyesaren’tasgood

astheyusedtobe.

Gumburaihadn’twantedthem toseparatebutIan

hadinsistedthattogainthisman'strust,

consideringthesensitivityoftheinformationthat

theyhad,hewouldgoinalonewhileGumburai

watchedoverhim inabuildingjustoverThe

Binnenhof,aparliamentbuildingwherethehandover

wassettotakeplacethismorning.Someoftheir

menwerealsostationedcloseandwhensnipers

begangunningthem down,Gumburaiknewthatthey

hadwalkedintoatrap.Amidtheartilleryshells,air



burstingmuffledsoundofsnipershots,Gumburai's

thoughtshadonlybeentogetIanoutofthere.He

wasalmostattheBinnenhofbuilding,keepingtothe

shadowsasmuchashecouldwhenabulletsliced

throughhislowergut.

Whilethathadmadehim doubleoverforaminuteas

hecaughthisbreath,itdidn’tstophim from running

afteracarthathesawIanbeingshovedintobefore

itraceddowntheA12.Hefolloweditdowntothe

forestandsomethinginhisbatteredguttoldthem

thattheyshotIananddisposedofhim intheforest.

Whichwaswhyhewasscouringtheextentofthe

HaagseBos,whichironicallytheGermansusedto

launchtheirrockets.He’srunningoutoftime.Itwill

bedarksoonandhehaslosthisbearings.

Hekeepstrudgingalongthedampgrass,straining

hiseyestotryandseeifhecanspotIanslumped

oversomewhere.Hemustnothavebeenlooking

hardenoughbecausehestepsintoafreshlydug



grave.Gumburaicursessoftlybeforeretracinghis

stepsandcrouchingnexttothegrave.Itwasdug

hurriedlyandclumsily.Heartinmouth,hestarts

diggingthroughtheblackmudwithhisbarehands.

Hispositionisn’tidealforhisgutwoundsohe

kneelsinsteadandcontinuesdigging.

Anhourlaterhishandcomesintocontactwitha

shoes.Luckily,thegraveisn’tthatdeepbuthis

strengthisdepletingatarapidratenow.Hekeeps

removingpilesofdirtuntilhereachesahandandit’s

darknowbuthecanmakeouttheblue,breastedsuit

thatIanhadon.Hisheartishammeringagainsthis

chest,forthefirsttimeinhismiserablelife,

Gumburaitastestheacidicbitternessoffear.His

roughhandsbrisklyfriskhisson'sbodysearching

forawound,whenhedoesn’tfindanyonhisbody,

hisalarm grows.Tentatively,hetoucheshisface

andsureenough,mixedwiththedampearthisthe

stickywetnessofblood.



Theyshothim inthetemple.Gumburaisearchesfor

apulsewithshakinghandsandalmostweepsin

reliefattheveryfainttickingofapulseinhisboy's

neck.Hefumblesinhispocketsandfindsthe

bunnerphonethattooksomeofthebruntofthe

gunshot.It’swetandstickywithhisbloodbutstill

working.

“Damnittohell!”

Heexclaimswhenherealisesthatthereisnocell

receptionintheneckofthewoods.Hetakesa

fortifyingbreathandbraceshimselfbeforepicking

uphisboy,nowaburlyman,andcradlinghim inhis

armsasifheiscarryinganewbornbaby,carefulnot

tointerferewithhisheadwound.Steadilyhewalks

inthedarkforest,lostbutkeepinghiswitsaround

him.

Hedisregardsthepleadingsofhisbody,hehasto

gettoaroadorsomewherewithcellreception.Ian



isn’tmoving,itfeelslikeheiscarryingacorpsebut

thisishisboy,evenifhehadtolookdeathintheeye

andbarterwithhisownsoul,hewasgoingtomake

surethathisboymakesit,forhisRuby.Shewon’t

survivelosingherfathertoo.

Throughsheerbrutewill,hesomehowgetstothe

roadandwhenhecheckshisphone,thecell

receptionisback,onlyoneweakbarbutthat’sallhe

needstoplacethecall.Itringsonlyonceandhe

barksintoit.

“Commanderdown,templeshotbutfaintpulse

pickedup.OntheA12inHaagseBos.”

Thelastofhisstrengthleaveshim andhecrumbles

totheroad,stillcradlinghisboyandhehunches

overhim,willinghislifetosipintohis.Hedoesn’t

feardeath,heisasoldierandtohim,deathisan

honourabledischarge.Buttheworldstillneedshis

Ian.



“I’m proudofyou,myson,”thehoarsewordsarelost

tothewoodsandheslipsintounconsciousness,his

bodyfinallygivingin.

......

MorningFam

Happyweekendahead.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Eleven

“Justwhenyou’vehadenough,lifegivesyoumore.

Andjustwhenyouthinkit’srainedenough,itstarts

topour.”Unknown

Iam wokenupbythesoundofretching,myears

prickupandafteracoupleofheavingsecondspass,

theretchingstartsafresh.Mymusclesaresore,

coiledtightlyfrom thecoldnessofthecement,a

weeklaterandmybodyisstillprotestingtheharsh

extremitiesthatIhavebeencastinto.Igetup

carefullyandrubmyeyestoacclimatizethem tothe

dim lightinthecell.

ThesightofVimbaibunchedoverandhuggingthat

ghastlymetalbuckethasmegaggingandhedging

butnothingcomesout,Irefusedthecabbageand



beansbonanzathattheyshovedunderourcellbars

yesterday.ThelasttimeIatetheirbeansIwas

diabolicallysickandIguesstheyarehavingthe

sameeffectonVimbai.

Aftersomemoredryheaving,shetakesthemetal

cupwithwaterandusesitandadollopofthelittle

collagewehavelefttocleanhermouth.Theydon’t

allowustohavetoothbrushes,sowecleanour

teethusingourfingers.

Theconditionsinhereareappallingtosaytheleast.

Weonlygotapieceofthegreenbarofsoapwhich

smellslikepoop.Wegetfoodonceadaymostlyand

twiceduringtheweekend,lumpysadzawithboiled

cabbageorboiledsugarbeansorashappened

yesterday,amixtureofboth.Thefoodbarelyhas

anycookingoilandnotomatoes.Itisn’tsurprising

thatVimbaihaslostsomeweightandshelooks

pasty,IcanonlyimaginehowIlook.



“It’sthefood,youshouldn’thaveeatenit,”Itellher

assheleansagainstthewallpantingalittlefrom the

exertion.Shecloseshereyesanddoesn’tsay

anything.

“Whenaretheygivingusproperhygieneproducts?

Beds?Adecenttoiletatleastandproperlywashthat

bucket?Wedon’tevengettowashouruniforms!”

Icontinuetalkingbecausethesilenceisbeginningto

gettome.Vimbaitalkslessandlesseachdayand

spendsmostofthetimerockingherselfwithher

handscoveringherears.I’m afraidthatthelonger

wearehere,wewillbothendupravingmad.

“Howlongaretheygoingtokeepusherewithout

goingtoanytrial?Whathappenedtoinnocentuntil

proven…”

“Ruby,please,”hervoiceisweakanditmakesme



panicandwheneverIpanic,Itendtoblubber.

“No,really,Vimbai,westink!Soonwewillbe

malnutritionedfrom eatingonlysadzaandthose

ghastlybeansandcabbage.Weneedmorethanthat

smellygreenbarsoapandI’m expectingmyperiods

soon,whatwillIuse?”

“Ruby,enough!”thevehemenceinhervoicemakes

meclosemymouth.

Butsheisalreadyagitatedandshegetsupand

startspacing,wringingherhandslikeanaddictin

needofhernextfix.

“Iam battlingeachdaytoremainsane,tonotletthe

voicesinmyheadtakecontrolandmakemedo

somethingtoharm myself.Thenthereisyou!

Alwayswhining.Alwayscomplaining.Iam sickofit!

DoyouthinkIdon’tknowthatwestink?Doyouthink



Idon’tknowthatthefoodishorrible?Haveyouever

heardmecomplain?This,thishellisnowyourreality,

dealwithit!”

Herwordsdon’tgettomebuthertoneandthecrazy

lookinhereyesmakesmeshrinkandtrytoblend

withthefilthywalls.Shekeepsmutteringthingsuntil

shetiresherselfoutandsheslidesdownthewall

andbreaksintoasob.Agut-wrenchingsobthat

makesmyinsideschurnwithfear.

ShehasbeenthestrongeronesinceIcamehere

andIfedonsomeofhercalmnessbutseeingher

breakdownlikethishammersthepointhomethat

weareinahopelesssituation.

IdonotknowifIshouldreachoutandtrytocomfort

her,soIjustletherbe.Thesobsgivewayto

whimpersandafewmumblingsbeforethepattern

ofherbreathingchanges.Shehasfallenasleep.Itry

tomakehersleepbetterandputthesmellyblankets,



hersandmine,aroundher.Shemumblessomething

againbeforesheislosttotheworld.

IknowIam privilegedandmaybealittlespoilt.Ok,a

lotspoiltbutthroughitall,myfathertaughtmehow

totreatpeoplewithrespectandmostimportantly

dignity.Thetreatmentwegethereisanythingbut

dignified.Whentheclangingsoundacrossthebars

ofourcellcame,Vimbaistilldoesn'tmove.Iwantto

checkonherbutIam draggedoutofthecellby

thosemeanprisonguards.

ThistimeIam pushedthroughthedarkpassagebut

insteadoftheinterrogationroom,Iam pushed

towardsthevisitingroom.Thisismyfirsttime

gettingavisitor,mypalmsgrowsweatyandImake

suretokeepmyheaddown,incasesomeone

recognizesme.Myheartispounding,whatifit’s

Chatunga?Idonotwanthim toseemelikethis,my

hairisdry,withparticlesfrom theblanketsonitand

possiblysomeliceaswell.Mylipsaredryand



cracked,soaremybarefeet.

RelieffloodsmewhenIrealisethatitisuncle

BatsiraibutthereliefquicklyturnstoguiltwhenI

noticethebandagearoundhishead,thesealingof

hiseyeabovethemaskhe'swearingandthesling

onhisarm.Thisismyfault,Vimbaididwarnmeand

asmuchasIdislikeher,shespokethetruth.

“Ruru,uriseimwanangu,”hisgreetingcausesmy

eyestotearbecauseinsteadofcallingmehisniece,

mzukuru,hecalledmehischildandaskedmehowI

am.NoonehasaskedmehowIam sinceIheardof

thenewsofmyfather’spurporteddeath.

“Ifeellost,uncleBatsirai,likeIam stuckinan

endlessnightmare.Iam sorryIgotyouhit,it’sallmy

fault,Ishouldn’thave…”

“Hushmychild,it’snotyourfault,knowingyour



fatherIam justsurprisedittookthislong.”

Thereisawryandfondsmileonhisfacethatgives

mehopebutalsomakesmesoemotionalaswell.It

remindsmeofmyfather.

“Whyaretheykeepingushere?Whereismyfather?

UncleGumburai?Aretheymercenaries?”The

questionstumbleovereachother,burstingoutof

mychest.

“Thewallshaveears,Ruru,”myunclesayssoftly

whilecastinganeyeontheguardwhodoesn't

pretendlikeheisn’teavesdropping.

“Idon’tknowwhytheyarekeepingyouhere,they

keepdelayingsendingbothofyoutocourtstating

fuelshortagesandStatewitnessesgoingmissingor

escapingthecountry,it’samess.Iam tryingmy

hardesttogetyoubothoutofhere.HowisVimbai?”



Ibreatheintryingtoloosenmychestabit,it

suddenlyfeelssoheavy.

“I’m scaredaboutherstateofmind,shedoesn’tsay

much,shejustsitsthererockingherselfand

coveringherears.Todayshesaidsheisfightingthe

voicesinherheadandshebrokedown.I’m afraid

shemightdosomethingtoharm herself.”

UncleBatsiraisighsandrubshisfacewithhisone

goodhand.Heloosenshistieasifitjustgothotin

here.

“Shewasdiagnosedwithschizophreniarecentlyand

shehadbeenundergoingtherapy,Ibroughther

medicine.Itmighthelp.”

MyeyesarewideasIaccepttheplasticsthatheis

carrying,therearesomecosmeticsandbathing



productsinthere,sanitarypadsandIalmostweep

whenIseedeodorant,chocolates,fruitsand

takeaways.

“Ithoughtafterthereleaseofthatvideoofherbeing

takenbythepoliceandthepressurethatthepubic

havebeenputtingonZRP,shewouldbeoutbynow,

buttheyarenotbudging.Iwillkeeppushingthough

forbothofyoutocomeoutofthishellhole.My

sisteristurninginhergrave,Ican’tletherdown.”

Mentionofmylatemothermakesmealltearyagain,

IwishIvisitedhergravemorewhileIhadachance.I

wastoocaughtupinthepainoflosingherthatI

couldn’tstandgoingandseeingherinapatchof

land.Mymother,withherinfectiouslaughandbig

hugs,reducedtoapileofdirt.Ijustcouldn’tbring

myselftogothereevenwhenmydadaskedmeto

gowithhim.IwishIhad.

“Thankyou,uncleBatsirai,”Iwanttohughim but



beforeIcan,Iam jerkedoffbythepudgyguard,heis

themeanestofalltheguards.

Hefrogmarchesmeoutofthevisitingroom.Iturn

tolookatuncleBatsiraiandIcatchthetearsinhis

eyesashewavessadlyatme.Eventhoughmyheart

isheavy,IsmileasbrightlyasIcanandwaveback

athim.ThatearnsmeapushandIalmoststumble

andfall.Whenwegettoourcell,insteadofopening

upforme,hegrabstheplasticsIam carrying

forcefully.

“Hey!Thosearemine!”

Itrytoholdontothem buthehasmorebruteforce

thanmeandabackhandedslappushesmyfaceto

themetalbarsandmybodyjerksinshockandpain

andhetakestheplastics.

“Doyouthinkthatthisisyourfather’sprison?



Traitorsdon’tdeserveanyofthis,”hesneerswithso

muchcontemptinhisvoicewhilehisfriendsnickers

from behindus,watching,italmostkillsmetobeg

him butIneedto.

“Please,youcantakeeverythingelsebutcanIat

leasthavethemedicationandmysanitarypads,”I

hatethedesperationinmyvoiceevenworsewhen

heletsoutaloud,cruellaugh.

HefumbleswiththeplasticsandImakeashort

prayerthatheatleastshowsmethismercy.He

holdsoutasmallbrownbagandpassestherestof

theplasticstohisfriendbeforeopeningitupand

takingoutsomebottleswithdifferentmedicines.

“Youmeanthisprincess?”

InodeagerlyeventhoughmyheadhurtsandIhold

outmyhandsinacuppingmanner,showinghim



morerespectthanhedeserves.

Myheartshrinksandmyteethclenchasheempties

thecontentsofthebottlesonthegroundand

proceedstogroundthepillsintothedust.Tearsthat

havebeenthreateningcomeoutintorrentsofhot

anger.Iwillmakehim payforthis,evenifit’sthelast

thingthatIdo.

Theirloudlaughtergratemyearsasheshovesme

intothecell,IholditinuntilIheartheirfootsteps

recedingbeforeIbreakdownandcry.Thepain,

angerandhumiliationallburningmychest.

.......

HappyweekaheadFamily

Iwillputupsomeofmyresearchonthestateof

Zimbabweanprisonsonthispage'sStory,docheck

itout.

LoveandLight



BusisekileKhumalo

RubiesandRain

Twelve

“Itisnotlightthatweneed,butfire;itisnotthe

gentleshower,butthunder.Weneedthestorm,the

whirlwind,andtheearthquake.”

FrederickDouglass

Nosihle

Ifeelcagedandallkindsofuseless.Vimbaisaved

mylifeandIam failingtogetheroutofjail.Ihate

failing,Ihatefeelinguselessandhelpless.

FrustrationsarehighandImightbeoutofajob

soon.IneedtogobacktoBeitbridgebutthereisa

mountaininmyway.Themountainisthispigheaded

manwhohassomehowtakenituponhimselftobe



mysecuritydetailintheinterim.

“Idon’tunderstandmou...ImeanJoshua,thereisno

waythevideowilltracebacktomeandIdon’tthink

thepoliceorwhoeverisinterestedinVimbaiwill

alsobeinterestedinme.Ineedtogotowork.”

Ifoldmyarmsandtrytocoattheexasperationinmy

voicewithaslowemphasisoneachword.Heonly

looksupbrieflyfrom hiscomputeranduttersthe

samewordshehasbeenutteringalldaythatsetmy

teethonedge.

“It’snotsafe,untilthethreatagainstusiseliminated

oratleastcontained,youarenotgoinganywhere.”

HegoesbacktohiscomputerandIlookatthe

heavyvasejustacrosshim longingly,Iwantto

smashitoverhisthickskull,maybethatistheonly

wayIwillbeabletogetthroughtohim.



“AtleastletmecallTafadzwa,Vimbai'sex,hehas

politicalconnections…”it’sasifIpokedabear,the

wayhejerksupandgrowls.

“Nooneiscallinganyone!Doyouwanttoputusall

indanger?IsaidI’m handlingitandIam!”

“You’vebeenhandlingitfortwoweeksnow,”Ihiss

mindfulthatDaviraiisstudyinginthenextroom,

“twoweeksandnothingishappening,justyourpig-

headedness!”

“Thisoneisaboveyou,Iam tryingtoworkandyour

naggingisn’tworking.”It’sthewayhedismissesme

thathasmesnapping.

Idon’thavetosithereandbeputdownbythisman,

Iam nothisprisonerforcryingoutloud!Istorm off

tomydesignatedbedroom,notinthemoodto



appreciatethesofthuesusedinthislargehouse

andthestateoftheartflat-screenTVtakinguphalf

ofthewallinmyroom.Idragmybag,checktosee

ifIstillhaveenoughmoney,Ido.Ihesitatebefore

draggingmyovernightbagout,shouldIsaygoodbye

toDavirai?Ithinkagainstitbecauseseeingherwill

dissolvemyresolvetoleavethisplace.Itwillalso

makemefeellikeafailure.Itried,Itriedtohelp

Vimbaibutthisisabovemeasthemountainsaid

andIam thesolebreadwinnerathome.Vimbaiwill

understand,Ihopeshedoes.

Idragmybagoutquietlyandgodownstairs,hoping

andprayingthatthefrontdoorisn’tlocked.Isighin

reliefwhenitopensandIstepout.Itakeonefinal

lookattheloungethatgivesoffhuntinggamecabin

vibes,withnopersonalpictureoranythingthatcan

giveyouanideaofwhoownstheplace,thenIclose

thedoorbehindmeandbracemyselfforthelong

walkahead.Ihavenoideahowfaritistothemain

roadoranyroad,weweresleepingwhenwegot

here,andwehaven’tsteppedoutsince.



IthinkwemightbeinthemiddleofNyanga.Isay

thisbecausewherethissafehouseisbuiltisonhigh

land,ahuge,sturdymansioninfoggy,cloudyand

dewyterrain.Theviewinthemorningsistodiefor,

it’slikeifyoustretchyourhandfarenough,youcan

touchtheclouds.Treesarekeepingthehouse

tuckedinlikeahauntedhouseinthosehorror

moviesbutsomehowthishouseiscosierthanitis

scary.IwouldhaveenjoyeditmoreifIdidn’thaveto

worryaboutVimbaiandmyjob.AllIcanprayfor

rightnowisbeingabletofindmywaytothemain

roadandhitch-hikebacktoBeitbridgeandmyjob

Theterrainisroughandrocky,Icurseunderneath

mybreathbecausemyshoesthoughflat,donot

havethestronggripneededforsuchahike.There

aremountainsallaroundme,thetallesttomyright

withwispsofmistsurroundingit.Thegreeneryis

majestictobeholdandtakesmymindoffmyshoes

andtreacherousterrain.Theblendofclearbluesky,

greysmoulderinggranitecountertops,densegreen



vegetationandmistisonethatwouldgiveanyartist

aminiorgasm.

Thenoveltyofmysurroundingssoonwearsoff

whenitfeelslikeIhavebeenwalkingforhoursand

thereisnothingbuttreesandmountainsbehindand

infrontofme.Myearsprickupatthesoundof

watercrashing,contemplatingwhetherIshould

continuedownthetrekIwasusingortakeatiny

peekatthewaterfall,mycuriositywinsandImove

towardsthesoundofthewater,makingsureto

leavemyscarfaroundatreetohelpmenavigatemy

wayback.

Thewaterfallisbreathtakinginthepeekafternoon

sunlightandIcatchmybreathevenasItake

picturesandvideos,nothingcanimmortalizethis

beauty.Aftertenminutes,Iregretfullyhavetoturn

backandgobacktothetrackbeforeitstartsgetting

late.



IfindmyscarfandheadbacktotheroadIwason.I

am nowtiredandthirsty,Ishouldhavecarriedsome

water,Iwastooscaredtogoclosetothecrushing

watersIjustlefttodrink.Surely,itcan’tbemuch

furtherfrom themainroadnow.

Pantinginwhatfeelslikeaneternitylater,I’m still

walkingwhenIhearthesoundofanapproachingcar.

Theprecariousnatureofmysituationhitsmealittle

toolate,Iam alone,female,unarmedinthethickof

aforestthatIhavenoideaof.Whiletheapproaching

carmighthelpmegetoutofhere,itmightalsoend

upwithmerapedandleftfordeadinsomegrove.

Whilestillprayingthatfateiskindertome,abig

blackSUVcomestoahaltbesideme.Itrytohide

myreliefwhenIseeJoshua’sannoyedfaceinthe

driver’sseat.

“Areyoufuckeninsaneorjustplainstupid?!”

Hisloudbellowalmosthasmeweepinginrelief,as



muchasheannoysandirritatesmehalfthetime,

Joshuamakesmefeelsafe.Hehasbeenkeepingus

safeforthepasttwoweeks.Thatdoesn’tstopme

from stubbornlyliftingmychinathim indefiance.

“Yousaidityourself,savingVimbaiisabovemeand

IneedtogetbacktoworkorelseIwillbefired,ifI

haven’talreadybeenfiredalready.”

Myretorthashim leapingoffthecarandbanging

thedoorbeforestalkingtowardsme,everythingin

meistellingmetorun,butIstandmyground.I

knowhewon’thurtme,atleastnotphysically.

“Thereisathreatagainstusandyoumightnoteven

bealivetoreachBeitbridge,howdoyounot

understandthis?Ican’tbetryingtogetVimbaioff

jail,tryingtogetintouchwithmybossandalso

worryingaboutandbabysittingyou!Daviraihas

moresensethanyouandsheisaflippingteenager!”

HiswordsmakemeflinchbutIam notgoingtogive



him thesatisfactionofseeingmecry.

“Thethreatisn’tagainstme,Iam anobody,noone

caresaboutmygoings,exceptformymotherand

mysister'schildrenwhoarerelyingonmypaycheck

toputfoodonthetable.”

Helooksdownatthatandhasthedecencytoat

leastfeelbad.Heblowssomeairasifheistryingto

calm himself.

“Iwillmakesurethatyougetthismonth’ssalary,”

hisquietwordsstartleme,hewasfumingmere

secondsago.

“Thatisnotthepoint!Doyouhaveanyideahow

muchIprayedforthisjob?HowmuchIenjoyit?It’s

morethanjustthemoney.IlovemyjobandIam at

leastusefulatit.Ican’tdoanythingforVimbai,

nothing!”



Ididnotexpecttheshitloadofemotionsthathits

me.Isag,mybagslidingoffmyshouldersandI

startcrying.Ifthereisanyonewhodoesn’tdeserve

allofthisitisVimbai.Whenwillshecatchabreak?

HisexpensivemuskysmellcrowdsmebeforeIhear

agruntandIam beingengulfedintowarm lean,

muscledflesh.IhatefeelingthishelplessandIcan’t

seem tobeabletofindthefaucetofthesebloody

tearssothatIswitchthem off!Joshuaholdsme

throughthesobswrackingmybodyuntiltheyareall

spentandIfeellikeaweighthasbeenliftedoffmy

shoulders.

Hetiltsmyfaceandlooksintomypuffyeyes,

tenderlywipingoffthetearsfrom myeyes.The

gentlenessIdidnotexpectfrom thismountainofa

manwithsomanyroughedges.

“Ipromiseyou,wewillgetVimbaioutandIwillmake

sureyourjobissecureorthatyougetanotherone.



Don’tworryaboutyourmother,I’lltakecareofthem.

Justplease,letmedomyjobandnomorerunning

off.”

Somethingabouthisgentletone,drawsmetohim

andIrealizethathiseyesarelikemoltenchocolate

withdripsofhoney.Istandontiptoe,placingmylips

onhis.IwishIwasbraveenoughtodomorethan

justplacingmylipsonhis.Whenhedoesn’trespond,

Iwantthegroundtoopenupandswallowme.Just

asI’m tearingmylipsfrom his,hegroansbefore

plunderingmymouth.

Thereisnootheraptdescriptionforthisonslaught

onmylips.Hislipsarehardbutpossessacertain

tendernesstemperedwithwildpossessiveness.I

feelmarkedbyJoshua'skisswaymorethanJacob's

huffingovermeeverdid.

Whenthekissends,awkwardnesshangs

precariouslybetweenusandhebreaksitbytaking



mybagandputtingitinthecarbeforeheopensmy

door.It’sasifIimaginedthepassionateJoshuawho

wasjustmaulingmylips,butIcanstillfeelhim on

mylips,hissmellisallovermeandIholdmyself

beforeIpressmyhandtomylips.Thedrivebackis

silent,untilIawkwardlyclearmythroat.

“WasIanywhereneartheroadorhighway?”

Helooksatmebrieflybeforesmirking,ashorttiltof

thecornersofhislipsandhistoplipcurling

transform hisface,thismanisbeautiful.

“Notevenclose,wearejustoutsideNyangaNational

Park,thelargemountainyouseethereisMount

Nyangani,themountainthatswallowspeople,so

pleasedon’tleavewithoutmeagain.”

Somethinghasshiftedbetweenus,ormaybeit’s

wishfulthinkingonmypartbutheseemsless



guardedandevenalittleplayful.

“Isawawaterfallinsidethewoods,”Itellhim

becauseitfeelsgoodtotalktohim withouthim

floweringatmeordismissingme.

“Ohyeah?Iwillfuckyouinfrontofthatwaterfallone

day,withonlythebirdsandthemountainanimalsas

ouraudience.”

Hiseyesmeetmystartledonesforamomentand

thepromiseinthem sendtremorsthroughoutmy

body.Theideaofus,nakedinthewild,issowrong,

butithasmyheartbeatracing,mylabiathrobbing

andIhavetopressmythighsagainsteachotherat

thethought.Somehow8justknowthatwhenthe

mountainclaimsmefully,myworldwillbeshattered

inanearthquake.

......



Goodmorningfamily

PreordersarenowopenforThePrincessandthe

Piper,R300(includingdelivery)pleasetext

+27620931434forbankingdetails.Eventhosein

HarareandBulawayoarewelcometoPreorder.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo
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Sometimes,youjusthavetobowyourhead,saya

prayer,andweatherthestorm-Unknown

Triggerwarning:sexualviolence SLN

“Youshouldeat,”thereislaughterlacinghervoice

assheoffersmeahandfulofsadzaandbeansandI

wrinklemynoseindistaste.

“No,thankyou.Howdoyoueveneatthat?”

Vimbaishrugshershouldersandcontinuestothrow

thedollopofsadzaintohermouthandchewasif

she’sbeeninvitedtohighteawiththeQueenof



England.Shehasbeenbettereversincemybreak

downorshe’stryingtoactstrongandcementher

words,“Don’tworryRuby,Iwillbefine.I’veonly

startedusingthepillsrecentlyandthevoiceshave

beenpartofmylifesinceIwasnine.”

Onlywhenshewasnine,shewasn’tinadark,smelly

anddampprisoncellbutIappreciatehowshe’s

tryingandcomingoutofhershellabit.She’salso

eating,nonplussed.Iam tryingtofeedoffherenergy.

Theleftsideofmyfaceisstillthrobbingfrom the

impactofhittingthecellironbars.

“Weren’tyouaborder?Weusedtoeatbeansand

sadzasometimes,granteditwascookedabitbetter

andhadsaltbutstill.Youcan’tliveonporridge

alone.”

Evenassheistalkingshe’sdippingherhandand

onlyusinghertwofingerstoscoopthesadza

becauseitisstickyandifyoumakethemistakethat



Imadeoffoldingitinyouhand,yourinnerpalm

remainscakedwithsadza.

“PeterhouseGirlswasn’tthatkindofboarding

school,wehadfloatingweekends,playedPoloand

chess,thereweremorewhitegirlsthanblacksand

thatshouldgiveyouahintofthemenu,”thinkingof

highschoolequitesthinkingofTendero,bittersweet

becauseImightneverseeheragain.

Vimbaiwhistlesandthesoundmakesmestopfrom

goingdowntheTenderopathwaytomiseryand

regrets.

“HereIwasthinkingReginaMundiwaselite,you

makeitsoundlikeIlearntintheBundus.Whatisa

floatingweekend?”

Sheisdonewithherplateandlookinglonginglyat

mine,Ipushittowardsherandshesmiles,Iseethe



flashofherteethbeforeshegrabsmyplateand

startseating.

“Weekendswhenourparentswereallowedtocome

andcollectus,mom wouldcomereligiouslyandwe

wouldgooutwithTenderoandhermom…”myvoice

catchesasthememorieschokemeup.

Mom lovedTendero,whenTendero’sparents

couldn’tcome,shewouldtakeusbothforwhatever

dateshehadplannedfrom kayakingtosimpleice

cream dates,shealwaysmadethem special.

“Iam sorryaboutyourmom,”hervoiceisquietwith

tracesofunderstandingandpity.

“Imisshersomuch,ithurtstoeventhinkabouther

soItrynotto.Shewasallwarmthandradiatedthis

glowabouther.Shewasthebufferbetweenmeand

mydad.Whensheleft,wealsosortofdriftedapart.



Doyouwanttoknowwhattheworstpartis?Mylast

wordstohim,”ItakeashudderingbreathandIam

gratefulthatshedoesn’tsayanything,she’sjust

quietlylistening.

“Itoldhim thatIwishhehaddiedinsteadofmom,

thekickeristhatitwasn’tsomethingIthoughtatthe

spurofthemomentandintheheatofanger.It

alwaysfeltlikelifewouldhavebeenbetterwithmy

mom init,youknow?Likemom alwayshada

solution,akindword,awarm hugandDadwasjust

avoidingmeasmuchasIwasavoidinghim ifhe

wasn’tpushingmetowardsChatunga.Itgottoa

pointwhereIhatedhim,enoughtowishdeathon

him andhecouldbedeadbynow.”

ThereissombersilencebetweenusasItrytobattle

withmyguiltandforceitbackintotheboxwhereI

wasstoringallmypentupemotions.I’m startled

whenIfeelVimbai'shandclutchingmineand

squeezingsoftly.Thelittlegesturemakesmeteary



andIlookup,blinkingthetearsaway.Eveninthe

dark,Ihavecriedenoughtears.

Sheyawnsandtriestostifletheyawnbutit’sthere

andIalmostsmileathowroutinesheis,sheeats

anddrinkswaterthenfiveminuteslater,sheyawns

andquicklyfallsasleep,whileIstruggletryingtofind

aspotonthefloorthatislesshard.Impossible,I

know,butagirlcandream.

“Youcansleep,I’m ok,”Isaywhensheyawnsforthe

thirdtime.

“Imusthaveeatentoomuchofthosebeanseven

thoughtheytastedabitfunnytoday,”thelastword

isaccompaniedbyanotherloudyawn.Shefolds

herselfonthefloorandisoutlikealightinthenext

minute.

Isighbecausetalkingtoheratleastprovidedme



withsomeescape,nowIhavetoconfrontmy

thoughts.

Happythoughts,happythoughts,Itrytowillmy

brain.

IttakesmetotheChimanimaniof2017,wehad

gonehikingupthesteepmountainandIgottired

halfwaysoTenderoofferedtocarrymeonherback.

Irememberhersmellmingledwithsweat,making

medryhumpherbackwhiletryingnottogetcaught

byteacherswithus.Irememberherlaughterbefore

shesnuckherhandupmygym skirtandpinchedmy

clitoris.

Irememberthewaterfallwestoodinfrontofbefore

takingagrouppicturefortheschoolwebsite.

Tenderohadathingforwaterbodiesandshestood

soclosetothewaterfallthatIgrewscaredthatshe

wouldfalloverthecliff.Thewatersplashedagainst

us,whileIsquealedinannoyance,shejuststood



therewithhershouldersstraight,takinginthe

waterfall.ThoughtsofbeingonTendero'sback

makethehardfloormorebearable.

I’m slowlydriftingofftosleepwhenfootfallssound

inthepassage,attimestheguardspatrol.Itryto

ignorethesoundandfallasleepbutwhenthe

footballstopinfrontofourcell,itmakesmeprick

upmyearsandwhenthegateisopened,myheart

ratequickens.Noonecomesintoourcellespecially

notinthemiddleofthenight.ItrytolocateVimbai

withmyfingersbutsheisjustoutofreach.Iyelp

whentheblanketissnatchedawayfrom meandthe

guardlookssurprisedtoseemyreaction,thenhe

breaksintoasneer,hispudgyfacecrinklinglikeafat

cakeinhotoil.

“Wellthisisgoingtobeallthemorefun,”thesneer

inhisvoicerevoltsme.

WhenIfeelhischubbyhandsonmythighs,stubby



fingersandroughnailsdiggingintomyinnerthighs.

IrememberuncleGumburai’steachingsandI

positionmyfootrightandaim forhisnuts.Imiss

butstillgettojabhim hard.

“Bitch!”hehollersandIwonderwhyVimbaihasn’t

wokenupyet.

“You’llplaywithherjustnow,getheroutofherein

casesomeonecomes,"anotherguardisstandingin

theopeningofthecellandwhenthepudgyone

turnstorespond,ItrymykickagainandthistimeI

catchhim straightinthenuts.

Thistimehisscream islouderandyetstillVimbaiis

fastasleep.Itrytocallouttoherandshakeherbut

nothing.Iam tornawayfrom herandliftedkicking

andscreaminguntiltheguardputsahandtocover

mymouth.Hispudgyfriendiswalkingbehindus

whiledoubledover.Itrytowiggleandbreakfreebut

noneofitworks.Thisguardismuchstrongerandhe



holdsmylegsjustasI’m tryingtokickhim.Wewalk

downtothecorridoruntilwereachthelastcell,

farthestfrom thepassageleadingoutofthecell

areas.Hepushesitopenandtossesmedownso

carelesslythatIhurtmyarm andtorso.

“DearGod,pleasedon’tletthishappen,”Ibeginmy

mindevenasthepudgyofficerkicksmeinmyribs.

Thepainisinstantandcausesmetodoubleover.

“EasyTawanda,”hisfriendonlycautionswhenhe

kicksmeintheface.

“Thisbitchthinksthatsheisspecial!”Iam doubled

overinpainbutitstillfeelsmarginallybetterthan

whatIknowisabouttogodown.

“Youcantameherfirst,I’m goingtomanthegate

beforeit’smyturn.”



“No,myballsstillhurt,yougofirst.”

Atthispoint,Ijustwanttobeanywherebuthere.

ThepainfulpartisthatIcanheareverythingabove

mypain.Iheartherustleofhispantsandhiszip

goingdown,everysoundamplifiedbymyfear.He

roughlyshovesmythighsapartevenasItrytofight,

Ireallydobuthe’stoostrong.Mypantiesare

roughlyshovedaside.

“It'shightimeyouknewhowit’sliketobefuckedby

amansothatyoustoprubbingyourvaginaagainst

anothervagina.”

Whenhepenetratesmewithoutasecondthought,I

feelmyvaginatearingapartandIscream butmy

scream isswallowedbyhishand.Istruggleto

breatheoverhislargepalm thatsmellslikefishand

notthegoodfishyoufindinrestaurants.Hisstrokes

areaggressiveandhepusheshishanddownharder,

thefasterhegoesandIfeelpiecesofmysoul



tearingapartwitheverythrustandhisotherhand

comestomyneckandhe’schokingme.

“Youlikethatdon’tyou?Thisiswhatbeingwitha

manfeelslike,youfilthycunt.”

Tearsburnmyeyesandleaveahottrailofdespair

onmycheeksashegoesonandon,more

aggressivewitheachstrokeuntilhesplasheshis

stinkingsemenallovermyface.Itoppleoverand

vomittheminutehegetsoffme,thereisnothing

muchinmystomachbutitstillturnsatthesmellof

him thatisclingingontomyface.Itrytowipeoff

thesemen,mixedwithmytears,mucusandvomit

butit’sfruitlessandsomeoneisdraggingmebymy

legs.

Idon’teventrytofighthim,Ihavenofightleftinme,

notearsandwhenheramshisfatpenisinmyanus,

theexcruciatingpainmakesmescream.



“Everyholeinsideyoumustbefilledbyrealmenso

thatyoustoprubbingyourselfagainstwomen!”

Hisfriendlaughsathispun.Hisgruntsgetlouder

andIcan'tblockthem out.InsideI’m justwaiting,

waitingforthenumbnesstotakeoverandwhenit

finallydoes,Ihopefordeath.

......

GoodmorningFam

Iam sorryforthecontentsoftoday'sinsertandany

woundsitmightopenup.

LoveandLight
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"Ain'tnohumanheadbigenoughtocalculatemisery

likethat."Thedevilallthetime

LuxembourgCityfringes

Tensionhangsthicklikeafogtintedbythedoctor’s

slightpissandobviousfear.Hecowersatthe

obviousderangedangerofthishideousmanbefore

him,madeevenscarierbytheimpatientanger

reddeninghiseyesandtheveinjumpingonhisface.

Thedoctorclutchesatthemetaloftherealhospital

bedinthemakeshifthospitalroom setupina

securelocationjustoutsidethecityofLuxembourg.

HisscatteredbraintriestoconjureupalltheEnglish

thatseemstohavedesertedhim atthesightofthis



man'swrath.

“Ididall,no?Yes!Ididallbutthebrainverytricky,

verystubborn,sonowakeupbutpatchedclean.”

Throughhishastetoreassure,hisstatementmakes

lesssenseandhepraysthatthelargemaninfront

ofhim doesnotsnaphim intotwo.Thedoctortries

anotherwaytopersuadetheangrymanandhave

himselfnotkilled.

“Ipatchyouuptooandlook,nicehealing,nodeath,”

heisperspiringbulletsandconvinceshimselfthat

thewetwarmthbetweenhislegsistheperspiration

ofhistesticlesandnotpiss,whenit’sactuallya

mixtureofboth.

“Idon’tcareaboutme,whyisn’tmysonwakingup?”

roarsGumburai,causingthedoctortojumpinfear,

furtherdampeningthespotonhispants,yethis



precioussonremainscomatoseonlybreathing

throughthehummingmachinery.

“Thereisstillactivityinhisbrainasyoucanseehere,

no?”heaskswhileusingtherespitetoputasmuch

distanceaspossiblebetweenhim andtheangry

man.

“Wedoctors,notunderstandallthathappensinthe

brainbutthebulletpassdownwardfrom theleft

frontallobetiptowardthetemporallobeand

brainstem,verydevastating,becauseitpassthrough

eloquentbraintissue,injureimportantvascular

structuresinsidehishead.Luckilyitwasa

penetratingwoundandnoperforatingwound,but

stilltoomuchpressureoncranium.Evenafter

performingthecraniectomy,firstweekortwoafter

traumaistheacuteandcritical-carestage.”

Gumburaibecomesevenmorefrustratedbytheuse

oftoomanymedicaltermsbutnoclearanswerto



theburningquestion,whenwillIanwakeup?Willhe

everwakeupandwillhebenormalordidtheshot

leavehim aquadriplegic?That’sallhewantstohear

notthismentionofuranium andlobes.

“General,youhaveacall,”burstsinastockybutless

scarymanandthedoctorisrelievedwhenheis

summarilydismissed,heshufflesoutoftheroom

tryingtoshieldthedampspotinfrontofhistrousers.

Gumburaisnatchesthephoneandgruntsintoit.

“Ourmutualfriendsaidifhedidn’tsucceedin

deliveringthecheese,wegostraightforthehead,”

thelinegoesdeadbutGumburaiknowsexactlywho

justcalledandwhytheycalled.

Heisuncomfortablewiththebackupmissionthathe

nowhastospearheadalone,butIanistheonewho

setupallthepawns,rooks,knights,bishopsinthis

missionandwhileGumburaimightnotagreewith

hissentimentsespeciallyaftertheambushinthe



Hague,heknowsIan’sstrengthliesmostinstrategy

planning,coveringallanglesandifthereisone

personwhocangetthem outofthismessishisson

eveninacomma.Heisrunningoutoftimeandsois

hisRuby.

“Askthatdoctor,ifwecanflyhim toSouthAfricain

thestatethathe’sin.”Headsaregoingtoroll,

Gumburaiwillmakesureofit.

……..

HarareCentralPoliceStation

Vimbaistretchesoutherarmsfeelingdisoriented,

shehasn’tsleptsolongorsosoundlyeversinceshe

gotherebutherbodyfeelswrong.Itfeelslike

someonewasthrowingstonesather.Shewrinkles

hernoseatthesmell,todayitsmellsworsethan

normalandthemomentthesmellsettlesinher



stomach,shequicklygetsupandhurlsallthe

contentsinherstomachontheblastedmetalbucket.

Shewipeshermouthwiththebackofherhandafter

gurglingsomewater.Awhimpermakesherturnand

trytolocatewhereitiscomingfrom.

Inthedim light,it’shardtomakeoutanythingbut

whenthewhimpercomesagainitleadshertowards

theironbarsinthecellandassheapproaches,the

smellgrowsstronger.Shecovershernosewiththe

crookofherelbow,butsomeofthemetallicsmellof

bloodmixedwiththatoffaecesstillgetontoher

mouth.Thepicturethatgreetshereyesfrom the

sliveroflightthatcomesinfrom thesmallopening

highupclosetotheceiling,isonethatturnsher

bloodcold.

ThereisRubywithherredandwhiteuniform

bundledaroundherwaist,lyingatanawkwardangle

likeshewastossedthere.Bloodandhuman

excretionhavecakedaroundherneitherregion.



Vimbaibitsbackascream atthesightandfeelsher

stomachtwisting,shemovescloserandwhenshe

triesholdingher,Ruby'swhimpersturnintoshrieks

ofterror.Rubythinksthatthosemonstershave

comeagainandshewantstofightthem buther

bodyisnumbandherspiritisdead.Sheclosesher

eyesagainstthepainandallsheseesistheirteeth

inthedim light.Shecanstillheartheirgroansof

pleasure,thesmelloftheirsperm astheyejaculated

alloverher.Shewantstoscream inagonybutall

shecandoissnaphereyesopenandwhimper.

Vimbaiishorrifiedandsicktoherstomachasthe

implicationsofwhathappenedtoRubyareasclear

asday,shedoesn’tknowwhethertohugherbutbile

burnslikeacidinherthroatandallthatshewantsto

doisscream andhitsomethinganything.

“Ruby,it’sme,Vimbai,”hervoiceissoftcoaxing.All

shegetsinresponseisatorturedwhimper.She

doesn’ttrytotouchheragainbutshekeepstalking



toher.

“Ruby,Iwon’thurtyoubutpleaseletmecleanyou,

it’sme,Vimbai,I’m notthosemonsters,”hervoiceis

cloggedwithtearsthatsheistryinghardtoreignin.

Thisiseverywoman'snightmareandherheart

bleedsforRubyevenasshewonderswhytheydidn’t

takeheraswellandiftodayisherday.

Thoughtsofsuchviolationmakehershiverand

openswayforthesniggeringvoiceofher

stepmotherinherhead.

“Youareworthless,alittlepieceofrubbishthatis

onlygoodforopeningherlegs,”sheshutsdownthe

wordsandittakesallherwillpower.

Whenshefinallywins,shemovestowardsthe

pitcherofwaterthattheyweregivenandthestubof

soapthattheyuseasbothbathingsoap,cleaning



detergentandtoothpaste.Shetakeshergreen,

chimneyjerseyandtearspartofitandshemoves

backtowhereRubyhasn’tstirredandshetalksto

herassheapproaches,thetearsnowfalling

uncheckeddownherface.AtfirstRubyshrieks

painfullywhenVimbaitouchesherandshethrashes

herlegs,Vimbaistepsbackandholdshermouthto

stophersobsfrom escaping.

“It’sme,Ruby,it’sVimbai,pleaseletmehelpyou,”

thevoiceslowlyregistersinRuby'smindandshe

slightlyraisesherfacetolookatVimbai.

“Vimbai?”therawemotionschokinghervoicemake

Vimbaishoveherfistharderintohermouth,unable

torespondpasttheturmoilinherownheart.

“Iwanttodie,Vimbai,theyshouldhavejustkilled

me.”



Vimbaiholdsherface,caressinghershort,spikyhair

andopenlysobsforthepainthatshewentthrough

andtheemotionalscarsthatnoonecansee.

“Youwon’tdie,Ruby,wewillmakethem payfor

this,”theominousthreatinhervoicecontractswith

howgentlehertouchisasshemovesthepieceof

herjerseydownRuby'sface,washingoffthesperm

thathadcakedonherface.

“Theywillpay.Theywillpay,”isthemantrathatshe

saysasshewashesherasamotherwashinga

newbornbaby,carefulnottohurther,boththeir

tearsminglingwiththesoapywater.Ifit’sthelast

thingshedoes,Vimbaivowstomakethem pay.

……



UnknownLocation

AgentMambashuffleshisfeetdreadingthewrath

thatliesinwaitforhim behindthemassiveoakdoor.

Heletsoutadeepbreathbeforeheopensthedoor

andletshimselfin,heisthelasttoarrivetherestof

thetop-secretteam isalreadyassembledandfrom

thegrim looksontheirfaces,nothinggoodisgoing

tocomeoutofthisimpromptumeeting.Theyallsit

shouldershuddledlikechildrenwaitingtobe

disciplinedfortheirmisdeeds.Noonedaringtolook

thePresidentintheeye.Iftheyhaddared,they

wouldseetheredbulgingofhiseyeballsandthe

gnarlyridgesentrencheddeeplyaroundthecornerof

hismouthandforehead.Hisrough,calloushands

arethatofasoldierinthetrenchesevenafteryears

ofsplendourdeepinsidethenation'scoffers,he

remainsaruthless,cold-bloodedkillingmachine.

“HasthebodyofShadowbeenfound?”



Hisquestionhangsaroundtheroom,unanswered

untilhebangshisstubbysoldierhandsonthe

expensiveheavyglasstable.Theyalljump,grown

manturnedintonervouschildrenbecausetheyknow

thatbeneaththepresidentialsuitliesatrigger-happy

soldierwhocouldendtheirlivesinasnap.

“Whyam Ipayingyouifyoucan’tdoasimplething,

onesimplething,”hissoftlyveiledwordsdripof

venom andthehuddledshouldersdipevenlower.

“OurfriendsintheHagueclaim theyshothim point-

blankintheheadandburiedhim,wefoundthegrave

dugbuttherewasalsoaworryingamountofblood

aroundthegrave.Whereverheisheiseitherdeador

incapacitated,”agentMambabravesthepredator

andtightenshisfacialmusclesagainstthebacklash.

Whennonecomeshereleasesasmallprayerof

gratitude.

“Whatoftheevidencehewassettohandin?”the



deceptivecalm inthePresident'svoicedoesn’tfool

anyoneinthetable,theyallhurdleevenlowerand

shootglancesatagentMamba,hestartedtalking

andtheyweregoingtousehim astheirhuman

shield.Mambamopshisbaldheadwithhissticky

palm,knowinghewasinthefiringline.

“Hegavethem falsepapers,hedidn’ttrustthem and

theytookhim outwithoutcheckingfirst,”thestapler

whistlespasthisears,missinghim byaninchasit

goeshurtlingtotheoakdoor.

“Useless,thelotofyou!Iam asittingduckaslong

asthatevidenceisstilloutthere!”

“Sir,wehaveaproblem,”thenewFixer,whostepped

inforShadowwhenhewentrogueannounces,

almostshittingonhisexpensiveItalianthree-piece

breastedsuit.Hecontinueswithoutbeingprompted,

asifhejustwantsthewordstobeoutthere.



“Thereisgrowingpressuretoreleasethewife,sheis

alawyerandwiththegrowingpressurefrom her

colleagues,humanrightsorganizationsthatshe

workedwithandworldover,plusthatleakedvideo,

wecan’tkeepherformuchlonger.”

IfthePresidenthadbeenfumingbefore,nowhis

darkfacewasblackandlivid,thehaggardpores

aroundhisfacedeepening.

“Haveyougottenanythingfrom them yet?”Mamba

isgratefulthattheeyesshiftfrom him totheonly

otheruniformedpersonintheroom.

“None,myboyshavebrokenthedaughterbutthe

wifeisatoughcookieandsheisn’tspilling

anything,”fora“Shefu,”inhisworkplace,hehas

turnedintoablusteringidiotbutnoonelaughsor

snickersathim,theyareallmenofpowerintheir



fieldsbutinhereonlyonemanholdsthepowerand

hasthem bytheirtesticles,heknowsitandtheyall

knowit.

“Stalltheorganizations,createapressrelease,

anythingandrainterroronthosegirls,Ineedto

knowexactlywhathehasagainstme.Knowing

Shadowitcouldbeanythingfrom theFifthBrigade

genocidetoothermuchmoreclassifiedmissions.

HewastheFixerandthatgoonofhiswouldbeakey

witness.Findthem!Untiltheymakeanappearance,

rainterrorontheirpreciouswomen!”

.......

Morningfamily,yesitsarepost,fifteencomingup.



RubiesandRain

Fifteen( SLV)

“…heroinesareoftenunlikelypeoplewhoare

draggedintosituationswithoutmeaningtobecome

involved,orpeoplewithapastthathasneverquite

leftthem.Theyareoftenisolated,introspective

people,oftenconfrontationaloranarchicinsome

way,oftendamagedorsecretlyunhappyor

incomplete”.-JoanneHarris

Ruby

Mybodyfeelslikeitwasdraggedfrom thepitsof

hellanddumpedinasewersystem.Everything

achesfrom thesolesofmyfeettotheareaaround

myeyeswereIreceivedblows.Icanstillsmellthem,

eventhoughVimbaididherbesttoscrubtheirdirt

offme,therewasonlysomuchthatshecoulddo



withapitcherofwaterandastubofsoap.I’m trying

hardnottothinkofthepartwhenmybodyfinally

gaveinandIshatonmyself.Thatisthesinglemost

embarrassingmomentinmylife.Brokendoesn’t

begintodescribehowIfeel.

Mythoughtsaredisturbedbythesoundofaspoon

onanenamelcupandthethinmetalplates,atfirst

I’m notsurewhatthesoundisuntilshepicksa

certainrhythm thatremindsmeofmbira,itlacksthe

deeprichnessofthembirachordsbutcomesvery

close.Iliftmyhead,whichrequiresallmystrength

andIlookatVimbai.Sheissittingcross-leggedon

theroughandcoldcementfloor,headtiltedslightly

asshehumstothemelodyshe’screatingwithher

utensils.

“Checheche

Zvakatangarinhiko,zvichaperaseiko?

Ahwoye.Ahhaahwoyeeye



Zvakatangarinhiko,zvichaperaseiko?

Zvichapera…”

Sheiscrooningandthesoundissoftyethaunting

andI’m tryingtorememberwhereIheardthesong

from,itsoundssofamiliar.Shekeepsonsingingthe

sameversebutwithdifferingtones,eachmore

hauntingthanthelast,shedoesn’thaveaclassically

melodicvoicebutitisdeepandraspy,perfectfor

thesongthatshechose.

“Whosesongisthat,"Iaskwhenshefinishes.

“ItsChiwoniso's‘Zvichapera',asachildmymother

usedtolovehermusicsomuchthatshegotasmall

mbiraandonweekendsshewouldplayitwithme.

OneofthehappymemoriesaboutmymotherthatI

hadlockedaway.”

That’sonepainwesharefully,losingamotherbut



sheusuallydoesn’ttalkabouthermotherorherself,

Iwanttohearmoreaboutthismbiraplayingmother.

Ihavetoformulatesomespittleinmytoo-drymouth,

itfeelslikemymouthisthedesert.Mylipsare

crackedandbleedingslightly.

“IthinkI’m pregnant,”sheblurtsoutandIfeelmy

earsoverheat.

“Wh-what?”itcomesoutadrycroak.

“I’m notsure,ImightbeoffbutIknowmybodyand

itfeelsdifferent,heavy,thenthere’sthevomiting…I

thinkI’m pregnant.”

Silencehangsoverus,I’m stunnedintomomentarily

forgettingabouttheachesandpainsinmybody.

“Dad?”



Amomentpassesbeforesherespondstomy

question,soundingaffronted.

“Ofcourse,it’syourfather’schild!”

Ialmostretortthatwithherrecord,Ihadtobesure

butshe’sbeennicetomeandthereisnouse

dredgingoverthepastaboutaboyfriendwhohasn’t

evencometoseeme.Thepolicemightbekeeping

thepublicinthedarkaboutmyarrestbutthereisno

wayChatungadoesn’tknowaboutmyarrest,his

silenceanddistancedoesn’thurtmelikeIthoughtit

would.ImissTenderothough,everydaythevoidshe

leftgrowssuchthatitphysicallyhurts.

“Ican’tlosethisbabytoo,”Vimbai’storturedvoice

bringsmeoutofmythoughts,it’sthefirsttimeIam

hearinganyform ofvulnerabilityinhervoice.



“Thefirsttimewashardenough,eventhoughI

wasn’treadyforachildandIdidn’tevenknowIwas

pregnant,Ifeltlikeapartofmehadbeenripped

awayfrom me,”shesoundslikesheneedstoget

thisoffherchest,soIlether.

“Knowingyourfatherhasbroughtmetohellbut

givingmyselftohim camesonaturally,soquickly

andthischildisproofofthat,Ican’tlosethisbaby,

Ruby,Ican’t.”

IstretchmyhandasfarasIcanandmyfingertips

touchhershakinghand.

“Youwon’tlosemylittlebrotherorsister,youwon’t.”

Alittlebrotherorsisterthatlooksjustlikemehas

alwaysbeenmywishbutmom hadtroublegiving

birthorfallingpregnant,sotheyonlyhadme,every

siblingofmineneversurvivedandIhopethisone



survives.Whilewearebothlostinthought,thecell

doorisroughlyopenedandthuddingfootfallscome

intothedarkcell,notorchorlightinsight.

Suddenly,awhiplandsonmyarm,thesharpsting

makingmeyelpandthenIhearVimbai’sscreamsas

lasheslandonher.AllIcanthinkofisprotectingmy

littlebrotherorsister,Ipropelmyachingbody

forwarduntilIcoverher,shesprawlsbackatthe

impactofmybodyandIcoverherfront.Theblows

keepcominguntilIfeeltheskinonmybackbeing

shreddedandIcan’tscream anymore,justwhimper.

Onlythenisabucketofice-coldwaterdumpedon

myback,thecoldnessnumbingmyflamingback.

MybodyisclosetogivingupbutIholdonuntilI

hearthefootballreceding,thecelldoorclosingand

onlythendoIgetoffVimbai.Itfeelslikesomeone

wasrammingagainstmewithachainsaw.Whatever

achesIhadhavenowmorphedintooneballoffire

onmyback.



“Youtookthoselashesforme,”she’scrying,Idon’t

havethestrengthtocry.

“Notforyou,mybrother…”thenit’slightsout,my

bodysinksintomuch-neededdarkness.

......

Idon’tknowhowlongIam unconsciousforbut

whenIcometo,Iam lyingonanarrowbedonmy

stomachandsomeoneisworkingonmyback.

Whateverbalm theyareusingstingsanditfeelslike

mybackhasbeensetonfire.Thebandagesare

appliednotsogently,butIflinchandclenchmy

teeth,notmakingasound.Iwillnotgivethem the

satisfactionofknowingthattheyhavebrokenme.

WhenIam turnedonmyside,Iseeadoctor,in

militaryscrubsandhe’sattendingtothecutsonmy

face.



“Isthishowyouupholdandprotectyourcountry?”

mywordscomeoutinaslurbuthehearsthem and

flinchesasifIgavehim aphysicalblowbeforehis

shoulderssetandhelooksatmeintheeye.

“Thisallgoesawayifyoujustgivethem whatthey

want,”Ilaughortrytolaughinhisfacebutendup

coughinguntilbloodfillsmymouthandIspititonto

thefloor.

“Rotinhell!”

Whileheisdisgustedandtakingamop,Iquickly

grabthescalpelfrom thelittletrayhewasusingand

Ihideitundermyjersey.Iam takenbacktothecell

andIfindVimbaipacing,wringingherhandsand

whenI’m roughlyshovedintothecell,sherushes

towardsmeembracingmefiercely.

“Ouch,”Icryoutandsheletsgoofmybackbut



doesn’tmoveaway,she’ssobbing.

“Ithought…Ithoughtyouweredeadwhenyou

passedout!”

Icomfortheruntilshecalmsdown,shedoesn’tneed

thismuchstress,inadarkanddrearyway,this

experiencehasbroughtustogether,inawaythatwe

knowweonlyhaveeachother.Iholdontothe

scalpelthatIgotjusthowadrowningpersonholds

ontoalifeboat,itmakesmefeelalittlesafeaswe

gotosleep.Tonightbothofusdidn’teat,fearing

beingdruggedorworsebeingpoisoned.Insteadof

feelingthehunger,mybodyistautwithsuppressed

adrenaline.Ijustknowthattheyaregoingtocome

back.I’m countingonitandI’m notwrong.

Inthedeadofnight,thedooropensandtonightonly

oneguardcomesin,theshortandpudgyone.Islept

closertothedooronpurposeandhislazyassonly

dragsmeaway,leavingthecelldooropen.Itryto



chaseawaythefearanddisgustthatfeelmeby

holdingontothecoldsteelofthescalpel.Itgivesme

abitofcourageknowingthatIam goingtoplungeit

intohisscrotum tonight.

“Let’sseeifyoucangetf*ckedwithoutshittingon

yourself,”hesaysashepusheshispistolinsideme,

theforeigncoldmetalmakesmecringeandwhen

heroughlypushesitinsideme,aninvoluntary

scream leavesmymouthandthatexciteshim

enoughtothrowhisgunaway.

Whilehe’sfumblingwithhistrousers,Itakethe

scalpelfrom undermyjerseyandwhenheroughly

partsmythighsagain,Istrike,onhisneckbutbefore

Icantakeitouthegivesmeabackhandedblowthat

sendsmyhandcrashingdown,hittingthefloor.

“Youfilthyb*tch!”



Hegrabsmewithhiswet,stickyhandsandItryto

preparemymindforhisonslaught,withoutthe

scalpelIfeelempty,nakedandwithoutanydefence.

Tearsstream downmyface,Idon’tgetit,Iwas

supposedtoslicehim openbutIonlyangeredhim

more.Hispantingbreathashecomesbetweenmy

legsmakemewanttovomitalloverhim butmy

stomachisempty.

ThenIhearit,afaintclickthentheclapofthunder,

thetearingofflesh,hisstunnedgruntbeforehe

keelsoverandImovequicklysothathislifeless

bodyhitsthefilthyfloor.Itallhappenssoquicklyyet

itfeelslikethemomentissuspendedinspace.His

splatteredbrainiscoatingthefloorandIcan’ttake

myeyesoffhisdisgustingpudgybodywithhis

trousershalfwaydownhisthighs,thescalpelstill

stuckonhisalmostnon-existentneck,nowonderhe

didn’tfeelit.Thentheadrenalineabruptlyleavesmy

bodyandIalmostscream butahandcoversmy

mouth.



......
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RubiesandRain

Sixteen

“Lifeisaboutchoices.Someweregret,somewere

proudof.Somewillhauntusforever.'BlackRain'

wasverymuchaboutchoices.Themessage-weare

whatwechoosetobe.”

Graham Brown

Vimbai

Ikilledaman.Incoldblood,Ikilledaman.Ihave

becomewhattheyaccusedmeof.Themomentthat

thehammerclickedasitcockedIshouldhave

thrownthewholegunaway,butlisteningtohim to

breakherandrememberingthathehadthesame

gunshovedinsideherlikeshe’ssomekindofanimal,

steadiedmyshakinghand.Theflashwhenhigh-

pressuregasesignitedinthebarrel,stilldidnotwarn



meoftheimpactofthegunwhenIfired.Itwasthe

crackasabulletsplitairintoshockwaves,piercing

thespeedofsoundthatpushedmeoff-kilterandI

almostfellfrom theimpactofthegunrecoiling.

Ididn’tfallthough,Iwatchedinstunnedslowmotion

asthebulletricocheted,Ihadhitthewallfirstbut

thenthebulletbouncedoffthesurfaceofthewall

andwhenheturned,itcaughthim deadinthecentre

ofhisrubberyforehead.Iwatchedhisheadexplode

andhisbrainsplatter.Ikilledamanandgivena

chancetogobackandchoose,Iwouldshoothim

again,thistimeinhispudgygenitals.

Itakeoffmyhandfrom Ruby'smouthwhenI’m sure

shewon’tscream andIturnhertolookatme.

“He’sdead,”hervoiceisunbelievingandInodmy

headwhileshakinghershoulderslightly.



“He’sdeadandwehavetogetoutofherebeforehis

friendcomeslookingforhim,”theadrenalinefrom

theshootinghasn’tfadedandmyvoicecarrieswith

itaforcefulagencybutshe’sinshock.

Hereyesgrowbiggerasshelooksatthenow

facelessmanonthefloor,withascalpelstuckon

hisnon-existentneck,khakitrousersaroundhis

kneesandhispenisnowshrivelledandlimply

perchedonhissurprisinglyhugetesticles,they’reso

bigtheyhangheavilyagainsthisthighs.

“He'sdead,”sherepeatsinaweandthistimeher

voiceischokedwithsomuchemotion.Theshockis

takingtoolongtofadefrom herbrain,wedon’thave

thetime.

ImanagesomehowtodragRubyfrom the

abandonedcellandIrushhertoourcellwhereI

closeandlockourcellbeforethrowingthekey

towardswherewearecomingfrom.Inthedarkness



wewashoffhisbloodandthrowthewaterintothe

disgustingbucketthatwehavenochoicebutto

relieveourselvesin.

“Youkilledamanforme,”Ruby'svoiceisstillshaky

andabitemotional.

“Ididn’tdoitforyou,Ididitformybabysothathe

knowsthathismamaprotectedhissister,”Ididn’t

expectthefiercehuginthedarkbutIneedit

becausetheshiversofshockarestartingtosetin.I

killedaman.ScratchthatIkilledamonster.Still

doesn’tmakeitanylesstraumatizing.

“Youwantaboy?”InodthenIrememberthatshe

can’tseemeinthedarkandIrespondverbally.

“Yeah,Ijusthavethisfeelingthatit’saboy,Ihopehe

lookslikeyourfather,I’m angryathim andwill

probablykillhim whenIseehim butIstilllongfor



him.”

ThenithitsmethatIkilledsomeone,aprisonguard

nolessandImightgivebirthtothischildwhilein

prisonandneverraisehim.Iwillhavetoask

Nosihle'smothertoraisehim becauseIdon’ttrust

thatbitchofastepmothertoraisemychildright.

ThinkingofMaininimakesmethinkofmydad,ishe

ok,howdidthenewsofmebeingarrestedaffecthis

health.IknowDaviraiiswithNosihlebecause

BatsiraisaidsobutIhaven’tseenthem.Thereality

isthatmynightmaremighthavejustbegunandI

startcrying,Ihavetoshovemyfistinsidemymouth

sothatIdon’tmakeanysound.Rubytakesmeinto

herarmsandwerocktogether,hertearsmingling

withmine.

Commotioninterruptsourcryingsessionasthereis

panicandbootsstompingtowardsthecellwherewe

lefttheguard.ImotionforRubytoliedownandIdo

thesame,drawingourblanketsoverourheads.A



fewminuteslaterthereisalightbeingshoneinto

ourcell.Someonetriesthedoorbutit’slockedand

thelightretreatsandaminutelaterIhearthenext

celldoorbeingrattled.Thisdoesn’tgivemeany

reliefbecausetheotherguardmusthaveknown

whathisfriendwasuptoandit’sonlyamatterof

timebeforetheyconnectthedots.

……

It’slikebeingasittingduckorwaitingforyour

executioner,everyfootstepmakesmejumpy.It’s

morningandwhiletherewasaflurryofactivityat

night,nowthereisanunsettlingsilence.The

aftermathofmyactionsisdredgingthevoicesfrom

thetrenchesofmysoulandit’stakingeverythingin

menottogiveintothevoices.Nottoscream and

actoutofcharacterbecausethatwillbethefinal

nailinthecoffinIbroughtonmyself.I’vebeenbiting

mynailsuntilIdrewblood.Now,Iam pressingmy

fingersdownthepalm ofmyhandstostopthe



bleeding.

Whenthesoundofthebatonstickbeingdraggedon

ourcellbarscomes,itfeelslikesomeoneis

screechinginsidemyeardrums.Myheartisracing

andRubywhoseeyeslookliketheywillswallowher

wholeface,that’showbigtheyarenow,holdsmy

handandIgainalittlestrengthfrom that.

“Vimbai,getout!”I’m surprisedthatit’saladyguard

todaybutIscurryupmyfeetandgentlypriesRuby's

handoffmine,shedoesn’twanttoletmego.

“I’llbefine,”Itrytoassureherbutmyvoicelacksany

resolveandisgruffwithpunishedtears.

ShewantstosaysomethingbutIshakemyhead,

shemustnotimplicateherself.Thebangingonthe

gatemakesusbothjumpandRubyletsgoofmy

hand.IrushtothedoorandIam draggednotatall



gentlydownthecorridor.Iwanttoaskhowtheygot

thekey,ifsheknowsofheardanythingbutIkeepmy

lipspressedshutandmyfingersarediggingintomy

palms.

Youaregoingtorotinjail,Mainini'svoiceringsinmy

head.

That’swheresmellywhoreslikeyoubelong,chorus

thevoicesofthechildrenwhowouldlaughand

snickeratmeinprimaryschool.

That’sallyouhaveamountedto,sneersTafadzwa's

voice

Iclosemyeyestryingtopushawaythevoices,the

guardbehindmepushesmeandItrip,almostfalling

andthathasmyeyesflyingopenandIalmostfall

butIbalanceonthewall.Whenwepassthe

interrogationroom,myheartbeatsalittlebetterand



whenIseeBatsirai'sbeamingface,Ialmostpeeon

myselfinrelief.Iwalktowardshim onshakylegs

andwhenheembracesme,assmellyasIam,the

guardonlygruntsbutdoesn’ttellustoseparate.

Thisisnew.

“Vimbai!Finally,Ibringyousomegoodnews.The

pressurethatwe,withthehelpoftheLawSociety,

ZimbabweanLawyersforHumanRights,ZWLA,

WorldOrganisationagainsttorture,Amnesty

Internationalandawholelotofotherorganisations

andthemediahousesespeciallyBBC,CNNandAl

Jazeera,haveputonthegovernmentduetothat

videoofyourarrestgoingviralhasmadethem drop

allchargestoday,youarefreetogo!”

Thewordshitmehard,mykneesgiveinandIsink

onthefloorandIsob.Iexpectedhim totellmethat

he’sheretorepresentmeforthemurderthatI

committedandIdidn’teventhinkofthepossibility

ofcomingoutofthisshithole.WhenIfinallygetmy



emotionsundercontrol,Igetupwiththehelpofmy

bossandsitonthechairthatheopenedforme.

“How?When?OhmyGod!Tellmethisisn’ta

dream?!”

Thewordsexcitedlytumbleagainsteachothereven

astearsstillfreelyflowdownmycheeks.I’m not

goingtostopthem afterthisnightmarethatIhave

beenlivinginforwhatfeelslikeaneternity.Batsirai

laughs,ajoyous,relievedsoundthatechoesthejoy

inmyheart.

“It’sbeenaprocessandtheywerefightingitfor

weeksbuttheyfinallycurvedinbecausethemedia

andorganisationsweren’tlettingup,youareafree

womanasoftoday,I’m heretotakeyouhome.”

I’m sohappythatIwanttocryontopofthetears

thatI’m alreadyshedding,ImustlookasightbutI



don’tcare,I’m free!

“WaituntilItellRuby!Wait…isRubyalsocomingout

withme?”

ThechangeinBatsirai'sfaceisalltheanswerIneed,

allthejoyinmyheartevaporates.

“Hersituationisabitmorecomplexbecausethe

policedenytakingher,citingthatshewasinSA

whenshewentmissingandnoonefrom their

departmentwasauthorisedtogoandfetchher,Iam

hopingthatifyoucomeoutandtelltheworldthat

youhavebeensharingacellwithherthentheycan

putthesamepressureonthegovernmenttorelease

her,”I’m shakingmyheadevenbeforehefinishes

talking.

“Thatcouldtakedays,weeksormonthseven,Ican’t

leaveherbehindboss,Iwon’tleaveherbehind,”my



resolvemakesBatsiraiconfused.

“Iunderstandthatit’snotidealbutVimbaiwedon’t

haveanotheralternative,she’smynieceandlikea

daughtertome.IpromisedmylatesisterthatIwill

takecareofherbutyouareofnousetoheronthe

inside.”

Hedoesn’tunderstandandaquickglancebehind

metellsmethattheguardiskeenlylisteningintoour

conversationeventhoughsheispretendingnotto

be.Iaskforapenandpaper,Batsiraieventhough

sceptical,handsmehispenandtearsoffaslipof

paperfrom hisnotebook.Hoveringoverthepaper

likethatstudentwhoisstingywiththeirknowledge

duringexams,Iquicklywrite.

Rubywasbeingrapedbyourguards.Italmost

happenedlastnightagainandIshottheguard,he’s

deadbutifIleaveherI’m afraidtheymightkillher.



Ipassthenoteovertohim,folded.Heopensitand

whenhiseyesscanmylittlemessage,hisface

becomespinchedandhecrunchesthepaperwith

moreforcethannecessarybeforepoppingitintohis

mouthandchewingit.Hetakesanotherpieceof

paperandwrites.

Thenyouarebothingravedanger,howwillyouhelp

herwhileinside?

Irespondonthesamepieceofpaper.

Idon’tknowbuttheoddsarebetterforherwithme

inside,theworldknowsI’m hereandtheyare

watching.

BatsiraisighsafterreadingmyresponseandIsee

thetearsinhiseyesbeforehereachesovermyhand

andsqueezesit.



“Thankyou,”Ionlynodandstanduptoleavebefore

Igiveintoweaknessandwalkawayfrom herewith

him.

Ican'tinallconsciousnessleaveRubyalone,that

wouldbefeedinghertothewolves.Hehandsme

someplasticsandItakethem beforeturningtothe

guard,waitingtobetakenbacktohellsothatIcan

dancewiththedevilagain.Idon’tlookbackat

Batsirai,Ihavemademychoice,I’m goingbackto

facedeath.

.......

MorningFamily

Whatchoiceshaveyoumadethatyoudon'tregret

andwouldchoosethem againandagain?



Mineareturningmyloveforreadingintowriting.
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Seventeen

Rainsymbolizesdarknessbutalsorepresentsan

essentialpartofrebirth.

SabrinaClaudio

Ihavenotprayedinthelongesttime,notsincemy

motherpassedonevenaftermymanylongprayers

butwhenthatguardtookVimbaioutIprayed,

“God,Iknowthatyou’veprobablyforgottenmyname

andvoicebutit’sme,Ruby,Idon’tknowwhyyou

allowedallthatishappeningtoustohappen.Ifit’s

yourwillthenIacceptitbutplease,pleaseprotect

Vimbaiandmybabybrother.Theyaretheonepatch

ofsunshineinthishell,don’tallowhertobetortured,



letmetakeherplace.

Yours

Ruby,”

ThenIaddedOurFatherprayerjusttocementitand

acoupleofHailMarys.Ifeltashamed,Ihavebeen

nothingbutabrattoVimbaibutyetshekilledaman

forme.Hadhegonethroughwithhissickening

actions,Iwouldhavekilledmyselfafter.Ihadmade

upmymindwhenthescalpeldidn’twork,Iwould

haveendedmymiserableexistenceandjustgojoin

mymother.

Mybodyisthrobbing,butmytolerancetopainhas

beendoubledinthisplace,Ijustsetmyteethand

waitforthewaveofpaintopass.Itrytosleeponmy

leftsidebutthenthepainshootsthroughfrom my

rightsideoftheneckwaydowntomybatteredribs.



I’m gladtherearen’tanymirrorsinthisplace,Idon’t

evenwanttoknowhowIlooklike.Footsteps.Ihold

mybreathandonlyexpelitwhenIhearVimbai

offeringtheguardtochoosewhatevershewants

from theplastic.

“Youdon’thavetomydear,butI’llhavethe

chocolate.Thankyou,”partsofhertorchlightfilter

throughtowhereIam assherufflesthroughthe

plasticsandtakesthechocolateandthensheleaves

therest,lockingbehindher.

Vimbaidumpstheplasticsclosetomeandlowers

herselftothefloorwhilesighingwearily,she’stough

butthisexperienceistakingatollonher,morethan

shewouldliketoadmit.

“Whatkindofchocolatewasit?”IaskonceI’m sure

thattheguardisgone.



“Lindttruffles,”VimbaistatesandIfakegroanin

miseryandthatmakesherlaughalittle,Icanfeel

thatshe’stenseoversomething.

“UncleBatsirai?”Ipromptwhenshehasbeenquietly

contemplativeforoveraminute.

“Yeah,hebroughtussomestuff,IthinkIspotted

somepadsinthere,”thatisarelieftohear,Ihadto

tearpartofmyuniform andfoldittoprovidemea

pad,IwasheditasmuchasIcouldbutwithout

muchsoap,itbegantosmelllikearathaddied

insidemyvagina.

“Didhesayanythingaboutusgettingoutofhere?

Didyoutellhim thatyouarepregnant?Idon’tthink

youshouldbehereinyourfirsttrimester,”Iaskeven

asIrufflethroughtheplasticsuntilmyhandsland

onaboxofLil-lets,I’m atampongirlthroughand

throughbutI’veneverbeenmorerelievedtoholda

boxofpadsinmylife.



“No,hesaystheyarestillworkingonit,weshould

justkeepourheadsdown,” thereissomethingthat

sheisn’ttellingmebutIdecidetoletherbe.

“Youshouldeat,youhaven’teateninadayandthat

can’tbegoodforthebaby,”I’m shovingtheplastic

toherandItrytopainstakinglygetupandchange

intoapad.Imovetothefurthestcornerinthecell

andgetthenowstiffclothoutofmypantiesandI

putonapad,Ialmostweepatthesoft,silkenfeelof

thepadagainstmyirritatedandinflamedlabia.

Afterwashingmyhandswiththesoapthatuncle

Batsiraiboughtforusandsanitizingmyhands,Ialso

dogthroughtheplasticandIgrabapie,juiceandan

apple.Weeatinsilence,savouringthefood.Idon’t

knowwhatshedigsintonextbutIhearVimbai

moaningasifshe’shavinganorgasm andIcan’t

helpbutlaugh.



“Youlaughbutthisishandsdownthebeststeak

andkidneypiethatI’veevertasted,”itprobablyisn’t

butIgether,thetasteofeverythingisenhancedby

thetastelessfoodwe'vebeensubjectedtointhis

place.

“Ifwewereoutside,whatwouldbeyourcravings?”

“Mmmmhletmesee,cakefrom Pistachio,pizza

from CasaMia,sushifrom Organikksandallkinds

ofmeatespeciallybraaiedandgrilled.”

“That’saveryspecificlist,”shelaughslightlyand

admitsthatshehasbeenhavingcravingsalready

andImakeamentalnotetoaskuncleBatsiraito

buyallofthis,thenexttimeIseehim.

“I’m sorryforbeingabratwhenDadintroducedyou,”

shestopseatingasifthechangeintopichascaught

herbysurprise.



“Iwouldhavereactedworsehadthegirlwhoslept

withmyboyfriendwasintroducedasmynew

stepmother,Ishouldn’thavesleptwithChatungain

thefirstplace.”

Talkinglikethishasliftedahugeburdenoffmy

shoulders.It’scrazyhowittookusbeinginthis

hellholetofinallyresolveourissues.

“Yeah,wellyouweren’tthefirstoneandI’m pretty

surethathehasn’tstopped.Hehasn’tevencometo

seemeinprison,thatshouldtellyoueverything,”it

doesn’thurtmeanymore.

“Whatwasyourdealwithhim anyways?Love?”

“Wewereanarrangementbeforehisfatherdied,Dad

wasalwayspushingthatifIwantedtobesafethenI

hadtobewithChatunga,”sayingitmakesmerealize



thatthiswasoneofthescenariosthathewas

talkingof.

“Didyouatleastlikehim?”

“Ilovedhisdick,”wesharealaughbutit’strue,I

neverlovedChatunganothowIlovedTenderoat

least.

“I’vehadbetter,”VimbaisaysandIhopeshe’snot

abouttotellmeaboutmyfather’sgenitalia,“soyou

arelikebisexual?”

“Iam butthoseguardsmighthavetakencareof

that.”

Justthinkingaboutthem makesmybloodboil,I

don’trealizeI’veclenchedmyteethandhandsuntil

Vimbaiputsherhandovermine.



“Don’tletwhattheydidtoyoudefineyou,don’tgive

them thatmuchpowerandholdoveryourlife.You

arebisexualandwhattheydiddoesn’tchangeor

erasethat.Youarestillthesameperson,”onlyI

don’tthinkI’m thesamepersonIwaswhenthey

tookmefrom myapartmentnorisVimbaithesame

personshewasbeforetheyfalselyaccusedandgot

herarrested.

Somethingaboutthisplacehardensyou,itchanges

youeveninamatterofdays,addtheinhumane

treatmentandyoucomeoutabrandnewperson.I

meanIwasalmostweepingatputtingonapad,a

pad!IwillneverwalkaroundthestreetsofHarare

andfeelsafeagain,Iwillnothearorreadabout

peopletalkingofpolicebrutalitywithapassing

interestbecausenowIknowandIhaveexperienced

itfirsthand.Iwentfrom benefitingfrom thesystem

tobeingalmostswallowedwholebythesame

system.IknowthingsaboutmyfatherthatIwas

gleefullyinthedarkabout.



Wearealmostdriftingtosleepwhenfootfallsmake

uswakeupandIfeelabitbetterwhenVimbai's

handfindsmineandholdsontoit.Theloudjarring

soundofourcelldoorbeingopenedmakesme

tightenmyhandaroundVimbai's.Theflashlight

momentarilyblindsmeandIhavetoclosemyeyes

toshieldthem.

“Whatistheotheronestilldoinghere?Didn’tShefu

saythatshewasreleasedtogo?”onehoarsevoice

saysandI’m notfamiliarwithit.

“HowshouldIknow?DoyouseeShefuwrittenon

myforehead,let’sjustdowhatweweretoldtodo,”a

deepervoicerespondsandItrytoopenmyeyesbut

theflashlightisstilltrainedonus.

“Idon’tlikethis,weareonlysupposedtotakethis

one,notbothofthem!”



I’m tryingtomakesenseoftheirwords,whatdothey

meanoneofuswasfreedtogo?Vimbai?WhileI’m

tryingtomakesenseofitall,Iam roughlybeing

hoistedtomyfeetandIhavetoclenchmyteethat

thepainthatshootsthroughoutmytatteredback.

“Let'stransferthebothofthem andiftherewasa

mixup,Shefucanalwaysremovetheotheronefrom

Chikurubi.”

What?!Chikurubiasinthemaximum prison?Itryto

diginmyfeetandresistbutmybodyistooweak

andwearedraggedoffintoawaitingpolicevanand

thrownintotheback.Thedoorislockedassoonas

weareinside.

“Vimbai,whatdotheymeanoneofuswasreleased

togo?”Shedoesn’tturntolookatme,she’shurdled

nearthewindowlookingatthemoon.



“Ihavenoideawhattheyaretalkingabout,”her

voiceismonotone,itdoesn’tcarryanysurpriseor

hintatknowinganything.

Chikurubiisstillrunningaroundinmymind,that’s

oneofthemostnotoriousprisonsinZimbabwe.

From whatI’veheard,Centralisahotelcomparedto

theconditionsinChikurubi.Wearedriveninsilence

bothofuslostinourownthoughts,didVimbaigive

upherfreedom tobewithme?Didsheknow

somethinglikethiswouldhappen?Screechingtires

bringmeoutofmythoughtsandshoutsbeforeabig

crashsendsusflying.Ihitmyheadonthemetal

barsinthewindowandIloseconsciousness

......
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Rainisgrace;rainistheskydescendingtotheearth;

withoutrain,therewouldbenolife.

JohnUpdike

Everyinchofmybodyhurtswhenthevehicleweare

in,hurtlesoveraratherdeeppothole,itfeelslike

someoneispokingathousandsharpneedlesinmy

body.Ifighttoraisemyheadandcranemyneck,I

am lookingforVimbai.She’sastonethrowfrom me,

lyingatanawkwardanglelikeshewasjustdumped

therelikeIwasbutshe’sunmoving.

ThevehiclelurchesandIwinceattheachingofmy

body.Teethclenched,Ihoistmybodyupandcrawl



towhereVimbaiis,herlackofmovementisworrying

me.Hershallowbreathingassuresmebutherweak

pulseandthecakedbloodonherforeheadare

concerning.

Gingerly,ItouchmyforeheadandIhaveamound

thesizeofaneggonmytemple,whichexplainsmy

poundinghead.MybodyhurtsasItrytoputVimbai

inamorecomfortableposition,satisfiedIlean

againstthecanopyofthetruckwearein.

It’samilitarytruck,oneoftheoldermodelsand

thereisn’tmuchspaceforusattheback,thereare

cartoonsofsuppliesstackedinfrontofusthat

hindermefrom seeingthedoororanythingbeyond

them.Wehavenothingelseapartforthetwo

blankets,oneofwhichI’vecoveredVimbaiwithand

theothermyself.Thereisn’taglasspartition,soI

can’tseewhoisinfrontandtheonlywindowthereis

highup,Ihavetostandonmytoestoseewherewe

are.Themerethoughtexhaustsme.



Isnuggleintotheblanket,it’scoarseandhardbutI

don’tthinkithasanyliceunlesswebroughtsome

from ourcellwithus.Asuddenbubbleofhysteria

fillsmychestandIfindmyselfchuckling,the

chucklingturnsintotitteringthatendsonasob.This

iswhatmylifehasbecome,beingmovedfrom the

behindofapolicevantothatofamilitarytruck.I

yearnforsunlight,eventhoughthebriefglarefrom

thesunbeforewewereshovedintothepolicevan

hurtmyeyes,butIstillyearnforitsraysonmyskin.

“Blackbirdsinginginthedeadofnight,”myvoiceis

raspy,Itrywettingmythroatandcrackedlipsbefore

Icontinuesinging.

“Blackbirdsinginginthedeadofnight

Takethesebrokenwingsandlearntofly

Allyourlife

Youwereonlywaitingforthismomenttoarise.”



Hotliquidspillsovermycheeks,thiswasTendero

andmine'ssong,wellmoreofTendero,sheloved

BossBabyandshehaduslookupthesongon

YouTubeandlearnthelyrics.Afterourhushed

lovemaking,wealwayshadtobequietatschool,at

myhome,atherhomeuntilherparentsleftherin

theapartment.Wecouldbeloudintheapartment

butmaybewehadbecomeusedtostiflingour

pleasuresowewouldmoanlowly,somethingabout

it,inhindsight,wasmoreintimatethanthedirty

wordsthatPeacheswouldraspatme,Idon’twant

tothinkaboutChatungabecausethatpartofsex

hasbeentaintedforme.

Anyway,mypointisaftermakinggentlelovetome,

TenderowouldcroonthesongtomeuntilIfell

asleep,onehandinmycurlyhairandtheotheron

myboob,always.Itgrewfamiliarandstupidme

thoughtthatmeantboringbutIwouldgiveanything

tobebackinthattimewhenwewoulddoBossBaby

andTim'sdanceonthedaytheywenttoPuppyCorp.



Iwouldgiveanythingtodriftofftosleepin

Tendero'sarmsasshesangforme.

“Blackbirdsinginginthedeadofnight

Takethesesunkeneyesandlearntosee

Allyourlife

Youwereonlywaitingforthismomenttobefree”

ImissTenderoandtheacheinmyheartisworse

thanthepoundinginsidemyheadandachingofmy

wholebodycombined.Itrytoclingontothe

memoryofhersmilebutit’staintedinmymind,

corrupted,Ican’tseeitclearly,Itrytoremembermy

mother’ssmilebutallIcanrememberishertired,

sadlittlesmileattheheightofhercancer.I’m trying

toremembereventhelasttimemyfatherandI

genuinelylaughedbutthattooismarredbythe

angry,bitterwordsIwouldthrowathim aftermy

mother’sdeath.



Iwasn’talwaysabratbutsometimespainchanges

youandIrealizethatIbecameselfishinmygrief,I

actedlikemyfatherhadn’tlostawifetooandthat

hehadn’tbeenthrustintoplayingtheroleofmother

andfathertoasullenteenager.ItookTendero's

familiarityandloveasacrutchbutdisregardedher

feelings.TherehasbeenlittlemoreI’vebeendoing

forweeksexceptforintrospection.IjusthopethatI

willatleastgetthechancetorightmywrongs.

“Allyourlife

Youwereonlywaitingforthismomenttoarise

Youwereonlywaitingforthismomenttoarise

Youwereonlywaitingforthismomenttoarise”

MyvoicecracksatthelastverseandIbowmyhead,

sobbinggently,feelingthisgapingholeofemptiness

wideninginmyheart.Icrymyselftosleepandwhen

Iwakeupit’sdarkinthetruck.ForamomentIthink

I’m backinthecellandthosepigsarehavingtheir



waywithme,Icoilintoaballandshieldmybody,

cryingout.

“Ruby?”

Vimbai’sgroggyvoicefiltersintomynightterrorsas

ifI’m insideatunnelandallIcanhearistheechoof

hervoicebutIstillclingontoitlikealifeline.

“Ruby,areyouawake?”

Isituptooquicklyandwincewhenpainshoots

throughoutmybody,mybackisstilltenderfrom the

lashesIreceived.

“I’m awake,whenIwokeupintheafternoonyou

wereoutlikealight.Areyouinanypain?”Myvoice

isbrighterthanIfeel,maskingthepainthatI’m in.



“Mylowerbackfeelslikeit’sonfireandmyhead

feelslikesomeonewasburgeoningitwithablunt

objectbutotherthanthatI’m swell.”

It’sagoodthingthatshecanstillmockmyprivate

schoollingoright?Yeah,I’m goingtotakethatlow

showofhumourasagoodsign.

“Wherearewe?”hervoiceisstilldrowsyandshe’s

notpanickingwhichisalsogood

“Idon’tknow,butweareinthebackofamilitary

truck.Idon’tknowwhereit’stakingusorwhois

takingus.”

Silencebrieflyenvelopesus,eachofuslostinour

thoughtsonlythedroneoftheengineremindingus

thatweareonthemove.Vimbaiisthefirstoneto

breakthesilence.



“DoyouknowwhathappenedtoJoana,Ceciliaand

Netsai?”IfrownthenIrememberthatit’sdarkand

shecan’tseeme.

“Whoarethey?”

“Activists,JoanaisorwasanMPunderMDC,”

impatiencecoatsherwords,Ihavenevermade

ZimbabweanpoliticsmybusinesssoIdon’tfeelany

shamefornotknowingMinistersofParliament.

“I’m tellingyouthistoprepareyouforanythingRuby,

nottofrightenyou,ok?”

Well,she’sdoingagreatjobatscaringmebutIstill

givemyyesandshesucksinsomebreathbefore

continuingtonarrate.

“Theysaidthattheywerestoppedatapolice



checkpointinMay,astheywerereturningfrom a

smallprotestmarchthattheyhadorganised.Two

meninpoliceuniform butanunmarkedcartold

them theywereunderarrestforfloutinglockdown.

Theywerethenescortedinaconvoytoapolice

stationwheretheyweretoldtogetoutoftheircar

andintoanothervehicleastheyhadgonetothe

wrongplace.Intheothervehicle,twomengotinand

pushedtheirheadsdownandtheydroveout.”

Idon’twanthertocontinuewithherstorybutthisis

Vimbaiandifshewantstotellthestory,shewillsoI

lethercontinue.

“Theyweredriventoalocationabout120km north

ofHarare,thrownintoapit,subjectedtohoursof

beatingsandsexualassaultbyfivemen.Theykept

them therefortwenty-fourhoursandthentheywere

laterthrownonthesideoftheroadinBindura.I

won’tgetintothedetailsoftheirexperiencesbutI

justneedyoutoprepareyourself,mentallyfor



anything.Let’scooperatewithwhatevertheytellus

todoandmaybewe’llgetoutofthisalive.”

Myheartisbeatingatanabnormalrateatthe

mentionofsexualassault,thesoundofmyheart

beatingissolouditdrownseverythingelseout.

“Youcannevermentallyprepareyourselfforrape,”

mywordscomeoutclippedandangry.

“I'm sorry,Ruby,Ididn’tmean…”hervoiceiscontrite

butIcuthershort.

“Iknowwhatyoumeantbuthavinggonethroughit,I

knowthatnothingpreparesyouforthehelplessness,

theviolentshreddingofyoursoul.Iknewitwas

comingyouknow,whentheytookmetotheother

cellandwhenhewasfiddlingwithhispants.Iknew

itwascoming.Itriedtosteelmymind,toblockitout,

orfightit.Still,still,itfeltlikemysoulwasbeing



rippedoutofmybody,Ifelteverything,everygrunt,

everythrustintomydrybody,it’simprintedinmy

brain.WhenIclosemyeyesIcanseethem,smell

them andwhentheotheroneforcedhimselfintomy

annulhole,whenIshatonmyself,itfeltlikeIhad

diedathousanddeaths.Don’tthinkyoucanprepare

yourself,becauseyoucan’t.It’slikedyinginsideyour

bodyyetyouarestillalive.”

Hersobbringsmebackfrom relivingthatsceneand

I’m surprisedthatmyeyesaredry,talkingaboutit

didn’tmakeitlighterorgoawayitonlyleftme

feelinghollow,emptyandcold.

“SowhathappenedtoJoana,NetsaiandCecilia?”I

asktosteerawayfrom myexperienceswhichare

onlydepressingbothofus.Vimbaiclearsherthroat.

“Thepolicearrestedthem,theStateclaimedthat

theymadeuptheabductionstorytogetawayfrom

breakingthelaw.Theyarefacingchargesof



breakinglockdownrestrictions,tryingtoincite

violence,andmakingfalseaccusationsofabduction,

tortureandsexualabuse.ThelastIheardJoanawas

toundergoamentalevaluationatChikurubi.She’s

beeninandoutofhospitals,thekickerisbeingtold

youarefakingmentalillness.”

Thebitternessinhervoicelingersintheair,Ican

tasteitinmymouthaswell.Oursilenceisbrokenby

asharpcommandtogetdown.Withoutquestion,we

bothlieflatonthefloorcoveringourselveswith

blankets.I’m evenafraidtobreathe.Thetruck

comestoashudderingstopandfrom thetalk,it

soundslikeweareataroadblock.

OldRubywouldhavetriedsomethingbraveand

stupidsuchasscreamingforthepolicetohelp

becausetheyarebeingabducted.ButprisonerRuby

knowsthatthepolicearenottheprotectorsthatshe

alwaysthoughttheyareandsheknowsanystunt

mayleadtoherdeath.So,Iflattenmyselfasmuch



asIcantothefloorandmakeashortprayerthatwe

don’tendupdead.

“…mindifwehavealookShefu?”comesthroughas

thedoorisflungopen.Tracesofaflashlightreach

theareaaroundourfeetfrom thetinycrackbetween

theboxes.

“Doyouneedformetoopencartoonbycartoonso

thatyoucanseethatI’m carryingprovisionsforour

platoon?”thedisdainintheotherperson'svoiceis

loudandclear.

“Thatwon’tbenecessary…”

“Wasthisstopinitselfnecessary?”funnyenough

theonewhowasstoppedistheonewhosoundsin

chargeandalsoirritatedatthesametime.



“Sorry,Shefuit’sjustthatwearefollowingstrict

ordersfrom above,sorryShefu,”thepolicetriesto

placateournewcaptor.

ThedoorisclosedandIcanfinallybreathe.Aftera

minuteortwo,ourtruckcoughsandgruntstolife,

andonlywhenithasbeenmovingforawhiledowe

removeourblankets.Alittlemoonlightisstreaming

inbutthewindowistoosmallandtoohighupto

allowustoseeit.

“Thatwasweird,arewebeingsmuggledbythe

military?"Vimbaivoicesoneofthethousand

questionsinmyhead.

“Atthispointitcouldbeanyone,Ijustwantthis

nightmaretoend."

Silencehangsoverusandwhenweturnintothe

dustyroad,thetrucklurchesandVimbailetsouta



shortscream andIseeherclutchingatherback.

Alarm rushesthroughmymindandIaskherifit’s

thebaby,theonlyanswerIgetisanothershort

scream.Ignoringthepaininmylimbs,Istandupand

bangonthetruckwall.

“Please,she’spregnantandIthinksomethingis

wrongwiththebaby.Please,helpher!”

IshoutwithoutstoppingmybangingandIheara

shoutthatIcan’tdecipherandthetruckcomestoa

shudderinghalt.Therearethuddingfootballbefore

thedoorisflungopen,Vimbaiisnowwrithinginpain

andsobbingpiteously.Ihaven’tseenhersobroken

evenwhenwewereinthepitsofhell.

“Don’tleaveme,baby,staystrongformommy,”she

keepssayingoverandoveragainwhilethecartoons

arebeingliftedandwhoeverisontheotherendis

tryingtogettous.IfeelhelplessbutIstillcrouch

andtakeherclammy,coldhandinmine.



“Don’tcryVimbai,thisbabyisgoingtomakeit,we

areallgoingtomakeit,”ImakepromisesthatIhave

nowayofkeeping,hopingandprayingthatontopof

allwe’vebeenthroughshedoesn’thavea

miscarriage,thatwearen’tbeingtakentoapit

somewheretobefurtherabused.Wearebeyond

brokenasitis.

......
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Thisinsertisalmosttwoinsertslongasatreat,

pleaseIdon'tneedchorusesof"shortinsert"when

wegobacktothenormallengthfrom Friday.

ThestoryofJoana,CeciliaandNetsaiunfortunately

isnotfiction,it'srealandtheirabductionhappened

inMaylastyear.Therearealotofpoliticalprisoners



inZimbabwe,thosewhohavemanagedtocomeout

withtheirlives,thosestilllockedupinsideandthose

welostalongtheway,mythoughtsandheartgoout

toyou,mayyoursufferingnothavebeeninvainand

fortheladywhoreachedoutandtoldmeherstory,

thankyouforgivingmethestrengthtonotdeviate

from thehorribletruthofthedeepanarchyinour

Africanjusticesystem.

Toallthewomenandmenwhohavesufferedsome

form ofsexualassaultorabuse,I'm sorryfor

openingupyourwounds.

Ihopeasacontinent,asapeoplewehealandknow

trueliberationsomeday.
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“Iam thedaughterofEarthandWater,

AndthenurslingoftheSky;

Ipassthroughtheporesoftheoceanandshores;

Ichange,butIcannotdie.

Foraftertherainwhenwithneverastain

ThepavilionofHeavenisbare,

Andthewindsandsunbeamswiththeirconvex

gleams

Buildupthebluedomeofair,

Isilentlylaughatmyowncenotaph,

Andoutofthecavernsofrain,

Likeachildfrom thewomb,likeaghostfrom the

tomb,



Iariseandunbuilditagain.”

–P.B.Shelley

Afterwhatfeelslikeaneternitythecartonsare

finallymovedaside,withthelightcominginfrom the

flashlight,that’swhenIseeit,blood.Vimbaiis

bleedingandwhileitmakesmyheartandeyessting,

Istillholdherandtellherthatthebabyisfine,that

shewillbefine.InternallyIam freakingoutbutI

don’twanthertostressmorethanshealreadyis.

“Iam wet,Ruby.Whyam Iwet?”

WhenshetriestoputherhandIholditandassure

herthatit’sjustsweat.IaskforGodandmymother,

hermother,anyspiritualhelpwecangettosavethis

baby,mysiblingistheonegoodthingthatwehave

now.

“Letmesee,”acontrolledvoicesaysandIturnto



lookatamaninmilitaryuniform buthemustbeof

somerankbecauseofthestarsshiningonhisberet.

IwassofocusedonVimbaithatIdidn’thearorsee

him comein.ItrytostepasidebutVimbaiwon’t

loosenherclutch.Hestillchecksherwithmilitant

precision,detachedandsilent.Iwatchcarefullyand

whenIseehim takingoutasyringeandputtingon

onehugearseneedleIspeakup.

“Whatisthat?Howdoweknowthatisn’tsomething

thatwillkillher?”

Hiseyeswouldhavemademeshrivelandback

downbeforebutrightnowIjustboldlystarebackat

him.

“Well,wouldyoulookatthat,miniShadowhasthe

sameballsasherfather,”hechucklesathisown

jokeandIjustlookathim,readytospringandtackle



thatneedleoutofhishandsifIhaveto.

“Relax,it’sasedativethatcontainssome

progestogensthatmayhelpherwiththethreatened

miscarriage.”

“WhyshouldItrustyou?”

IfthereisonethingthatmymotheralwayssaidI

inheritedfrom myfather,itismystubbornnessand

honestly,Idon’tknowthisman,hetookusfrom a

policevehicleandweareinthemiddleofnowhere.

“BecauseIam youronlyoption,withouttheshot,she

willmiscarryandit’snoskinoffmyback,”hedoesn’t

soundlikeaverypatientmanandIhaveafeeling

thatheisn’tusedtobeingquestioned,atleastnotby

agirlasyoungasIam.Helookstobearounduncle

Gumburai'sage,greyhair,wrinklesandall.



“Wedon’thavetimeforthis,OK,holdon,”hetakes

outoneofthoseoldenNokiaphoneswithalittle

antennathingy.Evenwhenonhisear,Icanhearthe

dialtoneringinguntilit’spickedup.

“Whatdoyouwant?”IwouldknowuncleGumburai’s

voicefrom anywhereandrightnowhesounds

downrighthostile.

“Malou,isthatanywaytogreetyouroldcaptainwho

comesbearingyougifts?”Thismanhasaninflated

appreciationofhissenseofhumour.

“Isaid,whatdoyouwant?”

“IhaveShadow'slittlefamilyhere,hiswifeandhis

feistydaughter,Imightjusthavealittletasteof

them myself,”shiversgodownmyspinebecause

whenhesaysithelooksstraightintomyeyes.



“IfyoudaretouchmyRuby…!”UncleGumburai’s

voiceboomsoverthephoneandthemilitaryman

laughs.

“Come,Iknowyouarejustthemusclesandyour

brainiscurrentlyincapacitated.That’snotwhyI

called,thewifeisgoingthroughathreatened

miscarriageandIwanttoadministersomethingthat

willstabilizeher.TellminiShadowtotrustme,”there

isasilentpausebeforeuncleGumburai'svoice

comesoverthephone.

“Ruru,heisatrainedarmydoctoramongother

things,hewon’tharm you.Shefuwhatdoyou…”

ThemanhangsupwhileuncleGumburaiistalking

andraiseshiseyebrowatme,Istepasideandwatch

asheliftsVimbai’sbloodiedprisonuniform and

checkingsomethingonherthighbefore

administeringtheshot.Sheflinchesbeforehergrip

slowlyloosensonmyhandandherbodygrowslimp.



Icanstillhearhershallowbreathingthough.

Whilemutteringunderhisbreath,themangoesout

ofthetruckthencomesbackwithanotherman

holdinganarrowbutthickmattress,thelikesof

whichyoufindinhaulagetruckscockpits.Theman

wearingalowerrankuniform placesthemattress

andcarefully,theyliftVimbaiupandplaceheronthe

mattressthentheonewhoadministereddrugson

hercoversherwithahugeblanketthentheygetout

andstartpackingthecartonsbackinplaceand

closethedoor.

MymindisrunningwiththemanypossibilitiesbutI

shutthem down,atleastVimbaiandthebabyare

safetonow.IwonderwhereuncleGumburaiisand

whytheydidn’tcometorescueus.Whoisthisman,

thisShefuandwhyhashetakenus?Isettleback

ontotheblanketthatVimbaihadonthenIputonthe

oneIhadonandItrytofallasleep.Mylastthought

isthatVimbaiandIarepawnsintheirsickgames.



…….

ItfeelslikeIbarelysleptaminutewhenthetruck

comestoastop,IcheckandVimbaiisstilloutlikea

light.Thedooropensandtheoffloadingbegins

afresh.Whentheboxesaregone,theycomeinside

tocarryVimbai.Ifollowthem,myeyestakeawhile

toadjusttomysurroundingsbutweareintheneck

ofthewoodswithonlyamedium houseorisita

cabin?

Ifollowthem insideandthereisn’tmuchintermsof

furnitureinthefirstroom thatwegetto,theymove

VimbaiintothedoorontherightandallIseeisa

bedthathasalreadybeensetupandbeforeIcan

getinthedoorisshutinmyface.Ok.

Iturntotheleftandthereisakitchenwithamiddle-

agedwomanwithherbacktomeasshestirs



whateveritisthatsheiscooking.Itsmellsnice,no

lie.Asiffeelingmypresencesheturnsandshehas

themostgorgeoussmile,shealsolooksfamiliar.

“Hey,youmustbehungry,thefoodisalmostready,

letmetakeyoutoyourroom,”I’m stilltryingtoplace

herfacebutshe’salreadyturnedtoleadmeto

anotherroom rightnexttothekitchen.It’salso

sparselyfurnishedwithjustabed,chestofdrawers

andamirror.Thereisatowellaidonthebedanda

dressthatlookstwofashionseasonslate.

“Ithoughtyouwouldliketobathandchangebefore

dinner,”sheissoft-spokenandseemsnicebutIstill

havemyguardup.Anythingcanhappen.

“Thankyou,whereisthebathroom?”

“Oh,yes,it’sonyourleft,thelastdoordownthe

corridor.”



Thensheleaves,I’m relievedtofindakeyinthe

bathroom,IlockmyselfinbeforeIturnandstripoff

theuglygreenandwhitedressthatIhadonandfor

amomentIam struckdumbbythefacelooking

backatmefrom themirror.

Ihavestreaksofdirtandbloodstuckonmyface.My

eyesarehollowandnowdeepsunken,myfaceis

lean,nolongerhavingthatcuteplumpnessthatmy

fathersaidItookfrom mymother.Alumpthesize

ofaneggonmyfaceandmyhairisanestofcoarse

blanketbitsandprobablyahandfuloflice.Mylips

arecrackedandcut,Ihaveatinyscaronmyleft

cheekrunningfrom undermyeye,from thetimeI

wasslappedandhittheironbars.

Thereisanothermirrorontheoppositewallandit

showsthecongealedskinonmybackfrom the

lashesIgot,myoncesmoothbackisnowamapof

weltsandprotrudingbones.Ilooklikeajunkiegoing



throughwithdrawal.

Thewaterisnowalmostfull.Ipourinaliberal

amountofthebubblebathwash.Isinkintothehot

waterandIalmostweepwhenmybackstarts

stinging.IscrubeveryinchofmybodyyetIstillfeel

dirty,tainted.Iwanttowashagainbutmystomach

grumblesremindingmeofdinner.Idrainthewater

whichisnowmurkywithmydirtandthere’sawhole

layerofdirtleftinthetub.IwashitbeforeIdry

myself.

WhenIlookinthemirror,Ilookevenworse.Thedirt

hadcamouflagedtheblue-blackpatchesonmyfair

skin,IlooklikeIhavebeeninamatch.Ineedtocut

myhair.Iquicklyfinishup,thedresshangsoverme

butIsynchitwithabeltandwalkout.

“Thereyouare,”theoldermansayscheerfullyand

isn’tfazedbythesullenlookthatIthrowathim,he

motionstheseatnexttotheladyandtellsmetosit.



“Whydidyoubringushere?”

“Now,now,that’snotalkforthediningtable.Let’s

eatfirst,youlooklikeyouwilldropdeadatany

momentnow,”IhuffathisresponsebutIstillaccept

theplatethatishandedtomeandIdishupfor

myself.

Thecreamysampiscookedperfectlyandtheoxtail

ishangingfrom thebones,everythingsmellsand

tastesdivine.Theyletmehaveasecondhelpingand

nooneistalkingmuchjustthescrappingofutensils

ontheplates.

“HowisVimbaiandthebaby?”Iaskwhiletheladyis

clearingplates,sherefusedmyhelp.

“Theyarefine,she’sstillunderthesedative,itshould

wearouttomorrow,thebaby’sheartbeathasgrown



alittlestronger.”

Thatbringsmesomuchrelief,IwassureifVimbai

lostthatbaby,shewouldloosehermind.

“Whydidyoutakeus?”

Hesmilesatmyquestion,amaliciouslittleside

smile.

“Youaremybargainingchips.

......

GoodmorningFamily

Sorryforpostingabitlaterthanusual.HappyFriday

anddon'tforgettoorderyourcopiesofmybooks.

0620931434ismynumberforordersonlynot



askingforPDFs.

LoveandLight
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RubiesandRain

Twenty( SLN)

“Heroism doesn’talwayshappeninaburstofglory.

Sometimessmalltriumphsandlargeheartschange

thecourseofhistory.”

MaryRoach

InacabinalittlenorthofMountInyangani

Nosihlehasbeensteadilypensiveasthedaysturned

intoweeksandnothingmaterializedintermsofher



friend'sfreedom.Herwholelifeonhold,herjoband

theonlyconsolationisthatsomehowJoshua,the

broodingmountainwhomakesherburnhotinone

momentandmanagestoiceheroutinthesame

breath,sentsomemoneytoherfamilyfortheir

upkeep.Shewasalsoallowedtocallhermotherand

shealmostweptwhensheheardhermother’svoice,

thankingGodthathermotherdidn’tlistentothe

newsontheradio,hermotherwouldbestressedif

shecaughtawhiffofwhatishappeningtoVimbai.

“Whyhaven’ttheylethergoyet?”

Daviraiasksduringbreakfast,herexplosivequestion

makesNosihlestopmid-chewandcastherapitying

lookwhilehersister’sguardcannotlookherinthe

eye.Daviraifeelslikethisisallsomehowherfault,

shecametoHarareandhersister’slifewasturned

upsidedown.Shestilldreamsofthewayhersister

wasroughlydraggedfrom herapartment.Studying

ishardbecauseallshewantsisforVimbaitocome



backandteachhersomething,anything.

Shegetstocallhometooandbesideshermother

bitchingabouteverything,sheisworriedabouther

father’shealth.Hesoundsfrailonthephoneandnot

knowingwhatishappeningwithhisfirstdaughteris

takingatollonhim.AtleastuncleJoshuaarranged

forhim tobeplacedinClaybank,aprivatehospitalin

Windsor,Gweru.Heisreceivingthebestmedical

carebutitdoesnotmakeupfornotbeingableto

speaktohisdaughter,notknowingifsheisfine,if

shehaseatenornot.Daviraicouldfeelhis

helplessnessoverthephone.

Thereisnointernetandsocialmediatosaveher

either,uncleJoshuamadesuretotakeherphone

theminutetheygothere.Whenshe’stiredofreading,

whichsheismostofthetime,shecan’twatchthetv,

forthereisnone,theyonlyplayboardgamesinthe

evenings.Thereisalibrarystockedwithmany

varyingtitlesfrom RomancetoPoliticalManifestos



andDaviraisometimesgetslostinthepagesof

NoraRobertsandhasdiscoveredaloveforreading

forleisure.

Whileloveblossomsinthepagesofthebooksthat

Daviraiisengrossedin,ithasalsobeenblossoming

rightunderhernosebutsheremainsblissfully

unawareofthesharedsmilesbetweenJoshuaand

Nosihle.Thesecretwalksatnightwhenshehas

fallenasleep.Thecuddlesastheytalkthroughthe

night.Nosihlehasneverbeenwithamanwhoisso

investedinher,whonevertiresoflisteningtoher

talkaboutherfamily,herpassionsandyethe

revealsverylittleabouthimself.Sheunderstands

thatthejobhedoesisnotexactlynondescriptorby

thebooksoshedoesn’tprod.

Therearetimeswhenshe’stellinghim abouther

mother’smanyepisodes,likethetimeshesnatched

Vimbai’sstepmother'swigandslappedhertohell,

thatthemountainthrowsbackhisheadandlaughs,



arumbling,full-onguffawthatmakeshim look

youngerandcarefree.Shelovesthosetimeswhen

helaughsandthemoonlightwalksinthewoods,she

feelssafewithhim.

Thentherearetimeswhenheturnscoldandlocks

himselfinthestudyorwithdrawsintohismindwhile

theyareatthebreakfasttableandsheknowsto

leavehim wellalonewhenhedoes,likenowduring

breakfast,hehasbarelylookedathernorsmiled,his

faceissetinfrownlines.Hisphoneringsand

insteadofgoingofftoansweritlikehenormally

does,heanswersitasofhe’sbeenwaitingforthis

call.

“Talktome,Sekuru,”hisonehandisholdingthe

phonetohisearwhiletheother’sfingersare

drummingonthebreakfasttable.

“ThegirlswerebeingtransferredtoChikurubiPrison

andtheirvanwashitbyShefu,hecurrentlyhas



them,”Gumburai'svoiceontheotherendoftheline

soundswearyasifhehasn’tbeensleepingwellin

months.

“TheDefenceForcesMinister?Why?”hestops

drummingonthetableandpinchesthebridgeofhis

noseasifcombatingagainstamigraineornose

bleed.Nosihlewatcheshim infascinationwondering

whothepersonontheotherendofthelineisand

whattheyaresaying.

“Hehasn’tsaidwhy,heonlycalledmebecausethe

MrswasabouttohaveamiscarriageandRurudidn’t

trusthim toattendtoher.HecutthecallwhileIwas

talkingandhehasn’tcalledsince.”

Joshuablowsoutairandlookslikethosewomenin

labourdoingbreathingexercises.Hewantstoaskif

Gumburaithinksthegirlswillbetorturedbuthe

knowsNosihleandDaviraiarelisteningintohisside

oftheconversation.



“What’shisdeal?”heasksinsteadandGumburai

grunts,pinchingthebridgeofhisnose.

“He'spower-hungryandhasbeenthePresident’s

lapdogforyearsnow,figuresthathewantsoutof

underhisthumbandheprobablywantstocallona

favourfrom Shadow.Buthe’saslimylittleworm,he

couldalsousethem towinfavourwithhismaster.”

“ShouldIcheckouthislocation?”

“Ialreadyhaveacoupleoftheguysonitbuthe’s

gonedark.Thecallwastracedtosomewherenear

theA10highway.Theycouldbeanywherein

Manicalandfrom NgundutoTanganda.”

Joshuaelicitssomeexpletivesbeforebangingthe

breakfasttable,scaringDavirai.Nosihlewiselytakes

Daviraitoherroom,makeshersettledownwithone



ofthosenovelsthatshelovessomuch.

“DoyouthinkthecallwasaboutsisVimbai?”

Davirai'squestionshaltsNosihlejustassheisabout

togetoutofthebedroom andshetakesafortifying

breathbeforesheturnsbackandgetsonthebed

withDavirai,holdingherhands.

“Itcouldbebutitcouldalsohavebeenaboutwork,

buteitherway,ItrustJoshuatotakecareofthe

issue.”

Thereisatinysnifffollowedbysilenceasbothof

them becomelostintheirthou.

“Imissher,”DaviraiadmitsandNosihlehugsher,

shemissesherfriend,suretheyhaddriftedapartas

lifeandadultresponsibilitiescreptinbutgetting



random textsorcallsfrom Vimbaialwaysmadeher

days.

WhenNosihlegoesbackdownstairs,shefinds

JoshuawithhisheadbowedandNosihlehesitantly

movestowardshim.

“Areyouok?”

Hearinghersweetvoicealmostmakeshim sobbut

hetakesashudderingbreathbeforeopeninghis

armsforhertocomeinto.Holdingherandsniffing

thescentofthewildflowersinherhair.Itcalmsthe

storm raginginsidehim.Theyhadbeenworkingon

gettingateam togoandbailVimbaiandRuboutof

theircell.Thingshadspiralledoutoftheirgraspyet

again,itwasasifthesepeoplewereonestepahead

ofthem.Almostasiftheyhadamoleintheirmidst.

Tryingtosmokeoutamolewithallthesethreats

poppingupagainstthem lately.



“I’m readytogoandseethewaterfallsagain,”

Nosihle’sgentlewordsgethim outofhisthoughts

andhelooksdownatherinconfusion.

Understandingdawnsonhim andheliftsherchin.

“I’m notintherightframeofmind,Imighthurtyou,”

he’snotreadyforhereyestoshineandherchinto

liftanotchinresolve.

“IwantyouwhicheverwayIcangetyou.”

Hegrowlsandhislipscrashdownonhershungrily,

inanonslaughtthatholdsbacknothingfrom his

frustrationtohisneed.Hewantstoscareheroff

withthekissbutshematcheshim withaferocityof

herown,grindingagainsthim andcausinghisgrowl

todeepen.Heliftsherwithoutbreakingastepin

theirtongueduelandherlegsgoaroundhiswaist.



Hemovesthem tohisstudyandkicksthedoorshut

beforepinningheragainstit,shehasn’tletupor

shiedawayashethoughtshewould,ifanythingher

fingernailsaredraggingintohiscollarbone.

Heputsherdownandshemewlsherprotestwhen

hetearshislipsawayfrom hers.Hedrinksinher

bedroom eyeswiththatwild,wantonlook,her

bruisedandthoroughlykissedlipswhicharepursed

inannoyance.Shelooksthoroughlyfuckable.He

tugsatthehem ofhercloseandremovesitinone

swiftmovementwhileshe’sshruggingoutofher

skirt.Heunhooksherbrainonesmoothmovement

andherblacksemi-hardenednipplesthickencrying

forhislipsandhebendshisheadsucklinghungrily

whileNosihlethrowsherheadbackenjoyingthe

lavishattentiononherbreasts.

Hepicksherupagain,herwetnessbrushingagainst

hisarm andhegruntsatthepainoflongingthat

shootsthroughhisstillconfinedpenis.Heputsher



onthedesk,openingherlegswidesothathecan

lookathercorewhilehequicklystripsnaked.When

hispenisspringsfree,Nosihlegulpsdownsome

saliva,thatisoneangrylookingpeniswithpopping

veins.

Thewayhe’sstrokingitwhilelookingathermakes

herrunherhanddowntothecoreofherneed.She

hasnevertouchedherselfdownthere,always

thoughtitwasdirtybutnowsheisdrivenbyseeing

him scoopthedropofprecum andsmearitacross

histipanddownthehardlengthofhisthick

circumstance.Shewhimperswhenherfingersfind

hersensitivenubandwithhisencouragementshe

strokesherself,feelingaballofneedunfurlingin

herself.

“Stop.”

Shewhimpersathiscommandbecauseshewasso

closebutshemoveshernowwetfingersawayand



watcheshim longinglyashegrabsafoiledpacket

from hiswallet.Whenheisfullysheathed,hestalks

overtoherandkissesherbrieflytoeaseupher

suddenfrigidshoulders,sheisintimidatedbyhisleft,

whenhisfingersfeelherwetness,hisengorged

penisthickensevenmore.Hepartsherlegseven

moreandslowlyeasesintoher,clenchinghisteeth

becausehisbaserurgesaretellinghim tojustram

intoherwetness.Whensheopensherlegswider

andarchesherback,heloseswhatevercontrolhe

handandheramsintoher,causinghertowhimper.

Theirpaceisfastandhungry,Nosihle’sbareass

barelytouchingthemahoganydeskasshemeets

histhrustswithahungeranddesperationofherown,

theircriesofpleasurecontainintheblisteringkiss

thatpushesherofftheedgefirstandinthethroesof

herpassion,herwallstightenaroundhim andhe

shuddershisrelease,half-shoutingatthepotentfeel

ofher.Hehasfoundhisnewaddictionandshehas

foundaportalintodirtypleasures.Whileabovethem

DaviraiislockedinthetumultuousromanceofCam



Raffertyfrom DevineEvil.

......

MorningFam

Hopeyouhaveagreatweekahead,chasing

deadlinesbutI'lltrytopostonthestipulatedposting

days.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Twenty-one

“Thoughoutwardlyagloomyshroud,

Theinnerhalfofeverycloud

Isbrightandshining:

Ithereforeturnmycloudsabout

Andalwayswearthem insideout

Toshowthelining.”

―EllenThorneycroftFowler

Inasecretlocation:

ThePresidentisfuming,everyoneonthetablekept

throwingnervousglancesateachother,noone

sayinganythingandnoonehaddaredtobelateto

thismeeting.ThePresident’sbig,stubbyfingersare

curledinafistbecausenooneisforthcomingwith



information.

“DoesanyoneknowwhereShadowis,whetherhe’s

aliveordead?”

Silencemeetshisquestionandinfrustrationhe

pointstotheCIDCommander,theburlymanwith

greyhairsonhistemplesandbeadsofsweataswell

looksatthePresidenthisAdam’sapplebobbingup

anddownwithnerves.

“Nothing,ouroperativeshavereachedadeadend,

it’seitherhe’sdeadorhehasgonedark.”

Thatresponsegetshim astaplerthrownhis

directionandheducksandthestaplehitsthe

MinisterofPolicewhowincesbutdoesn’tdabatthe

woundcreated.Anysignofweaknessinthistable

eitherleadstoyoubeingeatenaliveorbeing

replaced.



“Thevanwhichhadhiswifeanddaughterwas

overturnedbyamilitarytruck,”atthisrevelationall

eyesturnonShefuandhealsoexhibitsahotof

nervesthathetriestocoverwithasmile.

“WeallknowthatShadow'ssoldiersalsooperate

undertheammooftheMilitary.Thattruckisn’t

registeredunderus,wechecked.Ihavedeployed

somementosearchforthem though.”

ThePresidentbangshisfistsonthetable,heis

workingwithabunchofbumblingidiots,considering

thesensitivityoftheinformationthatShadowhas

againsthim,heisasittingduckshouldthefilefall

intotherighthands.Thethoughtwasgivinghim

ulcers.LookingatthePresidentblowup,Shefu

sharesasecretsmilewithanotheronthetable,this

isgoingeasierthananticipated,thePresidentis

aligningthesupportofhismenallbyhimself.



……..

Ruby

She’sawake!Groggyandabitdisoriented,butI’m

relievedtoseeherawakeandthefirstthingthatshe

doeswhenshefullyregainsherwitsaboutheristo

touchherstomachandIseethepanicinhereyes.

“He’sfine,thebabyisfine.He’safighterjustlike

you,”IassureherandIseehereyesshimmerwith

unshedtears.

“Youhaveyourheartsetonaboy,”there’sasmilein

hervoiceassherubsherstomachlovingly.

“Ofcourse,Iwanttobetheonlyprincess,mayI?”



Withoutresponding,shetakesmyhand,placesiton

herbelly.It’sstillmostlyfatbuthard.Ican’tbelieve

I’m finallygoingtobeabigsister,thisbabyisour

silverlining.Iseehereyestakeinthemakeshift

sickroom thatweareinandthedressI’m wearing

andthenightgownthatsheiswearing.

“Wherearewe?”

“Ihavenoidea,weweretakenbyanarmymanand

broughthere.Yesterday,hecalledushisbargaining

chips.”

Iwanttotellherabouttheladywhoseemsfamiliar

butwhatifthisroom isbuggedorhascameras.I’m

nowparanoidconsideringhowwe’vebeenlivinga

wholeconspiracythispastmonth.Idon’ttrusthow

I’m allowedtofreelyroam aroundthehouseandthe

doorwasn’tlocked.IrealisedwhywhenItriedto

peekoutside.Weareinaheavilyguardedsafe

houseinthewoods.Icouldn’tleaveifItriedand



evenifIsomehowmanagedtooverpowerthe

guardsoutside,Iwouldn’tknowwheretogo.

Vimbai’ssighbringsmeoutofmythoughts.

“I’m justtiredoftryingtobestrong,thankyoufor

whatyoudidforusyesterday,Ruby.Icouldhavelost

thebaby,”Iseeitinthewearylinesaroundher

mouthandeyes.She’sveryclosetocrackingandI’m

justinaweofhowshemanagedtokeepitall

togetheruntilnow.

“Youdon’thavetothankme…”mid-sentenceVimbai

flinchesandIpanicthinkingsomethingiswrong

withthebabybutit’sonlybecausethepleasantlady

justcameinwithatrayofsomethingsteaming.

“Argh,you’reawake,perfect.Ibroughtyousome

food,Iheardthatyouarelowonironandsugar.Not

goodforthebaby.”



ShetutsandmakesVimbaisitupproperlyandputs

somepillowsagainstherback,fluffthem before

handingherabowlofsoup.

“Imadesuretoincludekidneybeans,chickpeas,

black-eyedpeas,tinnedtomatoes,onions,red

peppers,andgarlic,toppedwithcheeseandadollop

ofyoghurt.Ibroughtyourironandfolicacid

supplements.”

Vimbaialthoughatouchstiff,managestosmileand

thankher.Shestaysforamoment,whenVimbai

startseating,sheleavesandwewaituntilher

footstepsrecedeuntilIask.

“Yourecognisedher?ShelooksfamiliarbutI

couldn’tplaceher,”Imurmurlowlysothatnoone

canhearme.

“Yeah,she’sthewifeoftheMinisterofDefence



Forces,”Vimbaitalksbetweenclenchedteethbefore

puttinganotherspooninhermouth.

Ofcourse!Now,IknowwhereIknewherfrom.My

motherusedtoholdawholebunchofcrowdfunding

galasespeciallywiththewivesofthecabinetand

MaryZvakavapano,usedtogracethoseevents.This

womanusedtodressupinthosebigfancyhats,and

Italiansuitsandcometomymother’shightea.I

rememberthatIwasn’tallowedtoattendIwouldbe

forcedtodressupandparadedaroundthose

cabinetwivesandthat’swhyherfaceisfamiliar.I

tellVimbaiaboutthisandthenIteaseher.

“Icanalreadyseeingyoutakingoverthehightea

drive,you’llneedoneofthosepeacockhats.”

Sheshuddersandpullsafacebutalsochuckles

whenIlaugh.



“Allthosewomenareprobablyaroundmymother’s

age,”astarkreminderoftheagegapbetweenher

andmyfather.AwkwardnesshangsoverusuntilI

decidetochangethetopic.

“WhywouldtheMinisterofDefenceForcesgoto

suchlengthstokidnapus?”

“Power.Whateverintelyourfatherhasthatthe

governmentneedsandarrestedusfor,hewantsin

orneedsyourfather’sbacking.”

It’sweirdthinkingofmyfatherassomepolitical

magnet,healwaysseemedlikeatechwhizztome,a

veryrichtechwhizz.Heusedtoruninthecirclesof

thePresident,butthatisnormalinZimbabwethe

richpeople'sclubisverylimitedandtheinnercircle

isevenmorewell-guarded.Aftereatingandtaking

herpills,Vimbai’seyesaredrooping,soIleaveherto

sleep.Notsurewhattodowithmyself,Iwonder

throughouttheroomsandIfindalibrary.



Thereareweirdlyalotofpoliticalliteratureinthe

shelves,SeizingpowerbyNaunihalSingh,Theyear

oflivingdangerouslybyChristopherKoch,Myfirst

coupd’étatbyJohnMahama,Coupsandarmyrule

inAfricabySamuelDecaloandmanysuchbooks.

Theonebookisopen,OverthrowbyStephenKinzer.

Whoeverfurnishedthislibrarywithbooksmeans

business.

Andsoaweekpasses,mybruisesandscarsare

slowlyfadingbutIhavenightterrors,Ialwayswake

updrenchedinsweatandtears,relivingthehorrorof

thatprison.Vimbaislowlyrecuperating,butstill

underbedrestandIspendingmostofmytime

restlesslywalkingaroundthehouseandIalways

endinthelibrary.Ihaveevenbegunreadingsomeof

thosescarycoupbooks.

“Atraitoronlybecomesoneiftheirplotis

discovered.Theimpositionofguiltmeansnothingto



thosewhofeignloyalty.Moreskilledconspirators

wieldtreasonasaclinicaltoolofregimechangeand

politicalexpediency.Then,withtheirownhand

writinghistory,suchtraitorsmayweartheclothesof

patriots.’I’vealwayslikedthatStewartStafford,”I

almostdropthebookwhenhestartsspeaking,I

haven’tseenthemansincethatfirstdinner.

“Myapologies,Ididn’tmeantostartleyou,”hepages

throughthebookI’m readingandthensitsacross

me,hisfingersstapledashelooksatme,morelike

weighingme.

“HowwouldyouliketohavetheMilitary,oneofthe

strongestinAfrica,underyourthumbandallthe

powerinthiscountry,”EeeuwwIwouldneverwant

tobewiththisman,readingmyreactionhelaughs,a

loudboominglaughthatsetsmyteethonedge.

“I’m flatteredbutIam notacradlesnatcherlikeyour

father,Imeantformyson,afinestrappyyounglad.”



Lookingathim Idoubtthatverymuch,heisanugly

oldmanandIcanbetallmytrustfundsthathisson

isjustayoungerversionofhim,hawknoseandall.

Hedoesn’tmindmyrejection,infacthefindsit

amusingandshrugshisshoulders.

“Yourloss,nowgoandgetreadythechopperwillbe

hereinabout,”helooksathisgoldwatch,“anhour,

sogoeatthenbath.”

“Wherearewegoing?”Iaskwithoutbudging.

“It’sasurprise,”whenIraisemyeyebrowshelaughs

again,weirdoldman,“youarenofun.Fine,I’m

takingyoutoyourfather.”

“Justlikethat?”Idon’twanttobeprematurelyhappy,

Idon’ttrustthisman.



“Justlikethat,youwouldhavegonesoonerbuthis

missuswasn’tstrongenoughforthejourneyand

nowsheis.NowgobeforeIchangemymind.”

Idon’tneedtobetoldtwice,Igetupandrun,his

boominglaughchasingme.

......

EveningFamily

Thankyouforyourunderstanding,pleasebe

remindedthatpreorderscloseonthe30th.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Twenty-two

Stormsdrawsomethingoutofusthatcalm seas

don't.

BillHybels

Ibarelyateandrushedthroughthewater,Iam done

inthirtyminutesandIgoandcheckonVimbai.She

lookswornout,eversincethenearmiscarriage,she

looksfrailandherfeeblesmiledoesn’treassureme.

She’sstillstrugglingtofinisheatinghersoupsoI

takethespoonandfeedher.Shedoesn’thavean

appetitebutforthebaby,shehastoeat.She

managestoeatmostofitandIhavetoassistherto

goandbathwhichisdifficultwiththedriponher

hand.

“Ithoughthesaidyouarenowfittotravel,wecan



staysomemoreuntil…”

“No!”herrefusalcomesoutstrongandittakes

someofherstrengthbecauseshehastotakea

deepbreathbeforeshecancontinue,“Ijustwantthe

uncertaintytoend.Wecan’tstayRuby,it’sachopper

ride,Iwillbefine.”

I’m sceptical,butshehasapointstayingherecan’t

begood.Wearestillprisonersjustinbetter

conditions.Ihelpherdressup,she’sgainedweight

butstilllooksfrail.It’sherlistlesseyes,shelooks

likeshecansnapatanymoment.TheMinisterfinds

usready,sayingourgoodbyestohiswifeandtells

usthatthechopperisoutside.Apartofmeishappy

butthegreaterpartofmeisstillscaredthatthis

couldbeahoax.

Iexpectedamilitarychopperbutthisisabigger,

Fixed-wingaircraft,ithasroom forVimbai'snarrow

bed.Itlookslikeoneofthoseairambulancesand



whenIchecktheothersidethereissomehealth

organisationslogo.Iwatchanxiously,hoveringas

theystrapherinandImakesurethatsheis

strappedinrightbeforeItakemyseat.

Theoldmaniscomingwithus,itisweirdseeinghim

incivilianclothes,withoutanymilitarygear.Thereis

nomistakinghim foranordinarymanthough,cruelty

isembeddedinthelinesacrosshisface,he’sahard

manandevenwhileperusingthroughhisIPad,he

looksreadytopounce.

Whenweliftoff,Ikeepexpectingsomeonetostart

shootingatus,butweliftoffsmoothlyandthe

forestlooksbeautifulfrom uphereeventhestatic

overtheradiocan’ttakeanythingawayfrom its

beauty.Wekeeprisinguntilthehouseintheforestis

asmallspecanditfeelslikemyintestinesare

twistingsoIstoplookingdown.

Achopperissomuchnoisierthanaplaneorjet,I’m



gratefulwhenhehandsmeanIPodwith

headphones.‘TowardstheSun',byRihannaseems

fittingaswesoarabovetheclouds.

“Turnyourfacetowardsthesun

Lettheshadowsfallbehindyou

Don'tlookback,justcarryon

Andtheshadowswillneverfindyou”

It’ssunsetanditlooksgloriousfrom uphere,it

lookslikeweareflyinginawhirloffire,theamber

colourofthesunhaslitupeventhecloudsarea

raging,fierycolour.Breathtaking.Itrytofightsleep

butasthelightleavesthecloudsanddarkness

creepsinIfindmyselffallingasleeptoo.

Iam wokenupbyacoldcurrentsweepinginandI

shiverthensitup,rubbingmyeyes.Irealizethat

we’velandedandthattheyaretakingVimbai's

gurneyout.



“Whereareyoutakingher?!”Icrytryingtoquickly

unbucklemystrapsbutfailingmiserablyinmy

panickedstate.

“Ts!Ts!Suchlittlefaithinme,ItoldyouthatI’m

takingyoutoyourfather.WelcometoCapeTown,

shouldIhelpyouwithyourstraps,”Igrowlathis

sardonicreactionandhelaughsbeforeshrugging

andsteppingdown.

Finally,IgettheblastedthingsoffandIquicklyrush

offthechopper,almosttrippinginmyhasteandthe

Generalorwhateverpositionheholds,steadiesme

andhelpsmegetdown.Wearenexttoabeachand

thereisahousenexttothecliffandwearemoving

towardsit.I’m closelyfollowingVimbai'sgurney.

Sheisfastasleep,sedatedforthejourney.Iwonder

ifthesedativewillaffectthebaby.



Beforeweevenreachthedoor,itopensanduncle

Gumburaicomesout.Hisshouldersarenotas

broadastheyusedtobe,that’sthefirstthingI

notice.Helooksthinnerandhehassquaredhis

shouldersbuthestilllookslikehecarriestheworld

onthem.Iwanttorunandthrowmyselfathim and

sobbutVimbai'swordsstopme,Iwillnotshow

them myweaknessandsomethingabouttheway

uncleGumburaiisstifflyholdinghimselfup,tellsme

thathedoesn’twanttoshowanyweaknesshimself.

Heisnottheuncleorpracticallygrandfatherwho

dottedonandspoiledmemywholelife.Heisn’tmy

Gum-Gum whowouldpickmeupandthrowmeover

hisshoulderasIaskedhim towhirlroundandround

untilIthrewup.Hiseyesarecold,killereyes,he

barelyglancesatmeandVimbai.Heisplayingthe

roleofShadow’sassassinrightnowandIshiverat

therealisation.ThisisamanIcanbelievecold-

bloodedlykillsandthathelpsmekeepmydistance.



“Ah,oldfriend!”theoldmansayscheerilyanduncle

Gumburaigruntshisresponse.

“Stillamanoffewwords,Isee,nottoworryIcome

bearinggifts,”heisinhiselement,talkingwith

laughterbubblingbeneathhiswordswhileuncle

Gumburaiscowlssomethingfierce.

Anylessermanwouldhavefledfrom uncle

Gumburai'sscowl,nothim,heslapsuncleGumburai

ontheshoulder.

“IthoughtShadowwouldbehereforthisoddlynot

touchingfamilyreunion,”hehumstryingtolook

beyondthedoorbutuncleGumburaistaysfirmlyon

thedoorstep.

“Shadowsendshisregards,”uncleGumburaisays

notbudgingfrom hisposition.



“Nevermind,therewillbeplentyoftimetotalkto

ShadowwhenIcomeandcollectonmygiftsreward.

Asyoucanseebothofthearefine,withouta

scratchexceptforthosethattheygotbeforeItook

them.”

Thereisnolongeranylaughterlacinghiswords,the

coldedgeisattheforeashestaresdownuncle

Gumburai.It’sapissingcontestandonlyVimbai

stirringgetstheirattention.UncleGumburai

reluctantlymovesandallowsthosepushingthe

gurneytopushherin.

“Ruby,goinside,”apartofmewantstorebeland

hearexactlywhatisbeingsaid.Onelookfrom uncle

GumburaiandImove.WhenIgettothedoor,Iturn

backandlookatourcrypticsaviour.

“Thankyou,foreverything,”hesalutesme,ashort

sharpsaluteandItipmyheadathim feelinglike

someheroineofabadlyscriptedHollywood,African



warmovie.

UncleGumburaigentlypushesmeinandclosesthe

doorfirmlysothatIdon’teventhinkabout

eavesdroppingontheconversation.Itstillfeels

surrealandIkeepwaitingfortheothershoetodrop.

Itallseemstooeasy,toosmooth.Ikeepexpecting

tohearthesoundofgunsgoingoff,somethingbut

I’m leftwiththesoundofthewavescrashingagainst

theboulders.Theoceanisveryclosetohereandthe

soundisstrongandsoothing.

ThereareuncleGumburai'smenmillingalloverthe

placeandIseeoneofthem withasniperstanding

bythewindowandanotheronthesmallventilation.

Thatmakesmefeellessparanoid,theyare

expectingeverythingtogosouth.

Nothingmuchoruntowardhappens.Afteraboutten

minutesIhearthechopperenginescreechanduncle

Gumburaicomesin.HeopenshisarmsandIthrow



myselfathim.Whenhewrapsthem aroundme,the

terrorofthepastmonth,thepainandhumiliationall

swampmeandIfinallyallowmyselftobreakdown.

Sobaftersobwrecksthroughmeastheimagesof

thebeatingsandrapeallfloodmymindandIcryfor

mylostinnocence.IwailandhituncleGumburai's

chest,theyshouldhaverescuedussooner.Theyare

thereasonweweretakeninthefirstplace.Helets

mebeuntilmytearsarespentandmyenergyis

depleted.

“Iam sorry,Ruru,”remorseandwearinessintertwine

inhisvoiceandhesuddenlysoundsooldand

desolate,nothinglikethecoldmercenaryoutside.

“Iam sosorrythatIwasn’ttheretoprotectyou,what

didthosebastardsdotoyou?”

Ieasemyselfoutofhisarms,hissorrydoesn’ttake



awayanyofthepainandsufferingwehavebeen

throughintheirstead.Iwipemyeyesandclearmy

cloggedthroat.

“Idon’twanttotalkaboutit,whereismyfather?”my

huskyvoiceisn’tgivinganyroom forfurtherprobing.

UncleGumburaisighsandIrealisethathishair

whichhadstreaksofsilverbeforeisnowalmost

fullywhite,hisfaceisgauntandhasmorethanhis

usualshareofharshlines.Whatevertheyweregoing

throughhasagedhim,thesamewayourordeal

agedusandthatsoftensmesomewhat.

“He’snothere,wethoughtShefumightbeplanning

toambushussohe’sinanotherlocation,aquiet

townabitfarfrom here.”

Relieffloodsme,asangryasIam atthebothof

them,knowingthathe’salivesomewheregivesme



hope.

“Didshereallyalmosthaveamiscarriage?”uncle

Gumburainodstowardstheroom thatVimbaiwas

takento.

“HernameisVimbai,andyes,shealmostlostmy

babybrother,notonce,nottwicebutthreetimes.I

sawhermaskingthepainwhilewewereinprison.”

UncleGumburai'seyebrowsriseatmydefenceof

mystepmotherandIdon’tblamehim,beforeallthis

Icouldn’tstandeventhethoughtofherbutIguess

whenyougothroughthecoalsofhellwithsomeone,

youcan’tnotchange.Italterssomeintrinsicpartof

you.

“Wehaveadoctorwhoislookingatherrightnow,

shouldIalsogetoneforyou?Andthosedoctorsfor

feelings,willtheyhelp?”Icanheartheanxietyinhis



voiceandhowhehoversaroundmeiscutebutI

don’twanttogobacktherejustyet,notevenin

conversation.

“YoucangetVimbai'spsychologist,shehasn’tbeen

onhermedsandIworryaboutherstateofmind,"

uncleGumburaiscowlsatme.

“Whataboutyou,Ruru?Icanseehowhauntedyour

eyesare,youneedto…”

“I'm fineuncleGumburai,allIneedrightnowisto

seemyfather,”Iinterjectandatthementionofmy

fatherIseehisfaceblanch.

“Aboutyoufather,Ruby,”withthosefourwordsIfeel

myearsringingandmyheartdrenchedinfearanda

naggingfeelingofdoom.



......

MorningFamily

Happyweekendahead,seeItoldyoutotrustme.A

reminderthatpreordersareclosingonthe30th,

pleaseshareasmuchasyoucan.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Twenty-three

“Strengthisn’tabouthowmuchyoucanhandle

beforeyoubreak.It’sabouthowmuchyoucan

endureafteryouhavebeenbroken.”Unknown

ItfeelslikewehavesteppedoutofSouthAfricaand

takenadiveintoWessex,ruralsouthwestEngland,

whatwiththerollingloftyhillsandtheoccasional

sheepandstackedhay.IfeellikeIhavebeen

physicallytransportedbacktotheidyllicbackdropof

Farfrom theMaddingcrowd,I’m half-expectingto

seeBathshebagallopingonhorsebacktryingto

catchGabrielOakbeforeheleavesforAmerica.

TheoccasionalSpringbokleapingthroughthefields

dispelstheEnglandfarmlandsfeel,remindingme

thatIhaven’tbeentransportedtothesetofaBritish



romanticdrama.Watchingthemoviewasoneofmy

mother’smany,manyattemptstogetmetolove

Historicalfiction,afterwatchingtherathernice

movie,ifabithorrifictwistoffate,Itookonelookat

theleather-boundbookandneverlookedback.

Caledonisquaint,yes,Ithinkquaintistheperfect

wordtodescribeit.Theblossomingyellowcanola

fields,giveitaromanticfeelthatcapturesmy

interestanddeviatesmythoughtsfrom myfather.

Notforlongthough,Vimbainervouslystiffening

besideme,remindsmethatwedon’tknowthestate

thatwe’llfindhim in.

UncleGumburai,blesshisgruffheart,triedto

prepareus.Hesaidmyfatherwasshotinthehead

andhe’scurrentlyonlifesupport.Ihadandstillhave

somanyquestions,howwasheshot,whoshothim,

wherewasuncleGumburaiwhenhewasshot,ishe

braindead,willhecomeoutofthecoma?



Ihadtoholdinthequestionsbecauseuponhearing

thenews,Vimbaibecameevenfrailer,likeshewas

slowlylosingthewilltofight.Icanonlyimaginehow

traumaticherpregnancyhasbeenfrom prison,toa

threatenedmiscarriageandnowlearningthatthe

fatherofherchildisonlifesupport.Iwantedto

scheduleameetingwithhertherapisttomaybe

prepareherforseeinghim butshedidn’twantto

waitanotherdayortwo.I’m worriedaboutherand

thatgivesmeapurposeandsomethingtofocuson

otherthanmystruggles.

“Shouldwestopsomewhereandgetyousomething

toeat?”

IseeuncleGumburaieyeingmeintherearview

mirror,IknowthatVimbaiisn’thisfavouriteperson

norishehers,buthewillhavetodeal,sheandthe

babyaremyprioritynow.

“I’m fine,”sheliesfeebly.Weleftthebeachhouse



soonafterbreakfastandhavebeentravellingfor

overahundredkilometresandifnotthefood,she

needstostretchabit.

“Wehavetothinkaboutthebaby,thebabyishungry,

hetoldmeso,”mylittlequiphashersmilingweakly,

I’m gettingreallyworriedabouther.

“Thereisarestaurantslashfarm stand,theVan

BrakelStoor,it’salongthisroute.Wecanstop

there,”uncleGumburaioffersandIknowithas

everythingtodowithmementioningthebaby.

Thebuildingistuckedawayintherollingfields,its

namestampedonitsfaceandwhenIgetinI’m met

withcuriousstares.I’m theonlyblackpersoninside,

VimbaiisstretchingherfeetoutsideandI’m gladI

askeduncleGumburaitostayinthecarandkeepan

eyeonVimbai.Theladybehindthecounterwould

haveprobablycalledthepoliceonus.



Iaskforoneoftheiroutsidetables,itwouldbebea

crimenottoenjoytheoutdoors.I’m shepherded

thereandhandedamenu,Vimbaijoinsmeandsays

GumburaisaidIshouldorderforhim.

“I’m notreallyhungrybutI’llhavethepie,chipsand

smokedchickensalad.Oh,andmaybeaddthe

Quiche,”Istiflemylaughandordertheirlasagnaand

tripeandtrotterstogoforuncleGumburai.

“Areyouscared?”VimbaiasksmeandIletmyeyes

sweepthroughthelushgreensdottedwithyellow.

“Iam,he’stheonlyparentIhaveleftandwedidn’t

exactlypartongoodterms.”Sheslurpssomeofthe

homemadegingerbeerthatsheorderedthenburps.

“Iunderstand,hearingmyfatherbreakdown

yesterdayasIcalledhim wassohardtohear.He



couldn’ttalkthroughhissobsbutitfilledmewithso

muchwarmth,knowingthathe’sthere,cryingforme,

”hereyesalsofillupandshedabsthetearsaway,

laughingatthesametime.

Whenourfoodarrives,Ileavetogoandhanduncle

Gumburaihistripewhileit’sstillpipinghotandIfind

Vimbaidonewithherpieandnowattackingthe

Quiche.Pregnancycanmissme,Igotacheck-up

yesterdayandfortunately,I’m notpregnant.Iwould

haveterminatedthebabywithoutadoubt.After

eatingthenstoringuponsomehomemadeginger

beer,rusks,preservesandbakedtreatsthatIcan’t

pronounce,weheadbacktothecar.

Wedriveforanotherthirtyminutesbeforewepull

intoalongwindinggravelroadandtuckedbehinda

hillisafortress,ifthehighwallsareanythingtogo

by.Thereareguardsatthegate,guardsmilling

aroundthepropertyandguardsatthedoor.Iknew

myfatherwasrich,butIdidn’tthinkhewasrich



enoughtoaffordasmallarmyofhisown.Wearelet

insideandtheintimidatinghouseontheoutsidehas

awarm,homeyfeeltoitontheinside.

“ThisisNatsai,sheisthehousekeeperandshewill

showyoutoyourrooms,”uncleGumburai

introducestheelderlyladywhoissmilingwarmlyat

us.

“MayweseeIanfirst,”Vimbaitalksdirectlytouncle

GumburaiforthefirsttimesincewelandedinCape

Town,“please.”

UncleGumburaigruntsbuthestilldismissesthe

housekeeperandushersustothefurthestwingof

thehouse.Theflooriscarpetedinarichburgundy

rug,thereisartonthewallandIwonderifthisisone

ofDad'spropertiesortheyrentedit.Eitherwayit’s

animpressivebuilding.



UncleGumburaihesitatesatthedoorasifhewants

tosaysomethingbuthecheckshimselfandthrows

opentherichoakdoors.Igoinfirstandshock

makesmeabruptlystandstillandVimbaibumpsinto

mefrom behind.Whenhereyesregisterwhatmade

mestop,abrokenwhimpercomesoutofhermouth.

Myfatherisashadowofhisformerself,he’slosta

tonofweightandhelookssosmallonthebedwith

themachinesdwarfinghim.Hehasalargebandage

wrappedaroundhisheadlikeaminiturban.Istay

rootedtothespotwhileVimbaistepsforwarduntil

shereachesthebed.Iwatchsilentlyasshetraces

herhandalonghisface,hedoesn’thaveabeard,I

thinksomeoneshaveshim.Herhandgoes

tentativelytothebandageonhishead,hoversthere

beforegoingbacktohisface.She’snowusingboth

herhands,likeablindpersontryingtoimprinthis

faceusingherhands.

“Ian,”thewayshesayshisnameisbrokenandwhen



hedoesn’tstirorevenmoveafinger,anear-splitting

wailescapeshermouthandherhandsarenow

franticallygoingupanddownhisface,wipingoffher

tearsandtryingtowakehim up.

WhenuncleGumburaistepstowardsherwhile

growling,it’sasiftheinvisiblestringsholdingme

backhassnappedandIreachherbeforehedoes.

“Ianwakeup,wearegoingtohaveababy.Ruby

saysit’saboy,Ihopehecomesoutlookinglikeyou,”

thevortexofwordsburstoutofhermouthhurriedly

andshekeepsmutteringotherthingsbeforeletting

outanotherwail.

“No,youwon’ttakehim too,I’llbegood.Youcan

lockmeinthetoiletMainini,butdon’ttakehim too.

Please,”whenshecouplesintoaballonthefloorit

shredsmyheartintopieces.



“Shhh,it’sokVimbai,heisgoingtobeok,”Imightas

wellbetalkingtomyself.

Sheemitsanothercry,thistimeawhimperandshe

startsthrashingaround,fightingwhoeveristaking

herChitekete.JustasIfear,Vimbaihasfinally

snappedandthevoicesaretakingover.Iwantto

holdherandassureherbutshe’sthrashingaround,

armsflailingviolentlyandallIcandoiswatchher

withtearsinmyeyes.Ididn’tnoticeuncleGumburai

slipawaybuthecomesbackwithafrazzledlooking

doctorinawhitecoat.

“Givehim back!”VimbaishrieksandIcan’thelpthe

sobthatescapesmymouth.

She’sbeensostrongthroughoutthisordeal,she

killedaprisonguardforcryingoutloudbutIguess

thisisherhardlimit.Watchingherfightagainstthe

doctoranduncleGumburaibreaksmyheart,she’s

kickingandscratchingthem.Shesomehow



managestoslipthroughthem andshegoestothe

bedandslapsmyfather,hard,twice.

“WakeupIan,youdon’tgettoabductme,makeme

fallinlovewithyou,impregnated,sendmetothat

hellandthenyoujustdie.Doyouhearme?!Dammit,

Ianwakeup!Wakeup!Wakeup!”

Sheletsoutanotherpiercingscream andthistime

uncleGumburaiandanotherguardmanagetopry

herfrom myfatherandholdherdownwhileshe

fights.

“I’m notscaredofyou,youvilestudentbeater,”she’s

fumingandwrigglinguntilthedoctormanagesto

shootsomesedativeintoherarm andshedissolves

intotears.Sheslipsintounconsciousnessmid-sob.

“Shehasschizophrenia,”Iexplaintothedoctorwho

nodsthoughtfullyandjotsitdown.



VimbailooksfrailasUncleGcarrieshertowhatI

assumeisourrooms.I’m leftwithmycomatose

father.Igingerlymovetowardshim untilIam right

nexttothebed.Closeup,hiswoundsappeareven

worse.Hehadswellingaroundhiseyesandhead,it

hasgonedownbutleftalotofbrusesbehind.

LikeuncleGumburai,helookslikehehasalsoaged

prematurely.Hislipsarechapped,Itakethelipbalm

nexttohisbedandIsoftlyapplyittohislips.

“YouhavetowakeupDad,Iknowwhenyouleft

thingswerekindofintense,”Iswallowthelumpin

mythroatandclearmythroatbeforeIcontinue.

“Allofthatdoesn’tmatternow,Vimbaiiscarrymy

littlebrother,yourbaby.Youhavetowakeupandbe

thebestdaddytomysibling.”



ThereisnomovementandIhoveraroundhisbed,

hopingagainsthopethathewakesup.Hehasto

wakeupandavengeus.Hehastowakeup!

......

MorningFamily

Youareremindedthatpreordersclosein2days

time.

Happyweekahead

LoveandLight



RubiesandRain

Twenty-four

“Colorsshonewithexceptionalclarityintherain.

Thegroundwasadeepblack,thepinebranchesa

brilliantgreen,thepeoplewrappedinyellowlooking

likespecialspiritsthatwereallowedtowanderover

theearthonrainymorningsonly.”–Haruki

Murakami

Icrankmyneck,tryingtorelievethestrainonmy

shoulders.IfIdidn’tdrinksleepingpillsyesterday,I

doubtIwouldhavefallenasleep.Iam dreading

gettingoutofthisbedbecauseitmeansI’llhaveto

bestrongagain.WhodoIevenseefirst?Myfather?

Withallthosepipesfeedinghim andkeepinghim

aliveordoIseeVimbai?Yesterday,theyhadtoend

uprestrainingherbecausewhensheregained

consciousnessshebecameevenmoreviolent.



Iwanttosleephereandpretendthathowbitchythe

InternationalRelations,whichhappenstobemy

major,lecturerismybiggestchallenge.Iwantto

dream aboutTenderoandstalkherwithoneeye

openwhileI'm 'sleeping'.

Idon’tevengetanysolaceinpretending,Isigh

deeplyandthrowawaymycoversbeforegettingup

andmakingmybed.Theshowerslightlyrejuvenated

me,IfeellessZombieandmoreWalkingDead.I

avoidthemirrorsatallcostsandIdashdownto

breakfast,IfinduncleGumburaiwithamountainof

foodpileduponhisplate.

“Morning,Sekuru,”Ionlyaddhomemadegranola,

plainyoghurt,honey,strawberriesandpineapplesto

mybowl.

UncleGumburaigruntsandputstoast,bacon,eggs



andmuffinsonaplateandslidesittome.Imakea

facejusthowIusedtoeverymorningatprimary

schoolbeforeIwentofftoboarding.Heremembers

tooifthenostalgicalmostsmile,morelikea

grimace,isanythingtogoby.

“Ifoundareputableneuro-oncologist,hecomes

highlyrecommendedandthebestpartishe’sin

CapeTown,I’m goingtogivehisofficeacall,”uncle

GumburaiisstaringatmebutIjustshovesome

granolainmymouthandpretendIcan’tseehis

surprise.I’m notthatlittlegirlheknewanymore.

“IspoketoVimbai'stherapistCamilla,sheagreed

withmethatonlinesessionswontworksoI’llneed

youtofetchherfrom Harare.She’sagreedtocome

andworkwithVimbaiuntilthisepisodepasses,”

uncleGumburaiputsdownhisforkandIbrace

myselffortheargument.

“ThedoctorinCapeTown,Icanunderstandheisa



bitclosebutHarare…”

“Weneedsomeonewhoisalreadyawareofher

historyandCamillawasrecommendedbymyfather

whichmakesherthebestforhiswife,whoisalso

carryinghischildwhomightbehisheir.”Iputsome

emphasisonwifeandheirtoputmypointacross.

“Wedon’tknowthatRuru,thatgirl…”forthesecond

timeinmylifeIinterruptmyunclemid-sentence.

“Thatgirl,Sekuru,killedamanwhowasaboutto

rapemeforthesecondtime,thatgirlstayedinthat

hellholewithmeevenwhenshewasreleasedandif

itweren’tforher,I’m notsureIwouldbeseating

hereandstuffingmyfacewithbacon.Whatever

issuesyouhavewithher,fixthem she’spartofthe

familynowandyoualwaystoldmethatwedon’t

skimponfamily.Makesurethatthatgirl'stherapist

getshereassoonaspossible,please.”



UncleGumburaiislookingatmeasifI’m abomb

thatisabouttodenote,thenmyrapebitregistersin

hismindandhelookslikeawoundedbearthatis

abouttowreakhavoc.

“WhenIgetmyhandsonthosebastardstheywill

prayfordeath,”Iknowthathemeansitandbefore

theviolencewouldhavescaredmebutnowitmakes

mestretchmylipsinatwistedsmile.

“Vimbaikilledthemeanone,afterIstuckascalpel

onhispudgyneck,sheshothisbrainsoff,”Igulpat

thememory,feelingthewetnessofhisbloodonme.

“That’swhyIneedtogetherthatdoctor,shedidn’t

dealwithkillingthatmanandIfeellikeit’smyfault,

inaway.Ineedtomakeamends.”

UncleGumburaicloseshiseyesandwhenheopens

them,theyareredshot.



“Iwillgetherdoctorandagynaetoo,”that’sallI

needed,hissupport.

……

Iexpectedanageing,shortIndiandoctorwitha

recedinghairlineandwrinkledskinwhenIreadupon

DrPacouandhisportfolio.Ididnotevenconsider

thisInstagram lookingdream thatjuststeppedout

ofthehelicopter,makingmeforgetthatIam sworn

offmenforlife.

Heistall,sodeliciouslytall,bulkytoolikehelivesat

thegym notoperatingonpeople’sskulls,his

melaninpoppingskiniswithoutblemishandwhen

hesayssomethingtothedriver,histeethgleam in

thesunlight.Whenhegetscloser,Inoticehis

meticulouslygroomedbeardandthickdarklipsbut

whatmakeshim differentishishairandeyes.



Hishairisgentlytousled,thickhairthathasagentle

curltoitandisstylishlycutintoanasymmetricside

sweep.Itstexturestarklycontrastswithhisblack

skinasdohiseyes,sparklingbrown,almosthoney

goldeyes.Myuncle’sgruntmakesmestopmy

perusalandwhenIaccepthisfirm handshake,I

noticethathislefthandhasamarriagestamp,

bummer,figuresthatallthisyumminessissnatched.

“ThankyouforcomingoutheresoquicklyDr

Pacou,”Isayleadingthewaytomyfather’sroom.

UncleGumburailetsmetakethelead.

“Youareluckyyoucaughtmethisweek,myfamily

andIarerelocatingtoJohannesburgsoon.WhenI

receivedyourfather’sfile,Iwasintrigued,”hisvoice

isdeepanditswarmth,especiallywhenhetalks

abouthisfamily,wrapsoverme.



Comingintomyfather’sroom andseeinghim lying

sohelplesslystillbringsalumptomythroat,my

fatherhasalwaysbeenlargerthanlifenotthis

shadowofDeath.DrPacou,mutterssomething

underhisbreathashereadshisfile.

“WastheMRIIrequestedcarriedout?”heasksafter

aboutthirtyminutesofcarefulperusalofthefiles

andcheckingthemachinesformyfather’svitals.

Idon’tknowhowuncleGumburaididitbutthere

wasaportableMRImachineandaradiographerwith

anIPadperformedtheMRInexttomyfather’s

sickbedyesterday.DrPacouiscomparingthe

resultsfrom theCTscanandtherecentMRIscan.

“Seethesehyperintensebasalgangliaareas,that

mayindicateanischaemicstroke,wewon’tknowfor

sureuntilhewakesup,”Idon’tunderstandaword

he’ssayingbutmyinterestpiqueswhenhe

mentionsastroke.



“Stroke?”thealarm inmyvoiceisclearasday.

“Thebulletinjuredimportantvascularstructures

insidehishead,aroundthisareasee,”allIcanseeis

whiteandgreymatteraroundablackareaandyetI

nod.

“Theinternalcapsuleisalsoaverycommonarea

wherevascularlesionsappear.Thegoodnewsis

thereisstillactivityinhisbrainandthatmeansheis

notbraindead,hisbrainisjustadjustingtothe

trauma.Theswellinghasgonedownandnowallwe

candoiswaitandpray.”

Disappointmentcrushesme,Ithoughtthathewould

saytherewassomemiraclethathecouldperform

orthatthefirstsurgerywasn’tdonerightandmy

fatherneedssomething,anythingexceptwaitingand

praying.Hemustseemydowncastfacebecausehe



putsthefilesdownandtakesouthisphone.

“Look,Iknowfirsthandhowdisappointingand

depressingitistowaitfortheunknown,soIwant

youtomeetmywife,”respectformyeldersisthe

onlythingstoppingmefrom snappingthatIwant

nothingtodowithhisstupidwife.Myfathermight

neverwakeupandhe’smakingavideocalltohis

wife.

“Shewasinacomaafewyearsbackafterbeing

tossedoutofacarwhileinlabourwithour

firstborn,”Iwanttoasksomanyquestionsbuthis

wife'sfaceappears,she’sjustasexoticasheis.Cat

-likegreeneyesandcurlsthatarecurrentlyrunning

amokinherfaceasshelookslikeshewascoming

from yoga.

“Heymíalma,didyoutravelwell?”hervoiceisgentle

evenatadtiredandhelooksatherwithstarsinhis

eyes.



“Ididbaby,lookthere’ssomeoneIwantyoutomeet,

herfatherisinacoma,”hethruststhephoneintomy

faceandmyeyeswidenwhilesheonlysmilesatme,

revealingdimples.

“Hi,”Isayawkwardlyandherresponseiswarm and

sheencouragesmetoaskanything.

“Whenyouwereinacoma,couldyouhear

everythingaroundyou?”hersmiledoesn’tleaveher

facebutithasturnedabitwistful.

“Noteverything,no,Iwasweirdlyinbetweentwo

worlds,IgottomeetmyparentswhodiedbeforeI

wasbornanditfeltlikeitshouldhavebeeneasyto

justcrossover.Butwhentheyplacedmybabyon

mychest,theconnectionwasinstantandIwanted

sobadlytocomebacktohim andsayinggoodbyeto

myparentswashard.”



Herhonestyandherspeakingsoopenlymakesme

feelateaseandIkeepaskingherquestionsabout

howshegotintothecoma,howwaslifeafterthe

comaandsheanswerseveryquestionuntilshehas

togotocollectLiam,theirsonfrom preschool.Ifeel

muchlighterafterthecall.

“Shewasinaverybadway,Liam hadtobeputinan

incubatorbecausehewassotiny.Shestayedinthe

comaformonthsandwewereabouttoswitchoff

themachineswhenshecameback,”hiseyeshave

thishauntedlooklikeheisrelivingthetraumatic

past.

“IthoughtIhadlostherandyetshecameback.We

arehavingoursecondbabysoon,”thatglowagain

whenhetalksabouthisfamily.Heclearshisthroat

andblinksawaythetearsrapidlybeforecontinuing

tospeak.



“Iam tellingyouthisbecause,therearesome

conditionsthatsciencecan’tcoverorfully

understand,especiallythebrain.Icannotoperate

furtheronyourfatherbecausethebulletwasneatly

takenoutandeverythingseemstobefineexceptfor

myfearofischaemicstroke.Youknowyourfather

better,usewhateverheholdsdearesttotryandget

him tocomeback.He’snotdeadbutnotreallyalive

either,”Imighthaveexpectedamedicalmiraclebut

hehasgivenmesomuchmore,hehasgivenme

hope.Andamustardseedofhopeisallittakes,

right?

.......

GoodMorningFamily

Preordersendtonightatmidnight

Loveandlight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Twenty-five

“Lifeisnotalwaysfair.Sometimesyougetasplinter

whileslidingdownaRainbow,”TerriGuillemets

Nosihle

Thisissowrong,yetitfeelssodeliciouslyright!

AdrenalinepumpsthroughmybloodasIlookback,

tryingtoseeifnooneisfollowingus,itisjustmiles

andmilesoftreesandrockyterrain.Nohumanin

sight.TheMou…Joshua,Joshuadoesn’tseem

botheredaboutthepossibilityofatail.Heiswalking

confidently,draggingmebymyhandaswego

deeperintotheforest.I’m havingsecondthoughts,

thisisabadidea!Whatifsomeonerecordsus?Itis

themiddleoftheday.



“Let'sgotothewaterfall,”isallhehadtosayand

onelookintothetwinpoolsofmoltenchocolateand

IleftDaviraialoneinthatbighouse.Sheishaving

onlinelessonsandhereIam trudgingthroughmini

boulders.

Istumbleandhecatchesmehaulingmetohis

massivechest,whereourheartbeatsmergeandIno

longerknowwhereminebeginsandhisends.Allthe

doubtsandsecondthoughtsthatwerelingeringin

myminddisappearandallthatIseeandfeelis

Joshua,myMountain.Hesmiles,awidesmile

barringhisteethandIwouldswoonifIwasn’t

alreadyinhisarms.Idofeelalittlelight-headed.

Insteadofsettingmeonmyfeet,hescoopsmeup

inhisarmsandIsqueal.

“Joshua!”

Mylaughterintensifieswhenhekiss-ticklesmyneck

andtheareajustabovemytummy.Hedoesn’tletup



untilIhavetearsinmyeyes.

“St-sto-stop!”hedoesn’theedmyburstsoflaughter

butdownrightgrinswhenIsnort-laugh.Ionlygeta

shortreprievewhenhetakeshismouthingmeto

ask,

“Youarethinkingtoomuch,nothinkingtoday,ok?”

Ihavenochoicebuttoagreeandheletsup.He

doesn’tputmedownthough,hecontinuesstriding

purposefullywithmeinhisarmsandI’m lovingthe

view.MostlyJoshuaview,nottheviewoftheforest

becauseI’m startledwhenheunceremoniouslyputs

medown.Wearehere,atthewaterfallthatmademe

catchmybreathbutevenmoresothepromiseIgot

aftermentioningseeingthewaterfall.

“…Iwillf*ckyouinfrontofthatwaterfalloneday,

withonlythebirdsandthemountainanimalsour



audience.”

Thinkingaboutitnowturnsmylegstojelly,ahostof

butterfliesinmystomachandsuddenlyIfindmyself

almostdiggingthegroundwithmybigtoe.Sexwith

Joshuaisearth-shattering,mind-numbingly

orgasmic.Ican’tbelieveIlostmywomboverbad

sex.IconsideritasignofhealingthatIcannow

thinkoflosingmywombwithouttearingupbutit

haseverythingtodowiththinkingofJoshua'ssexual

prowess.

WhereJacobwasselfishanddisappointinglyfastto

ejaculate,Joshuatakeshistime,imprintshimself,

whetherit’sahardf*ckinhisofficeorthatslow,

steadymorningglorythatmakesmytoescurl.

“Areyougoingtostriporwillyoubestandingthere

allday,droolingovermydick?”



IsnapoutofmylustfulmemoriesandIrealisethat

Joshuahasstrippednakedandhe’sstanding

proudly,feetslightlyapartandhisweaponofmass

destructiondanglingdeliciouslyagainsthisthigh.

“Aren’tyougoingtohelpmeoutofmyclothes?”I

askdemurely,bitingmybottom lip.

IfinallyunderstandVimbai'sjabs,sheusedtotell

methatJacobhadaweaksexgameandwhenIgot

defensive,shecalmlyfoldedherarmsacrossher

chestandtoldmepointblack.

“Thereisnoway,awomancangetpremiumly

dickeddownandremainaprude,goodsexturns

evenPastor’swivesintosirens.”

Joshuaissmirkingatmyattemptatbeinga

seductress,thesightofhissmirkmakesmefeel

heated,allovermybody.



“IfItakeoffevenasingleitem ofyourclothing,we

willendupnotswimmingtothewaterfall,”theway

hislipspoutandform wordshasmyovariesjiggling.

Wait,what?!

“Whatdoyoumeanswim tothewaterfall?”hissmirk

widensintoagrin.

“Ipromisedtof*ckyouinfrontofthewaterfall,not

sofarfrom it,”Ishouldbeprotesting,Ishouldbe

findingthethoughttoosinfulandnotpracticalbut

I’m herequicklystrippingoutofmydress.WhenI’m

leftwithonlymypantieson,Ihesitate.

“Comeonbaby,bringoutthatGwandagirlwhoused

toskinnydipinthesettingsun,”thewayhesaysit

makesmelaughandhe’snotevenbeingfunny.He

doesn’tmind,helookslikeheenjoysmakingme

laughandbeingagigglymess.



“Wedon’thaveallday,baby,”hesaysstroking

himself,whenhehardensabit,Icannotstripoutof

thesepantiesfastenough.Ialmosttripoverthem in

myhaste.Joshuaopenlylaughsandhetakesmy

clothes,foldsthem andhidesthem withhisunder

somerock.

“Ready?”heasksholdingmyhandandInod,taking

adeepbreathandleapingofftheboulderthatwe

climbedon.

Thewaterissocoldwhenmybodyhitsitssurface,

butasIcontinuegoingdeeperintoitsbodyIadjust

tothetemperature.Joshuatugsmetowardshim

untilourlimbsaremashingtogetherinthemost

undignifiedmannerandhegivesmeaquicksmooch

underwater.WhileI’m settlingintothekiss,he

breaksitoffanduntanglesourlimbsbefore

swimmingoff,hisonehandfirmlyclaspingmine.



Theswim tothewaterfallisabitofastretchbutI

don’tfeelitbecauseweplayalongthewayandmy

heartkeepsdiggingadeeperholeformetofallinto.

Thewaterbecomesalittlerougherasweapproach

thespraysandtheroarofthewaterfallbutIfeel

safeaslongasmyhandisinsideJoshua’s.Webreak

intothesurfaceandItakeindeepgreedygulpsof

air.

WhenJoshuahashadhisshareofair,hegoesback

underandIfeelmylegsbeingtuggedandthenhis

hottongueduelswiththecoldwaters.Thereisthis

unexplainablepressureonmynubandjustasIam

abouttoreachmypeak,hepullsawayandbreaks

backtothesurfaceagain.

Afterhe’stakeninsomeairImaulhim withkisses.

I’veneverfeltmorealive.Weapproachthewaterfalls

andtheirsprayisrejuvenating.Westepoutofthe

waterandJoshuatugsmetowardsthewaterfalls,I

trytoresistandhelooksintomyeyes.Something



abouttheheatinhiskeepsmetransfixed,safe.

“Trustme,”it’snotaquestionorcommandyetInod

myheadandfollowhim meekly.

Behindthecurtainoftheharshcurrent,liesasmall,

drycave.Imarvelatitswarmth,atthebluelight

from thewaterandskythatilluminateitmakingthe

cavelookwarm andmagical.Thereareshinystones,

maybequartzclutteredaroundthecave.It’sjustlike

aminihaven.

“Howdidyouknowofthisplace?”IaskasItryto

runmyhandsupanddownmyarm totryand

generatesomewarmth.

“Ihavemyways,”herumblessteppingclosertome,

emittingheatandIcrowdhim togetsomeofthat

warmth.



“Ithoughtyousaidyouwillquote,f*ckyouinfrontof

thatwaterfalloneday,withonlythebirdsandthe

mountainanimalsouraudience,”I’m tiltingmyhead

sothatIcanseehiseyes.

“Ohbutwearegoingf*ckinfrontofthewaterfall

andtheanimalswillhearyourscreamsofpleasure,”

hedoesn’tgivemeachancetomakeacomeback

heplundersmylips.

"Idecidedthatnothinggetstoseeyouinthethroes

ofpassionnotevenmountainanimals,yourpleasure

ismine,"thepossessivenessinhisvoicemakesme

shiver.

Heachesmyback,makingmefacethecurtainof

thewaterfall,itssilveryglimmermakestheskylook

bluerandtherainbowpeekingfrom beneathitis

gorgeous.Iexclaim asIfeelhim impalingmefrom

behind,fillingmeupandstretchingmyvaginalwalls.



"Allmine,"hehissesandallIcandoiswhimperin

agreement.

“Doyouseeanyanimals?”hegritsoutandwhenI

murmurmyanswer,hehissesandanglesmein

suchawaythathegoesevendeeper.

“No!”Icryoutwhenhestopsmovingandheslaps

mybutt,thestingissharp.

“No?Tellmewhatyousee,littleone,”Igulpandtry

tofocusbeyondthefullness,thestinginmybutt

andthesilverycurtainofthewaterfall.

Icatchsightofsomefishfrolickinginthewaterand

acoupleofmountainratscirclingtheriverbanks

lookingforakill.Itellhim andwitheachanimalI

disclose,herewardsmebypumpingintome.Itfeels

likeheavenandhellallblendedintooneexplosive



moment.

“Rainbow!”Iscream desperatelywantinghim tohit

thatspotthatonlyhehasreachedinmylife.

“Doyouwanttoridetherainbow,baby?”Iwhimper

asIalmostbuckleunderhispoundingbutheholds

mesteadyandwhenIsayyes,herewardsmeby

poundingonthespot,hissingthatIshouldn’ttake

myeyesofftherainbow.Iam overwhelmedbythe

suddenurgetopee.

“Letgo,Nosihle,ridethatrainbowforme,”splinters

oflightshutterbehindmyeyesandjustasthe

avalanchehitsmybody,Iletputascream of

pleasureasmywholebodystartsshakingandIhear

hiswildroarabovetheroarofthewaterashe

followsmeovertherainbow.

“Thatwasepic,”Ifinallymanagetospeakafter5



minutes,warmlyencasedinhisarms.Hishandis

drawingpatternsonmyspineandIcan’thelpthe

shiverofneedthatescapesme.

“Youareepic,asbeautifulasthiswaterfall.”Ifeel

theheatonmycheeksdipintomyneckandchest.

“Icameheretotellyousomething,VimbaiandRuby

weresmuggledoutofZimbabwe.Theyaresafein

SouthAfricanow,”Itwistmyheadandlookathim in

shock.

“When?”hedoesn’tstopdrawingpatternsandhe

evadesmyquestion.

“IhavetotakeDaviraiandthetherapisttoVimbai,

we’lldropyouoffatBeitbridge.Don’tworry,your

worksituationhasbeenhandled.Therearepapers

showingthatyouweretemporarilytransferredtothe

ZIMRAofficeinHarare.”



“Oh,”Ican’thidethecrashingdisappointmentinmy

voice.

Thisisgoodbye.Itrytokeepthetearsawaybutthey

stupidlyfillmyeyes.Ishouldbehappy,Vimbaiis

free,mydebttoherpaidandIcangoonwithmylife

now.

Ofcourse,he’sgoingtogoawayandleavemeit’s

notlikewearedatingoranythingandIpractically

threwmyselfathim andlikeaman,hetookwhatI

offeredandnowheisgoingtogobacktohislife.

“Nosihle,saysomething,anything.”

IhavesomanywordstrappedinmyheartbutallI

candoisaskhim whenheisleaving.



“Tonight,”asinglewordhasneverbrokenmemore

thanthis.Idon’tknowwhatIexpected.

ThisiswhyIcamehere,totryandgetVimbaioutof

prisonandlookafterhersister.Ididallthatandnow

it’stimetogobacktomylife.Joshuanevermade

meanypromisesbutitstillhurts.He’snoteven

askingifIwanttogowiththem,whatam Ieven

saying,thatsoundsstupid.

“Let’sgo,sothatIcanhelpDaviraiwithherpacking,”

IhavealreadyscrambledtomyfeetandIam

headingtowardsthewaterfall,hiscum drippingonto

mythighsandtryingveryhardnottobreakdown.

“Nosihle!”

Iignoretheurgencyofhisvoiceandshieldmyeyes

from therainbow,nowit’sjustakaleidoscopeof

brokendreams,unmadepromisesandgapping



loneliness.

......

MorningFamily

Haveabeautifulweekend,knowthatthisadmin

holdsyouclosetoherheart.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Twenty-six

“It’soktocrywhenyouhavetoomuchonyourmind.

Thecloudsrainwhentheygettooheavytoo.”

Unknown

Vimbai’stherapistcouldn’tcomefastenough.

Thingsarelookingprettygrim,it’slikeovernight

Vimbaihaslosthergripwithreality.Inthemorning,

whenIwastryingtogethertoeatbreakfast,she

calledmeNosihleandtoldmethatshehadn’t

wantedtoleaveTafadzwabutthatmyfather

blackmailedherbyusingmyabortion.Thenshe

recoiledandcalledmeherMaininiandshestarted

screamingandthrowingthefoodatme.

Herpalmsarebleedingfrom whereshewas

scrappingatherselfusingherfingernailsuntilher



handswerebound.Hereyesarewildandvacant.

Thegynaecologistwhocametoseeheryesterday

wasworriedaboutherspikedbloodpressure,weight

lossanddroppedaroundtheterm preeclampsia,a

lot.Itmademymindspin.

I’m afraid.Forher.Formybabybrother.Formy

father.I’m veryafraid.Ipaceupanddownoutside

herroom ashertherapistassessesher.Hersister

andherguardarebeingshowntotheirrooms.The

littlesisterlookedasscaredasIam,especially

whenshewastoldthatshecan’tseehersisteryet.I

knowVimbaiwouldn’twanthertoseeherinthat

state.

Iwringmyhandsandrealisethatmywristsaretoo

exposed,fragileasiftheycansnapatanyminute.I

trynottomeetmysunkeneyesonthereflectionof

theglassoftheframe,justacrossfrom whereIam

pacing.Thebedroom dooropensandthetherapist,

shesaidhernameisCamilla,comesoutwitha



pinchedlookaroundhereyes.

“Howisshe?”Ipouncewithoutgivingherachance

tocollectherself.

“She'sinthethroesofapsychoticbreakdown,she

couldn’trecognisewhoIam,”shesoundsdrained

andIdon’tblameher.

Ialmostchickenedoutfrom givingherbreakfast.

Seeingsomeoneatwarwiththeirmindis

emotionallytaxing.

“Isn’tthemedicationhelping?”westartedgivingher

themedicationafterherinitialbreakdown.

“Notyet,it’snot,”hershoulderssagalittleandI

realisethatthisispersonalforher,itgoesfar

beyondpatientanddoctorrelationship.



“Thereareafewpsychoactivedrugs,likemood

stabilizersthatmostpregnantwomenshouldavoid

duetotheirriskofbirthdefects.I’vehadtotakeher

offthemoodstabilizerssoIwillhavetogetthrough

toherviagoodoldfashionedphysicaltherapy.”

“Thegynaecologistwhocametoseehersaidshe’s

atahighriskofpreeclampsia,”Itellherhopingthat

shewillrefuteit.

“She'sright,womenwithschizophreniahave

increasedrisksduringpregnancythatotherwomen

donothave,includingpreterm deliveries,other

obstetricalcomplicationsandpreeclampsia.Itwas

alwaysgoingtobeahigh-riskpregnancy,butcouple

itwiththetraumathatyoubothhadtogothrough

andthenthefatherofthebabybeinginacoma…”

shedrawsadeepshudderingbreathandIfeela

lumpinmythroat.



“I’m sorry,IknowIshouldbegivingyouhopebutI

needyoutounderstandthatthejourneyaheadis

goingtoberocky,atbest.Weneedamaternal-fetal

medicinespecialist,”whensheseestheblanklook

onmyface,sheexplains.

“Thesearedoctorsthathelptakecareofwomen

withcomplicatedandhigh-riskpregnancies.”I’m

surewecangetoneofthoseforVimbai,atleastwe

areinSouthAfrica,theirmedicalcareisbetterthan

Zimbabwe’s.

“Whatelsedoessheneed?”

Camillaattemptsasmileandherfacialmuscles

relaxabit.

“I’m gladtoseethatyourrelationshiphasimproved,

oneofherfearsduringourtalkswasbecominga

horriblestepmothertoyoujustasherauntistoher.



Whatwiththewayshecameintoyourlife,”Inever

thoughtthatshecared,atleastnotenoughtotalkto

hertherapistaboutme.

“She'llneedahealthydiet,goodsleeppatterns,

maybeplansomehikesormildZumba,yoga,any

funphysicalactivity.Iwillsetupsomestress

releasingtechniquesthatshecando,meditation

shouldbegoodforher.”

Nowit’stimeformyshoulderstosaginrelief,

planningandmakingsurethereissomethingIcan

dokeepsmesaneandlessensmyguilt.

“Hey,youdon’thavetocarrytheburdenalone.I’m

heretohelp,”herkindsmilemakesmeclosemy

eyesuntilI’vegottenmyemotionsincheckandI

smilemygratitudetoher.

“Iknowthatbothofyouunderwentalotoftrauma



andeventhoughI’m hereforVimbai,Icanalsoset

upsessionsforyouaswelltounpackthelastmonth

andwhateverelsethatneedsunpacking.”

Idon’twanttogobacktothatprisonevenifit’sjust

inmymind.Idon’twanttorelivethathellandI’m

alreadyshakingmyheadbeforesheevenfinishes

withhersuggestion.

“I’m fine,Ijustneedtobestrongformyfatherand

Vimbainow,”Camillalooksatmelikeshewantsto

saysomethingbutsheendsupjustsqueezingmy

handandaskingforherroom.Isquaremyshoulders

andleadhertoherroom.I’m fine.

……

OnlyI’m notfine.Astheweeksprogressaroutineof

somesortdevelops,Iwakeup,takeaquickshower,

visitmyDad,pamperhim andupdatehim about



Vimbai’sprogress.MakesurethatIwashhisface,

applysomelipbalm onhislips.Afterthat,headto

thekitchentograbVimbai'sbreakfast,makesure

thatsheeatsatleasthalfofit.Intheafternoon,Ido

myassignmentsandtrytocatchupwithothers,

makingupforthelosttimeishard!Ialsohelp

Daviraiwithherschoolwork.

Idoanythingandeverythingduringtheday,totry

andexhaustmyselfsothatIdon’tfeelthenight

terrors.Theystillcomeanyways.Prancingunwanted

intomydreams.Ialwayswakeupsweating,with

tearsrunningdownmycheeks.AtbreakfastIignore

Camilla’sknowinggaze.Itwillpass,Ihavetobe

strongformyfamily.

Iam inmyfather’sroom,filinghisnailswhiletelling

him oneofmyfavouritestories.JustasI’m aboutto

putawaythefiller,hismachinesstartgoinghaywire

andhisbodyisjerking.Hisdoctor,nurseandUncle

GumburaicomerunninginanduncleGumburai



dragsmeoutside.

TenminutespassandI’m pacing.

TwentyminuteslaterandIfeellikepullingmyhair.

ThirtyminuteslaterandIam readytostorm intothe

room anddemandanswerswhentheroom.The

drawnandhaggardlinesontheirfacesmakemy

shoulderssag.

“Idon’tknowwhattellyou,themovementcould

havebeenaneuronorreflexthattriggeredthe

machines.Whateveritwas,yourfatherhasn’t

changed,he’sstillinacoma.”

Whateverhopehadquicklytakenrootinmyheartis

quicklyextinguished.Itallbecomestoomuch.The

waiting,takingcareofthem bothandIruntomy



room.Somethingisburninginmychest.Breathing

hasbecomelabour.

IlogintooneofmyburneraccountsonFacebook

andIFacetime,waitImeanvideocallTendero,

prayingthatshepicksup.Afterwhatfeelslikean

eternityandwhenthelineisabouttoget

disconnected,sheanswers.

HereyeswidenwhentheyseewhoIam andIsee

herabouttoendthecall.

“Wait!IknowyouaresettingboundariesbutIcould

reallyuseafriendrightnow,”Idon’tknowifit’smy

breakingvoiceorthedesperationinmyeyesbutshe

doesn’thangup.

“Thankyou,it’sjust…Idon’tknoweverythingisall

happeningatonce.Myfatherwasshotinthehead

andhe’sinacoma.Hegotmarriedagainandshe’s

pregnantandhastobecloselymonitoredtoavoid



preeclampsia.It’sallonehorrormoviethatIdon’t

knowifIcangoon.”

Ican’tbringmyselftotellheraboutmebeingin

prison,thecorrectionalrapes.Butseeingher

beautifulfaceandthewarmthinhereyes,allowsme

tobreakdownandIsob.Iletitallout,thepain,the

fear,theuncertainty,everything.IcryuntilIhavea

migraineandI’m thankfulthatTenderodoesn’thang

up,thatherfacewithtearsstreamingdownher

cheeksisthelastthingIseebeforedriftingoffto

sleep.

......

MorningFamily

Iknow,IknowthisstoryisheavyandasmuchasI

wouldliketolightenit,Ican't.I'm sorrybutonthe

flipsidewehavepassedthehalfwaymarkandthe



storyafterthiswon'tbeasheavyhopefully.

Inthemidstofthispandemic,pleasecheckupon

yourlovedones.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo

P.sLolaandDrPacoucanbefoundinLola'sHeart



RubiesandRain

Twenty-seven

“Arainbowisapromiseofsunshineafterrain,of

calm afterstorms,ofjoyaftersadness,ofpeace

afterpain,ofloveafterloss.”Unknown

Aweekaftermymeltdownandthesunroseabit

brightertoday.Ineededtocry,ithelpedbutIstill

walkaroundlikeI’m carryingtheweightoftheworld

onmyshoulders.Dadhasn’tmovedoranythingelse

sincethatafternoonandVimbaihasbeenfighting

withherdemons.Tenderocalmlyshutmedown

whenItriedcallingherthenextday.The

conversationisetchedinmymind,verbatim.

“Ruby,Iknowyouaregoingthroughstuffandit

breaksmyhearttoseeyoucryinglikethatbutfor

myownsanity,Ican’tbeyourshouldertocryon…”



“Tendi…”

“No,Ruru,letmefinish,”thequietresolveinher

voicemademeshutup.

“I’m tryingtomovefrom thatphaseinmylifewhere

yourtearsmeantthatIhadtodropeverythingand

bethereforyou.Ididn’thaveanidentitypastyou,

Ruby.Iwaswhateveryouneededatthatmoment

andwhenChatungacamealong,youhadanew

shinytoyandIwasdiscardeduntilhehurtyouandI

hadtohelpyoupickupthepieces.Doyoueven

knowwhatthatdidtome?Tomyself-esteem?”I

couldn’tanswerherpastthelumpinmythroat.

Ihadtoblinksothatherfacecouldcomeintofocus,

shewasalsotearyandhervoicewobbly.

“Ican’tdothatanymore.Ican’tgobacktothat

spaceofbeingyouremotionalcrutch.Ican’t!”



Eachwordfeltlikeadaggerthrustintomychest,

grazingmyheartoverandoveragain,causingme

immeasurablepainwithoutthereprieveofdeath.I

hadn’trealisedthedamageIhaddone,Iwasso

selfish,sostupidtonotseewhatIwasgivingup.It

tookaminuteforhertogetheremotionsunder

control.

“Mytherapistsaysthatit’sgoingtotakemeten

stepsbackandIagree,you’rehurtingandIwillwant

totryandfixitforyou,tocarryyourhurtforyou,yet

I’m alsospiralling.I’m sorryRuby,Iknowyouneed

meandIwantnothingmorethantohelpyoucarry

yourload,butformysanity,Ican’tgodownthisroad

withyouagain."

ButIneedyou,Ihaven’teventoldyouaboutprison!

MyinnerbeingwasscreamingyetoutwardlyIonly

noddedmyunderstandingandforcedasmile.



“I’m sorryTendi,for…foreverythingbutmostlyfor

takingyouforgranted.Youarenothingshortofa

miracle.I’m sorry.I’m sosorry,baby.”

Itwasmyturntowatchhercrylikemywordsfinally

freedsomethingthathadbeencagedinherheart.

Seeingthepersonyoulovethatbrokenupoveryour

actions,isakickinthegut.Althoughitsucked,it

mademerealisethatsheneededthatclosureand

foronceIhadtostopbeingselfishandletherheal.I

hurthermorethanIthoughtandifitmeansstaying

awayfrom her,Iwill.

“Youshouldtalktosomeone,atherapistor

someone.Iknowhowyoutendtobottlethingsup

andletthem pileup,”thosewereherpartingwords,

“goodbye,Ruby.”

IsmiledandblewherakissandIdeactivatedfourof

thefiveburneraccountsthatIhadsetuptostalkher.

Icouldn’tletgoofthelastone.Lookingather



pictureandfollowinghervideosonTiktokiskeeping

mefrom spiralling.

Aweek,lateranditstillstings,especiallywhenI

wokeuptothesunshiningandnewsofChatunga's

newgirlfriend.Itdoesn’thurtthathemovedon,it

waskindofobviousthatwearethrough.Ithurtsthat

Iletmyconfusioncostmeagreatthingwith

Tendero.

Feelingmorose,Istepoutofmyroom andgo

downstairsforbreakfast.IstopinmytrackswhenI

seeVimbaisittinginthediningroom.She’sbathed

andlooksgorgeous,eventhoughshe’sstillonthe

thinside,consideringshe’spastherfirsttrimester.

Shehasthisglowandshe’slaughingatsomething

thatDaviraisaid.Shehasn’tcomedownfor

breakfasteversincewegothere.Thereishope,

afterall,onelessburdentocarryonmyshoulders.

“Hey,Ruby!Comejoinus,”shesoundschirpyasshe



patstheseatnexttoher.Ismileandgositnextto

her.

“MorningsisRuby,”Daviraigreetswithawidesmile

onherface,thisisthefirsttimethatshe’sseeing

hersisterandit’slikesomeonelitafireinsideher

andshe’sglowingwithhappiness.

Breakfastisalivelyaffair.Weeatandlaughasthe

sisterstelloutrageousstoriesofthem growingup.I

can’tstoplaughingandmysideshurt.Ifeellighter

thanIhaveinawhile.Islipawayandgocheckon

myDad.Vimbaidoesn’tcomeandIunderstand,her

frameofmindisstillveryfragile.

“Hi,Daddy,Vimbaiisbettertoday,shecamedownto

breakfastandshewaslaughing,youchosewell.I

knowIgaveyougriefoverbeingwithsomeonewho

isalmostmyagebutyouchosewell.She’safighter

andafterwhatshedidformeinprison,Iam forever

inherdebt.”



EveryonehasbeensayingIneedtotalktosomeone,

whobetterthanmyfather.Ihavebeentalkingtohim

asifhe’smyhumandiary.AfterTenderohadthat

talkwithme,Icametohisroom andItoldhim

everythingaboutmyrelationshipwithTendero.I

don’tknowifheheardmeornotbutIbetifhedid,

hewouldhavejumpedupandsaidno,mydaughter

can’tbegay.

“Theyrapedme,theguardsintheprison,theytook

turns,thereweretwoofthem.Onedidittomyanus.

ItwasthemostpainfulthingthatIwouldn’twishon

myworstenemyandtheshamefulpartisthatI

messedonmyself.Blood,faeces,sperm andall,

Vimbaitriedtocleanmethebestwayshecouldbut

thesmelllingered.AttimesIstillsmellit,nomatter

howmuchIbathe.Theyputdrugsinourfood.The

nexttime,IwasreadywithascalpelthatIgotfrom

theprisoninfirmarybutIcouldn’tkillhim.Itgot

stuckonhisneckbutinsteadofkillinghim,it

angeredhim more.Idon’tknowwhathewouldhave



doneifVimbaihadn’tblownuphisbrains.Theywere

plasteredeverywhere,onmebutIdidn’tmind,Ifelt

free.Shefreedme…”

IswearIseehisfingersmovebutthemovementis

sotinyandhismachinesdon’tspikesomaybeI

imagineditbutit’sallthesignIneedtoday.Todayis

adayriddledwithhope.WhenI’m donefilinghis

toenails,Ikisshim andheadout.

“Howishe?”

Vimbai’squietquestionalmostmakesmejumpout

ofmyskin.IsagagainstthedoorwhenIseethatit’s

onlyher.

“Same,butIthinkIsawhisfingermove,morelikea

flutter,”shesmilesbuthersmileistingedwith

sadness.



“Doyouwanttogoinandtalktohim?”I’m takinga

chancebutsheshakesherheadno,hereyesare

swimmingwithtearsthatsherapidlyblinksaway.

“Let’sgohikinginstead,”thefireinhereyesisback,

weagreetochangeandmeetupinfiveminutes.

WhenIgetdown,Vimbaiisalreadywaitingforme.

Wehavetotakeourdetailswithus,atleastthey

walkatarespectfuldistancebehindus.Itrainedlast

night,thesunislazilyclimbingoverthedewytrees.

Thegroundisstillalittlewetbutwetrudgeon.

“Camillatoldmeyouturnedherofferoftherapy

down,”Irollmyeyes,doesn’tsherealisethatthem

talkingaboutmecementstheideathatIshouldn’t

sharemysecretswithastranger.

“Iaskedherifshecouldgiveyousessionsandshe

toldmethatyoualreadydeclined,”asifshereadmy



thoughts,shesetsmestraight.

Idon’trespond,Ipickupastoneandhurlitas

fartherdownasIcanandIwatchitboundfrom a

treeandwhirlpastasquirrelstartlingitintoarun.

Therearewildflowersofpink,purpleandyellow

burstsofcolourinalltheirgloriousSpringsplendour.

“Ruby,youdon’thavetobestronganymore,we’ve

passedthroughhellandIknowthatmentallyweare

stillinthathell.Ihavedreamsthataresolucid,it

feelslikeI’m stillthere.TalktoCamilla,justthree

sessionsandIwillstopbeingonyourcase.”

Iclosemyeyesandbreathinthesaltyair,there

mustbetheoceanontheothersideofthis

mountain.Itrytolistenforthesoundofwavesor

concentrateonthechirpingbirds,anythingtoblock

outherinsistentvoice.



“Ruby,thisbabyisgoingtoneedyou,thereisahigh

possibilitythatImightsinkintopostpartum

depression,it’scommoninwomenwith

schizophrenia.Thisbabywillneedatleastoneofus

tobeintherightframeofmind.”

Istopandlookather,didshejust?Theslysmileon

herfacetellsmethatsheknowsexactlywhatshe’s

doing.Usingmybabybrothertoblackmailmeinto

goingfortherapy.Myfatherhasfoundhismatch,I

don’tknowwhoismoremanipulativebetweenthe

two.Ilaughatthesheeraudacityandshejoinsme.

“Fine,I’llgo.Threesessionsonly.”

“Youhavetoactuallytalkinthosesessionsand

carryouttheactivities,”shesawrightthroughmy

bullshit.IwasjustgoingtogoandstareatCamilla.

“Idon’twanttoremember,”Ifinallyconcededefeat



andshelooksatmewithunderstandinglacedin

sharedpain.

“Buthaveyouforgotten?”

Ishakemyheadno,hatingthetearsthatspringto

myeyes.Idon’tthinkI’lleverforget.

“Camillawillhelpyouwithhealthiercoping

mechanisms,thefactthatyouarestandinghere

todaymeansthatyouwon,Ruby.Youdidn’tcrumble

attheirabusebutyoustillcarryitwithinyouand

therapywillhelpyouletitgosothatthehealing

processcanbegin.”

Wearenowatthetopofthesmallmountainthatwe

areon.Theviewisbreathtaking,Vimbaipoints

towardsthesunandIhavetoshieldmyeyestosee

whatshe’spointat.



“It’sarainbowwearegoingtobealright,Ruby,”she

claspsherhandinmineandputsthem bothonher

slightbelly.

TherearetinyfluttersandIcan’tstopthesmilethat

stretchesthroughoutmyface.He’sokinthereand

wearegoingtobealrighttoo.

......

MorningFamily

Howhasyourweekbeensofar?Howisthis

pandemicaffectingyourmentalhealth?Lossafter

lossisslowlymakingmenumbbutIwillclingonto

thehopethatthistooshallpass.Thatitgetsbetter.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Twenty-eight

“Iam acollectionofthoughtsandmemoriesand

likesanddislikes.Iam thethingsthathave

happenedtomeandthesum ofeverythingI'veever

done.Iam theclothesIwearonmyback.Iam every

placeandeverypersonandeveryobjectIhaveever

comeacross.Iam abagofbonesstucktoavery

largerockspinningathousandmilesanhour.”

MacaulayCulkin

“Areyounervous?”

Hervoicepromptsafteraminuteofmefidgeting

aroundthechairthatshewelcomedmetositon,it’s

toosquishy,toocomfortable.I'm notnervous,I’m

terrified.Ismilebackatherandshakemyhead,no.



“Haveyoueverbeentotherapy?”Inodthenwhen

shetriestostiflehersmile,Iclearmythroatandtry

tounstickmytonguefrom theroofofmymouth.

“Ihave,whenmymotherdiedsomeonesuggested

thatmyfathershouldmakemegoandtalktoa

professionaltodealwithallthepainthatIhad

bottledinside.”Impressive,Ruby,Ididn’tthinkIhad

itinmetosaytwowordsletaloneawholecoherent

response.

“Howdidthatgo?”sheissmilingencouraginglybut

mymouthhasbecomestiffatthememory.

“Itwashorrible.ShekepttellingmehowIshouldfeel,

howIshouldgrieveanditonlymademewithdraw

intomyselfmore.”

WheredoesCamillagethersmilerations?It’slike



hersmilescomefrom deepwithherandportray

everyemotionthatshe’schannelling.Nowhersmile

issympatheticwithahintofanapology.

“Sothenhowdidyoudealwiththegriefoflosing

yourmother?”

“Tendero.”Mysmileisgenuinethistime,tappedinto

mydeepestmemoriesofmyonetruelove.

CamillawantstoknowwhoTenderoisandhowshe

helpedmedealwithmygrief.Itellherandit’slike

chattingwithanoldfriend.Thememoriescome

tumblingout,oneaftertheotherandIdon’trealize

thatsheisslowlyeasingmeintotappingintothe

onesthataresopainful,Ilockedawayinthedarkest

recessesofmymind.

“Whichisthemostprominentfeelingfrom your

experienceinprison?Idon’twantyoutothinkabout



it,justsaythefirstfeelingthatpopsintoyourmind.”

“Guilt,”theadmissionstartlesmeandthefeelingsof

guiltfloodmemakingmewanttocurlupintoaball

andhide.

“Whatdoyoufeelguiltyof?”shepromptsaftera

minutehaspassedandIhaven’texpandedonmy

admission.

I’m relievedthatCamillaisn’twritingdownanyof

this,sheonlylistenswithherheadslightlytilted,

givingmeallherattention.

“IfeelguiltyaboutthelastwordsIsaidtomyfather

thelasttimeIsawhim.Isaidsomeprettyhurtful

thingsbutthekickerwaswhenItoldhim thatIwish

hehaddiedinmymother’splace."Camilladoesnot

sayanythingorreactandthatgivesmethecourage

togoon.



“IfeelguiltybecauseIturnedVimbaiintoakiller,

thatmanasvileashewasheprobablyhadafamily,

childrenthatnowdon’thaveafathertosendthem to

school.MaybeifIhadn’thadfreakysexwith

Peaches,theywouldn’thavefelttheneedto‘turn

me',”Ifeelalumplodgingitselfinmythroat,maybe

ifIwasn’tsoconfusedaboutmysexualityalotof

thingswouldn’thavehappened,Iwouldbewith

TenderoinAustraliabynow.

“Ruby,youcan’tblameyourselfforthosemenraping

you,theyknewtheywerefathersbuttheystill

violatedanddesecratedanotherman'sdaughter.Do

youthinktheyfeltanyguiltrapingyou?Ofcourse

not,that’swhyhecameforthesecondtime,”her

wordsmakesensebuttheystilldon’tassuagethis

guiltthatIfeel.

“Isthatallthatyoufeelguiltyof?”thequestion

makesmesnort-laugh.



“Farfrom it,that’stheleastofmyguilt,”shenodsat

metocontinueandIclearmythroatagain,not

wantingtogotherebutknowingthatI’m already

there,thatmysubconsciousresidestherenow.

“IfeelguiltythatinacceptingmyDadandVimbai’s

relationship,Iam somehowbetrayingmymother,”

Camilladoesn’tsayanything,shenodsthoughtfully

formetocontinue.

“IfeelguiltyforwhatIdidtoTendero.Allsheever

didwasloveme,shelovedmeevenwhenIdidn’t

lovemyselfandwhatdidIdoinreturn?Ichoseaguy

overher,”I’m gettingmorefiredupandCamillastill

hasn’tsaidaword.

“Ifeelguiltybecausemywholelifehasbeensofar

removedfrom therealitiesofmycountry.I

benefittedfrom thesamesystem thathasbeen



cripplingmypeople.Myboyfriend,hisfatherwasthe

formerPresident,hetookmetoDubaijusttobuyme

anexpensivecarafterhesleptwithVimbai.My

fatherandmotherusedtohostmostofthepeople

inpower,politiciansandtheirfamiliesarepartor

werepartofourcircle.Toknowthatthosesame

peoplearetheonesinflictingimmeasurablepainon

innocentpeoplemakesmesick.”

Theprisonexperiencewasarudewake-upcallandit

mademerealisehowfarremovedIam from theway

Zimbabweworks,beyondthenewsandsocialmedia.

“DoyouwanttoknowwhatIfeelmostguiltyof?I

don’tfeelguiltythatamandiedbecauseofme,if

Vimbaihadn’tshothim,Iwouldhavediedtryingto

killhim.Ifeelguiltybecauseifithadn’tbeenforme,

Vimbaiwouldn’thavealmosthadthatmiscarriage.

Sheatemyfoodthatwasdrugged,shewasoffered

tobeletgobutshestayedformeanditalmostcost

her,herlifeandthatofherbaby.Iwouldn’thave



forgivenmyselfhadshemiscarried.”

CamillahandsmeaboxoftissuesandIdabmy

eyes.Sheletsmecalm downbeforeshetalks.

“IhearyouandyourfeelingsarevalidbutRuby,

Vimbaioncelostababyandshedidn’tevenknow

youthen.Hercondition,schizophrenia,leadstohigh-

riskpregnancies,IknowthisbecauseI’vehadfive

miscarriagesRuby,fiveandnoneofthem wasmy

faultoranyone’sfault.Ittookalotofworkand

therapy,formetounderstandthis.Ihadthebest

carebuttheyjusthappened.Somethingsare

beyondourcontrol,”hereyesarenowglassyandI

handhertheboxoftissuesandshesmilesatme,

themovementmakingaloneteartrickledownher

leftcheek.

“I'm sorry,Ithinkweshouldendheretoday.Iwant

youtodoanexerciseforme.Writedownyour

memoriesandsortthem inaccordancetothe



memorythathurtsthemost.Canyoudothatfor

me?”Inodmyheaddubiously,thisseemslikea

mammothtask.

Alotofthingshavehurtmeinmylife,althoughmost

ofthem nowsoundlikethetantrumsofaspoiltkid.I

leaveCamillainheroffice,sniffingandtryinghard

nottobreakdowninfrontofme.Igivehersome

privacyandheadoutside.Ijustneedalittleair.

Asfarasfirstsessionsgo,thisonegotintense

prettyfast.Turnsoutthiswell-guardedfortresswith

thegorgeousfountainthatIam dippingmyhands

into,belongstomyfather.ThereissomuchIdon’t

knowabouthim,Iwonderifmymotherknew.Iwish

Icouldgotohergrave.

ThereissomuchIwanttotellher,somuchthatI

needtooffload.ImisshertodaymorethanIhave

evermissedher.Dropletsofrainjointhetearsonmy

face,IwassolostinthoughtthatIdidn’tnoticethe



quicklygatheringstormy-greyclouds.

Thedownpourisimmediateandintense,bythetime

Igettothedoor,Iam soakedtomybonesandI

can’tstopshivering.

“Ruru,areyoutryingtocatchpneumonia?Go

upstairsandchangethencomebackandseeyour

father.”

UncleGumburai!Whendidhecomeback?He’sbeen

goneaweekbuthedoesn’tseem veryhappywith

merightnowsoIquicklydashupstairsanddoas

told.IdragmyfeetasIapproachmyfather’sroom.

I’m alreadyfeelingabitrawfrom openingupabout

myfeelings.Isighandbreatheindeeplybefore

openingthedoor.Ialmostscream whenI’m metby

myfather’seyes,theyarered-rimmed,sunkenand

listlessbuttheyareopen!Whenheseesme,his

eyeswideninrecognitionandtearsspilldownhis

cheeks.



“Daddy!Daddy!”

Alltheguilt,allthepainmeltsawayasIrushtohis

side,Ithrowmyselfathim andIcrymylittleheart

out.Heletsmeandhisonehandisgentlytryingto

soothemebutit’sshaking.

“You’reawake!You’reawake!”

Whenmyexcitementhasfinallygonedownabit,I

getoffhim andIseehim wipinghistears.Ihave

neverseenmyfathercrybefore,evenwhenmy

motherdied,hestoicallystoodthereandeven

carriedhercoffintohergrave.Seeinghim this

emotionalmakesmeemotionaltoo.

“I'm sosorryRuru,I…”Iputmyfingersoverhismouth

thatthankstomeisn’tchappedanymore.



“Itdoesn’tmatteranymore,you’reawakeandthat’s

allthatmatters.”

Acurdlingscream breaksourmomentandIhaveto

leavemyfathertogoandseewhatjusthappened.

Thescreamsarecomingfrom Vimbai’sroom,when

Iopenthedoor,apillowmissesmyfaceandhitsthe

doorinstead.Iwatchinfascinatedhorrorasashoe

catchesUncleGumburaistraightintheface.

“Getawayfrom me,youmonster!Whosentyou?

Whydidyoubringmehere,”she’spuffingfrom the

exertionofthrowingthingsbutshestillthrows

anothershoeathim andIcanseethatUncle

GumburaiisgettingpissedsoIquicklystepin.

“Vimbai,it’sok,it’sme,Ruby.Putdownthatperfume,

hewon’thurtyou,”shelooksatmeandhereyesare

bewildered,glazedandhaveacrazylight.



“You!You’rethegirlfrom theclubwithChatunga!

Whydidyoupeoplebringmehere?Whoareyou

people?!”

UncleGumburaiandIsharealookbeforelookingat

Vimbaiwhoisstillwieldingaperfumemenacingly

andshe’sdeadserious.Whatintheschizophreniais

happeninghere?

......

Morningfamily

Happyweekendahead

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo
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Triggerwarning:maycontainsensitiveremarks.

“Iforesawmylifeunfoldingasaninterminable

stretchofnothingnessandsoIspentmyyearson

Tinosfloundering,feelinglikeastand-informyself,a

proxy,asthoughmyrealselfresidedelsewhere,

waitingtounitesomedaywiththisdimmer,more

hollowself.Ifeltmarooned.Anexileinmyown

home.”

KhaledHosseini

Vimbai

FreakyFriday.That’swhatmylifefeelslikeatthe

moment.ItfeelslikeIswappedbodieswiththe



futuremeormeinanalternateuniversewhereI’m

pregnant.Iwakeupandthefirstthingthatfreaks

meoutisbeinginanunfamiliarroom.Whiletryingto

acclimatizetotheroom,Itrytogetupandrealise

thatmybodyfeelsdifferent,abitheavier.Iliftmy

pajamatoptoseewhymybodyfeelssodifferent.

That’swhenmyhorrorworsens.Aslightlyrounded,

hardbellywiththeblacklinemorepronounced.My

breastsalsofeelheavier,withdarkerareolas.I

scream inshock!

WhenIwenttosleeplastnightIwasinourroom at

Swinton.Aftermyepisode,hearingmystepmother's

voicetookmeintoadarkholethatevenmyfather

onthelinesayingIshouldgoandstaywithuncle

BenwhileIlookforajob,couldn’tsnapmeoutof.

Nosihlewasthere,shecalledTafadzwaandhe

managedtobringmeoutofthatdarkhole.I

pretendedtobeasleepuntilfatiguetookoverandI

fellasleepwithTafadzwacradlingmeinhisarms.



Idon’tunderstandhowIcouldthenwakeupina

hugeroom withthebiggestbedIhaveeverseen,

everythingisexpensiveandhasmyfavouriteearth

colours.Wheream I?Nosihle,whereisshe?Where

ismyphonesothatIcallTafadzwa?Argh,maybe

it’sstilladream,Ipinchmyarm andyelpatthepain

thatshootsthroughmyarm.Thesplotchofredon

myarm indicatingthatIam notdreaming,Iam here

inflesh.

Abriskknocktakesmyattentionfrom theportraitof

artIam glaringat,hopingthatitcansparksome

memorybutIdrawablank.Thereisanotherknock

whenIdon’trespond,atthispoint,Idon’teventrust

myvoice,whatifit’snotmine?Thedooropensand

myworstnightmarecomesin.It’stheuglymanwith

thescarmadeupofcongealedskinacrosshisface,

buthelooksolder,haggard.YetallIcanseeishim

loomingoverTafadzwawithhisbootfinding

Tafadzwa’sfaceintothedirt.



“Whatdoyouwantfrom me?”Ihatehowshakymy

voicesounds.

“Ianisupandhewantstoseeyou,”Icanhearthe

contemptinhisvoicebutI’m alsopuzzled,Ian?

Hetakesanotherstepintotheroom andIcan’tstop

thescream ofterrorthatburstfrom mybelly.He

looksstartledbuthestillmovesintotheroom.AllI

canthinkofnowisprotectingmyself.Ipickupthe

above-averageteddybearthatissittingonthe

dressingtableandIthrowitathim,itonlyhitshis

chestandfallsontothefloor.

“Areyoucrazy?!”

Iwillshowhim crazy,Ipickwhatevermyhandscan

layonandthrowitathim.Hekeepsduckingbut

makesnofurthermovetowardsme.I’m screaming

andthrowingandthisdrainsallmyenergy.Ipause



togathermystrengthandheseizestheopportunity

tocomecloser.Iscream athim tonotcomeany

closerandIthrowashoeforgoodmeasure.Whyam

Isoweak?Everythrowissotaxing.

Thedooropenedsometimebetweenmyscreams

andthenavoice,afemaleonethistimesdisturbs

me.She’splacatingme,ittakesamomentformeto

placeangelfacebecausesheisfullycoveredunlike

thenightattheclubwithhertattoosouttoplay.

“You!You’rethegirlfrom theclubwithChatunga!

Whydidyoupeoplebringmehere?Whoareyou

people?!”

Iseethem sharealookasifI’m thecrazyonewhile

theyabductedme,heavenknowswhattheydidto

makemepregnant.

“It’sok,Vimbai,wewon’thurtyou.Ipromise,”Idon’t



trustanythingthatcomesfrom hermouthsoI

tightenmyhandontheperfume.

Ascreechingsoundinsidemyear,buzzing

insistently,makesmescream andholdontothe

perfumetightly,untiltheglassbreaksintoa

thousandsplinters,someofthem diggingintomy

hand.Therestfallontothefloordrenchingthe

wholeroom inexpensivefumes.Ibringmylefthand

whichisn’tbleedingtomyearstotryandcutoutthe

noise,butitfeelslikemyeardrumshavebeenblast

andmyearsarebleeding.

Thereisbloodeverywhere,Ibendoverandretchall

overtheplushcream rug,whichnowalsohas

crimsonsplotchesfrom myhandandfeet.

Ifeelstrongarmsliftingme,Ilookupthroughthe

hazeinmyeyesandIdon’tknowthepersonbuthe’s

younger,tallwithwide-setshouldersandhelooks

likehelivesoncementandgym.Hisfaceiskind



thoughandhiseyeslookpained,asifseeingmelike

thisiscausinghim pain.Maybehecanhelpme.

“Please,helpme.Idon’tknowthesepeople.That

onealmostkilledmyboyfriendandIthinkhewas

senttoabductmebythegirlbecauseIsleptwithher

boyfriend.Ididn’tmeantoharm anyone,pleaseIjust

wanttogohome,myfatherwillbeworried.Ihaveto

finishmyexamsandgraduate,please,”Ifeel

lightheadedbutIstillpleadwithhim.Iseehim

clenchhisteeth,asifhe’stryingtokeepinwhatever

emotionsthatarebuildingupinsidehim.

“Vimbai!”Iturntothefamiliarvoiceandit’sDavirai,

onlyshelooksolderandlooksjustlikeme,evenher

voice.

“Whatareyoudoinghere,Davirai?Didyourmother

putyouuptothis?Isitnotenoughthatshekilledmy

mother,herbloodsisterandmovedintohersister’s

houseandtreatedmelikescum?Whatdoyouwant



from me?!Justkillme,pleasejustkillme!”

WhyisshesobbingasifI’vehurther?They’vehurt

meallmylifeandIdidn’tbreakdown,Iwasn’t

allowedto.Cryingmeantmorebeatings.The

lightheadednesshasgivenwaytoadizzyspellandI

feelliketheworldhasturnedonitsaxisandIseemy

motheronherhospitalbed.

Shelookslikeashallowversionofherself,herlips

crackedandshecoughs,awrenchingcough,then

spitsoutblood.IknowmyfathersaidIshouldsay

mygoodbyestoherbutIcan’t.

“Mamamusandisiyekani,endaineni

kwamurikuenda,”Ibeghernottoleavemebehind,

forhertotakemewithherwhereshe’sgoing.

AtthispointdeathfeelskinderbecauseIknowwhat

awaitsmewhenshedies.Shesmilesatmeand



callsmeherbrave,smartgirlandIseethelife

leavingherbody,Iseehercoffingoingdownthe

groundandIscream.Ablood-curdlingscream that

makesmyearsbleedmore.Iwanttogetoutofthe

mindthatistorturingmewithallthesememoriesall

atonce.IwishIcouldstepoutofthisbodyand

leave,followmymother.

Somethingstingsmyarm anditfeelslikeI’m

floating,floatingonacloud.Thenthecloud

dissolvesintoblood,thebloodIlostduringmy

miscarriageandI’m floundering,drowninginmy

blooduntilmercifuldarknessdragsmeunder.

……

“Idon’tknowwhathappened,shewasfineduring

ourlastsession,themostlucidI’veseenhersinceI

camehere.ThedisillusionsIcanunderstand,her

mindisinturmoilbutthelapseofmemory,Idon’t

know.”



Idon’tknowthisvoiceandwhenItryopeningmy

eyes,itfeelsliketheyaregluedshut.Ican’tmove.It

feelslikeI’m experiencingsleepparalysisbutI’m

wideawakewithmyeyestightlyshut.Ifeeloutof

sortswithmybody,likeit’smybodybutit’snotmine

tocontrol.

“Dosomething,getsomeonewhoknows,Ican’tlose

herandIcan’tlosemybrother.Fixthis!”

Whatdoesangelfacemean,herbrother?Whoisher

brotherandwhatdoeshehavetodowithme?Iwant

toheartheresponsebutthedarknesspullsme

underagainanditfeelslikeI’m adrift.

Aloneinadarkroom,therearebarsaroundmeandI

almostchokeonthesmell.Cries,Ihearcriesofa

babyandwhenIgetuptogoandseewhymybaby

iscrying,Iseeaman,afatpudgyman,he’shuffing

andgroaningontopofagirl,enjoyinghimself.She

plungessomethingsharponhisneckandhehitsher,



hard.Idon’thesitateItakeagunandIam athis

headandIshoot,herscream wakesmeupandI’m

panting.IrealisethatI’m inpain,mylowerbackfeels

likeit’sonfire.

“Savemybaby!Savemybaby!”I’m screamingontop

ofmylungsbutitfeelslikenooneislistening.

“WhataboutmeMommy,whydidn’tyouaskthem to

saveme?”IturnandIalmostscream alittlegirlwith

mybigeyesbutherfather’slipsandhisdarkskin.

She’slikeabeautifulporcelaindollbutshe’sonly

half-formed,therestofherheadisn’tshowing.

“Youforgotaboutme,Mommy,oryoudidn’twant

me?”hertiny,sweetvoicebreaksmyheartandwhen

shestartscrying,bloodtears,Ifeelherpain.It’s

short,sharpandintense.

……



Idon’tknowhowlongI’vebeenoutforbutwhenI

wakeup,thistimemyeyesdoopen.It’sstillabit

darkbutIcanmakeoutabednexttomineandthe

blinkinglightsfrom themachinesattachedtome

andwhoeverisontheotherbed.Itouchmybelly

andI’m relievedthatit’sstillroundandhard.The

effortofmovingmyheadandmyarm isalotthough

so,Idriftofftosweet,dreamlesssleepandwhenI

wakeup,thesunishighintheroom.

IturnmyheadandIam metbywarm,chocolate

eyes,IblinkandwhenIopenmyeyesagain,hiseyes

arestillopenbuttheyaregleamingwithemotion,

nothinglikethecoldandruthlesseyesthatIsaw

thattimeatthehousepartyIcrashed.Somethingin

theseeyestellsmethatI’m safebutIam so

confusedandsotiredfrom tryingtoputthepieces

ofmyfragmentedmindtogether.

Ifeellikeashadowofmyself,mybodyishereandif



itwasn’tforthispregnancythatIdon’tknowhowI

got,Iwouldn’twanttobeinthisbodyanymore.

“Iknowyou,from theparty,”everywordistaxingand

Idon’tknowwhybuthesobs.

Gut-wrenching,pain-filledsobs.Ihaveneverseena

mancrysoloudlyandopenlybeforeandhiscries

cutdeep,deepintothepartsofmethatstillfeellike

theybelongtome.Iwanttoholdhim inmyarms,

cradlehim untilhestopscrying.Hispain,Ifeelit

eveninthishollowversionofmyheart,itwashes

overme,connectingwithpartsofmethatareadrift.

“It'sok,don’tcry.It’sok,”insteadofcalminghim,my

reassuringwordsmakehim breakdownevenmore

andImovemyhand.

Ittakeseverythinginmetoreachhishand,

everythinginmybodyachesfrom thesolesofmy



feettothetipsofmyswollenfingers.Iholdhishand

andheclaspsminepainfullywhilehissobssubdue

andIdon’tfeeladriftanymore,somewhereinthe

shellofmybodyandmind,hefoundmysoulandhis

painisbringingbackfragmentsofmybeing.

......

Morningfamily

ThisisprobablythehardestchapterthatI'vewritten

inthisstory.Intheturmoilsurroundingus,Ihope

youallstaysafe.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Thirty

“Soonerorlater,everyonesitsdowntoabanquetof

consequences”

RobertLouisStevenson

Hearingmyfather'ssobsbreaksmyheartintoa

millionpieces.Iwasabouttogoin,buthearinghis

sobsmakesmestopturningtheforknobandIrest

myheadagainstthedoor.Ihaveneverheardhim

breakdownlikethis,evenwhenmymotherdiedand

thethoughtsomehowleavesabittertasteinmy

mouth.

ThedoorisopenbyacrackandIseeherstruggling

tostretchherhanduntilshereacheshishandand

takeshishandinhersandthensighandcloseher

eyes.Hissobsandherefforttotryandcomforthim



evenwhenmovingherhandbringsapinchedlook

onherface,showsmeasideoftheirlovethatI

neverwitnessedbetweenmyparents.

Myfatheralthoughstrict,foreverworkingwasnever

unkindtomymotherandI.Shewastheperfectwife

andhedottedonheralmostasmuchashedotted

onmebutwenevergottoseethisrawand

vulnerablesideofhim.Maybeitwashisnear-miss

withdeathorVimbaijustbroughtoutthatsideof

him butheisnolongeraloofandIam grateful.

Whenhishandmovestoherlittlebump,itfeelslikeI

am intrudingontheirprivatemoment,soIcarefully

stepawayfrom thedoorandmoveassoundlessly

asIcanbacktothekitchen.

“Aretheyawake,shouldthechefsendfoodup?”

Camilla’squestionbringsmeoutoftheunfamiliar

feelingsthatareswampingme.

“No,theyarestillsleeping.Maybeafter30minutes,



we’llwakethem up,”Ilieandtakemyseat.

Theyneedamomentalone,I’m notsureifVimbai

hasregainedhermemoryyetbutthepastcoupleof

daysafterherbreakingdownhavebeenintenseand

filledwithhallucinations.

Iwasscepticalwhenmyfatheraskedforherbedto

bebroughtintohisroom butseeinghowcalm she

seemedwithhim maybeitworkedoutforthebest.

Davirailooksashen,shehasbarelytouchedthe

croissantsonherplateandsheismindlesslysipping

onhertea.ShehasbeenreservedeversinceVimbai

lashedoutather.Itriedtoexplainthatitwasn’ther,

thatitwashersicknessbutshehasn’tbeenthe

samesince.

MyheartgoesouttoherbutIalsofeellikeI’m flying

onautopilot.It’salottotakein.Myonlysaving

graceistakingontheassignmentsthatCamilla

gaveme.UncleGumburaialsoisn’tsayingmuch,but



that’snothingnewhe’snotverychattyunlesshe’s

withmealone.

Breakfastpassesinablur,Camillaleavestogoto

herofficeandUncleGumburaigoestowhereverand

it’sjustmeandDavirai.Bothofusmindlessly

sippingonourtea,minehasgrownlukewarm butI

can’tbringmyselftostop.

“Igrewupseeingherbeingmistreated,atfirstI

thoughtitwasnormalthatshewasn’tallowedtoeat

withus.Herill-treatmentmadelifeeasierforme,for

us.Youcoulddosomething,breakaglassormess

upanditwouldbeblamedonVimbaiandshewould

getbeatenforitordeniedfood.Weallsawitand

didn’tdoanythingaboutit,”hervoiceisroughlike

she’sbeengoingheavyonthebottlebutit’sjusther

emotionsmakingitraw.

“WhenIstartedschoolandIwasbeingbulliedby

someothergirls,Ibegantorealisethatthatwas



exactlywhatwashappeningtoVimbaibutonlyIhad

teacherstoreporttoandshehadnoone.Everyone

wasscaredofmymother,evenourfather.Whenshe

wenttoboardingschool,thebadtreatmentfellto

mebecauseIlookedlikeher,likemyaunt,Vimbai’s

motherandmymotherhateshersisterwithher

entirebeing,”Idon’tunderstandhowonehuman

beingcanbeabletoholdsuchhostilityagainsther

blood.IwonderwhatitisthatVimbai’smotherhad

thatherstepmotherwantedsobadly,forhertotake

itoutnotonlyonVimbaibutalsoonDavirai.

“Minewasn’tasextremeasVimbai’storture.Inever

wenttobedhungrynorwasIdeniedbathingwater

orpadsbutthebeatingswerejustasbrutal.Ibegan

tounderstandjustalittleofherpainbutstill,I

alwayscounteddownthedaysuntilshecameback

from schoolandIwouldgetsomereprieve.Iwas

relievedthatforamonthorso,Iwouldn’tget

beaten.”ShewhispersthelastpartshamefullyandI

can’tblameher,shewasakidprobablyinPrimary

School.Isqueezeherhandandshecontinues



talking.

“DoyouknowhowguiltyIfeltwhenshecameback

toHarareafteryearsofnotbeinghome,afteryears

ofmymothertakingoutherfrustrationsonmeand

shewasnicetome?”shepausesandlooksatmeas

ifsheexpectsananswerbutIletherbeandwatch

asherlowerliptrembles.

“Shewassonice!AfterIhadprayedthatshecomes

backandtakeherrightfulbeatings,shewasniceto

me!Sheboughtusstuff,gavemeheroldphoneto

useforresearchandshegavememyfirstlaptopa

monthafterthat,itwashersbutstillalmostnewand

inmintcondition.Afterthatvisit,Igladlytookthe

lashesmeantforher,withasmileandthatmademy

motherangrierbutIdidn’tcare.Vimbaiismysister

anditbreaksmetoseeherfallapartlikethis.

Knowingthatwecouldhavedonesomething,told

someoneoranythingtohelpherbutwedidn’t.She

wasalwayssostrong,shetookeverythinginand



stillpassed,stillbecameasuccess.Ihadnoidea

thatshe’sthisbroken.”

IfeelherguiltandIknow,betterthanmosthowguilt

canerodeyourspirit.Iwatchherlookupandtryto

blinkbackthetearsandItiltherchinsothatshe

looksatmeandthetearsfallfreely.

“Youwereachildandunfortunately,wedon’tchoose

ourparentsorthedemonsthattheycarry.Wehave

nocontroloverourparents.Sure,youcouldhave

beenkinderbutthatwouldhavegottenyouintoeven

moretrouble.Youcan’ttakeawayyesterday,Davirai.

Youcan’tundothewrongsyoudidinthepast.You

canmakeupforittoherbybeingthereforhernow,

shefeelsaloneandscared,shedoesn’ttrustusbut

youarehersisterandshewillleanonyoumore.Be

thereforher,trytounderstandthatsheisstruggling

withhermind,she’sfightingitnotyou.”

Ididn’texpectthefiercehugthatshegivesmeand



shemumblesagainstmyneck,“Thankyou,sis

Ruby.”Mychesttightensbeforewarmthspreads

acrossit.Isqueezeherandlethercalm down

beforereleasingher.IhopeIlessenedsomeofher

guilt.

……

It’sweirdtoseemyfatherlookingsofrail,Vimbaiis

eithersleepingagainorunconscious,thedoctortold

usthatthesedativeswillmakehersleeporlose

consciousnessalot.Myfatherissittingonhisbed

withpillowsthatIproppedbehindhisback,watching

thedoctortakenoteofVimbai’svitals,Iam standing

atthefootofhisbedwhileuncleGumburaiis

leaningagainstthedoor.

Noneofusissayinganything,justterselywatching

thedoctor.IseeherhandsshakealittleandIfeel

sorryforherbutmyanxietywon’tallowmetosay

anythingtoloosenherfear.



“We'veknownthiswasahigh-riskpregnancyfrom

thestartbutI’m afraidthattherecentspikeinher

bloodpressurehasturnedthesituationintoadire

one.Ifherepisodescontinue,spikingherblood

pressurethismayleadtoadvancedpreeclampsia.I

willhavenochoicebuttoadviseterminationofthe

pregnancyotherwisewecouldlosethebaby,the

motherorbothofthem.”

MyfatherblanchesandI’m afraidthathewillburst

intotearsagainbuthedoesn’t.Hejustlookslike

death.Thedoctorslooksatallofusapologetically,

butallIcandoisblanklystareather.Losingthis

babywillkillVimbai,thebabyisn’teveninsideme

butIfeelsomethinginsidemedieatthethoughtof

losinghim.

“Wedohavesomegoodnew,it’saboy,”thatcould

havebeentheworstthingthatshecouldhavesaid,I

hearmyunclegrowlingandthepoordoctorlooks



likeshe’sgoingtocollapse.Iquicklyusherheroutof

theroom andIcomebacktomyuncleplacinghis

handonmyfather’sshoulder.

“Son,Iknowhowhardthisallistoyouanditbreaks

myheart,onethingyoumustknowisthatsome

thingscanneverbefixedbythesewesterndoctors,

zvinodachiVanhu,theyrequireAfricandivinity.The

doctorsaren’tofferinganysolutions,wearenot

losingthatchildandasmuchasIdidn’tfeel

anythingforheratfirst,wearenotlosingthatgirl

either.Adivinermighthelp.”

PoordadshouldberestingbutIseethehopeinhis

face,Ijustknowthathewon’tbeabletodealwith

thedeathofeitherVimbaiorhisson.Heisn’tsaying

much,helookslikehe’sbeenthroughthecleaners

butatleasttheswellingaroundhisfacehasgone

down.

“InoneofherepisodesIheardherbeingtormented



bythechildthatshelost.Didshecleanseafterthat

miscarriage?Thereisariteofpassageforevery

deathevenofthosewhonevergettoseetheworld.

Deathdemandstobehonouredeventhoughithas

nohonour,therearethingsthatneedtobedone

otherwisethesedoctorswillkeepontwiddlingtheir

thumbsbuttheywon’tseeanything,”theveins

aroundmyfather’stemplelookliketheyareaboutto

burstbuthedoesn’tsayanything.Hejustlistensas

UncleGumburaispeaksinriddles.

“Iknowthatyoudon’treallypracticethatbutbefore

youareShadow,beforeyouarethemanthatyou

havegrowntobe,youareaBarwe.Wearespiritual

beings,therearesomanyspiritsatplayhereandif

youdon’tdosomethingaboutitnow,youwilllose

bothofthem.Dowhatneedstobedoneorcarryout

theirburialrites,it’salluptoyou,”withafinalpaton

theback,UncleGumburaistepsbacktoleanonthe

doorashehadbeen.



MyfatherlooksatmeandIseethesorrowinhis

eyes,thehelplessness.Iholdhishands,justthe

samewayheheldminewhenhesatmedowntotell

methatmymotherhadpassedon.Hedrovetomy

schooljusttotellmeandcollectme,backthenI

didn’trealisehowmuchitmusthavetakenonhim.

Heshouldhavebeengrievingbutheputmefirst.

“Theonethingthatkeptbothofusfrom growing

insaneinthatprisoncellisthatbaby,hewasour

hopeandhebroughtustogether.Shekilledaman

forme,soIwillnotletyouchooseoneortheother.

Savethem both.CheatDeathifyouhaveto,just

makesureVimbaiandmybrotherareok.”

IseehisjawtickingwhenI’m donespeaking,resolve

settinginhiseyesandhisshouldersset.Helooksat

UncleGumburaiandnodsonce.Sekuruleavesand

myfatherpatsthespacenexttohim onthebedand

Isitnexttohim andlaymyheadonhisshoulders.



“Tellmeeverything,from themomenttheytookyou

from yourapartment,”Ihesitateandraisemyhead

tobesurethathecantakewhatIhavetosay.

“Iam yourfather,Ruby,youdon’thavetoworry

aboutmeanymore.Iknowhowmuchyouworried

andcaredforme,Icannotthankyouenoughand

I’m soproudofyoubutgivebacktheworryingtome.

Letmetryandfixmymess,”hesoundsstrongerbut

Icanstillseetheshadowsbehindhiseyes.

Isighandleanback,Itellhim everything,from the

beatings,theill-treatment,therapesandbeing

transferred.Ieventellhim howIalmostrattedout

Vimbai.Helistensattentively,notdisturbingmeuntil

I’m doneretellingeverything.Hetakesoutafolder

andtherearepicturesofpeople,hewantsmeto

identifythem.

“Thosearethetwoofficialswhodrovewithmefrom

SouthAfricatoHarare,”Ipointthem outandhe



circlesthem andIevenpointouttheprisonguards.

Wegoonuntilthefileisdone.

“Theirfamiliesbetterbereadyforthefuneralrites.

Deathisabouttocomeknockingontheirdoors.”

Ishouldfeelremorseforthem butIdon’t,Iwonder

howmanypeopletheyhaveill-treatedallinthe

nameoftheirwork.Weweren’tthefirstonesand

notthelastonesthattheytorment.Ijustsettled

againstmyfatherandheabsentmindedlystroked

myback,thinkingofwaystoavengeus.

......

MorningFamily

SorryI'm abitlateIjustwantedtomaketoday's

insertabitlongerforThandiManyatshe,



appreciationforallthatshehasdoneforme.

Areyouallsafe?

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Thirty-one

“Deathisthemostcommonreality;themost

profoundbeingofallbeings.Itisanineluctable

contradictionineluctablewhichconfrontsevery

person,groupandnation;thatmost

incommensurableandincomprehensiblerealityof

allrealities.Inputtinganendtohumanlife,death

leavesitsimpressiononhumanpersonality.Before

thisinevitablenecessity,onecannothelpbutfeel

thatlife,soardentlydesired,isbutafragileand

fugitivegood.InAfrica,noriteoreventdemandsso

muchceremony,luminosityanddreadasdoesdeath.

Theobsequiesarecelebratedwithutmostgrandeur

andsolemnity.”BerryMuchemwa

Vimbai



Iopenmyeyesafteranotherbattlebetweenreality

andthetwistedconfinesofmymind.Ifeellikehell

andIblinkbeforetakinginmysurroundings.What

am IdoinginIan’sroom?IturntomyrightsideandI

findhiseyes,pullingmeinwiththeheatofemotion

shimmeringonthem.Iclosemyeyestightly,no,my

brainisteasingmeagainandIwon’tallowmyselfto

hopeandthengetcrushedwithdisappointment.I

openmyeyesagainandhe’sstilllookingatmelike

I’m themostpreciousstoneintheworld.

“Chitekete,”hisgruffvoicewashesovermeandI

can’thelpthetearsthatfloodmyeyesandfall,

mappingaburningtraildownmycheeks.

“Saythatagain,”Ihuskilydemandandhischuckle

makesmebrieflyclosemyeyesandshudder.

“Chitekete,openyoureyessothatIcanseeyou,”I

keepthem tightlyshutbecauseI’veneverdonewe’ll

takingordersfrom him.Histhumbwipingoffmy



tearsmakesmeopenmyeyesagain.

“Whendidyouwakeup?Whydidn’tyoucallme?”

HeclearshisthroatandIseehiseyesdarkening.

Thebroodinglookissobrief,Imighthaveimagined

itbecausehe’ssmiling,eyescrinklingatthecorners.

“Youweresleepingsopeacefully,Ididn’twantto

disturbyousoIhadthem bringyourbedtomyroom.

Iwantedmyfacetobethefirstthingthatyousee

whenyouopenyoureyes,”Ireachoverandrunmy

handsoverhisfacetomakesurethatI’m not

dreamingorhallucinating.Thewarmthofhisflesh

andthewayhisbeardgrazesmyfingersassuresme

thatIam notdreaming,thisismyIan.

“Ithoughtyouweregoingtoleavemelikemy

mother,”Iconfessinawhisperasiftalkinglouder

willbringmyfearstolife.



Ithitsme,thefear,thepainandthememoriesof

beinglockedinthedarkandtheconfusionwhenI

wasbeingdraggedbythepolice.Ican’tstopthe

sobsthatwreckmybody,Iwanttosobadlybutthey

havebeenpentupforsolong.ItrytostopwhenI

seehim struggletogetupfrom hisbedandslide

intominewhilegruntingindiscomfort.Seeinghim

struggleonlymakesmesoblouderandawail

breaksout.Hedragsmetohischestandmysobs

becomemuffled.

“I’m sorry,Iputyouthroughallofthis.Ifitweren’t

forme,youwouldn’thavegonetojail."Hiswords

makemecryharderattheunfairnessofitall.

IfthereisanyoneIwouldgotojailfor,itwouldbe

him anditwasnothingcomparedtoseeinghim with

thatbandageonhishead,agrowingspotofblood

onitandthosehideousmachinesattachedtoparts

ofhisbody,includingthehead.Icouldbrave



everythingelse,exceptthat.

“I'm herenowandIwon’tleaveyouagain,”Iknowhe

can’tpromisethatbecausedeathcanonlybe

cheatedforsolongbutitcalmsmeandIburymy

faceinhisneckbreathinginhisscent.Hesmellslike

home.Ifeelaflutterinmystomach,averystrong

oneatthatandwhenIlookupintoIan'seyes,Ican

tellthathefeltittoo.

“Didyoufeelthat?”thewonderinhisvoicemakes

megiggle,howcouldInotfeelthatwhenthebabyis

inmystomach.Hishandsarenowcradlingmy

slightlyswollenbellyandtheflutterhappensagain.

HeleansdownandIdon’tfullycatchwhathe’s

sayingbutthereisanansweringflutterthenthe

babysettlesdown.

“That’smyboy,”hekissesmybellythencomesupto

kissmegentlyonmymouth.Iwantadeeperkiss

andmorebutwearebothtooweaktodoanything.



“Rubyalsothinksit’saboy,weshoulddoan

ultrasoundnowthatyouareawake,”heclearshis

throatandavoidsmyeyesbeforestatingthathecan

feelitinhisbonesthatit’saboy.

“Whatisit?”Ifinallydemandwhenhekeeps

avoidingmyeyesandsighing.Helooksatme,

surprisedatthesharpnessofmyvoice,“Youare

hidingsomethingfrom me,youwon’tmeetmyeyes

andIwanttoknowwhatitis.”

Heclearshisthroatandscratcheshispeppered

beard.Ifullystudyhim andIrealisehowmuchhe

hasaged,hestillhasabandageonhisheadbutit’s

notasbulkyandthereisnoblood.Hisbeardis

groomed,hemusthavetakenashowerafterwaking

up.He’slostweightandtherearebagsunderhis

eyes,hischeekbonesaresharperbutitmakeshim

lookmoredistinguished.Maybeit’sthelinesslashed

acrossthecornersofhismouth.



“Youhadanepisode,yourbloodpressure

skyrocketedandthedoctorsaidthatthereisa

possibilityofadvancedpreeclampsiaandadvised

thatyourpregnancyshouldbeterminatedbefore

bothyouandthebabydie.”

MyhandinstinctivelygoestomybellyandIcradleit

asifI’m protectingitfrom him.Ifeelthepanicrise

andItakedeepbreathsjustthewayCamillataught

me,untilIfeelmycalm returning.

“ThenIwouldratherdiewithmybabyinmywomb,

nooneistakingthischildfrom me,”I’m impressed

byhowfirm myvoiceis.Iwillnotallowhim tobully

meintogivingupmybaby.

“Chitekete…”

“No,Ian!”Icutinbeforehefinishestalking,“Ihave



lostsomuchalready,Icannot,Irefusetolosethis

babytoo.Youwouldratherkillmefirst.”

Hecloseshiseyesasifmywordsareaphysical

punchtohisgutandIseehisAdam’sapplebobbing

ashetakesashudderingbreath.Myhandstighten

aroundmybelly,nothingisgoingtohappentothis

child.

“Iknow,Chiteketeandmostofitisonme,I’m sorry.

I’m sorrythatIblackmailedyouintobeingwithme

andallIhavemanagedtobringintoyourlifeispain

andchaos.I’m sorrythatyouhadtostayinthepits

ofhellbecauseofme,youhadtokillamanbecause

Iwasn’ttheretoprotectyouandmydaughter.I’m so

sorry,”hisvoicecracksattheendandmyhands

tighten,thistimefrom emotion.Ican’tstandtosee

him beathimselflikethis.

“Youalsomanagedtogetmetogohomeandfixmy

relationshipwithmyfatherandsiblings.Youhelped



meputanametothevoicesinmyhead.Yougave

methemostpreciousseed,andIam willingtolay

mylifedownforthisbaby,”hisAdam’sappleis

bobbingsofastasifhe’sgulpingdownhisemotions

andhecloseshiseyestightly.Whenheopensthem,

theyarebloodshotandswimmingwithemotion.

“Thereisaway,Gumburaibroughtinadivinerand

shesaidthatinfants,thatis,thosewhodied

prematurely,duringchildbirthorshortlyafterwards,

requirespecialattention.Youdidn’trelaythe

messageofyourmiscarriagetoyourfamilyorits

familyandyoualsokilledapersonwhilepregnant

anddidn’tcleanse.”

Ifeelmyskinstretchintoafrown.Whendidthis

divinecome?HowlonghaveIbeenout?

“Theycleanedmeatthehospitalandwe,Tafadzwa

andI,didalittlelettinggoceremonyforherinKariba.

WenamedherTanatswa.I’vebeendreamingabout



herlately,she’salwayscryinginmydreams.”Ian’s

big,warm handcupsmyfaceandhisthumbclears

thetearfrom thecornerofmyeye.

“It'sok,Chitekete,wewillfixthis,together,ok?”Inod

withaghostofasmilegracingmylips.

“Whatelsedidthedivinersay?”

“Shesaidthatthereisaceremonycalledchenuroor

chenesowhichisconductedbytheelderlywomen

thatyouweresupposedtogothroughafteryour

miscarriage.It’sacleansingritualundertakenaftera

miscarriageinvolvingibweremusarasara(quartzite),

thebarkofchidyambanje,munhuwanhuwaand

mafungaroots.Thepurposeofthebarkandrootsis

tocleansebothyourbodyandthespiritofTanatswa,

settingitfreesothatitdoesn’tclingtoyouand

interferewithyourotherpregnancies.Thenthere

hastobeanothercleansingfrom thesoulthatyou

took,shewillfillyouinonthatone."



Whenhefinishesexplainingitfeelslikemyheadis

spinningfrom allthisinformationandguiltlingers,

tryingtopushitswaytotheforeground.

“Ididn’tknow,IhadnooneandIhadtokeepita

secretotherwise,Iwouldhavelostmysponsorship.

Iwouldhavehadtogohomeinshame.Ididn’tmean

toneglectmybaby’sspiritandit’snotthatIdon’t

care,Ithinkaboutherfrom timetotimeandIwish

shehadn’tleft,”theguiltcomespouringoutandhe

isembracingmesoclosely,Icanfeelhissteady

heartbeatandit’ssoothing.

“It’sok,therewasnowayyouwouldhaveknownthe

ritualsandritesofdeathofaninfantwhenyouwere

barelyoutofteenagegoodyourself.Ionlyheardofit

whenshespokeaboutit,”hechucklesbrieflybut

thereisnomirthtothesound.“Idon’twanttosee

youbeatyourselfupyouwerebrave,butyouarenot

aloneanymore.Wearegoingtodothistogether.Do



youwanttogothroughwiththerituals?”

“Ifit’sachanceformybabytomakeitthenIwill

takeit,”hesqueezesmeandforamoment

comfortablesilencepassesbetweenusandallthatI

canhearishisshallowbreathingandthesteady

thudofhisheart.

“Ian?”Icallouttentativelyandhisgrasptightens

aroundme.

“Mmmh?”Iclearmythroat,suddenlyunsureifIwant

toknow.

“Whohadyoushotandwhywereweimprisoned?”

hesighsasifhewasexpectingmyquestionbuthe

stilldreadedit.

“Iwouldratheryoudidn’tknowaboutthatpartofmy



lifebutsinceithasputyourlifeindanger,Ioweyou

someanswers,"damnrightyoudo,Ithinkbutdon't

sayanything.

"IwantedoutofmygigasaGovernmentshadowbut

youdon’tjustwakeupandtendinyourresignation

inthislife.Ihadaplan,theplanwentupinflames

whenIrealiseditwasaset-up.Itwasalreadytoo

lateforme,theyhadbundledmeintoacar,shotme

intheforestandleftmeinashallowgravefordead.

IfGumburaihadn’tfoundmewhenhedid,Iwouldbe

dead.Theytookyoutotrytogetmetohandover

somehighlyclassifiedfilesthatIhaveonsomeof

themostinfluentialmeninZimbabwe.Iam sorryI

putyouinthemiddleofmyshitstorm.”

I’m tryingtopiecetogetherwhathejustrevealedto

meanditfeelslikesomeconspiracytheoryalternate

realitybutIwasinjailandIknowthatwewereheld

tofishhim out.It’salottotakeinbuthisarmsare

mysafespace,soIsighandsnuggleevencloserto



him andhetightenshisarmsaroundme.

......

HappyweekendFam

Ihopeyouareallsafeandwell.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Thirty-two

"Whenthestorm ripsyoutopieces,yougetto

decidehowtoputyourselfbacktogetheragain."

-BryantH.McGill.

“Takemethroughthemurderoftheprisonguard,”

Camillasayscalmlytappingherpenandrestingiton

herchin.

I’vegonepastthethreesessionsIinitiallyagreedto

andnowwehavetwosessionsperweekandthe

sessionshavemademerealisehowmuchinsideof

meisbroken.ButI’m slowlypickingupthepieces

andslowlybuildingmyselfup.

“Idon’twanttotalkaboutthatnight,”Istaplemy



handstogethersotightlythatmyknucklesappear

shiny.

“ComeonRuby,you’vebeendoingsowellbut

holdingbackonthiswillhinderyourprogress,”

Camillapressesgentlyandsheputsherpenandpad

onthetableinfrontofherandleansforwardina

‘letsgossip'kindofstance.Isigh,maybeshe’sright.

MaybeifIgointothatnightinmoredetailthen

maybeIwon’tfeelasmuchguilt.

“Itwasn’tthefirsttimeyouknow,”Iconfesswhile

hittingmyfingernailswhicharealreadywaytoo

short,soIendupbitingintomysoftflesh.

“Firsttimewhat?Thatsomeonegotkilledinyour

presence?”Ilookatherpuzzledforamoment

becausemymindisn’thereanymore,itisbackin

thatstinkinghellhole.



“What?No!Imeanitwasn’tthefirsttimethatguard

violatedme.Thefirsttime,theydruggedourfoodor

mineI’m notsurebutVimbaiatemyportionsoshe

wasoutofitwhentheycameintoourcelland

draggedmetoanotheremptycell.Thereweretwo

ofthem thefirsttime,atall,skinnyguardandashort

pudgyone.Thetallonegotstraighttobusinessand

itfeltlikehewasinarushforittoendandIthought

Icouldtakeit.Afterall,Ihadhadsexbeforethenthe

secondone,hewascruel,hetookmefrom theback

untilIshatonmyself,"thememorystillbringmeso

muchshame.

"Itwasthemosthumiliating,demeaningmomentin

mylife.Theyjustdraggedmebackintothecell.I

wasasoggymixtureoffaeces,bloodandsemen.I

rememberVimbai’ssobsasshetriedtocleanme,”

myvoicesoundshoarseandhollowtomyearslike

I’m herebutI’m nothere.

“Thesecondtime,Iwasprepared,afterabeatingI



collapsedandIwastakentotheinfirmaryandstole

ascalpel.Inthedeadofnight,thedooropenedand

thatnightonlyoneguardcamein,thecruelone.I

sleptclosertothedooronpurposeandhetookme,

leavingthecelldooropen.Itriedtochaseawaythe

fearanddisgustbyholdingontothecoldsteelof

thescalpel.Ihaditallplannedinmyhead,Iwas

goingtoplungeitintohisscrotum.

‘Let’sseeifyoucangetfuckedwithoutshittingon

yourself,’Istillrememberhiswordsandthepainof

him pushinghispistolinsideme.Theforeigncold

metalmademecringeandwhenheroughlypushed

itinsideme,aninvoluntaryscream leftmymouth

andthatexcitedhim enoughtotakeitoutandthrow

hisgunaway,”Iposeandtaketheprofferedtissues

andwaterfrom Camilla.

Mythroathassuddenlygonedryandsomyvoice

keptdropping.MyhandsshakelightlyasIdrinkthe

water.Camilladoesn’tsayanything,shewaitsfor



metogetmyscatteredthoughtsandemotions

undercontrol.

“Whilehewasfumblingwithhistrousers,Itookthe

scalpelfrom undermyjerseyandwhenheroughly

partedmythighsagain,Ilunged,embeddingthe

scalpelonhisneckbutbeforeIcouldtakeitoutand

plungeitinagain,hegavemeabackhandedblow

thatsentmyheadcrashingdown,hittingthefloor.

Pastthescreechingsoundfrom theblowinmyears,

Iheardhim scream;

‘Youfilthybitch!’

Ijustknewthenthathewasgoingtokillme.Hewas

likeanangrybull.Hegrabbedmewithhiswet,sticky

handsandItriedtopreparemymindforhis

onslaught,forhiswrathtorainonme.Withoutthe

scalpelIfeltempty,nakedandwithoutanydefence,”

Iremembereverythingmytears,hispantingbreath

ashecamebetweenmylegsandhisstinkingbreath.



“Thenwhathappened?”CamillapromptsandItake

ashudderingbreath,fortifyingmyself.

“Ilaytherehelplessly,thinking‘He’sabouttokillme',

whenIheardit,thefaintclickofagun.Thentheclap

ofthunder,thetearingofflesh,hisstunnedgrunt,his

eyessortofbulgedout,youknow,showingtheveins

clearlybeforehekeeledover.Hissplatteredbrain

coatedthefloorandIcouldn’ttakemyeyesoffhis

disgustingpudgybodywithhistrousershalfway

downhisthighs,thescalpelstillstuckonhisalmost

non-existentneck.EverynightIdream ofhim butin

mydreams,he’slyingfaceup,hiseyes,bulging

emptyvesselsandthegappingholewherethebullet

wentoutdecoratedbyhispinkgooeybrain.”

Iam breathingheavilywhenI’m doneretellingthe

storyanditfeelslikemychestisabouttoburstout

ofmychest.Myloudbreathingistheonlysoundin

theroom andwhenIlookatCamilla,Iseethe



understandinginhereyesanditfeelslikeaboulder

hasbeenliftedoffmychest.

“SoVimbaishothim?Howdidthatmakeyoufeel?”I

thoughtweweredonebutitseemsliketodayweare

rippingtheBand-Aidoff.

“Vimbaishothim,yes,andatfirstIwashorrified.I

hadneverseenadeadbodybeforebutthenwhathe

didtomecamebackandIfeltrelief.Iwasso

relievedthathecouldn’tbetheretohurtmeanymore.

ForamomentIwassooutofitbutsomehow,

Vimbaidraggedmeoutofthereandbacktoourcell

andshelockedusinthenthrewawaythekey.”

Thisremindedmeofmyfirstconfessional.Iwentto

aCatholicprimaryschoolandforsomeweirdthey

madeusalltakecatechism andalsoattend

confessionaleveryweek.Myfirstonewasthemost

nerve-wrackingbutatleastthepriestwaskindly,old

andabitofasnoozefestbutkind.Heletme



stammerforaminutebeforegentlycorrectingme,

“Forgiveme,Father,forIhavesinned,”Ihad

forgottenthismemoryalongwithmanyothersofmy

childhood.

IwonderifIshouldtellCamillaaboutthatmemory

butshe’salreadytighteningherfilesandcollecting

herpenfrom thelittletablebetweenus.

“Youdidgreat,Ruby.Let’sstopherefortodayand

therearen’tanyactivitiestobecarriedouttoday.

We’veunpackedalot,maybelet’sletitsetinthen

wewilltakeituponyournextsession.”

IleaveherpackingandItakeawalktowardsthe

propertyground.Ijustneedadistraction.

…….



“Yousmellhorrible,”Itease,wrinklingmynoseand

allIgetisashoethrownatmeformytroubles.My

grinwidenswhileVimbai’seyesnarrow.

“It’stheseherbsthatIhavetobathewith,theyhave

suchastrongsmell,”asshestretchesontheyoga

mat,thebeadsaroundherwaisttighten.It’s

amazinghowbigherbellyhasgrowninjustaspace

ofamonth.

“Howmuchlongerareyousupposedtousethem?”

myvoiceisabitmuffledasIstretchaswell.

“Untilthebeadsfallofforbreak,”shescowlsandI

stiflemylaughleastIgetherothershoethrownat

me.

“Lookonthebrightside,attherateyourstomachis

growingit’sgoingtobesoon.”



TearswellupinhereyesandIimmediatelystop

teasingherandsitup,worried.Ihandherhertowel

andshesniffsasshedabshereyes.

“Iwasjustteasing,”shenodsandgiggleswavingher

hand.Pregnancyhormones!

“Iknow,it’sjustthatIdidn’tthinkIwouldmakeit

pastthefirsttrimesterandhereIam nowwitha

hugebelly.Ifeelsofat!”

Thelastpartcomesoutasamini-wail.Ishouldhave

letDaddotheyogawithher.Daviraimanagedto

duckherwayoutofitandmyfathersuddenlyhad

pressingworkemails.It’snotonlythebellythathas

grownbutherhormoneshavealsokickedinandshe

criesoftenorshoutswhicheverthatlittlemonster

wantshertodo.



“Ouch!”

Ijumpupandgotohercheckingifshe’sok.She’s

fine,thebabyjustkickedforthefirsttime.She

placesmyhandonherbellyandwewait,sure

enough,afteraminuteIfeelthelittlekick.Tears

again.Butnowit’smegettingemotional,mybaby

brotherisok.Iknowmyfatherwillberoyally

disappointedthatthebabykickedformefirst.

Serveshim rightforhisshadiness.

“He'sreallygrowinginthere,”I’m stillalittle

emotional,“Vimbai?”

“Mmmmh?”shelooksatmeabitworriedmaybe

becauseofthesharpchangeinthetoneofmyvoice.

“Howdoyoudoit?You’vemovedonfrom theprison

sagaandyouareglowing.Itstillhauntsme,every

nightwhenI’m alone,”shesmilesbutitdoesn’t



reachhereyes.

“Ihadtoburyitsothatmychildgetsachanceto

grow.Ihadtoletgoofmyangeratthem,atyour

fatherandfocusonthehereandthenow.I’m having

ababy!Ithinkyoushouldjusthavesomethingthat

occupiesyourmind,somethingthatyouwilllook

forwardtoanditmakesyouwanttowakeupevery

day.”

Idon’tthinkIhaveanythingakintohavingababy.

Schoolisokbutit’snotareasontowakeup

enthusiasticeveryday.MyfatherandIareslowly

mendingourrelationshipbutIdon’thaveanythingto

beexcitedabouteverymorning.IstalkTenderobutI

feelguiltyaboutitsoIstalkherlessandless.

“Iam notstrongorpassionatelikeyouVimbai,”she

frownsandstaresatmeasifI’vegrowntwoheads.



“Ruby!Youarestillstandingafterallthattheyput

youthrough.YouhadtobetherewhenIwashaving

myepisodes,almostlosingthebabyandyourfather

wasinacoma.Youarestrongerthanyouthink.Of

course,youwereatotalbratwhenwefirstmetbut

now,ifanythinghappenstome,Iwillrestassured

thatmysonwillhaveyou.”

Mychestburnswhenshesaysthat.Iwillfigureit

outasIgoalongbutVimbaiisright,afterthestorms

thatwefaced,I’m stillhere.Iam stillstandingand

slowlypickingupthepieces.Ijusthavetofindmy

passionandpurposeinlife.

.......

MorningFamily

Happyweekahead.

IwouldliketothankVieMbaiandAnnaJasminefor



helpingmewiththeresearchonritualsfor

miscarriageandClaireHondoformakingmeaware

howwomenaren'treallyallowedtogrievefor

miscarriageintheShonatribes.Yourhelpisdeeply

appreciatedladies.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Thrty-three

"Whenyoucomeoutofthestorm,youwon'tbethe

samepersonwhowalkedin.Thatiswhatthisstorm

isallabout."

-HarukiMurakami

Laughterringsoutonthetableasweeat,afarcry

from thefirstsupperthatmyfatherforcedVimbai,

ChatungaandItohavebackhome.Idon’tknowwho

saidajokebutVimbaihasherheadthrownback,

handonhertummyassheguffaws,myfatheris

wipingthemirthfrom hiseyes,Daviraiisgrinning

wickedly,Camillaisdoubledoverinlaughter,only

uncleGumburaiandVimbai’sguard,whatshisname,

arekeepingstraightfaces.ItfeelsgoodandIsoakit

allinbutIcan’thelpthenigglingfeelingofsadness



underneathmylaughter.

“IhavesomecaseworkthatIneedtogothrough

beforeturningin,Ihavetoloveyouandleaveyou,”

Camillaisthefirsttoexcuseherself.

UncleGumburaigruntsandnodsattheotherburly

guyatthetableandtheystand,thelatterloominga

bitoverUncleGumbs.

“Davirai,let’sgoandprepareforyourpaper

tomorrow,”VimbaisayslookingpointedlyatDavirai

whodoesn’tcatchthewarninginhereyes.

“Whatpaper?”

“Thatpaper,getupandfollowme,”IseeDaviraithin

herlipsandsecretlyrollhereyeswhileVimbaiis

kissingmyfatherontheforehead.Ialsoseeher

mutteringafewchoicewords.Ittakeseverythingin

menottolaughagain.ThatwouldjustgetDavirai



intomoretrouble.

“Remembertotalk,”Vimbai’spartingwordstomy

fatherarefilledwithwarningasIcaressherbelly.As

alwaysthecasesincethatfirstkick,thebaby

excitedlykickswhenhefeelsmyhand.Myfather

hatesthatthebabyneverkicksforhim.

“Youwentaheadandmarriedthefemaleversionof

you,”IteaseandVimbaishoutsfrom thestaircase,

“Iheardthat!”

MyfatherandIsharealookbeforequietlylaughing,

notdaringtolaughoutloudleastshecomesback

andboxesourears.

“She'ssotinyandyetevenIam alittleafraidofher.

Shestraightouttoldmethatshedoesn’trecognise



ourmarriagebecauseItrickedherintosigning,”he

admitsinastagewhisper,Ilovethetwinkleinhis

eyeswheneverhetalksaboutVimbai.

Thereisnodenyingthatshemakeshim happyand

takesawaysomeoftheyearsfrom hisface.

“Let’stakeawalk,Ruru,”Dadhasn’tcalledmeRuru

inawhileanditmakesmenervous.

HetakesmyhandandI’m relievedbyhowsteadyhis

handis.Hehasgainedbacksomeofhisweightand

helooksstrongerbuthestillexperiencesmigraines

andattimeshishandsshakeoftheirownaccord.

It’sabeautifulnight,cold,buttheskyisclearno

cloudinsightandamillionstarstwinklinghappily.I

pullupthehoodieinmybomberjacket,Ithoughtmy

fatherwasbeingdramaticfortakingitoutandmy

glovestoboot.Ishouldnothaverefusedthescarf,



it’scold!Itwashotintheafternoon.

“Ioweyousomanyapologiesmwanangu,”Dad

startsandIcanfeeltheemotioninhisshakyvoice.

“Youdon’thavetokeepapologising,Daddy,Iforgave

you,itwasn’tyourfault,”Idon’twanthim tokeep

beatinghimselfup.

Camillahasmademerealisethatsomemetalsand

stoneshavetobeforgedthrougharagingfurnaceto

bringouttheirbeauty.Iam aRubyafterall.

“Letmefinish,”myfather’svoicebringsmeback

andIlookathim underthestarlightandit’samazing

howmuchlikehim Ilook.

“IthoughtIwasprotectingyoubylinkingyouwith

Chatunga,Ididn’trealisethatIwashurtingyou



instead.Ididn’tknowaboutyouandTendero.Or

maybeIknewbutIdidn’twanttoadmitittomyself

andthatwasveryshittyofme.Ishouldn’tcontrol

yourlife,mwanangu,Iworkedsohardforsolongto

giveyouthebestoflifebutthenIruineditbymaking

youpay.I’m sorrythatImadeyoulivealiejust

becauseofmybigotedviewoftheworld.Ican’t

makeituptoyou,Ican’tundothepastbutIdowant

torightmywrongs.”

Tearsmaketheirway,silently,downmyface.Their

heatcontrastingthesharpwhipofthecrispnightair.

Ithoughthewastalkingoftheprisonsaga.Neverin

amillionyearsdidIthinkthatmyfatherwouldever

openlyacknowledgemysexuality.Mysextapewith

whatshername,ahyes,Peaches,isonetopicwe

haveactivelyavoidedbutInoticedthatithadbeen

takendownandtherewerenotracesofitonthe

internet.

ThishasVimbaiwrittenalloveritandIam grateful



forher.IlivedinanagonyofnotbeingwithwhoI

wantedtobewithbecauseIwantedtopleasemy

father.HisacknowledgingmysexualityAND

apologisingforforcingChatungaonmefrees

anotherboulderoffmychest.

“EventhoughyouforcedChatungaonme,Ikindof

fellforhim too.Ithinkitwaslustorexploringmy

sexuality…”hecoughsuncomfortableandIalmost

laughathisdiscomfortbuthestartedthisandhe

mustseeitthrough.

“Sono,youdidn’tbreakTenderoandIup,mygreed

gotmehere,”ithurtsadmittingitbutit’sthetruth.

MyfatherdidnotsendmetosleepwithChatunga,I

didthatonmyown.

Iwanted,noIlustedafterhim.

Iwasselfish,wantingmybreadbutteredonboth



sides.Ilostapreciousstonewhilechasingpebbles.

Thatisallonme,notmyDad,notChatunga.Me.

“Thatisverymatureofyoutoadmit,butcoming

backtomyapology.NowthatIam gettingbetter,so

isVimbaiandyoursessionscanbevirtual,Iwas

thinkingthatit’stimewemoveon,”Ilookathim

quizzically.Hesighsheavilyandhisshouldersstoop.

“Wearemovingawayfrom Zimbabwe,asfaraway

aswecan.ThereisnowayIam puttingeitherofyou

indangeragain.”

Iknowhowmuchittookforhim toutterthose

words.Dadloveshiscountry.Helovesitwithevery

fibreofhisbody,healwayssaysZimbabwepumps

throughhisblood.

“Forhowlong?”Iaskgentlyandhestops,likehe

can’tcarryonandIfeelsoterrible.



“Foraslongasittakes,evenpermanently.It’sonly

fairthatyouchoosethecountrywegoandlivein.

MaybeAustraliahuh?*

Differentemotionsfloodme,relief,sadness,

happiness,anger,everything.

“Anywhere?”

“Anywhereyouwanttogo,”heisgrinningdownat

meandIcan’thelpbutgrinback.

“DefinitelyAustraliabutbeforewego.Ineedusto

gobacktoZimbabwe.Ineedtoseemymother,visit

hergrave.Please,”Ibegwhenhe’salreadyshaking

hisheadno.

HesighsagainandIknowhe’sthinkingsoIlookat



thestarsandthereisoneshootingacrossthesky.

Please,letmyDadagree,please.

“Fine,butwehavetobecarefulandweareinand

outRuby,”hewarnsandIthrowmyselfintohisarms

.

“Thankyou,Daddy!”hishandstightenaroundmeas

Icallhim DaddyandIfeelsomeofthesadnessin

myheartmeltaway.

......

MorningFam

IthinkI'm comingdownwiththeflu,wordswerenow

swimminginfrontofmyeyes,soreandpatchy

throatsoIcouldn'tcontinuewriting.Iwillmakethe



nextinsertabitlonger.

Thankyou.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Thirty-four

“Donotfallinlovewithpeoplelikeme.

Iwilltakeyoutomuseums,andparks,and

monuments,andkissyouineverybeautifulplace,so

thatyoucannevergobacktothem withouttasting

melikebloodinyourmouth.

Iwilldestroyyouinthemostbeautifulwaypossible.

AndwhenIleaveyouwillfinallyunderstand,why

stormsarenamedafterpeople.”

CaitlynSiehl

Nosihle

Heruinedmeforothermen.ThereIsaidit,notout

loudbutoutloudinmybrain.Am Imakingsense?I

don’tfeellikeI’m makingsense,notsinceheletme



walkoutofthatwaterfallandoutofhislifewithout

puttingupanyfight.Ihaveplayedoutthatscenario

from thatdaysomanytimesthateverymoment,

everybreathisetchedinmymind.

“Nosihlewait,Idon’twantyoutoleave.Notlikethis,”

hecouldhavesaidandIwouldhavegonebarreling

ontohischest,weepingsecretlyinreliefandtelling

him thatit’sok,Iwouldfollowhim totheendsofthe

worldifIhadto.

“Nosihle,Iloveyou.Comewithme,”wouldhave

beentheperfectwaytomyheartbutdidthatstupid

man,thesizeofamountainandwiththeemotional

intelligenceofacavemansaythat?No!

WhenIheardhim callingoutmynameIstopped.I

didn’tturnbackbecauseIdidn’twanthim tocatch

theanguishinmyfaceandthehopewhenIheard

mynamefallingoutofhismouth.Iam pathetic.

ThereIsaidit,pathetic.Iwaited,notturningbackbut



eagerlywaitingnonetheless,forthewordsthat

wouldassuremethatIhadn’timaginethoseweeks

bythemountains,thatmyworldwasn’ttheonlyone

rockedinthatcavebehindthatwaterfall.Waitingfor

anylittlesignthathefeltaquarterofwhatIfeltfor

him.

“Becareful,therockshereareslipperyandpeople

havebeenknowntodisappearinthesepartsofthe

woods.”

Thefamouslastwords.Hemightaswellhavenailed

thelastnailonthecrosswereourrel…no,

situationshiplayintatterscoughingoutaweak“itis

finished.”Oh,no,nowheevenhasmeblaspheming!

MaybeIneedtogobacktochurch,mendmy

relationshipwithGodandfindadevoutbrotherwho

won’tmindmybarrenMaryMagdalenestatus

insteadofMarythevirgin,Icanevenclaim

secondaryvirginityandwe’llliveanice,peaceful



Christianlife.

Youknowwhatf*ckthis,f*ckJoshua.Whatisitthat

Vimbaisaidaboutgettingoveraguy?Gettingontop

ofone,soinsteadoffryingmybraintryingtothinkof

whatIdidwrong,letmegetoutthereandget

Joshuaoutofmysystem.Atleasthetookmeoutof

Beitbridgefortherestofthisyear,I’llbegoingback

inJanuary.

Howhedidit,remainsamysterytome.Iworkinthe

LargeClientOffice,whichmeansspecialised

servicestoZimra'sbiggestclients,I’m talking

internationaloperations.

WorkinHarareisn’tasfullofcustomsclearances

from individuals,whichmeansthatthe“thankyou”

tipsaren’tasmuchbutthepayiswaybettersoit’sa

win.Igettorubshoulderswithcorporatebigwigs

andit’sdefinitelyastepupfrom mytinyboxmatch

officefilledwithstuffyfilesanddust.



IlovetheairyofficethatIhavethathasaview,it’s

notaglamourousviewbutit’saview!Thereisair

conditioningandwegetlunch,bottledwaterand

medicalaidthatactuallyworks.Iam notsureIwant

toreturntoBeitbridgebutwhodoItellthatto?The

personwhogotmethegighasghostedme.Seven

weeks,fourdays,twentyhoursandfortyminutesof

silence.Argh,againf*ckthemountain!

Wheretogo?Ineedtomakenewfriends.

Vimbaionlycalledmeoncetothankmeforcoming

totakecareofDaviraiandtellingmethattheyare

outbutshesoundedoutofit.Sheadmittedthather

episodeswerebackandshewasbattlingthrough

stuffthatshecouldn’tgointodetailon.Thatshe

won’tbeabletocalloftenbecausetheyarekindof

ontherun.

ItallsoundedhecticandifIhadn’thadtogounder

theradarmyself,Iwouldn’thavebelievedher.I



wonderifmyfriendhasgotteninoverherhead.This

newmysterymanofhersseemstobepullingher

downtothetrencheswithhim.It’soneblowafter

another,shewenttoprisonfortheguy!Butjudging

from theapartmentheboughtherandthathousein

Inyanga,heisrich,filthyrich,mightbepolitically

connectedtoo.So,IguessVimbaigotwhatshe

want.

Isthisdresstootight?Tooshort?Argh!!Ireallyneed

tostartmakingfriends.

Myreflectioninthemirrormakesmetwirlabitjust

tobesureit’sme,oneofthedressesthatVimbai

gavemewhenwepartedincollegewhichseems

lightyearsawaybutit’sonlybeenayearandsome

months.Ihadbeeneyeingthisparticulardressfor

monthsandshegaveittomeandacoupleothers

asapartinggift.

It’sabloodredStrapMidiDress,ofpolyestersilk



materialwhichshimmersabitinthelightofmy

apartment,whichcamewiththejob.Thedress

clingstomycurves,minearefullerthanthepast

ownerofdressandareaccentuatedbytheGucci

beltIaccessorisedwith.TheplungingUneckis

revealingmycleavage,mydarkskinisglistening

from theglowofthedress.Theslitisdownright

sinful,it’salmostridingupmid-hip.Ilookatthebold

redlipstickinmyhandhesitantly,butthenIgoback

tomyf*ckitallmoodandIapplyitanywhere.

There.Done.IlooknothinglikeNosithemousygirl

thatJacobtoyedwithandIlooknothinglikethe

sweet,hopefulgirlthatJoshuaf*ckedwith.It’stime

togetmygrooveon.Icallacab,Ineedtoinvestina

car,Itookmydriver’slicenseduringmyjobhunting

days.

WhenIhavealmosttalkedmyselfoutofgoingout,

thecabbiecallstosayhe’sdownstairs.He’sabit

olderthanJoshua,looksex-militaryandIgotin



touchwithhim throughwork,heaskedmetocall

shouldIneedtogoanywhereandI’vecalledhim a

totalnumberofthreetimessince,mostlytogo

groceryshopping.Heeyesmedisapprovinglyfrom

thebottom ofmyJimmyChoo's,alsogifted,tothe

topofthehairthatIboughtfrom aladywhoneeded

metohelpherclearherhairproductsfrom theUSA.

ItisqualityA-gradehair.Iam lookinglikeamillion

dollars,IhavenofriendtotellmethisbutIfeelit.

Hemustgetoverhimself,heisnotmyfather.God

knowsifthatlowlifeisstillalive.

“Whereto,madam?”

Oneofhisquipsiscallingmemadam andheplainly

refusestocallmeNosihle.

“ClubSankayi,ImeanDreamsNightlife,"Imiss

collegeandVimbaiplusthatistheonlyclubthatI

wenttoandknow.



Thecabbiegruntsbuthestilldrives.Mysocial

mediaisboringmaybeafewoftheselfiesand

mirrorselfiesthatItookintheapartmentwilllivenit

upabit.PaintingthenightlifeRed!CuteCaptionand

posted.ThedualcameraIPhonethatIgotfrom

anotherclientinBeitbridgereallydoesjusticetomy

glow.

OneofthethingsImissaboutBeitbridgeiswhen

peoplearedesperatetogettheirstuffclearsand

theyofferyoustuffatdiscountedprices.Thereis

noneofthatfrom thecorporatepeopleintheirfancy

suitsandperfectEnglish.Stuck-upsthebunchof

them,butIwillnotthinkaboutthem oranyonethat

willruinmymood.Yeah,eventheonewhohas

ghostedmeforsevenweeks,fourdays,twenty-two

hoursandthirtyminutes.Nooneiskeepingcount.

……



I’m onmysecondCosmopolitanandI’m startingto

feelthevibeinthisplace.Theneonlightsdon’thurt

myeyesanymoreandIfeellikegettingdownand

gettingbusy.Theseshoesarehinderingme,Itake

them offandasktoleavethem andmypursewith

thebarman.Heagreesandwinksatme.Male

attentionisnotsomethingIam usedtobaskingin

butitfeelsgood.I’m notstupid,Iputallmymoneyin

mybraandthephonetoo,thebagonlyhasmakeup.

BitsandpiecesofthetimeIwasherewithVimbai,

Danaiandthatwitch,keepinfiltratingmymind.

DaringVimbaitogoandtalktoChatunga,notonly

didshedothatbutthebitchmanagedtoshaghim

forthenight.NowthatisthekindofenergythatI

needtochanneltonight.

MaybethatistheonlywaythatIcangetridof

Joshua'sscent,getridofthememoryofhowhe

filledmeupandhisstrokes,dearLordmythighsare

tinglingmercilesslyandIhavetopressthem



togethertocurbtheitch.

Davido'sJowocomesonandIforgetallabouthow

muchofahornymessIam.Theslitmakesiteasier

togyratemyhipstothebeatandI’m gettingdown,a

littlecirclehasformedaroundmeandIloveit!This,

beingthecentreofattentionhasneverbeenmy

portioninlifebutitisexhilarating.

Imakesurethatmyhairdoesn’tshowmyfacein

caseanyoneisLiveortakingvideos.Icameto

unwind,notgetfired.I’m enjoyingmyselfuntilsome

assholedecidestodancebehindmeandgrindhis

littlesausageagainstme.Istiffen.Icametogetlaid

notscratched.Imoveawayfrom him toanother

spotinthenightclubbuthefollowsme.

Jehov'oyingcwele!

BeforeIcanturnandgivehim apieceofmymind,

heisforcefullyshovedoffmeandafistdeckshim,

sendinghim sprawlingtotheground.Thereis



screamingfrom somedramaticgirlsandIwince,

maybeIshouldn’thavedrunkthatthird

Cosmopolitan.

ThehairsonthebackofmyneckstandupandIjust

knowthatit’shim,eventhoughrightnowheis

squattingnexttotheguynursinghisprobably

brokennoseandsayingsomethingtohim thatI

can’thearoverthedininthenightclub.

“Boss,wedon’twantanytrouble,”thebouncerwho

seemedhugewhenIcamein,isafractionsmaller

thanJoshuaandthatpissesmeoff.

Themusichasbeenturneddownjustlikemymood

anditplummetsevenlowerwhenJoshuaassures

thebouncerthatweareleavingandordersmetoget

myshoes.Iwanttodefyhim butthenIremember

thatwearelivingintheworldofdigitalmediaandI

huffbeforemakingmywaytothebararea.The

barmangivesmemythingsbutthereisnoflirtatious



winkthistime,hishandsareslightlyshaking.Great!

Justgreat.

IwanttoputonmyshoesbuttheMountainis

draggingme,barefootandall,outsideoftheclub.

He’sseething,Icansmelltheangerrollingoffhim

butIdon’tcare,thisismylifeandIwasgoingto

takecareofthatguy.Ihaditallundercontrol.Ouch!

Imighthavesteppedonsomeglassfragmentsbut

thismanignoresmysharpcryofpainandhe

continuesdraggingmeuntilhegetstoahugeSUV.

Hebundlesmeinsidethepassengerseatand

fastensmyseatbeltbeforebangingthedoor.His

scentwhenhebentovertofastenmybelt,crowded

meandnowitlingersaroundmeconfusingmy

anger.Helooksatmeunderthelightofthecar,

whateverhissweepinginspectionrevealedtohim

hashishandstighteningaroundthesteeringwheel.

Hedoesn’tsayanythingashedrivesintothecity.



NotevenwhenIputmyfeetuptocheckthedamage.

I’m bleedingonmyleftfoot.Ican’tfeelitnow

becauseofthevodkainmysystem butit’sgoingto

hurtlikeabitchtomorrow.HowdoIwearshoesto

workonMonday?Ican’tfindtheglassfragments,no

matterhowmuchIsquintmyeyessoIgiveup.Let

merestmyeyesforabit,theyfeelheavy.

Iam joltedawakeandIrealisethatthemountainis

carryingmeintomyapartment.Iwanttoknowhow

heknewwhereIstayandwhereIwasbutIwon’tbe

thefirsttodispelthissilencebetweenuswhichhas

beenbrewingforseveralweeks.

Someofthealcoholleavesmybodywhenweget

intomyapartmentandIseeVimbaisitting

comfortablyonmycouch,withaplateofribsand

stickywingsnexttoherlikeit’snotjustafter

midnight.

“Vimbai!”Iexclaim tryingtowriggleoutofJoshua's

armsbuthisgripisvicelike.



Vimbaigetsupexclaimingovermybloodiedfoot,

butmyeyesgrowroundastheyarefixedoverher

hugetummy.She’spregnant!Therevelationmakes

mehappyandsadatthesametime,butmostly

happy.Wearegoingtohaveababy!Wehugassoon

asI’m placedonthecouch.

VimbaiandIwatchbemusedasJoshuasilently

worksonmyfeet,removingtheglasseswithIthe

tongsthatIusetopluckoutmyeyebrows.Heisn’t

sayinganythingtoeitherofusandwhenhe’sdone,

hepourssomestingingantisepticonthesolesof

myfeet.Afterbandagingmyfoothegruntshis

satisfactionathishandiworkandafterbidding

Vimbaigoodnight,heleaveswithoutsayingaword

tome.

“Wow!Thatwasintense,”Vimbaibreaksourstunned

silence,welookateachotherandburstintoafitof

giggles.



“You'repregnant!”shelaughsandabsent-mindedly

brushesherbelly,she’sglowingandshe’spickedup

alittleweight.Shelooksgood.

“Girl,Ihavealottotellyouanditseemslikeyou

havealottotellmetooandwehavetherestofthe

nighttotalk.WeareleavingtomorrowandIjusthad

toseeyou,thankyouinperson.Plus,Imissedyou

somuchNosi!”

ThisiswhatIneededgirltalktounpackthisman

whohasturnedmyworldupsidedowninamatterof

monthsandI’m notsureifit’sagoodthingornot.

“SoyouandJoshua,”VimbaistartswhenIcome

backwithacupofcoffeeformyselfandgot

chocolateandcakeforher,nowonderhertummyis

sobig.

“ThereisnomeandJoshua,”therehasn’tbeenfor



sevenweeks,fivedays,threehoursandfiftyminutes,

Iaddsilentlytoherraisedeyebrows.Butthisis

Vimbaimybestfriendinthewholeworld,whohas

seenmeatmybestandhelpedmeupinmyworst.

So,Ifindherselfpouringoutmyhearttoherintothe

earlyraysoftherisingsun.

.......

MorningFam,aslongaspromised.

Happyweekend.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Thirty-five

“I’m settingyoufreefrom mymemoriessoIcan

finallysetmyselffreefrom themurkydarkness.”

TanviDasaur

Vimbai

NosihleandJoshua?Iwouldneverhavepegged

them asbeingintoeachotherbutIcantellthat

whateveristhereisdeep,eventhoughNosihle

vehementlyassertsthatsheisoverJoshua.She

wasn’ttherewhenwegottoherapartment.

Thesecuritydidn’tgiveusanissuebutaskedto

speaktoJoshuaseparately.Icouldn’thearwhat

wasbeingsaidbutJoshua'sfacechangedintoa



stormyexpressionandhetookouthisphone.Ifelt

sorryforwhoeverwasattheotherendbecausethey

gotthebruntofwhateverdispleasedJoshua.It’sthe

mostI’veheardhim saysinceImethim.

Afterthatcall,Ihadtoclearmythroattoremindhim

ofmypresenceandheactuallylookedshocked.

“Yourfriendisn’taround,thesecuritysaysshewent

out,”hisclippedvoicecarriedhisirritation.Kfor

Hektik!

BeforeIknewitIwasbundledupinNosi’s

apartmentandleftalone,breakingIan’scardinalrule

butwhoisgoingtotellhim?Notme.Besides,he

soundeddistractedyesterdaywhenhewastalking

tomeonthephone.IunderstandandIwasagood

girleventhoughsittingalonewaitingforJoshuaand

Nosihlegavemetimetothinkaswell.



TheycamebackjustaftermidnightwithNosihlehurt

andJoshualookinglikehewasabouttokill

someone.Iwastooshockedtoevencommentashe

dressedherwoundthenleftwithonlyaclipped

goodbye.Nosihlehasbeenfillingmeinabouttheir

relationshipsincethenandaftermyinitialsurprise,I

thinktheylookcutetogether.Also,Nosihleislyingto

herselfifshethinksthatwhateverishappening

betweenherandJoshuaisover.

Hehassecurityforherandshe’seithertoo

frustratedtonoticeorstillgullible,butIwon’tbethe

onetoshedlight.

“IthinkIjustneedtogobacktochurchandmaybe

I’llfindsomeonetherewhowon’tmindmy

barrenness,”shesaysandthatexactmomentthe

sundecidestosneakinitsfirstraysonherskin,

makingitshimmerandmakingitlooklikegoldPixie

dustisscatteredalloverher.Shelookslikea

goddessonfire.



“Nosi,howmanytimesdoIhavetotellyouthisuntil

youunderstandit?Nothavingawombdoesn’tmake

youanylessofawomanandIknowthatyouwant

children,heckIcanevenbeyoursurrogateifyou

wantmetobe.Just,stopputtingyourselfdownand

actinglikeyouaren’tafullpackagebecauseofone

stupidmistakethatyoumadeincollege.”

Mywordshangbetweenus,heavyintheearly

morninglight.Iam angrythatsuchagorgeousbeing

can’tseethepowershepossessesthatmakeseven

stiffmenlikeJoshualosetheirminds.

“Idon’tthinkyouandJoshuaareanywherenearover

butIhavetowarnyou.Thesemen,theyareintense

Nosi,theylovetoobsession,canbecontrollingif

youallowit.Theyarenotnormalpeople,theirwork

isdangerousandsometimesit’shardtoseparate

themanfrom hisassignmentsorpast.I’m not

sayingthistoscareyou,”Iquicklyaddbecause



Nosihle’seyeshavegrownrounderthansaucers.

“NoonepreparedmeforIanandJoshuaisn’tjust

mybodyguardNosihle,Ithinkhe’soneofIan’sright-

handmen,him andGumburai.Idon’tknowforsure,

it’sjustahunch.Youhavetofindawayofnotletting

him walkalloveryou.”

Shelooksfreakedout,shedoesn’tknowwhat

exactlyIandoesbutshewascluedinbymyarrest

thatit’sprobablypolitical,that’sjustthetipofthe

iceberg.IwillletJoshuashedsomelightontheir

workifindeedheisn’tdonewithherasIsuspect.I

justtoldherthatwearerelocatingandsheassumes

it’stoSA,Idon’tenlightenherandit’sforhersafety.

“Whataboutyoufather,willyougotoGwerutobid

him goodbye?”speakingofmyfatherbringsahuge

smileonmyface.



“He’snolongerstayinginGweru.Afterhewas

dischargedIantookhim and,mysiblings,theyhave

ahouseinMountPleasant,Iwasthereyesterday

beforeIcametoseeyou.HeissohappyNosi!He

lookslikemyfatheragain,hemanagessomeof

Ian’sstores,heinsistedandithasdonealotforhis

confidence.Ithinkalsobeingfreefrom thatvile

womanhasboostedhisself-esteem.Thekidsgoto

schoolandhavetwonanniestakingcareofthem.

Everyoneishappy.”

“Whataboutyouraunt?”Ilaughthinkingabouther

karma.

“ShegotthehouseinGweru,thatiswhatsheand

mymother’sfamilyheldovermyfather.Thathouse

andshegetstokeepitbutshecallsmyfatherwith

differentnumberstoscream athim abouttherates

andfood,neveraboutherchildren.Attimesshe

begshim tocomebackbuthe’sdone.Heeven

walkswithhisshouldersstraight,youshouldsee



him Nosi,he’sawholenewman.”

ThinkingaboutwhatIanhasdoneformyfamily

makesmeteary.AtleastnowIcangotoAustralia

withanopenheart,knowingthatmyfatherand

siblingsarewelltakencareof.

“Ineedafavour,”IfillherinonwhatIwasthinking

aboutyesterdayandshelooksatmedubiously.

“Areyousureaboutthis,Vimbai?”

Iam,Ihavehadtimetothinkaboutitandithasto

happen.Aftersomepersuasion,Nosihleagreesand

wefirstgetsomesleep,foranhourortwo.

……



Maybethiswasabadidea,butit’stoolatetoback

outnow.ThereisaknockonthedoorandIwipemy

clayhandsonmydress.I’m constantlysweating.I

gotacallfrom Ian,theyareontheirwaytohislate

wife'sgraveinChiredzi.

Apartofmeisstillexpectinghim toburstdownthe

door.AnotherknockandIwaddleabitfasterbefore

checkingonthespyholeandopening.Helooks

different.He’sfilledupandiswearinganexpensive

suit,helooksgood.Hiseyeswidenwhenhesees

myhugebellyandwhentheshocksets,hismouth

thinsandIsighandstepaside,lettinghim in.

“Youdon’twasteanytime,Vimbai.What?Areyou

securingthebagbygivingthatbastardakid?”I

closemyeyesandcounttoten,remindingmyself

thatIcalledhim hereandwhyIcalledhim here.

“Ididn’tcallyouheretobeinsultedbyyou,

Tafadzwa,”Isitacrosshim lookingforanysignsof



theboyIwasmadlyinlovewithandeventhoughhe

looksthesame,Ican’tfindthesparkthatdrewme

tohim.

“Didyoucallmetojumponmydick?Aretheblue

pillsnotworkinganymore,”he’spissedwhenIthrow

myheadbackandlaugh.Ican’thelpthemirththat

hasensuredme.

Ianandpills?IanisthemostvirilemanthatIknow

andcomparedtohim,Tafadzwa'ssexgamewas

thatofaboystilllearningtheropeswhileIanwas

themasterofmybody,hetameditandmadeitrun

wildatthetimeandeversinceIwasclearedbythe

doctor,hehasbeenshowingmeflames.Asif

makingupforthetimewewereapart.Ipressmy

thighstogetherthinkingofourlastnightinCaledon.

“No,thankyou,”Tafadzwastillhasallthisangerand

Irealisethatpartofitismyfaultandthat’swhyI

askedhim tocome.ThedoorflingsopenbeforeI



canstartmyapologiesandIam relievedtoseeonly

Joshua’sangryscowlandNosihleshrugging

apologetically.I’m impressedthatsheeven

managedtodistracthim forthislong.

“Look,Tafadzwa,Icalledyouheretoapologise.I

realisethatthewayIendedthingswithyouwas

wrong.ImetIanandIfeltallthesenewfeelingsfor

him andwhenyouproposedIjustknewthatI

couldn’tmarryyouwhenIfeltsomethingevenifit

wasjustinfatuationorlustatthatpoint,for

someoneelse,”inthecornerofmyeyeIcansee

JoshuagloweringatTafadzwabutIfocusallmy

attentiononTafadzwa,notonhim.

IrealiseasItoldhim half-truthsthatitistrue,

besidestheblackmailing,IfeltsomethingforIan,I

hadfrom themomentIfirstlaidmyeyesonhim in

thathouseparty.

“Canwehavesomeprivacy?”Tafadzwaarrogantly

staresatJoshuabutIdon’tknowwhatheseesin



Joshua’sfacethathashim fiddlingwithhistie.

“So,youdroppedeverythingthatwehadfor

infatuation?”Ihurthim,alotandIcan’tmakeitupto

him andthereisnooneIwouldratherbewiththan

Ianrightnow.

“Itwasmorethanthat,Imethim beforewegotback

togetherandsomethinghappened,”IsighbecauseI

knowhe’sthinkingI’m someslutbutIdon’tcare.I

justwanttosethim freeandmefreefrom our

sharedpast,evenifhehatesme.

“Ifthat’sallthatyoucalledmefor,”hemakesto

standupandItalkquicklywantingtogetthisoffmy

chest.

“YouwereagreatfriendtomeTafadzwa,whenI

neededyou,youwerethereformewhenIhadno

oneandforthat,Iwanttothankyou.I’m sorrythings

gotsourtothepointthattheydidandIhope



somedayyouwillfindsomeonewhowillloveyou

andonlyyou.Iforgiveyouforallthemeanand

hurtfulthingsthatyousaid.Iknowtheycamefrom a

placeofhurt.Iwishyouhappiness,”itfeelslikea

hugeburdenhasbeenliftedoffmyshoulders.

Helookslikehewantstosaysomething,hisAdam's

appleisbobbingupanddownfuriously.Hedoesn’t

sayanything.

“Thereisonelastthing,whydidyoucometoseeme

inprison?Whosentyou?”

Helooksatmemomentarilyamazed.Helooksat

Joshuawhogruntsandthenhelooksbackatme.

“Itwasoneofmyfather’sfriends,”whenhesayshis

name,myeyesgrowwider.



“HetoldmethatifIgotyoutotalkthenbothour

problemswouldbesolved.IwouldhaveyouandI

wouldhavehelpedtakedownawantedcriminal.”

IgrindmyteethatthewordcriminalbutIletitgo.

“EvenifitfailedwithIanIwasn’tgoingtocomeback

toyou,”Isaysoftlybutfirmlysothathedoesn’tget

anyideas.

“Icanseethatnow,Iwishyouwelltoo.I’veonlyever

wantedyoutobehappyandyoulookhappy,”that’s

thekindestandmostsincerethinghe’ssaidsince

hegothere.NowIcanfullyletgoofTafadzwa.

“Bosswon’tbehappy,”Joshuagruntsafterhe’s

seenTafadzwaoutofthebuilding.

“Iwon’ttellhim ifyoudon’t,”hegivesmea



murderousglarebutheknowsthathewilljustbein

asmuchtroubleasI.Shoulditevercomeoutthat

Tafadzwawashere,wearebothinserioustrouble.

“Wehavetogo,”IlookaroundNosihle'sapartment

andIdon’tknowwhenI’llseeheragainsoIhugher

anddon’tletgo.ItfeelslikeIam lettinggoofVimbai

thestudent,Vimbaithecandidateattorneyand

venturingintoacompletelynewworld.

........

Morningfamily

Iwishyouallablessedweekahead.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Thirty-six

“I’velearnedthatgoodbyeswillalwayshurt,pictures

willneverreplacehavingbeenthere,memoriesgood

andbadwillbringtears,andwordscannever

replacefeelings.”—Unknown

“IwasalwayspromisingherthatIwould

accompanyhertoChiredzi,”it’sweirdtalkingabout

mymothertomyDad.Afterherfuneral,weburiedall

talkofherexceptwhenwewerefightingandI

wishedshehadlivedinsteadofhim.Dadchuckles

lookingoutsideatthepassinglandscape.

“Youalwaysmanagedtogetoutofgoingwithher

andsheknewbutshealwaystriedtogetyoutogo

withher.”Hisvoiceholdsafondnessthatmakesmy

heartswell.Witheverythingwehavebeenthrough



andVimbaijoiningourfamily,ithasbeengetting

harderandhardertoremembermymother'splacein

ourlives.Therolesheplayed.I’m happythathe

remembersherwithsuchfondness.

“Mamanevergaveuponanyofus,”henodsand

takesmyhandinhis,squeezingitgently,“whydid

youagreetohaveherburiedinChiredzi?”

I’vealwayswonderedwhymyfatherdidn’tinsistthat

MamabeburiedinHararetobeclosertous,tohim

mostly.UncleGumburaiisdrivingandIseethem

shareabrieflookandIgiveuponknowingthe

reasonheletthem buryherinChiredzi.

“WetooksomuchofherthatIdidn’tthinkitwas

righttobeselfishwithherindeathaswell,”his

reasonsurprisesme.Myfatheristhetypetoalways

wanttohavethingsgohisway.Heisforcefuland

controlling.



“Shewouldhavelovedthatyoudidn’tbuttheads

withherparents,”hechucklesbutdoesn’tsay

anything.

Mymaternalgrandparentstriedtokickupafuss

whenmymotherpassedawayandtheywantedto

takemetostaywiththem.Myfathercalmlytold

them thatheadswouldrollfirst,theycouldtaketheir

kidandburyherbutmakenomovetotouchhis.

Ihadforgottenallaboutthisbutbeingonthis

journey,everythingiscomingback.Thepain,the

anguishandhowlostIfeltasIwatchedpeopleI

hadn’tseeninyearscryformymother.Theywould

hugmewithoutmyconsentandcryabouthowmy

motherwouldn’thavewantedtoleavemealone.

Thattheywouldbethere.Peoplemakesomany

promisesatagraveyardbutIneversawanyofthem

again.

Allofthismakesmeappreciatemyfathereven



more.Hetried,inhisownwayhetriedandlatelyhe

hasbeensteppingupevenmore.

“DoyouthinkyourmotherwillfeellikeImovedon

tooquickly?”

Myfatherofayearortwoagowouldn’thaveasked

thisquestionbuthehasbeenopeninguptomeand

talkingtomemorelikeanadultlately.

“Ithinkshewantedyoutomoveon,shewouldlove

Vimbai,”I’m notsureaboutthelastpart,butdon’twe

alwaysmakeupthingsaboutthedead?

Oncesomeone'ssouldeparts,it’slikefragmentsof

theirpersonalitydisappearovertimeandbecome

vagueuntilallyoucanclingtoiswhatyouloved

aboutthem most.



Hesmileslookingabitrelieved.Ididn’tthinkhe

cared.WhenmymotherdiedallIcouldthinkabout

waslosingaparentbutIdidn’tthinkaboutmyfather

losingawife.

“Itwashardformeinthebeginning,Ihadto

rediscoverwheremytieswerekept,mysuits.At

leastMbuyaChiporunsasmoothhousebutit

wasn’tthesame.Yourmotheralwaysmadesureto

layoutasuitforme,everydayfrom thefirstdaywe

startedlivingtogether.Itwasthelittlethingsthat

hurtthemostandthenIhadnoideahowtoget

throughtoyou.Shemadeitalllooksoeasy.”

Therestofthejourneypassesinthesamevein,

reminiscingaboutmymother.Somestoriesmake

uslaugh,somemakeusquietandmuddlealonein

ourthoughts.Somewherealongtheway,Ifallasleep

andwhenIwakeupweareinfrontofmy

grandparents’homestead.Itlookslikeoneofthose

housesintheBurbs.Nothingtoindicatethatweare



deepinthebundus,notevenasinglerondavelhut.

BythetimeourcarparksbehindaFordRanger,my

grandfatherisalreadystandingontopofthetop

stepandhebeamswhenheseesme.

“Thegodsmustbesmilingatmetoday,Rubyndiwe

hereuyu?Isthisreallyyou,Ruby?Mychild'schild

lookathowyouhavegrown!Youlooklikeyour

mother,blesshersoul.”

Ilethim fussovermeeventhoughIlooknothinglike

mymother.HewelcomesusinandIcantellthatmy

fatherandgrandfatheraretryinghardtostaycordial

witheachother.

“Yourgrandmotherjustwenttocheckuponthe

livestock,it’sanotherdrought,”heexplainsashe

putsdownatraywithjuiceandanassortmentof

cookiesandbiscuits.



Ieatquietlyandlistentothem talkaboutgame

farming,mygrandfatherisreluctantbutDadis

tellinghim howmuchmoneyhemakesfrom his

gamereserveinChiredziandtheotheronethathe

hasinWestNicholson.AfterIhavetakenthedishes

tothekitchen,Ifindmygrandmotherbackfrom

wherever.Sheusedtobefair-skinnedbutthe

constantexposuretothesun,hasleftherskinburnt

andleathery.Shesmellsofcitrusfruitassheclasps

mewarmlyinherarmsandshestartscrying.

“Lookatyou!Youlookgorgeous!Ifonlymychildhad

livedtoseehowbeautifulyouhavebecome,”that

makeshercryevenharderuntilSekuruslowlypries

heroffme.IhavetearsinmyeyesaswellbecauseI

wishshewasheretoguideandholdmethrough

everystorm.

Myfathertellsthem thatIgotascholarshiptofinish

mystudiesinGermany.Germany?Iunderstandwhy

hehadtoliebutoutofallthecountries,hechose



Germany.Thegrandparentsarehappy,Ievengeta

promiseofacow,apregnantoneatthat.Weaskto

goandseemymotherandpermissionisgranted.

Dadhatesthisaskingforpermissionbuthedoesit

anywayforme.

Grandmamustcleanthisgraveoftenanditmakes

megratefulthatmymotherisburiedherewith

someonetotakecareofhergrave.Dadputsthe

mixedbanquetoflilies,tulips,whiteroseandsome

wildtowersonherheadstoneandlovinglycaresses

herheadstone.

“Iknowhowmuchyouwantedmetoleavetheforce

behindandIdidn’tlisten.Italmostcostmeour

daughterandIthinkit’stimeIlisten.Imetsomeone,

she’samazingandshecaresforourRuby,justlike

youasked.Iwillkeeponlookingafterher,resteasy

mylove.Wearegoingawaytostartanewlife,we

aren’tabandoningyou.Wewillkeepcarryingyouin

ourhearts,”hebowshisheadandIlookawayashe



discreetlywipesawayastraytear.

It’smyturnandforamomentwordsfailmeandI

takeoutmyphone.Iusedtolaughatherforloving

JamesArthurIscrolluntilIgettotheperfectsong.I

putmyphoneontheheadstone.Ismilethroughmy

tearsasIlistentoJamesArthur.

“Iwannalivewithyou

Evenwhenwe'reghosts

'CauseyouwerealwaysthereformewhenIneeded

youmost

I'm gonnaloveyou'til

Mylungsgiveout

Ipromise'tildeathwepartlikeinourvows

SoIwrotethissongforyou,noweveryoneknows

Thatit'sjustyouandme'tilwe'regreyandold



Justsayyouwon'tletgo

Justsayyouwon'tletgo

Justsayyouwon'tletgo

Oh,justsayyouwon'tletgo”

Itakemyphoneandturnoffthesongsbeforea

nastyonecomeson.

“I’m sorryMama,I’m sorrythatIdidn’tcomesooner.

Itjusthurtthinkingofyoulyinghereunderneaththis

pileofdirt.Youhateddirt,Iwillneverunderstand

whyyouhadtoleavemesosoon.Istillneededyou

toscoldme,foryoutoteachmetobenicer.Your

senseofstyleandeverythingthatyouwantedmeto

learnandtobecome.Iloveyoumom andIalways

will."

Wesayourfarewellsthenheadbacktomy

grandparents,webidthem goodbyebutGrandma

insiststhatwestayforthealmostreadymeal.We



havenooptionbuttostay.Dad’sphoneringsandhe

frownsashelooksatthescreen.

“Chitekete?”hesoundsworriedashemovesoutside.

“Isheseeingsomeone?”mygrandfather

interrogatesmenandbeforeIcanevenanswerhis

wifecutsin.

“Ofcourseheis,thisgenerationdoesn’tmourn.He

couldn’tevenwaitforthemaggotstofinisheating

mydaughter.Iknewwewerewrongnottofight

harderforRuru.Nowshe’sgoingtobemistreated.”

“No,I’m fine,Vimbaiisthebestandwegetalong

well,”Iseethem shareateachotherinshock,like

I’vebeenbewitched.

“Mamaisgoneandwearejusttryingtogetby,the



bestwayweknowhow.Myfatherhasbeennothing

butnicetoyou,hebuiltyouthishouseandheloved

hiswife,don’tbegrudgehim thelittlehappinessthat

hehasnow.I’lljustgoandjoinhim,keepwell

Ambuya,Sekuru.Wewillcomevisitsomeother

time,”Ihugmyshockedgrandmaandleave.

Ifindmyfatheratthedoorabouttocomeinand

he’salsosurprisedtoseemeout.

“Ihavesaidmygoodbyesletsgo,isanythingwrong

withVimbai?”heisstillfrowningtryingto

understandmyabruptdeparture.”

“No,it’snothing.Shewasjustcheckingifwe

travelledok,Iforgottocheck-in.Areyousureyou

arereadytoleave?Whataboutlunch?”

I’m sure,IhavesaidmygoodbyesandIam readyto

letgo.MyheartisatrestnowthatIfinallycameto



visitmymother'sgrave.

.......

MorningFamily

See,Ilovepeace.

Loveandlight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Thirty-seven

“Somepeopleareinsuchutterdarknessthatthey

willburnyoujusttoseealight.Trynottotakeit

personally.”

KamandKojouri

Mylimbsareaching.Drivingalmostthreedaysfrom

CaledontoHarare,thentoChiredziandnowbackto

Hararehastakenitstollonmybodybutitwasworth

it.NowIcanleavewithoutanyguilt.Ithoughtthat

comingbackherewouldbreakme,thememories

aretherebutthosesessionswithCamillahave

mademerealisethatIshouldnotlettheiractions

defineme.Iam notavictim,Iam asurvivor.

ThedrivehasbeengoodformydadandI.We’ve

talked,laughedandlistenedtohisboringmusicand



hecomplainedthroughoutmyplaylist.Itfeltlikethe

goodoldtimesandIfeltmymother’spresencefor

thefirsttimesinceshepassedon.Notonher

graveside,no,butwithusinthecar.Itfeltreassuring.

WetookthelongestroutetoloseanytailsIguess

buttherewasn’tanyonefollowingusbuttheysaid

wecan’tbetoocareful.UncleGumburaiandDad

exchangeddrivingandtheywouldn’tletmedrive.

Eyeroll.I’m abetterdriverthanbothofthem

combined.AclearliebutIam abetterdriverthan

theirexhausted,oldselves.Somehowwegotto

Harareinonepieceandpassedasifheadedto

Bulawayo.WhenweturntowardsLakeChivero,it’s

alreadyalmostmorning.

“I’m notasyoungasIusedtobe,”UncleGumburai

complainswhilecrankinghisneck.

“IhatetoadmititbutIalsofeltthistrip.Let’srest

todayandwewillleavetomorrowonceitgetsdark.I



thinkI’lljustorganizeachopperbecausethisdriving

istoomuchwork.”

“Youshouldhaveorganisedoneinthefirstplace,”

UncleGumburaimumblesandDadonlygruntsand

scowlsathim.It’slikewatchingmetalkingtohim.

It’sfuntowatch.

“Gosleepbeforeyoudeveloparthritisjustby

standinghere,”hegetsthepartingshotandhugsme

whileUncleGumburaiswearssoftlyandleavesafter

rufflingmyhair.

Ihaven’tbeeninthishouseforyearsanditwasn't

thismassivebackthen.Itwasjustacottage.We

onlycameonceandstayedforaholiday.Backthen,

myfatherhadjustgottenthetendertodevelopthe

areaandKintyreEstateswasborn.Ourhouseisabit

furtherupthantheotherhouses,secludedandwith

themostgorgeousviewofLakeChivero.Iplop

myselfonmybedandwithinminutesIdriftoffto



sleep.

WhenIwakeupit’salittleafter3pm andmybody

feelswell-rested.Afteraluxuriousbath,Ifeelhuman

againandmylimbsarenotassore.

“Lookwhofinallydecidedtojoinusinthelandofthe

living,”IflipafingeratVimbaiandshelaughsasshe

dipsherchickenintosomesweetchillysauce.

“Whenwegothere,itfeltlikemywholebodywason

fire.NowIfeelalittlebitalive.Howismybaby

brotherdoing?”

“Hethinksthatmytummyishisownpersonal

soccerstadium.IswearIfelthim kickmylung,”as

iftoshowoff,hestartskickingwhenIbrushher

bellyandshegroansmakingmesmile.



“Howdiditgo?”Ichewmychickenfirst,swallowand

siponsomelemonadebeforerespondingto

Vimbai'squestion.

“Itwentwell,I’m gladIcamebackanditfeelslike

thishugeburdenhasbeenliftedoffmyshoulders.

Whyareyoueatingalone?WhereisDad?”Vimbai

rollshereyes.

“Heisstillsleeping,hewokeuparoundmidday,had

brunchandwentbacktosleep.Hisageisshowing,”

sheleansoverandstagewhispersthelastpart.

“Iheardthat!”myfather’svoicedriftsfrom the

passagewayandwedissolveintoafitofgiggles.

Hecomesoutlookingbemused.He’salways

complainingthatweganguponhim andthathe

can’twaitformybabybrothertocomesothatheat

leasthassomeoneonhisside.Heleansoverand



kissesmycheekbeforegoingovertoVimbai.He

rubsandkissesherbelly,rubbingitandthenlandsa

short,swiftkissonVimbai'smouth.

“Getaroom,yuck!”Thatonlyeggshim ontodeepen

thekissandIthrowabunathim beforeheletsher

go.Vimbaiispantingsoftlyandhercheeksare

burningup.

ThisissomethingthatIam lookingforwardtowhen

wegettoAustraliaandseeingTenderoofcourse.I

wonderifshewillbehappytoseeme,ifshemisses

mejustasmuchasImissher.Dadmanagedtoget

achoppersoweareleavingbeforedawntomorrow.

I’m excited,Iwon’teventryandhideit.Iasktogoto

theLakeandI’m toldthatImusttakeJoshua,

Vimbai’sguardwithme.Ithoughthewouldstraight

outsayno.

ThewalktotheLakeispeacefulandpicturesque,

eventheairisabitnippyandtherearen’tpeople



allowedonoursideoftheLake.Thesunglimmers,

stretchingitsrayslanguidlyacrossthewater

probablyshufflingaroundandreadytoknockoff

andleavetheLakeandallthatsurroundsitbehind.I

wishDaviraiwasheretoseethis,weleftherwithher

fatherandshewassadtoseeusgobutshehasto

gotoschool.

Joshuadoesn’tsayanything,hejustwatchesover

me,restingagainstatree.Thismomentnexttothe

water,watchingthesunsetistheperfectwayIwant

torememberhome,notthedarkanddingyprison

cell.Myperfectmomentisdisturbedbythe

crunchingofgravelandIturntoseethelastpersonI

thoughtI’dseehere,heckIhaven’tevengivenhim

anythoughtinwhatfeelslikeages.

Joshua’sgunisdrawnandChatungahashishands

intheair.Idon’tsayanythingasheisbrisklypatted

downandwhenJoshualooksatmewithaquestion

inhiseyes,InodandheallowsChatungatocometo



me.

“I’m hurtthatyouwouldcomeandgowithoutevena

calltoyourboyfriend,”hesayswithhishands

presseddramaticallyonhischest.

Helooksbeautifulinsomeneonshorts,alifevest

overanothervest,hisarmsarerippling,everything

rightdowntohischarmingsmileusedtomakemy

breathingpatternchangebutnowIremainunfazed

byhisproximity.

“Whatdoyouwant,Chatunga?”Igobackto

watchingthesunbutitisfastlosingsomeofits

golden-fierytimbres.

“Iwasjet-skiingthenIthoughtIshouldcomesee

howmybabyisdoing,”helooksmorelikehis

motherwhenhe’sbeingthischarmingsnake.



“Iwouldhaveappreciateditmoreifyouhadcometo

visitmeinprison,”Ilookhim intheeyeandnowhis

eyesareshifty,notquitemeetingmine.

“Ididn’tknow…”

“Cutthebullshit,Baby,ifyouknewIwasherenowit

meansthatyouknewwhenIwasherethen.You

knewanddidn’tbothertodoanythingwhileIwas

beingtortured,druggedandraped.SoexcusemeifI

am notinterestedinbuyinganyofyourcraptoday.”

Amomentpassesbetweenus,myeyesstillonhim,

wonderingwhatabouthim drovemesocrazythatI

ruinedtheonegoodthinginmylife.

“Ruby,look,myhandsweretied,youknowthatwe

arealwaysheavilyunderscrutiny.Wearestilla

threattosomeandonewrongmove,theywon’t

hesitatetoeliminateus.Ihavetothinkofmyfamily



first,”InodandhonestlyIam notbitteroranything

athisbetrayal.Iremainunmovedbyhispresence.I

justwanthim toleavesothatIcangobackto

enjoyingmylittlesunsetmoment.

“Forwhatit’sworth,IreallydigyouRuruandIwant

ustostartover,”Ithrowmyheadbackandlaugh,a

deepbellylaughthatleavesmyeyessmartingandI

wipethem withthebackofmyhand.

“Iprefergirls,thanks,”hedoesn’tlookdisgustedor

botheredbymyassertion,helooksexcitedbyit.

“Isawyourvideoanditwaskindofhot,Iwouldn’t

mindgettinginonsomeofthat.Ineverwouldhave

peggedyouforafreak…”he’sbitinghislowerlipand

leavesthesentencetolingerbetweenus.

“No,thanks.Nowpleaseleave,Iwasenjoyingbeing

alone,”thesunsethasgoneandImightaswellhead



back,themoodhasbeenruined.

“Ruby…”

“ByeChatunga,trytokeepitinyourpantsforyour

newgirlfriend,”Iturnandleavehim therehishands

twistingthesummershadesinhishand.

……

Wearehavingdinnerwhenthereisabitof

commotionatthedoor.Gunshottobeprecisebut

myfather,UncleGumburaiandJoshuaremaincalm

andcontinueeating.VimbaiandIsharealook.

Thereareheavyfootfallsandthenthedooropens

andShefu,theuglymanwhorescue-capturedus

comesindraggingCamillabehindhim.

IlookatCamillainshockandshewon’tmeetmyeye



either.Herheadisdowncast,sheishangingitin

shame.

“Gentlemen,Shadowhowgooditistoseeyouinthe

landoftheliving,”Dad’seyesaretrainedonCamilla

andIcanseetheangryveinjumpfrom hisforehead.

“I’vecometocollectmydebt,seeingasyouhave

beenbusy,”I’m convincedthismanlovesthesound

ofhisownvoice.

Hemoveshishandunderhisarmpitandtwoguns

areturnedonhim inablinkofaneye.Hatonly

makeshim laughandtakeouttwofolded

newspapers.Hehandsthenewspaperstome.

Ilookatmyfatherandhenods.Iopenthefirst

newspaperandgapattheheadline.

“PrisonWardenhangshimselfafterbeinggang-

rapedbyconvictedfelonsinChikurubhi.”



Thisoneisdatedtwoweeksagoandmyhands

shakewhenIseethefaceofoneofmytormentors.

He’sgone.DadmadesurehefeltwhatIfeltbefore

heendedhismiserablelife.

“Zimbabwe’sCentralIntelligenceOrganisation(CIO)

andtheMinistryofStateSecurityhaveissueda

rewardforanyonewhomightknowthewhereabouts

oftwoofitstopagents.”

Theretheyare,Iwillneverforgetthefacesofthe

menwhodraggedmefrom myapartment.Ithought

thatIwasoverthewholeordealbutseeingthese

articleshasopenedupscars.Vimbaiplacesher

handovermineandsqueezesitgently,awarning

nottoshowanyweaknessinfrontofthisman.Heis

smirkingashetakesoutapen.Wait,thatpenlooks

familiar,Camilla'spen.Gasp!



“Vimbaishothim,yes,andatfirstIwashorrified.I

hadneverseenadeadbodybeforebutthenwhathe

didtomecamebackandIfeltrelief.Iwasso

relievedthathecouldn’tbetheretohurtmeanymore.

ForamomentIwassooutofitbutsomehow,

Vimbaidraggedmeoutofthereandbacktoourcell

andshelockedusinthenthrewawaythekey.”

MyvoicecomesoutasclearasdayandIseemy

fatherblancheandhishandcurlintoafist.Everyone

istenseexceptforShefuwholookslikeheishaving

thetimeofhislife.

“Gentlemen,Ibelievemypricehasjustgoneup.”

.......

Morningfamily



Happweekendandbesafe.Madetoday'sinsertabit

longertosaythankyousomuchforyourinteraction.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Thirty-eight

“Sometimesfateislikeasmallsandstorm that

keepschangingdirections.Youchangedirectionbut

thesandstorm chasesyou.Youturnagain,butthe

storm adjusts.Overandoveryouplaythisout,like

someominousdancewithdeathjustbeforedawn.

Why?Becausethisstorm isn'tsomethingthathas

nothingtodowithyou,Thisstorm isyou.Something

insideyou.Soallyoucandoisgiveintoit,stepright

insidethestorm,closingyoureyesandpluggingup

yourearssothesanddoesn'tgetin,andwalk

throughit,stepbystep.There'snosunthere,no

moon,nodirection,nosenseoftime.Justfinewhite

sandswirlinguptheskylikepulverizedbones.”

HarukiMurakami



Tension.Icantasteitsmetallicpresenceinmy

mouth.Nooneissayinganything.Myfatherlooks

likeheisabouttoblowagasketwhileVimbaiisstill

eatingherfoodasifweweren’tdisturbed,asifshe

isn’timplicatedinamurder.Myappetiteflewoutof

thewindowbutthenagainIain’tcarryingababyin

mywomb.

“Whatdoyouwant?”itcomesoutasahissbecause

Dad’steetharegroundtightlyevenashespeaks.

“Thesearesomeprettyheftyprisonsentencesthat

yourwomenarelookingat,breakingoutofprison

andmurderofaprisonguard.Theycangetuptoa

lifesentence.Idon’tknow,Ididn’tgotolawschool,

whatdoyousay,MrsShadow?”

Vimbaicontinueschewingherfoodslowlyandthen

shesipsonhersparklingwaterandpatshermouth

withanapkinwhileeveryoneintheroom staresat

her.



“Idon’tcarryworktothedinnertable,asyoucansee

Iam halfwaythroughmysteakandI’vebeencraving

itthewholeday,”sheshrugsandgoesbackto

cuttinghermeat.

Shefuisticked,Icanseeitfrom thelittlevein

poppingonhisforeheadbuthemaskshisirritation

withalaughandturnshisattentionbacktomy

father.

“Women!Right?That’swhyallthisliesatyourfeet

myman.Whatisitgoingtobe?Youhaven’treached

outyetIrescuedyourfamilyforyouingoodfaith.I

thoughtyoumightneedalittlemotivation.”

UncleGumburaiisdarkinanger.Ifweweren’tinthe

room,hemighthavealreadykilledShefuwhilemy

fatherlooksdrained.Hecloseshiseyesbrieflyand

whenheopensthem theyarebloodshot.



“It'smethatyouwant,letmyfamilygo.Thechopper

ishere,letthem goandthenyouandIcandiscuss

whateverpaymentyouwant.”

ThetensionhaspiledinmystomachandIfeellikeI

am abouttopopanulcer.Thisisallmyfault,again.

IfIhadn’tinsistedonwantingtovisitmymother’s

graveorifIhadn’tliterallyconfessedtomurder

duringmysessionswithCamilla,noneofthiswould

behappening.

“Fairenough,I’m feelinggenerousanyways.Let

them go,”heflasheshisuglysmileatmeandIjust

glarebackathim.

“Joshua,takethem outofhere.Youknowwhatto

do,”Dad'smaskhasfalleninplaceandhelookscold

andruthless,Ican’tseeanytraceofthemanIwas

doingcarkaraokewith.



JoshualooksatmeandIstandup,pushingmychair

backanditfeelslikealumpispermanentlystuckin

mythroat.ThismightbethelasttimeIseemy

fatherandUncleGumburai.Whoknowswhatthis

Shefuchancerwantsfrom them.

“Itwillbefine,Ruru,”asifhecanhearmysilentcries,

DadassuresmeandhesmilesalittleandIjustwant

tothrowmyselfathim andhughim.

“I’m notgoinganywherewithoutyou,Ian.Irefuseto

givebirthwithoutyouistheroom,”Vimbai

announcesandpunctuatesherassertionwitha

belch.

“Vimbai!”

It’sthefirsttimethatIhearmyfathercallingherby

hername,heusuallyusesthatweirdendearment,



Chitekete.Idon’tevenknowwhatitmeansbut

Vimbailikesitandsheisalsounfazedbythesharp

tonethatDadjustusedonher.Ifanythingherchin

risesupanotch,stubbornly.

“I,no,wearenotgoinganywhere.Rubysit,”Ilookat

herincredulouslyandshelooksatmeintheeye,

silentlyaskingmetotrusther.

ImaketositwhenDadcallsoutmynamesharply,

nowI’m hoveringoverthechairtornbetweenmy

fatherandhiswife.Hepaidrooraforherwhenwe

wenttoleaveDavirai.WhodoIlistento?Myfather,

whoIbuttedheadswithuntilrecently?Themanwho

wouldwalkthroughacrocodileinfestedpoolforme.

OrVimbai,mystepmotherwhosleptwithmy

boyfriendbutalsokilledamanforsexuallyviolating

me?IlookatVimbaiagainbeforelooking

apologeticallyatmyfatherandsittingdown.

WhateverVimbaihasuphersleeve,itbetterbe

worthit.WejustunderminedShadowinfrontofan



enemy.

IrefusetoturnanlookatUncleGumburaieven

thoughIcanfeelhisdisapprovalfrom here.The

Shefuguylaughsagain,histhroatylaughtergrinding

myears.

“Thisonehasyoubytheballs,ehShadow?”Dad

growlshisresponsewhileVimbaipushesherplate

away.

“Helovesandenjoyshavinghisballsinmyhandbut

youwon’t,”hermannerofindifferenceremindsme

ofthefirstmealwesharedwithChatungaandthe

defiantfiredancinginhereyestellsmethatsheis

readyforwar.Shefulaughs,louderthistimebutifI

werehim Iwouldn’tbelaughing.

VimbailooksatJoshuaandnods,hegoesoutofthe

room andweareleftlookingateachother.Icantell



thatDaddyisroyallypissed.Helookslikeitistaking

allofhisstrengthtonothaulusoutoftheroom.I

avoidhisglareandIfocusonCamillainstead.She

keepswringingherhandsandIwishIcouldsnap

them cleanoffherwristsforherbetrayal.Joshua

comesbackwithaManilafolderandhandsitto

Vimbaiwhothankshim.

“BrigadierGeneral,pleasesityouaremakingme

dizzyandit’srudetohoveroverpeopleintheir

property,”hertoneisclippedandshemeans

business.Shefuhissesandremainsstanding.After

astare-down,VimbaiopenstheManilafolderand

takesoutthefirstfilewrittenCamillainboldred

capitalletters.

“WhenRubytoldmethelineofquestioningthat

Camillawastaking,itmademesuspiciousandona

hunch,IhadherinvestigatedandvoilaIdugupa

nastycanofworms.Camillaisyoursidewhore

BrigadierGeneral,I’m sureyourwifewouldloveto



knowaboutthefivemiscarriagesthatshe

experiencedandsomeofthepicturesfrom your

recentrendezvouswithCamillaatJacanaGardens

GuestLodge,twodaysago.”

Shefu'sfaceblanchesandallthearrogancethatwas

stretchedalloverhisfaceslipsandhetakesachair

sodoeshismole,shesitswithherarseperchedat

theedgeofthechair.HeterselywatchesVimbaias

sheflipsthroughherfolder.

“HowdoesRuby'smurderconfessionstickwhen

shewasneverbookedforarrest?Thereareno

recordstosuggestthatRubywasarrested,how

couldshehavebeeninthatcellwithmethen?”she

callshisbluffwithoutevenlookingupfrom herfiles

andthejumpingveinisnowonShefu'sforehead.

“Insteadoftryingtomakemurderallegationsthat

willnotstick,youshouldbeworriedaboutthe

chargesthatyouwillfacewhenthisfilefindsitsway

totheAttorneyGeneral’sOffice.Let’ssee,Treason



andEspionage,soundsaboutrighttome.”

SheholdsuppicturesofShefuwithdifferentleaders

intheworld.From theKoreanVicePresidenttothe

RussianPresident.Allphotosaretakeninsidehotels,

secretlookingboardrooms.Shetakesoutphone

records.

“Youhaveabannerphoneregisteredunderyour

child,smartbutIstillmanagedtogettextmessages

from itandtheyarenotmakingyourcaseatall

BrigadierGeneral.”Ihavealadybonerformy

stepmother.

Inaroom fulloftestosterone,sheremainsunruffled,

shekeepspagingthroughherfileandI’m gladthatI

tookhersideoverDad’sside.

“ShouldIgoonwithyourinvolvementwithMasaiti

andtheweaponrythatyouhavebeengettingfrom



yoursupplierinESwatini,NtsikeleloHlongwane.”

Shefuisnowtheonesweatingandhehas

unbuttonedthefirsttwobuttonsofhisuniform.He

keepsclenchingandunclenchinghisfist.Dadlooks

likehealsohasabonerandhewantstojumpher

themomenttheyareleftalone.

“Hereisyourfile,youcankeepthatone,wehavethe

originals.”Shedigsintoherdessertasifshewasn’t

eatingacoupleofminutesago.WhenIgrowupI

wanttobejustlikeher.Shefinallyraisesherhead

andlooksatShefu,tiltingherheadasifsomething

isinterestingtoseeinhim.

“Now,youcangoaheadwithyourplans,tryto

implicatemeforamurderwhenyouonlyhaveone

pieceofevidencethatisinadmissibleandyourone

witnesscan’tevenbeplacedatthemurderscene.I

havenothingtolose,I’vebeentojail.Ikilledamere

guardandyouaretryingtokillthePresident.I’m



likingmyodds.”

Shefuopenshismouthtosaysomethingbut

nothingcomesoutsohelookslikeafishgapping

forwaterandIstiflethegigglethatwantstobreak

out.IfaildismallyandIlaugh-snortfeelingmy

shouldersrelaxassomeofthetensioneasesoutof

myshoulders.IcatchVimbai'seyeandshestarts

laughingaswell.Theythrewustothewolvesand

shecameoutleadingthepack.Dadlooksatus

bemusedthenlooksattheBrigadierGeneral.

“Women!Doesshehaveyoubytheballs,ehShefu?”

UncleGumburairoarswithlaughterandthisisthe

firsttimeIhaveeverseenhim laugh,allofusinfact,

westopandstareandhekeepslaughing,head

thrownbackandthelaughterrollsofffrom deepin

hisbelly.



......

Morningfamily

Ihopeyouhaveanamazingweekahead.Iapologise

forthedelaywithThePrincessandthePiperfor

thosewhoplacedtheirorders.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Thirty-nine

“Allmasterpiecesofartcontainbothlightand

shadow.Ahappylifeisnotoneonlyfilledwith

sunshine,butonewhichusesbothlightandshadow

toproducebeauty.”

BillyGraham

Vimbai

“Youwillstoptryingtoblackmailusintodoingyour

dirtywork,yousavedusfrom prisonandwearen’t

goingtohaveyouprosecutedfortreason,Ithinkour

debttoyouiscleared.Shouldyouwantour

assistance,gothroughtheproperchannels,you

knowhowShadowworks,”myactofbravadois

slowlyslippingandI’m waitingfortheothershoeto

drop.



I’m waitingforIantoputmeinmyplaceorinterject

andtakeoverbuthedoesn’t,heisloungingnextto

me,quietlysippingonhisnightcap.Lettingmetake

thereignsandfinishwhatIstarted.

“Youwillnotcomeforourfamily,childrenareoff-

limits,isthatclearBrigadierGeneral?”

Thechauvinisticpiggrowlslikeacorneredbeast,he

hatesbeingbestedbyawomananddespisesthe

factthatIam nowgivinghim hismarchingorders.

I’m notafraidofhim.Well,Iam notafraidofhim ina

room withIan,JoshuaandGumburai.Iknowthat

theywouldratherdiefirstbeforeallowingthisman

tolayevenasinglefingeronme.Thatisallthe

confidenceboostthatIneed.

“I’m sorryGeneralbutIdonotspeakangrybear,”

thereisatitterandoutofthecornerofmyeyeIcan



tellGumburaiisstillfindingallofthishighlyamusing.

“Fine,butI’llonlydiscusstheceasefiretermswith

Shadow,”hisjawiswoundsotightlyIcanalmost

hearhisteethgnashing.

“Youshouldhavethoughtofthatbeforecoming

hereandtryingtouseRubyandIasyourbargaining

chips.Now,ifyou’llexcuseusBrigadierGeneralwe

havesomepackingtodo.Unfortunately,Ican’twalk

youout,I’m pregnantandyoucamehereuninvited

disruptingdinner.Pleaseseeyourselfoutandtake

yourtrashwithyou.”

TheoldmanhissesaslurandIanjustgiveshim a

warninglookandhebacksdowndraggingCamilla,

whocouldn’tlookmeintheeyetheentiretime,out

oftheroom withhim.OnlythendoIallowmy

shoulderstosaginreliefandIbowmyheaddown,

tryingtogetmynervesincheck.



“YoudidgreatMommy,”Rubysayssqueezingmy

shouldersbeforekissingmeonthecheekandthat

makesmeemotionalsoIdon’tliftmyface.

ThereareafewthingssaidbutIcan’thearthem

overtherushofbloodaroundmyearsasthe

adrenalineebbsawayfrom mybody,leavingme

shaky.IsquealandjumpwhenIfeelahandonmy

back.

“Chitekete,it’sonlyme,”Ilookupinrelieftofind

Ian’smoltenbrowneyestrainedonme,everything

elsefadesawayandit’sjustmeandhim.

“Let’sgetyoutobed,”Ialmostpurratthewayhe

gentlymassagesmyfeetbeforepullingmeintohis

arms.

Itrytoprotest,I’vegainedalotofpregnancyand



medicationweightbutheholdsmefirmly,not

breakingasweat.

“Notbadforanoldgeyser,”Imumbleandhischest

vibratesashechuckles.Isnuggleclosetohischest,

lettinghissteadyheartbeatcalm me.

I’m driftingofftosleepwhenhemakesmeliedown

onmyside,ImisshiswarmthimmediatelyandI

openmyeyes.Hisbroadbackisimpressiveashe

hoversoverthedresserwhichlookstinyand

ridiculousinfrontofhim.Hecomesbackwithan

assortmentofcreamsandoilsandplacesthem next

tomeonthebed.Idutifullyliftmyarmsashegets

thematernitydressoffme,asexyasymmetricdress

withaplungingneckline.Asalwayshebeginsby

massagingmybreasts,theirfullnessdriveshim

crazyashekneadsthecreamyflesh.

“Whenyouweretalkingtothatsleazeheadback

there,youhadthesamefirethatyouhadthefirst



daythatImetyouandyouaccusedmeofhaving

smalldickenergy,”Ican’thelpbutlaughatthelast

part,Ihadn’tintendedtoblurtoutmythoughtsand

heneverforgotthosewords.

“Itmademesohard,”hegrindsagainstmyback

makingmefeelhisthickerectionandwetheat

spreadslikeawildfirebetweenmythighs.

“I’veneverbeenmoreproudandturnedonatthe

sametime.Chitekete,whatdidIdotodeserveyou?”

hisvoiceisthickenedbylustandroughenedby

someemotionthatsoaksmythighs.Inolonger

wearpantiesbecausetheydigintotheedgesofmy

thighs.

Thebeddipsashekneelsonitandsqueezessome

ofthefirmingcream onhispalm beforecarefully,as

ifdenotingabomb,hekneadsitintothetautskin

aroundmyabdomen.Mybabykicksinexcitement

andIan’shandsfalter.



“Didyoufeelthat?”thewonderinhisvoicehaltsthe

sassyresponsethatIhadinthetipofmytongue.

ThebabyhasonlybeenkickingforRubyandI,heis

finallyacknowledginghisfather’stouch.

“Hey,Kwayedza,yourmotherisonehellofaspitfire

andIdonotdoubtthatshe'llhavebothourballsin

herhandsforeternity,”mybabykickstothis

absurdityandIlaughwhileshovingIan.

“Kwayedza?”Iaskfrowningathim,Ithoughthe

wouldchooseanEnglishnameashisandRuby's.

“Yeah,heistheDawnofanewera.Thedawnofmy,

Imeanourempire.Hecameatourdarkest

momentsandbrokethedarknessusheringinhope

ofanewday,newbeginnings,”themeaningbehind

hischoiceofthenamegoesstraighttomyheartand

Ihavetoblinkbackthetears.



“It'sperfect,”hekissesmybrow,hislipslingeringa

bitbeforeheletsgo.

Hecontinuestalkingtohissonashemassagesthe

DIYbluebellyoilsthathegotfrom aYouTube

channelthatissaidtohelpwithastretchingbelly.

Mystomachhasn’titchedsincehestartedapplying

itonmybellyeverynightandsomemornings.

“I’m goingtoneedyoutocloseyourearsandsleep

nowKwayedza,therearethingsthatIneedtodoto

yourmotherthatIratheryoudon’tknowaboutuntil

youareatleasttwelve.”

“Twelve!”Iturnincredulouslyathim andheonly

grinswidelyatme,knowingfullwellthathisgrins

aremyweakness.

“Ifwearelucky,youarecarryingaBarwe,Chitekete,



ourmanhoodworksfrom thedaywearebornuntil

thedaywedie,”heproudlystrokeshisengorged

manhoodasiftoprovethatpointandIforgetall

aboutoursonasthewetnesspoolsbetweenmy

thighs.

(Removed)

WhenIcometo,Ianisspooningme,hishaggard

breathingandthesorenessbetweenmylegs

remindingmeofthebeastthatIunleashed.

“Doyouwanttokillmewithpleasure?I’m old,

Chitekete,”Ican’tevenlaugh,Iam stilltryingto

catchmybreath.

“WaituntilyoursoncomesoutandIrideyouuntil

youscream likemybitch,”helovesmydirtymouth,I

canfeelhim stirringbacktoattentionandIrealise

thathedidn’tremovehimselffrom insideme.



“Vimbai,”hesoundssolemnallofasudden.It

shouldn’tbesohardjusttoturnandfacehim!CanI

givebirthalready.Myrantdiesaninstantdeath

whenIseethenakedvulnerabilityinhiseyes.

“Vimbai,youaremyrayofsunshine,themomentI

sawthefireinyouIknewIneededittokeepme

aliveandyouawakenfeelingsinmethatIdidn’t

knowIwascapableofhaving.Youbrightenmylife

ineveryaspectbutIam scared,Chitekete.Iam

scaredthatIam draggingyouintothedarknesswith

me.AtfirstitwasprisonandtodayitwasShefu,

whoknowswhatmessI’m goingtodragyouinto

tomorrow.Iforcedyouintothislife,I…”Iplacemy

fingeronhismouthbecauseIhateitwhenhe’sin

thismuchanguishandhe’sbeatinghimselfup.

“Iandon’tyousee,youbringoutthisfireinme,no

oneelsejustyou.Youdidn’tforcemeintoanything.

IfIdidn’talreadyhavefeelingsforyouIwouldhave



foundawaytogetout,Iwouldhavefoundawaybut

Ididn’t.Becausedeepdown,Iwasdrawntoyou

from thefirstdaythatIlaidmyeyesonyou.You

exudedthepowerandassertivenessthatIcraved.I

willgotothepitofhellfiresforyouandIknowthat

youwilldothesameforme.YouhavemybackandI

haveyours.Thereisnosunshinewithoutshadows.”

WhenhiseyesarestillabitcloudedIrecitetohim a

quotethatIreadoncefrom Rumi,“Bothlightand

shadowarethedanceofLove,”Ibringhishandto

myprotrudingbelly.

“Lookwhatwecreated,yourestoredmeIan,inways

thatIdidn’tknowIneededtoberestoredandyoudo

itsoeffortlesslythatevenyoucan’tseeit.Idon’t

carewhattomorrowbrings,whereIlandaslongasI

haveyoubymyside.You,myhusband,areallthe

firethatIneed.”

Adifferentemotionnowlightshiseyes,needandI



lethim kissmeandworshipmybodyandIworship

hisandweloveoneachotheruntilDawn.

......

Andtheylivedhappilyeverafter,theend.

I'm kidding

MorningFamily

LookoutfortheremovedinthegroupSunshineand

ShadowsIwillpostitshortly.

WearealmostattheendofthestoryandthenI'll

takeabreakthenwemoveonto"HisBabyMaker".

DoesthenameCandiceringabell?

LoveandLight



BusisekileKhumalo

P.sThePrincessandthePiperisalmostdoneatthe

PrintersandIhavetenmorecopiesforpreorder.If

youareinZimbabweandwantmybooksshout

below.



RubiesandRain

Forty

"Workonyourstonyqualitiesandbecome

resplendentliketheruby.Practiceself-denialand

acceptdifficulty.Alwaysseeinfinitelifeinlettingthe

selfdie.Yourstoninesswilldecrease;yourruby

naturewillgrow.Thesignsofself-existencewill

leaveyourbody,andecstasywilltakeyouover."~

Rumi

“Youlookgreat,”VimbaiassuresmebutIlookatthe

mirrorjusttobesureandIsmoothanimaginary

creaseonmyshorttropicaldress.

“Maybeit’stoomuchIshouldhavegonewiththe

romper,”Iseeherrollhereyesviaherreflectionand

Ifrownather.She’snotbeinghelpful.



“Thisisthefourthtimeyouarechanging,Ruby!You

lookgorgeous,youcouldn’tlooklessgorgeousin

anythingyouchoose.Nowifyoudon’tgetmoving

you’llbelateandthatisunattractive.”

Isighbecauseshe’srightandIslapsomerubylip

balm onmylipsandgrabmyphone,glasses,hat

andbagandmakemywayoutofmywaterfront

room.

“Haveyouchangedyourmindaboutcomingwith

me?”Ithrowinmypuppyeyesandpoutprettilybut

thatonlymakesherlaugh.

“Youdon’tneedachaperoneonyourdate,relaxshe

saidshewillmeetupwithyousoshewantsthisas

muchasyoudo.”

Idoubtthat’strue,Ihaveobsessivelythoughtabout

seeingTenderoformonthsanditfeelslikeithas



beenyears.Idraggedmyfamilyhalfwayacrossthe

worldtocomeandbewithher.Iwasexcitedupuntil

ourjetcircledoverFrederickHenryBayandSeven

MileBeachtolandfrom thesouthofHobart

InternationalAirport.Icouldn’tevenadmirethe

aerialviewofbrilliantbluewateragainstthe

symmetricalAussiebuildings.

AllIcouldthinkaboutwasTendero,wouldshebe

happywhenshesawme?Theonlytimemythoughts

driftedfrom herwaswhenthecutesnifferdoggave

myhandluggageagoingover,thewetnosemade

megiggleabitandrealisethatitwasrainingwhen

welanded.

Myheartplummetedtomystomachoncewe

reachedMACq01Hotel,theplaceisdivineand

riddledwithTasmanianfolkloreandhistoryfrom

artefactsdisplayeddownstairs,IsawaNapoleonic

sabre,tothehugecanvassabovemybeda

reproductionofalandscapeinHobart.Myhands



becameclammywhenIhadtodialhernumberwhile

perchedontheedgeofmybed.

“Hello?”hearinghervoicealmosthadmeweeping

andIgrippedthephonetomyearwhileItookin

copiousamountsofair,tryingtocalm mytrembling

hands.

ShehadtorepeathergreetingbeforeIhadcollected

myselfenoughtoutteranyword.

“Tendi,it’sme.Pleasedon’thangup,”Iaddedhastily

andletoutanairofreliefwhenIcouldstillhearher

breathingonthephone.Ithadbecomeerraticafter

hearingmyvoiceandthatgavemehope,Istillaffect

herasmuchassheaffectsme.

“Iummh,Imeanwe,myfamilyandI,justgothere

andIdon’tknowanyonearoundhere.Iwas

wondering,ifyouarefreeandifit’snottoomuchof



aburden…”myvoicetaperedoffwhenallIcould

hearwaherbreathingoverthestaticoftheline.

ThenIgulpeddowntherestofmynervesandasked

herifshecouldmeetmeattheOldWharf

Restaurantwhichisdownstairs.

“OrIcancometowhereveryouwantmetocome,

justtellmewhereandwhenI’llbethere.I’llprobably

getlostabitbutI’llfigureitout,”Iaddedatouch

desperatelywhenshestillhadn’tsaidaword.

“You’rehere?InHobart?”shefinallyasked

incredulouslyjustwhenIwasabouttolosemymind.

“Yeah,Ihadtoseeyou,”Iansweredsimplyasifit

wastheeasiestthingtogetupandtravelwhileyou

arepoliticalexilesofsomesort.



Bysomemiracle,sheagreedtocomeandseeme.

ShesaidOldWharfRestaurantwasaperfectplace

tomeetandthenendedthecall.Ineededmoreof

hervoicebutthenremindedmyselfthatIhavealot

ofgrovellingtodobeforeIcanwinbackhertrust

andherheart.Sheagreedtoseemeandthat’sa

goodstart.

“You’llbefine,”Vimbai'sgentleconvictionbringsme

backfrom mythoughtsandIsmilefaintlyather

whilesqueezingherhand.

Shestraightensthestrapofmydressbeforeleaving

metogobacktoherhusband,theirsuiteisnextto

myroom andIthankheavensthatthewallshere

seem tobenoise-proofed.I’m stilltraumatisedfrom

thelastnightinLakeChivero.Theywereatitall

night,Ihadtofindmysoundcancellingheadphones

beforeIcouldfallasleep.WhenIwokeuptogoto

thetoiletatdawn,Imadethemistakeoftakingoff

theheadphonesandheardmyfather’sgrowls



followedbyVimbai'sscreams.Isn’thetoooldtobe

makinganyonescream likethat?Dopregnant

womenevengetiton?Oram Itheonlyonewith

perverseparents?Thehorror,thetraumaofknowing

thatyourfatherisgettingitonallthroughthenight!

Indigenousartefactsandreplicasincluding

kangarooskins,amodelcanoe,conchshells,kelp

basketsanddiggingsticksgracetheLoungebutI

can’tadmirethem fullypastthedroningsoundofmy

heartbeat.Thestaffiswarm andfriendlyandIam

guidedtomyreservedtable.Igotacornertablewith

thebestviewoftheharbourandIgratefullysipon

thewinethathasbeenrecommended,swirlingthe

deepredliquidtogathersomeliquidcouragefrom

itsrichthickness.

Iseeherthemomentshestepsintotheroom.My

heartisthuddingpainfullyagainstmychest.She

looksgorgeousindungareeshorts,sneakersanda

checkeredshirt,rolledupsleevesandtiedonher



midriff,showingofftheinkonherabs.Whendidshe

getthosetats?Theylookhotandmyheartis

beatingtoawholeotherrhythm.Thisonemakesme

sweatbetweenmylegs.

Shelookslikeshe’sbeenworkingoutandshehasa

noseringthatlooksultra-coolonher.Istand

awkwardly,Idon’thavetostandbecausesheis

beingusheredtoourtablebutIfeeltheneedtoopen

herchairmyself.

“Ruby!”herwideinfectioussmilehighlightingthe

gapbetweenherteetheasessomeofmynervesand

Ihugher.

Atfirst,shedoesn’trespond,herarmslielimpbut

afteraheartbeat,shehugsmebackjustasfiercely.I

clingtoherforaslongasIcanuntilshestarts

squirming.Ilethergoandshesitsinfrontofme.



“Youlookgorgeous,”it’snotacompliment,Iam

blownawaybyhowateasewithherselfsheseems.

She’sblushingandIrealisethatIhavenever

complimentedherbefore.Ourrelationshipsortof

evolvedaroundmemoreandthethoughtmakesme

sad.

“Tendi…”

“Ruru…”

Wespeakatonceandthenwelaughatthesilliness,

ithelpsdiffusetheawkwardnessthathadsettled

overusaftermycompliment.

Thewaitressgreetsusagainwithabigfriendly

smileandaskstotakeourorders.



“I'dsayoptfortheChef’sTableexperienceforfive

coursesfrom theopen-stylekitchenservedwith

storiesofproduceoriginandsomerippingTassie

yarns,”sheoffersinhertwangwhileIbrowse

mindlesslythroughthemenuandIagreetoher

suggestionandsodoesTendero.

“So,Tendi,whathaveyoubeenupto?”

“I’m doinganadvanceddiplomaofleadershipand

managementattheInternationalCollegeof

TasmaniaandIalsoworkpart-timeatthe

SalamancaWhiskeybar,mostlyonweekendsor

whenevertheyarebusyorhaveevents.”Shesounds

abitlikethewaitress,thewaysheshapesherwords.

“Areyoucopingwithschoolandwork?”shetipsher

glassasIpourhersometime,Irefusedwhenthe

waitresswantedtopourherdrink.



“AtfirstIstruggledwithfindingabalancebutI’ve

foundapacethatworksforme.I’llprobablystop

whenIgettothelastyearismystudies.”

Thefoodcomesandwearetalkingasifwewere

neverapart.Imostlysteertheconversationtoher

andherlifehereinAustralia.I’m notreadytoshare

afterthewholeCamillathing,Idon’tlikelaying

myselfbare.Notaboutprisonandrape.

“Youlooklikeyou’vebeenworkingout,”ImussasI

dragmyknifeacrossmysteak,medium rareandso

succulent.

“Ihave,IneverthoughtIwouldbeagym bunnybutI

loveitnow.Ithelpsclearmymindanditkeepsme

happy,”Iwonderwhatplagueshermind.Asmall

partofmewishesitwasme.Idon’twanttopokeit

thoughorthrowtheboat.



“Howareyourparents?”

Ilastspoketohermotherwhenshetoldmetostay

awayfrom herdaughter.Acloudshiftsoverhereyes

forafewseconds,shelooksabithauntedbutthen

shesmiles.

“Theyarefine,justgoingthroughadivorcesoyeah,”

Iseethewayshebitesherlowerlip.Asuresignthat

thinkingaboutitmakesheremotionalandshe’s

tryingtoholdheremotionsin.

“I’m sorryTendi,”Iknowhowmuchherparents

meantoher.

“It’sbetternow,theynolongerneedtospeak

throughme.Itgotsobadinthebeginning,thepolice

hadtobecalledatsomepoint.Heimpregnateda

fellowengineerattheirworkplace.”



MyheartbreaksforhermotherandforTenderotoo.

Whenshefinallyjoinsherfamilyariftisformed

betweenthem.SheusedtobesuchaDaddy’sgirl

andIknowthatshefeelsjustasbetrayedasher

mother.Sheblinksandthepaindecapitates,leaving

asadlittlesmilethatIlastsawwhenshetoldmeit

wasoverbetweenus.

“Noneofitisyourfault,bothyourparentsloveyou

somuchandthistakesnothingawayfrom theirlove

foryou.”

I’m relievedwhenshedoesn’tsnatchherhandaway

from mineandsheallowsmetoholdherevenwhen

Isqueezeitgently.

“Thisisthemostwe’vetalkedaboutme,”shesays

sadlywithahintofsurpriseasifshe’sgoingbackto

allourconversations.IdothesameandIdon’tlike

whatIcomeupwith.



“Iwasaselfishbrat,I’m sorrythatIdidn’tlavishyou

withthesameloveandattentionthatyoushowed

me,”shecloseshereyesasifmyadmissionistoo

muchforherandwhensheopenshereyestheyare

shimmeringwithpunishedtears.

“Thankyou.Ineededtohearthat.Ruby,thereis

somethingIneedtotellyou,”Icanfeelmypalms

gettingsleekwithsweat.

Pleasedon’tsayit,pleasedon’tletitbewhatIthink

itis.Ibegsilently.Itfeelslikemylipshavebeen

gluedshut.

“Ihavesomeoneinmylifeandit'sserious."

......

MorningFamily



Ihopeyouhavealovelyweekendahead.Weare

probablygoingtoendRubiesandRainnextweek.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

Finale(Partone)

"Don'trunawayfrom grief,o’soul/Lookforthe

remedyinsidethepain/becausetherosecame

from thethorn/andtherubycamefrom astone."~

Rumi

Icouldhavelethergoafterthemealwithahugand

akissonthecheek,butI’m asuckerforpain.SoI

stayed.Iaskedhertotellmemoreabouttheperson

thatshe’swithanditbothbreaksandhealsmyheart

toseeherglowingasshetalkaboutthegirlwhohas

herheartnow.

“AvaisaDJ,teachesEnglishonlineduringtheday,a

contentcreatorandshe’salsodoingherMastersin

Telecommunicationspart-time.She’safreespirit,

daringbutsheshowsmeeverysingledaythatshe



lovesmeandisn’tshytolovemeoutloud.I’m afraid

oftheneedlesoeachtimeIwantatattooshegoes

withmeandgetsanotherone,”Avasoundslikea

crossbetweenanangelandademon,I’m tryingto

hateonherbutshesoundsliketheperfectperson

forTendero.

“Howdidyouguysmeet?”Iwanttostabmyselfin

thehandwiththeforkI’m holdingbutItoldmyself

thattodayisn’taboutme,it’saboutTendero.Evenif

hearingabouthergirlfriendleavesabittertastein

mymouth,Iwilllistentoher.

“Shealsotutorsatmycollege,Iwasmeetingherfor

myEnglishclassandshecouldn’ttakehereyesoff

me.Ilikeditbutitwasalsokindofcreepy.Thenthe

nextdaywhenIwenttoher,shetoldmethatshe

askedthem toassignanothertutorforme,Iwasso

disappointed.Untilshebroughtmeflowersthenext

dayandtoldmethatshelikesmeandthat’swhyshe

hadtostopbeingmytutor.Itfeltdifferentyou



know,”Ilookblanklyatherpromptandsheshrugs

hershoulders,somethingshedoeswhenshe’s

avoidingconflict.

“No,goonIwanttoknowwhatyoumeanby

different,”suckerforpain.

“Differentfrom youandI,therewasneverany

pursuingbetweenus.Wejustwentfrom beingbest

friendstokissingonenightaftermovienight.Ava

pursuedme,pulledallthestopsfrom flowerstoa

yachtdinneraskingmetobehers.Itfeltmagical

almost,”I’m hurtandIwanttodefendmyselfbutI

realisethatsheisright.

Everythingwithusjusthappenedwithoutany

prompting,anyextraeffortsfrom eitherofus.

Maybethat’salie,TendididtrybutIwastooscared

ofdisappointingmyparents.



“I’m happyforyou,Tendi,”andImeanit.“You

deservetobelovedoutloud.Youdeservethe

romanceandfireworks.Iam justsorrythatIdidn’t

putanyeffortintous.”

“That’snotwhatImeantRuru,wewerekids,ina

largelyhomophobicandclosetedcountry.Wedidn’t

plantofallinlove,wejustdid.Ithappenedandeven

thoughIhaveknownaboutmypreferencesinceas

longasIcanremember,itwasstillhard.Ihadmy

parents,theyareliberaltheymademeacceptand

livemytruth.Youdidn’t.ImeantthatinanotherlifeI

wouldhavelovedtopursueyouorbepursuedby

youasopenlyasAvadid,butitwouldbeunfairof

metoholdthatagainstyoubecausethetwoofyou

arefrom differentworldsandAvaisolderthanyou.

Pleasedon’tcry,”herreassuringwordsandher

thumbwipingmytearsmakesmeawarethatI’m

crying.

“You’resoamazing,youknowthat?Avaisavery



luckygirl.”

WhenTenderoblushes,it’slikeitcomesfrom deep

withinherbelly,warmingupherdarkchocolateskin

andsendingsparksthroughhereyes.Shelookslike

alamphasbeenlightupinsideherandlikeamoth,

I’m drawntoherflame.

Iam soclosetohernowthatwearebreathingeach

other’sair.Idon’tknowifI’m theonlyonewho

leanedinorsheleanedinaswell.Butthesparks

betweenusarereignited.Whenourlipstouch,the

tiniestbutterflytouch,itfeelslikesomeonehas

torchedmybloodanditcomeshummingbacktolife.

Shepullsawayabruptlyandthemomentisbroken

butmybloodburnsfrom thatbrieftouch.

“I’m sorry…”

“Ishouldgo…”



Webothspeakatthesametime,she’snolonger

holdingeyecontactwithmeandImissheralready.I

asktowalkheroutandsheagrees.

“Whoisthegiantmanwhoisfollowingus?Inoticed

him intherestaurant,”Iturnslightlytoseewhoshe

meansandJoshuagivesmeaminisalute.

“Oh,that’sjustmysecurity,”Idon’twanttoexplain

thathe’sVimbai’ssecuritybecausethenI'dhaveto

explainwhoVimbaiis.It’sarelieflisteningtoher

talkaboutherlife,adjustingtoAustraliaandschool.

Thesunisabouttosetandithadturnedaluminous

ballofmagentaandindigohuesinthecloudsthat

arereflectedinthewater.It’smagicalandIsneaka

pictureofTenderowithherfaceturnedtowardsthe

sunset.Perfection.Wearenowwalkingalongthe

harbour.It’slikeI’m insideanoilpainting,everything



stuckintime;fishingboats,sailingyachts,motor

cruisersandcommercialvesselsallmixedinone

smallarea.Givingtheplaceaquaintandlaidback

feel.

“Youshouldtotallygokayakingandexplorethe

hiddencoves.MaybegoonadaytriptoSandyBay

andwanderalongMarievilleEsplanade,seethe

luxuriouswaterfrontmansionsandtheRoyal

TasmanianYachtClub’ssquadronofsailingboats,”

hereyessparkleasshetalksoftheplacesthatshe’s

discoveredandallI’m thinkingisthatIonlywantto

explorethoseplaceswithher.Idon’ttellherthough,

Ijustlethertalk.

“Iwenttherewithmymothertocheerherupwhen

shefiledfordivorce.Wewentallthewayupto

WrestPointCasino.Unfortunately,wecouldn’t

affordthehelicopterrideoverHobart.Iheardthat

it’sscenicandshowsalltheHobarthighlights,from

TasmanBridgeandBelleriveOvaltothecity’spatron



peak,MountWellington,”shepointsoutMount

Wellingtonfrom wherewearebutit’sgettingabit

darkandIcan’tmakeoutmorethanitssilhouette.

“IhavetogetgoingRuby,thankyouforlunch.Itwas

greatseeingyou,howlongareyougoingtobe

around?”

“Ummm notsureyet,I’llhearwhatmyDadand

Vimbaihavetosay,”tellingherthetruththatI

relocatedmyfamilyherejusttobewithherwillnot

onlymakemeseem desperatebutwillalsoputtoo

muchpressureonher.Idon’twanttomakeherfeel

bad.

“Vimbai?”thereisabitofworryinhervoice.

“Weneedanotherlunchdateformetounpack

everythingthathasbeenhappeninginmylifethis

pastyear.Thankyouforcoming,Iwasn’tsureyou



wouldcome.Irespectthatyouhavemovedonbut

canwestillbefriends?YouareliketheonlyfriendI

haveintheworld,”besidesVimbaiandDaviraibut

theyarefamily.Iholdoutmyhandforahandshake.

Shelooksatithesitantlyforamomentbefore

attackingmewithahug.Iholdontoherforabit,

inhalinghernewspicyscentcombinedwithher

naturalsweetmusk.Shedoesn’tseem inahurryto

letmego,sowejuststayineachother’sarmsuntil

atearlandsonhershoulder.IlethergobeforeI

startsobbingandkisshergentlyontheforehead.

“Letmeknowwhenyougethome,yeah?”

Shenodswhilebitingherlipthensheturnsabruptly,

rushingawayasifhoundsarechasingher.Istandin

thesamespot,watchinghermovequicklypastthe

throngofpeoplewhoarelaughingandchattinguntil

she’saspeckinthecrowd.Joshuaclearshisthroat

nexttome,signallingthatweshouldgoback.



“She’sfoundsomeoneelse,”Idon’tknowwhyI’m

tellinghim becauseheneversaysmuchbutatleast

hedoesn’tgruntlikeUncleGummy.

“Doyouwantmetoeliminatethecompetition?”

Iknowthathe’snotjokingandthatmakesmelaugh,

thatwouldbetheeasysolutionbutIwouldn’tbe

abletolivewithmyselfandhowdoIevenlook

Tenderointheeyeafter.

“No,it’sok.Sometimeswemessuptheoneswe

lovethemostandtheonlykindnesswecandois,let

them goandfindhappinesswithoutus.”

Icanseethatmywordshitanervewithhim buthe

gruntsandtheemotionthatwasonhisface

disappearsandwemovesilentlybacktothehotel.

Thelightsareonanditgivestheplaceanevenmore



intimatevibe.Couplesareholdinghands,someare

kissing,it’slikefairydusthasbeensprinkledaround

theentireboardwalk.It’ssickeninglybeautiful.

***

“Howdiditgo?”Vimbaiattacksmewiththe

question,themomentIgetintotheirsuite.She’s

almostgiddyinexcitement.

“Chitekete,calm down.You’remakingthebaby

excited,”shethrowsmyfatheronewrithinglookand

heshrugs,raisinghishandinsurrender.

UncleGumburaichucklesattheirinteraction,ever

sincetheShefusupper,UncleGumburailaughs,he

chucklesandIheardhim goonafull-onguffawat

Joshua'sexpense.Iwasn’tlisteningtothe

conversationbutIthinkithadsomethingtodowith

Joshua'swomanfindinganicechurchguy.That



tickledUncleGumburainoend.

“Lunchwasgreat,Ijustwalkedherhome,”Isayand

myfathergivesmeareassuringsmileasifhecan

tellwhat’sbeingmybreezyvoiceandfixedsmile.

“She’sfoundsomeoneandsaysit’sserious,”Ihate

thelooksofpitythatI’m receivingsoIturntomy

phone.Notextmessages.

Vimbai'sbellyshowsupfirstandthatbringsasmile

tomyface.Iplacemyhandonherbellyandrighton

cue,hestartskickingexcitedlyasifhe’sbeen

waitingonmethewholeday.Thatraisesmyspirit

considerably.

“You’llbefine,you’vebeenthroughtheworstand

cameoutstrongerforit,”Inodmyheadandkeep

strokingherbelly.



Thetruthisoneofthethingsthatkeptmefightingin

prisonwastheneedtomakethingsrightwith

Tendero.Theotherthingswasmybabybrother,my

wishtovisitmymother’sgraveandVimbai’s

strength.Now,Ifeelbereft,off-kilter.

“Doyouloveher?”Myfatherasksandit’sstillweird

openinguptohim aboutmyrelationshipwith

Tendero.

Ofcourse,IloveTendibutshelookshappy,happier

thanIhaveeverseenheranditwouldbeselfishof

metowanttodisruptthat.Right?Inodatmy

father’squestionandhenodsbackbriefly.

“Thenyougether,don’tletanyonemessaround

withyourhappiness.”

“Ian!”Vimbai’svoiceissharplyadmonishing,“Weare

notemotionallyblackmailingRuby'sgirlfriendand



nothinghappenstothenewgirlinherlife.Nothing,

doyouhearme?”

She’saddressingallthemenintheroom,looking

from Dad,UncleGumburaitoJoshua.Theyall

mumbletheirconcessionandshedemandsmore

vocalresponses.It’skindoffunnyseeingallthese

bigguysbeingbossedaroundbyonetiny,pregnant

woman.IexcusemyselfandIgolockmyselfinmy

room.IplayEdSheeran'sHappierandIcurlintoa

ballinmybedandstareatthepictureofTendero

thatItooksttheharbour.

“Butain'tnobodyhurtyoulikeIhurtyou

Butain'tnobodyneedyoulikeIdo

Iknowthatthere'sothersthatdeserveyou

ButmydarlingIam stillinlovewithyou

ButIguessyoulookhappier,youdo



MyfriendstoldmeonedayI'llfeelittoo

Icouldtrytosmiletohidethetruth

ButIknowIwashappierwithyou”

Iwipethetearsfrom myeyeswhenIgetatext

messagenotification.

“HeyRu,gothomesafe.Itwassogreattoseeyou

again.XXXX”

Istopmyselffrom pouringoutmyheartandbegging

hertotakemeback.Itypeanddeleteafewtimes

untilIfindtherightresponse.

“ItwasamazingseeingyoutooTendi,goodnight

XXXX”

Ican'tgetovertheglowofherskinfrom theraysof



thesettingsun.ShelookssurrealandIpostthe

pictureonmyInstagram andIsimplycaptionit

Goddess.EdSheeranisstillmourninginmyears,

makingmyheartbleed.

"'Causebabyyoulookhappier,youdo

Iknewonedayyou'dfallforsomeonenew

Butifhebreaksyourheartlikeloversdo

JustknowthatI'llbewaitinghereforyou"

......

MorningFamily

Ihopeyourweekisfilledwithgoodnessand

blessings.

LoveandLight



BusisekileKhumalo

RubiesandRain

FINALEPart2

Iworkwithgoldthatholdsourpastanddiamonds

thatseethefutureandrubiesthatlongforlove.It's

justawayoftellingastory.-WarisAhluwalia

Crash!Theregoeslightningilluminatingthesky,

Cloudsthecolourruby,darkasanafterbirth,trapped

andbeggingtobeletout.

Inthisheavydownpour,wearecleanedandhumbled,

Moltensimmeringrubystainswebecome

Don'tlosehearttheysay,butit'sthesoulthatis

afflicted,

Forrosescomefrom thornsandtherubycamefrom



stone.

Yet,withtherainpeltingdownangrily,scathingly

Tormentinghercore,thisrubyhasturnedtoadeep,

darksinkinghole.

Orthat'showIthinkitgoes,whenrubiesandrain

collide.

Ireadthroughthepoem again,worryingthetipofmy

penwithmyteeth.Idon’tknow,somethingfeels

lacking.Idon'tthinkIhavefullybroughtforwardmy

pain.HowdoIpaintinwordshowmyworldhas

beencrashingaroundmethispastyear?

Overthepastthreemonths,Ihavefoundthatwriting

poemsandshortstorieshelpsasanoutletforallmy

pentupemotions.Iturnmynightmaresintopoems

andithelpssoothemyheart.Icrumplemostof

them andthrowthem inthebinorburnthem butthis

oneisshowingpromise.IputitasideandItakea

freshpieceofpaper.



DidItellyouoftheflowerthatwasbornatthecrack

ofdawn?

Whilethestonewasbeingpurified,intosapphiresto

beturned,

Itcrackedwideopenrightsmackinthemiddle.

Whattodo?Worriedtheblacksmith,forthestone

wasruinedbefore

Itcouldbepolished.

Iknow,saidthePotter'sson,aFixerofnote.

Let’splantaseed!

Scepticalhewas,buttheblacksmithchuckedinthe

seed.

Anxiously,theyhoveredbutnothinghappened.

Untilthepotter'ssonthoughttothrowthecracked

stoneoutside

Astherainpoured,someofthesapphiresit

destroyed,



Butthenatthecrackofdawn,

Themostbeautifulgem wasborn,

Withleavessoblue,stemssodelicate

Andpetalsassoftasthetouchofababe

Stomaascreamingtextureoffireandice,

SunshineandShadows

RubiesandRain

SapphiresandDawn

Petalsthecolourofaraginginferno

Amorebeautifulflowerisyettobeknown

Thatishowtheflowerwasborn,inthecrackof

dawn.

IsighasIreadoverthisone,itdoesn’tmakemuch

sensebutitgivesmepeace.Ipressthepapertorid

itofallwrinklesbeforeIplaceitontopofthefirst

poem.Iclosemyjournalcarefullyandputitinmy

deskdrawer.Thesunishiddenbyquicklydarkening



clouds,astorm isapproaching,Icanfeelitbythe

biteinmyfingers.Temperatureshavedroppedalot.

Isighandputonmyjumperbeforeheadingoutfor

supper.

AlthoughIwantedtomoveoutofAustraliawhen

Tenderomadeitclearthatwestoodnochanceasa

couple,Icouldn’t.Well,wecouldn’t,thedoctors

warnedusthatconsideringthehigh-riskfactorof

herpregnancy,Vimbaicouldn’trisktravellinguntil

aftershegavebirth.SoDadboughtusabungalow

nexttothebeachontheoutskirtsofHobart.It’s

beautifulandhomely,nottoobigbutthereisroom

forallofustostayoutofeachother’sway.

“Hey,Ruru,”Vimbai’senergyhasdiminishedoverthe

lastmonth.Shetalksslowly,walkslikeadrunken

slugandeveryothermovementofhersisslow.

“Hey,Vimbai,heyDawn,”Irefusetocallmybrother

afteraHararescandalrag.Nopeno,naminghim



Kwayedzaisjustbeggingfortheboytobebullied.

“He’slowerthanusualtoday.Whywon’thejust

comeout?”shesoundslikeshewantstocryandI

sootheherasmuchasIcanuntilwereachthe

diningroom table.Dadswiftlyopensthechairfor

herandIcan’tmissthepictureofdevotiononhis

faceashefussesoverher.Joshualooksas

miserableasIfeelifnotworse.

“WhereisUncleGumburai?”

“Hewentouttoexplorethecity,”weird.

VimbaiandIsharelooks.DadbeingDad,ignoresus

andsaysgracebeforediggingintothefood.His

graceisalwaysrushed,heonlydoesitforVimbai,

wealldo.IwanttoaskmoreaboutUncleGumburai

butthenVimbailetsoutascream.Weallturntoher

andshe’sclutchingatthesideofherstomach.



Thebabyiscoming.Aftertheinitialshock,weall

jumpintoaction.Igoandgrabherbabybag,Dad

callsherdoctorwhileJoshuabringsaroundthecar.

***

I’m sittinginfrontwithJoshuawhileDadisholding

Vimbaiatthebackandhelpingherbreathe.The

windishowling,pickingupspeed.I’veheardof

Hobartstormsbutitseemslikeweareaboutto

experienceone.Fatdropsofrainpeltonthecar

screenwhenweareaboutfiveminutesfrom the

HobartPrivateHospital,theycouldhavebeenmore

creativewiththenamebutthefacilitiesaresaidto

bethebestinTasmania.

“Wearehere,Chitekete,trynottofallasleep,”Ifeel

sorryformyfather,hesoundsscared.Weallgrow

alarmedwhenwenoticethatVimbaistarted



bleedinginthecar.Thereisastretcherwaitingfor

uswhenweparkandsheisquicklywhiskedaway

whileIrunafterthem withthebabybagandJoshua

takesthecartobecleaned.

DadandVimbaihavedisappearedintoaprivate

maternitysuiteandI’m leftpacinginthewaiting

room.DadcomesinjustasIsitandIspringupin

worry.

“Thebag,I’m goingtoscrubandIwon’tbeallowed

backhere,”IswallowinreliefandIhandhim thebag.

He’sgoneforabouttenminuteswhenthereisa

commotionintheirsuite.Ahugebedisrolledout

withVimbaistucktosomemachinesandpipes.I

wouldn’thaveknownitwasherifIdidn’tseeDad

followingherinhisscrubs,rushingforthedoctor

andnurses.



“Dad!”Icallafterhim butheonlyturnsandgivesme

abrief,shatteredlookbeforerushingafterthem.I

stopanursewhojustcameoutofthesuiteaswell

andaskwheretheyaregoing.

“I’m theirdaughter,”Iexplainwhenshejusteyesme

suspiciously.Shestillseemsunsatisfiedwithmy

answerbutshestillresponds.

“Thebabyneedsahigherlevelofcare,heand

mommyareindistresstheyarebeingtakentoThe

NeonatalandPaediatricIntensiveCareUnitatthe

RoyalHobartHospitalwhichisadjacenttoour

facility.Don’tworryDrKristenisoneofthemost

capableobstetriciansinthecountry.Mommyand

babyareingoodhands.”

Isittherealone,wringingmyhandsuntilJoshua

comesbackandIgivehim alowdownofwhatI’ve

beentoldandhetellsmethatthestorm israging

outside.Myphonerings,startlingmeandIfrown



whenIseeTendero’snumber.

I’veonlyseenherthreetimesinthepastthree

monthsandshewasabitdistantonourlastouting

soIdecidedtoletgoofhercompletely.Thisisthe

firsttimethatshe’scallingme.Sheusuallytextsand

neverthislate.

“Tendi?”

“Ruby,”hervoicesoundsdifferent,muffledand

hoarse.

“What'sup?”Iaskwhenthesilencehasstretchedon

forabit.

“Ummm couldyoupleasetakedownmypictures

thatyoupostedonyourInstagram account.”



Myheartslowsdowninconfusion.Howdoesshe

knowmyghostaccount?

“Tendi,Ideletedallmysocialmedia,”Iactdumb.

That’sbetterthanbeingacreepyexwhosteals

pictureswhenyoumeetupandpoststhem onher

ghostaccount.

“TheRuruMoyoaccount,Iknowthat’syou.You

usedyourmother’smaidenname.Please,justtake

them down.”Shesoundsagitated,somethingisn’t

righthere.

“Tendiareyouok?Youdon’tsoundok.”

“Justtakethem down,Ruby,”firstofallhercalling

meRubyshowsthatsomething’swrongandIknow

Tenderowhenshe’sangry,shedoesn’tsoundso

muffled.



“Tendi…”ThelinediesbeforeIcanfinishmy

sentence.Icallherbackandsheanswers.

“Rubyjustdeletethefuckenpictures!”

IswitchthecalltoFacetimeandsherejectsit.Itry

againtoFacetimeanditgetsrejectedagainandthis

timewhenIcallheritdoesn’tgetthrough.I’vebeen

blocked.Evenmytextsdon’tgothrough.Ican’t

shakethefeelingthatsomethinghasgonewrong.

I'm abouttoasktouseJoshua'sphonewhenDad

comesback.Helookslikehehasagedalotinthe

pasttwohours.Therearehaggardlinesdrawnon

hisforehead.

“Daddy?”Ipromptwhenhejuststaresatuswith

blankeyes.Hesitsdownandberrieshisheadinhis

hands.Thenhisshouldersstartheavingashesobs

quietly.Thewindseemstobewailingwithhim and



thelightsmomentarilygooffbeforethegenerator

kicksin.Hewon'trespondtoourquestionshejust

sobs.

......

MorningFamily

ThosewhoorderedThePrincessandthePiperI'm

sorryforthedelaybutI'vebeenassuredthatthe

printerswilldeliverthisweek.

WehaveonemoreinsertthenwewrapupRubies

andRain.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo



RubiesandRain

TheEnd

“Thereisasacrednessintears.Theyarenotthe

markofweakness,butofpower.Theyspeakmore

eloquentlythantenthousandtongues.Theyare

messengersofoverwhelminggrief…and

unspeakablelove.”–WashingtonIrving

Ian/Shadow

WhenEmmadied,Ihadknownforaboutamonth

thatshewasdyingbutitstillhitmesosuddenlyand

IfeltlikeIwasdrowning.Sheheldtogetherthe

humanityinmeandaroundher,IgottobeIannever

Shadow.Herlossbroughtasharp,insistentpainin

myheartbutIhadtoshelfmypainandfocuson

Ruby.



Mysweetgirl,hermotherhidhersicknessfrom her

againstmyadvice,shedidn’twantherRubytoworry.

EmmashieldedRubyfrom therealitiesoftheworld

andwhenshedied,Isawmydaughterchangeinto

anentitledandresentfulbrat.IsawithappenbutI

couldn’tchangeitbecauseIwasn’tgoodat

parenting,Emmahelddownthatforteffortlesslyand

mademelookgoodatittoo.

IkeptittogetherforRubyuntilshewentbackto

schoolandthenIstarteddrowninginalcohol.But

giventhenatureofmywork,Icouldn’tevendrown

myselfintooblivion.Ialwayshadtobeawareofmy

surroundings,alwayslookingovermyshoulder.

Threatsweremanyandanysignofweaknesswould

havecostmemylife,Rubycouldn’tremaina

completeorphan.So,whileIdrank,Iobsessedover

planningherfuture,protectingherthebestwayI

knewhowandsomehow,Imanagedtomessup

eventhatbycausingherpain.



Joshuaplannedahousepartyforme,asanattempt

toclearmyheadofeverything.Haditbeenanyone

else,Iwouldhaverefused.ButIhavehadasoftspot

forJoshuaeversinceIalmostranhim overashe

wasrunningawayfrom acouplethathehad

pickpocketed.Astreetruffianwithquickandbright

eyesevenwhilesunkeninhismalnourishedanddirt-

cakedface.

Ipaidoffthemanwhowaschasinghim andItold

him togetintomycar,muchtoGumburai'sirritation.

Hewasmostlyirritatedbythedirtontheleather

interior,myfathercanbeparticularwithcars.Itook

Joshuatomybasecamp,Ididn’tknowwhereelseto

takehim wherehewouldn’tstealandrunoffbackto

thestreets.Imadesurethathehadabath,awarm

mealthenlefthim inGumburai'shands.

Hehatedadmittingit,butGumburaiwasimpressed

bytheboy'sathleticprowess,hisagilityandthathe

wasalsoclever.JoshuahasaveryhighIQalmostas



highasmine.Gumburaifinallyadmittedthathe

remindedhim ofme.Oncehewascombat-ready,I

tookhim inandtaughthim everythingIknow.Ihad

resignedmyselftoneverhavinganheir.Thisworld

isn’tforwomenorsoIthoughtthatisuntilImet

VimbaiatthehousepartythatJoshuaplanned.

Shedeliberatelyclunkedherfeetsothathershoes

couldannounceherpresenceandIwatchedher

from thecornerofmyeyesassheswayedthose

non-existenthipsofhers.Shewasultra-confidentin

herselfanditannoyedmewhenshestarted

simperinglikeagold-digginghussy.Thatquickly

changedthoughwhenIwasdeliberatelyrudetoher.

Shecalledmeoutonmybullshit.

“Peoplewithsmalldickenergyareexhausting!”

ThosewordsaftergivingmethefirsttalkdownIhad

everreceivedfrom awomanandgulpingdownmy

MacallanM 1950Spanishoakwhiskeyasifitwas



water,mademewanttobendheroverthebartable

andfuckhertooblivion.Thosewerethefirstsexual

thoughtsthatIhadsinceEmma’sdeath.Luckily,she

ranaway.Butthatdidn’tremoveVimbaifrom my

mind.

Ihadtoknowifshewassentbyanyone,her

backgroundandeverypieceofinformationthere

wasonher.Gatheringintelonherwaschild’splay,

hackingintoherdevicesbymyselfandnotsending

Joshua,wasexhilaratingandthemostaliveIhad

feltinmonths.

WhenshesleptwithChatunga,Ishouldhaveletgo.I

did,forallofadaybutthenwhenherlocation

showedupintheseedypartsofMbare,Iwas

curious.Howshehandledherfriend'snear-death

abortionattemptandblackmailingthatpathetic

doctorgavemeahard-on.Itriedtofuckdifferent

womenwhoweresimilartoherinstructurethen

thosewholookednothinglikeher,butnothingcould



getthatrazorwittedwomanoutofmymind.She

wasafewyearsolderthatRuby,thatshouldhave

deterredmebutVimbaihadabackboneand

maturityfarbeyondheryearsandonceIhadcaught

awhiffofherscent,Ijusthadtohaveataste.

WhenMasaitithreatenedherlife,Icouldn’tsee

clearly,Ihadtoprotectheratallcosts,shedidn’t

fold.Shedidn’tbreakdownandweep.Shedancedto

mybeatbutkeptupwithmetoetotoeandthat

shouldhavetoldmethatshewasmyequal.She

dancedwithShadowandcamebackunscathed.

Shedidn’tonlyknowIan,thebusinessmanasEmma

wasonlycomfortableknowingwithoutprobing

further.Vimbaiprobeduntilshecamefacetoface

withShadowandshedidn’tcower,no,shelovedme

asIanandasShadow.Shetookwhatwaslightand

darkinmeandgavememore.Somuchmore.

Inthattheatreroom whentheywereoperatingon



herlowerabdomen,IwasallowedtowatchandIcut

myson’sumbilicalcord.Thenursetookhim for

cleaningandthedoctorwasabouttostitchher

whenshestopped.Itoremyeyesfrom Vimbai's

tearyonestoseewhatwashappening.

“Oh-oh,itlookslikewehaveanotherbaby.It’saboy,”

IrememberhowmuchmyhandsshookbeforeIcut

theumbilicalcordofmysurprisegift.Ishouldhave

knownthatVimbaiwouldgivememorethanI

bargainedfor,again.

Iwaslaughingandcrying,sowasshe,themost

perfectmomentofourlovepersonifiednotjustby

onebutbytwo.

“Youdidit,Chitekete,yougavemedoublethe

greatestgiftsIcouldhaveeveraskedfor,”Ikissed

hertearsaway.

“IdeserveaBugattiforthis,twins!”Shewas



exhausted,inpainbuthadthewidestsmilethatI

hadeverseenonher.

Thedoctorhadjustfinishedstitchingherandthe

babieswerebroughtbackinadoublecotmovable

bedwhenthemachinesstartedgoinghaywireand

Vimbaistartedconvulsing,hereyesturningtothe

backofherhead.

“Thereisuncontrolledelectricalactivityinthebrain,

herbloodpressureisspiking…”Idon’tremember

whatwassaidafterthatIjustrememberclutchingat

herhandsandbegginghernottoleaveme.

Asiffeelinghismother’sdistress,oneofthetwins

screamedoncethentherewasutterchaos.

“He’sturningblue!Babyandmotherindistress…”



Ihadtobedraggedoutofthatroom andIknowI

wasstandingintheirwaybutIhadtodosomething,

Icouldn’tloseanotherwifeandasontoboot.The

malenursehadtowrestlemeoutandhewas

patientasItookoffmyscrubsinadaze.

Howhaditallgonesohorriblywrong?Inablinkof

aneye.Idraggedmyselfbacktomyfamilybut

seeingRuby'sworriedfacebroughtitallbackandI

brokedown.Ishouldbeusedtolossbynow,my

motherwasgunneddowninfrontofmeandIstayed

underhercorpse,tryingtogetoutofhercolddead

weight.Myfirstwifesuccumbedtocancer.Igot

shotintheheadandwasleftfordeadinashallow

grave.Ihavelostsomanycomradesalongtheway,

deathisanintricatepartofmylife.

ButthinkingoflosingVimbaioranyofthosetwo

boys,shreddedmyhearttopieces.Awhite,blinding

painricochetedthroughmeandIsuccumbedto

tears.Icouldn’tsayanythingpastthelumpofpain.



……

Idon’tknowhowlongwe’vebeensittinghere,my

tearsaredepleted,Rubyiscurleduponmylap,

JoshuahashisheadburiedonhislapandGumburai

hasjoinedus.Ihatethathehadtocutoffhisdate,

thefirsthe’shadinyearsbutwhenhecalledand

heardthechokedtearsinmyvoice,hecamerunning.

Wearewaitingfornewsfrom thedoctorandshe

comes,stridingpurposelytowardsus.Iseethe

haggardlinesofexhaustionaroundhereyesonce

sheisinfrontofus.Idon’thavethestrengthtoask

andIam gratefulwhenGumburaiasks.

“YourwifehassufferedPostpartum preeclampsia,

whichisaveryseriouscondition.Itcanleadto

strokes,seizuresandothercomplicationsifnot

promptlytreated.Thecausesofpostpartum

preeclampsiaarenotknown,butIsuspect

Schizophreniacomplicationsthenthereisthebirth



ofmonozygotictwins…”

“Monozygotictwins?”RubyaskslookingaslostasI

am.

“Identicaltwins,sorry,soIwillhavetosanctiona

brainscantocheckforanypossiblebraindamage

whileshe’sstillintheinducedcoma.”

Braindamage?Ifeelawhooshingsoundinmyears

andIfeellikescreaming.

“Canthispostpartum preeclampsiabetreated?”

“Issheoutofthewoodsyet?”

JoshuaandRubyaskatthesametimeandthe

doctor'smouththinsevenmoreinsympathy.



“Whilepostpartum preeclampsiacanbetreatedif

detectedearly,therearestillmanyrisksassociated

withit.Permanentdamagetothebrain,liverand

kidneyduetotheseizureandhighproteininher

blood.WeareyettoruleoutPulmonaryedemathat

isaconditionofexcessfluidinthelungs.Shecan

stroke,developThromboembolism,HELLP

syndromeandworst-casescenario,shecandie.The

next48hourswillbeverycritical.”

Ifighttheseaofdespairthatisrisinginme,

threateningtoswallowmewhole.Shecandie.Ruby

issqueezingmyhandtightly.Ihatethisbecausefor

herit’salsolosingamotheralloveragain.Iknow

shewouldchooseVimbaioverme,she’salready

doneitbefore.

“Whataboutthebabies?”



“Oneofthem ishealthyandhasacedhisbody

examinationwhiletheaffectedtwinshowsrelative

ventricularenlargement,aswellingintheleft

ventricleofhisheart.Wearedoingallwecanand

I’verequestedaspecialfoetusMRItobedoneto

seeifnoneoftheswellingisinhisheadaswell.”

…….

IhatehowstrongRubyhashadtobeforallofus.

Shetendstoherhealthytwinbrotherandheldthe

tinyhandsoftheotherastestaftertestwas

performed.I’veheardtalksofdefibrillatorsandheart

implants.I’m justnumbfrom itall.Ihavenotnamed

mychildren.Ican’thelpthelittleresentmentthatI

feeltowardthem.Ifitweren’tforthem,Vimbai

wouldstillbehere.

Rubyontheotherhandispouringallofherloveinto

them.Shereadsthem bedtimestories.She’s

watchingYouTubevideosonhowtobatheababy.



Shewatchesthenursesandcopieshowtheycarry

thebaby,feedthebabyandshealsochecksupon

Vimbaiandthesecondbaby.He’sunderweighta

littleandisfedbypipes.LikeVimbai,it’sunclearif

hehasimprovedornot.Buttheypassedthe48

hourscriticalpoint,thatshouldmeansomething

right?

I’m proudofRuby,thepastfewdayshavebeen

rainingandIknowthatshemissesTendero,Vimbai

andhermother.Yet,she’stakingcareofusall.

Especially,thetwinsandsheisdoinganamazing

job.Shehasgrownupsomuchthispastyear,Ican

barelyrecognisethewomanthatsheisbecoming.

Shehasalayerofsteelthatevenhermotherdidn't

possess.Emmawassoftandallfeminine

gentlenessandishieldedherfrom mylifeas

Shadow.Ruby,gotcaughtupiniteventhrough

scarsremainbutmostlystrengthandresilience

werebirthedinherwhileinthatprisoncell.



MyphoneringsandIletitbeasIhavebeenforthe

pastthreedays.Thistimethecallerispersistentand

Ienduppickingup.

“Shadowmymanplease,pleasecomeonboard.Our

contactinSouthAfricaisactivated.Ineedyouto

pullthisoff.Ihaveuppedyourprice.”The

desperationisevidentinhisvoice,nothinglikethe

corkytonethebastardhadwhenhewasthreatening

myfamily.

Vimbaiputhim inhisplace,thethoughtis

bittersweetnow.Inanotherlife,thiswouldhave

beenthemilestoneofmycareerbutnow,lookingat

Vimbaionthatbedwiththebabyonherotherside,

bothofthem havemachinesandpipesstuckin

them,Ican’tfindthestrengthtobeShadow.Iam

justaman,goingcrazywithgriefandprayingfora

miracle.

“DiscusseverythingwithJoshua.Heisincharge



now.”

Ihangupbeforehecanevenstartcomplaining.

Shadowhasresigned.Inthatmoment,IswearIsee

movementinVimbai'shand,IlookatRubyandshe

hasseenittoo.Therearetearsstreamingdownher

eyesbutbothofusarefrozeninfear.Therain

continuespeltingrelentlesslyoutsideandthereisno

moremovementfrom Vimbaiorthebaby.

......

Thankyousomuchforfollowingmethroughthis

storyandtheothersbefore.Forlendingmeyour

timeandyouremotions,thankyou.

SeeyouonHisBabyMaker.

LoveandLight

BusisekileKhumalo


