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			Chapter 1

			A Flower Like Me

			ALMOST every morning, she would sit on her bed and slightly slide her bedroom curtain to peer out and see if she had any hope on every upcoming new day. At times, she would not plan to do so, but through habit, she would randomly break out of her peaceful morning dreams and peer out. Just like any other unplanned day, on one Tuesday, Whitney broke out of her sleep and peered as usual. Her appearance was critically bad on this particular day. Whitney’s eyes were dark brown in her face, swollen from sobbing. Her hair stood up haphazardly as if she had just finished a fight, yet it was a mind battle that sucked her inside. Already 9am, Whitney was still sitting in her bedroom window corner, her head resting on the wall. Since it was her daily routine, most of her hair at the back was wearing thin to expose an uneven haircut. This morning, Whitney cried more than usual when she sat in the window corner, figuring out an ending.

			“I really wish God would take out the soul He gave me to look after and give me a liberal one. I wonder if the life I’m living is mine. Oh, God! Please take away this burden I have. I can’t endure this any longer. Please, God!” 

			What troubled Whitney’s soul was her age without being married. She was now thirty-three years old and still dependent on her parents as she lived with them. She was a hard-working woman when it came to using her hands. She performed horticulture in the garden which her uncle had made for her, mainly focusing on roses. Whenever she saw them or worked on them, her mind told her she was working with love since these flowers symbolised love.

			“Whitney!”

			“Mum!” 

			“Come over! I want you to remove all the flowers from that garden.”

			“But Mum …”

			“No buts! Just do as I say because I want to use the area myself.” 

			This was Mary Rosberg, a strong, independent woman now making a statement about her daughter’s presence in the house. Wanting to prevent further quarrelling, Whitney headed for the storeroom to get a slash and obey her mother’s new wish. 

			Early the following morning, Mary had to knock several times on her daughter’s bedroom door as a daydreaming Whitney didn’t initially hear the noise. Eventually, the thudding penetrated her thoughts and she opened the door.

			“Oh, it’s you, Mum. Sorry for not hearing you. Please come in.” 

			Mary settled down on Whitney’s bed before speaking.

			“My beloved daughter. I know you think everyone around here hates you because you aren’t married. What they actually hate is that you seem ignorant of the matter. You really know that, as a mother who carried you in my belly for seven months when it should have been nine, I want to be proud of you when you are married.” 

			Instead of responding in words, Whitney’s eyes leaked with a terrible flow of inward tears, especially after her mother labelled her situation ‘ignorant’. 

			“I don’t want you stunned by my presence. Your Aunt Lindsay phoned me asking for you to stay with her in Harare. If you agree, start packing now as she said you must be in Harare before the sun hides today.” 

			Whitney believed the change of environment would reveal what the clouds wanted to show her as a new future, and by 10am, she had left her parents’ tobacco farm in Banket for Harare. By noon she was breathing in the new scent of her aunt’s home in Greendale.

			“WHITNEY, my dear! I decided you should stay here with me after hearing about the ill-treatment you were enduring in your father’s house.”

			“Yes, Aunt!” 

			With a bit of relief gradually seeping into her mind, Whitney agreed. 

			“The truth is I’ve called you to Harare to help you to get a driver’s license and passport if you want them.”

			“Yes, Aunt, I do!”

			“But Whity, don’t tell your parents yet. We don’t know whether or not they still have hope in you.”

			“It’s okay Aunt Lindy. I promise to do everything to prevent anything derailing my ambitions.” 

			Hence began the adventure by which aunt and niece planned for Whitney’s new environment.

			ON Friday, Whitney’s former school friend Nicola and her husband Brandon arrived from the United Kingdom and visited Whitney’s parents to get in touch. Whitney’s father, Jacob Rosberg, gave Nicola his daughter’s cell phone number and, as the couple drove away, Nicola called her friend. Amid their extensive chatting, they arranged to meet in Greendale on Sunday.

			“AUNT Lindy, guess what?”

			“What, my dear? You know I’m not good at guessing.”

			“I have just received a surprise phone call from Nicola, my best friend from school at Langham. She and her husband are coming over on Sunday.”

			“Then we need to prepare something special to show them a warm welcome. Whity, I have to be in town before 3pm to meet my business partner, Mrs Lungi, so I will see you later!” 

			When her aunt drove out, Whitney sashayed into the sitting room and slumped into one of her favourite leather sofas to watch a movie on channel e. 

			“Oh my goodness! I really, really like this.”

			THE Rosberg house had transformed into a place of argument and weeping in the days following Whitney’s departure. Jacob protested that Whitney’s presence in his sister’s house could bring a curse to Lindsay and her husband and cause a divorce. 

			“Jacob, are you ritualistic?” exclaimed Mary, and spontaneously Jacob cut in, “That is if we have ever performed rituals together!” 

			Mary paused before further crushing her husband’s ridiculous statements.

			“So, if you aren’t ritualistic, why do you think Whitney can bring some problems to your sister’s house? Moreover, you are her father, regardless of her situation.”

			“Says who? I don’t have time to waste hearing your ceaseless, phoney words.” 

			Jacob stormed out of the house to the garage, where he fired up his tractor to work in his tobacco fields. This left Mary thinking that allowing Whitney to live with her aunt was less a solution than allowing her to run against the wind.

			WHITNEY was bursting with excitement. The programme that followed the movie focused on young unmarried women who were encouraged to remain proud of themselves by repeating the phrase “a flower like me”! Whitney grasped the concept with both hands, promising herself to be wholly unique.

			“I need to see myself saying these words in a mirror.” 

			Without further delay, Whitney headed for her bedroom mirror, but fortune had another idea. Reaching her bedroom door, she tripped over her doormat and toppled into the door, delivering the wood with a hard kiss that left her mouth butchered. 

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Unconditional Dilemma

			“HEY, you people! Why are you sitting basking in the sun? Have you finished my work? I want everyone back to work immediately!” 

			Jacob hoarsely screamed at his farm workers, who were taking a short breather after putting in some long working hours. Fearing they would lose their jobs, everyone (except one particular naughty man nicknamed Risko) immediately appeared to be busy with their work. Before Jacob could begin washing Risko in sour words, the foreman John Kruger emerged from his office, his attention caught by the raised voices.

			“Risko, aren’t you hearing what he said? Get back to work right away!” 

			In a blink of an eye, the case turned against the foreman. 

			“So, you allow people to sit around all day until their uniforms are tattered rags on their backs and then have the guts to ask for new ones?” asked Jacob.

			“I’m sorry, Sir. I had given them some few minutes to ….” 

			“Nonsense, John. Do you hear me?”

			“Sorry, Sir. I promise it won’t ….”

			“I said ‘nonsense’, John!”

			“I’m sorry, Sir!”

			“You better be sorry for yourself because you are fired!”

			“WERE you imagining a swimming pool when you tried to dive into that door, Whity?” Aunt Lindsay’s gardener Andrew Rikhatso sarcastically muttered.

			He was also laughing with his characteristic rumbling voice over a host of issues that he had already stashed away about Whitney. 

			“Andrew, I know the rancour you have displayed toward me since I arrived and, following that …” Whitney began, but her injured lips prevented her from continuing.

			Turning away from the gardener, Whitney went to the bathroom and washed away the blood springing from her wounds before seeking out her reflection in the mirror. 

			“Is this the kind of a flower you want to be? Why is everything I want to do end up as an unconditional dilemma?” she whispered.

			“My dear Whity!”

			“Aunt!” Whitney responded before the house again lapsed into silence as she finished dabbing her face with a wet towel.

			“Whitney, guess who’s coming tomorrow?” Aunt Lindy said while putting on a charming smile that would have melted cheese.

			ON Sunday, the Rosbergs were preparing to go to church but still snapping at each other. As a woman who partly believed in resilience, Mary decisively opted to restore her ramshackle happiness with her husband.

			“Can we please remove this strange elephant that has crept into our marriage?” she asked her husband, who merely glanced at his wife as he buttoned up the shirt that he typically wore with his grey suit. 

			“Darling, I’m supposed to do that for you. Can I please do it as we talk?” 

			Jacob was still angry, but Mary persisted until he thawed slightly.

			“Jacob, look what you have done to your shirt!” Mary exclaimed between bursts of uncontrolled laughter.

			Unable to speak further, she dragged her husband to the mirror to show him how he had missed some of the buttonholes in his fury. 

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			The Mind as a Universal Catalyst

			AFTER church, Whitney and Lindsay hurried home in anticipation of a marvellous day ahead. Lindsay’s husband, as well as Nicola and Brandon, were arriving in the afternoon. 

			“Aunt Lindy, I had almost forgotten about your husband’s arrival tonight.”

			Lindsay couldn’t immediately answer her niece as she navigated the congestion whilst departing the church’s parking area.

			“Aunt Lindy, you are concentrating too hard,” Whitney said and whistled sarcastically. “That’s for inexperienced drivers like me.” 

			Soon after Whitney had spoken, Lindsay mistakenly pulled up the handbrake instead of shifting the gear-lever. 

			“Oh!” she sighed when the car rapidly stopped. 

			“Aunt Lindy, what are you doing?” Whitney asked, and the two then burst into uncontrolled laughter, which they were unable to stop all the way home.

			AFTER church, the Rosbergs resolved to visit their friend Elvis Barrichello who owned a farm about 10km south of their property. However, about a kilometre from their destination, their Datsun 1500 succumbed to a patch of stagnant water and mud. Initially, Jacob underestimated the mud and, instead of gently reversing, he viciously accelerated – and paid the price for bald tyres as their car simply slid deeper into the mud.

			“JUST on time, Aunt Lindy,” Whitney proclaimed when her caller ID told her Nicola was phoning. “Yes, Nicola, I’m now home. Where are you now at?” This was Whitney, who was bursting with joy to welcome her best friend, who was going to make her day worthwhile with her visit. However, when Whitney had finished saying her first words on answering her friend’s call, she outrageously appeared puzzled such that her phone slid off her ear. After that scenario, Whitney’s aunt exclaimed, “Your phone is down, Whitney!”

			DUE to their mud crisis, Jacob wished he had not considered visiting his friend. Driving in reverse or forward was now out of the question since the car’s wheels and base were covered in mud. Mary’s heart sank as she imagined them gradually sinking into the muddy terrain. 

			“Jacob,” she frighteningly cried out her husband’s name before pausing momentarily. 

			Jacob responded, “You aren’t supposed to be worried about this crisis. It is just a phase.”

			“Of course, it’s a phase because, in a matter of hours, if not minutes, we shall disappear into this mud hole.”

			“No, Honey,” Jacob said, desperate to suppress his laughter as he realised his wife presumed they were sinking in the mud. 

			“Jacob, you aren’t serious? You can’t tell me your eyes are this blind?” 

			By now, Jacob could no longer suppress his laughter, and the amusement bubbled from his belly. However, his behaviour only further frightened his wife as she now questioned Jacob’s reasoning and sanity.

			“WHITNEY! Whitney! Whitney-Y-Y!”

			“Yes, Aunt,” Whitney calmly answered. 

			“Is that all you have to say to me, Whitney?”

			“Nicola postponed her visit to Wednesday.” 

			Whitney tossed her wig, picked up her cellphone and eased away from her aunt’s environs to avoid further questions.

			When Lindsay heard Whitney’s friend had delayed her visit, she realised there was no reason to wait around. Lindsay climbed into her Toyota Cronos and departed for an undetermined destination. Within minutes Whitney had also reshuffled her prospects but discovered she was home alone. She retrieved her cousin Adrian’s iPod from his bedroom. Lindsay’s sons were away at Russell’s Boarding School. Whitney’s thought was to take a slow trot down Cecil Rhodes Street which ran in front of their main gate. She selected Westlife’s song My Love, but instead of being refreshed by her walk, things took a turn upside down.

			FOLLOWING his ill-considered humorous moment, Jacob attempted to open his door but discovered this was as laborious as moving boulders from their basic position. 

			“Hmmm. This mud has reached the door level.”

			Mary refrained from answering her husband’s mutterings, only giving him a scrutinising eye before gradually turning aside. Unfazed, Jacob wound down his window with the intention to carefully clamber out of the car and walk to the Barichellos for help. 

			“Jacob, you are leaving me to die here?” Mary said as she stretched out her right hand to precariously grip a small part of Jacob’s trousers as he leapt out of the car. Unfortunately for Jacob, his wife’s unexpected movement meant he lost control and didn’t jump far enough to avoid the deepest mud. He unceremoniously landed flat in the mud, limbs spread-eagled.

			THE love song with which Whitney was attempting to detract herself with, turned out to be a lure for bad emotions. She simply felt a vacuous place of love in her heart. With every step, her feelings deepened until tears poured from her brown eyes, speaking volumes about the dry well of love in her heart. 

			“Hey, Mother! What happened to you?” 

			The sound of concerned voices broke into Whitney’s thoughts. Returning to the world around her, Whitney found the young boys gathered by the roadside, busy discussing issues of life, watching her intently. 

			“Guys, look at her. Can you see that most probably that woman is suffering abuse from her husband?”

			“You must be right. What else could bother such a woman at her age?” 

			Having tuned into their conversations about her and realising their questions were nothing more than idle chatter, Whitney continued down the road. She sensed her cell phone vibrating in her pocket and saw Nicola’s name on the caller ID. 

			Answering the call, Whitney discovered her friend had not wholly abandoned her – Nicola was enquiring about her whereabouts as she had to check on her friend. Whitney couldn’t believe it when she heard Nicola saying that she was also not going to make it to their promised workout. While they were still talking, Whitney noticed a BMW X6 travel past before stopping and then slowly reversing.

			BECAUSE of how Jacob had fallen, Mary burst out into laughter without considering the consequences. Though Jacob was now coated in mud from head to toe, he knew he had to reach Elvis’s house for help to pull out his Datsun from the mud. Trying to restore his dignity, Jacob climbed out of the mud and, leaving Mary in the car, headed for his neighbour’s farm. 

			“Jacob, come back immediately!” Mary shrieked, only to receive his cold shoulder.

			While walking to Elvis’s homestead, Jacob came across his former foreman John Kruger and the stubborn employee Risko. It was the final stroke of bad luck for Jacob, and he completely lost his sense of humour.

			“Ah, Mr Rosberg. How are you?” Risko exclaimed.

			 “I’m alright, guys. I hope both of you are fine.”

			“We are okay. Thank you for asking, Sir!”

			“Well, it has been good to see you guys, but I must hurry up to my friend’s house. Have you seen him around?”

			“Yes, we did.” 

			Jacob bid farewell to Risko and John, not knowing they were capturing his departing figure on their cell phone videos as a record by which to laugh at him in the future. When Jacob eventually reached the Barrichellos’ house, Elvis instructed his wife Erin to immediately prepare him a warm bath. It was 15 minutes before Jacob had finally washed off the mud thickly coating his body and could now comfortably talk to his friend. 

			“So, Mum, you mean this was Uncle Jacob who came in here like a …” stated the four-year-old Melody, the couple’s youngest daughter.

			“Melody, go and call Nancy,” her mother said before her daughter could spray any more embarrassing words on their gathering.

			“Okay, Mummy,” Melody said, skipping out of the room to call their housemaid. 

			Erin swiftly ordered Nancy to go shopping for supper items. For Jacob’s part, he never mentioned his car stranded in the mud with his long-suffering wife waiting impatiently for his return. 

			WHILST Whitney pondered about the unfamiliar BMW X6 which now stopped beside her, the occupant slowly wound down the window and leant out.

			“Whitney, I presume?” 

			The woman in the driver’s seat looked intently at a dubious Whitney.

			“Yes, I am. How do you know me?”

			“So, despite our conversations over the past few days, you now tell me you have forgotten our school days?”

			“Oh my goodness! Nicola?” 

			“Absolutely!”

			As Nicola climbed out of the car, the friends embraced with the passion that spoke to the years they had been separated. Whitney climbed into her friend’s luxury hired vehicle and directed her to Aunt Lindsay’s house. During the drive and the time they had alone before her aunt’s return about 40 minutes later, Whitney felt the tensions easing from her muscles and a feeling of relaxation and joy returning to her soul. The worries weighing on her shoulders were breaking her reserves and burying her soul. 

			Following the formal introductions on Lindsay’s return, Whitney and Nicola excused themselves to continue their catch-up discussions in Whitney’s bedroom while the rest of the household watched Pastor Joshua preaching on Emmanuel TV.

			IT was nearly 7pm before Jacob asked Elvis to help him pull out his Datsun from the mud. The friends boarded Elvis’s tractor and headed out to rescue both the hopeless Datsun and Mary, still stranded in the car – a small fact Jacob had yet to reveal to his friend. 

			When the tractor lights lit up the inside of the Datsun, Elvis slowed down his notoriously slow machinery even further, his brain struggling to compute the illusion. 

			“Jacob, look! There is a lady sitting in your pick-up.”

			“Do you think your eyes are deceiving you? It’s my wife, Mary.”

			“You can’t seriously have left your dear wife alone in the car for this length of time? Surely you didn’t?”

			“No, she …”

			“No, what, Jacob? For God’s sake, what if we had returned only to find her missing?”

			“I’m sorry. I know it now looks like you were involved, so I promise to explain to her that you had nothing to do with this.”

			“Hmmm.”

			Elvis was not amused by what his friend had done, not only to him but also to the poor woman who had been trapped in the car for hours just because he was angry with her.

			“To be honest, Elvis, I was angry with Mary and left her in this predicament on purpose.” 

			Silence befell the two men as Elvis mulled over the emotions he
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