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This is a short story book about a psychologist who finds herself on a quest to finish a mission before her demise. She puts herself to be sane for the sake of others and she builds it as a theoretical way to heal. It comes back to her in grief and pain after she had lost her family due to covid.  
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CONVICTED

It was a joyous day for the Mogale and Mompharing families, as their children were being united and the two families were becoming one. Abigail being the youngest daughter to Mrs Mogale, who lost her husband two years ago, was finally tying the knot. All her three siblings were already in matrimonials and to her eyes, successful ones. 

As Mrs Mogale prepared her daughter after Abigail’s aunts left the room, she sat down and faced her daughter. She took her hands into hers and smiled with tears flooding her eyes. Abigail smiled at her mother with her dimples deepening and squeezing her mother’s hands. “Don’t start that mum, you know when you start to cry, I start to cry as well – please don’t.” Her mother forced a smile, “It’s just that I'm happy for you baby girl, today I'm becoming a mother in-law – again.” Abigail forced a quick fake smile. “I’m just happy that you grew out of that childish phase, that’s all.” Mrs Mogale cupped her daughter’s face being careful not to mess up her make up. 

All of a sudden, her mind traveled back in time. When she first fell in love. The day that she knew her life, made sense and she had control. When she was young and found it odd not having any feelings towards any guy and the first guy, she went out with she was in tertiary school and her sister was encouraging her to try to “live a little” and let her hair down. 

She went out with the guy for a couple of weeks and in those weeks, she felt nothing for him. Even when they kissed all that she got, was sick to her stomach. On her twentieth birthday she went to a club with her sister and sisters in-law just to celebrate. She bumped on to this tomboy who she got along with right off the bat. They started talking right there at the club and she invited her to hang with her siblings. There was something about her that intrigued her. She enjoyed her company and loved how free she was with her. They spent a lot of time together afterwards. 

“I have to admit, I feel free when I'm with you, like I can be myself around you.” Abigail said as she sat down next to Lesego. She put her hand on her thigh. For some reason Abigail felt a rush in her body. She blushed and gave out a smile. “And I enjoy spending every minute with you baby doll.” Abigail cleared her throat and stared at her hands, that played with each other. Lesego lifted her face with her thumb and got closer. Abigail looked at her for a few seconds and she kissed her, as her hand found its way to her face. Something deep inside her lit up. She has never felt such a rush in her body. She felt safe in both her arms and presence. 

Things between Abigail and Lesego continued to reach the climax of joy in their lives. Lesego's family had already accepted her for who she was. Abigail wasn’t even sure what to think of what was happening to her. She was “new” in this phase and she didn’t even know what the phase was. “So how long has this been going on?” Abigail's sister said as she walked in on the two “love birds” who were cosy with each other in the living room watching television. Abigail cleared her throat and, “Hello to you too sister, please do come in and make yourself at home.” She said as her sister sat down and took her glass of drink and finished it in one gulp. “Refreshing.” She then winked at them. Abigail just scoffed. 

“You guys look cute.” “There is nothing going on between us B.” Boingotlo stared at her little sister. “Girl please, you guys have been hanging out since you bumped into each other at the club and you my dear sister started glowing like nobody's business...and I think I might need some shades to look at you.” Abigail chuckled. “You know mum will never approve of this...” Lesego cleared her throat and fixed hersself on the sofa. “I know Abi-girl...she is too religious to approve such things but you know you have to tell her right? and the sooner you do it....the sooner she stops hooking you up.” “And I choose later.” “Huh?!” Lesego interrupted them. “Lesh....” “So you want to deceive your mother for how long?” “You don’t know my mother Lesego...if she finds out that I'm....” 

“Lesbian...you can’t even say it.....are you ashamed of who you are Abby?” “I’m not...it's just that....B do you mind...” Abigail's sister stood up and “I’m sorry I didn’t mean to cause any problems between you too I just came to let you know that Ogopotse's uncles are coming over tomorrow and mum wanted me to ask you if you could come over and help out.” “I’ll call you a little later.” “Ok sis....bye Lesh and again I love the two of you together.” Abigail's sister then left. 

“Lesh I don’t even know what’s going on with me ok....I don’t know maybe it's just...” “A phase?” Lesego sounded angry. Her voice trembling with anger and disappointment. “Wake up Abigail...homosexuality isn't a “flu” that you can cure with a sleep and couple of tablets ok. It’s not something you wake up and suddenly it's gone alright? We don’t choose this. Do you know how many times I have to act all tough because God doesn’t “approve” this. I've been bullied because of who I am. I was raped when I was 18 by guys because they said that I needed to taste the real thing, so that I snap out of my madness and for years I fought with my family about this. My own father cut me out of his life. My own mother had to choose between me and my father. I've been through enough heart ache Abigail. I love you and I know this sounds cheesy but you the best thing that has ever happened to me...but if you don’t know where you stand in your life...then I guess....this is goodbye.” 

“Lesh please wait.” Abigail grabbed on to her arm. “I’m done waiting A....I'm done waiting for the society to change its view on homosexuality. I'm done waiting for life to be fair for us and I'm gonna carry on with my life because at the end of it all I've got me to depend on right.” She then left. Abigail felt like she was having a heart attack. She couldn’t understand what was going on with her. Did she really develop feelings for Lesego and to top it all, could she be a lesbian?  

Thoughts kept clouding her mind, as she entered the house. Her mum was with her aunts and uncles as well as brothers and their wives. She looked at her brothers who were very happy with their love lives, even her sister, she was glowing, as for her....life dealt her the wrong cards in the wrong game. She greeted them and headed for the kitchen. She bumped on to Kenneth. Kenneth was one of the cute ushers at church. He always made small chit chats with Abigail on numerous occasions at church, but she would just brush it off as friendliness from one church mate to another. “Sorry.” “No it was my fault.” They both chuckled nervously. Then Abigail excused herself to the kitchen and grabbed a glass from the kitchen unit then poured herself a drink. She had a huge gulp before passing everyone in the sitting room and retiring to the bedroom. “Hey....your mum said I would find you in here.” “Hi...again.” Abigail forced a smile. He sat down next to her. “Are you ok?” He asked as he stared at her. “Yeah....I just have a little head ache and with this new job taking all of my time, I barely have enough time to myself...anyway how about you?” He smiled. Trying to flirt. To get the message across. The message he has
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