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Series 6A (Part 1) N3 Equivalent to Matric

N3 Equivalent to Matric

The necessary arrangements had been made by Aunt Sage for me to attend the Technical College in Pinetown. It was here that I would complete my N3 Secretarial course, which was equivalent to matric. The college was conveniently within walking distance from my mother’s tiny flat, making it seem like the perfect solution.

On my first day, my mother offered to drop me off before heading to work. We rode in silence, the hum of her new yellow car filling the space between us. As we pulled up to the college, I glanced out the window at the building. It was small and unassuming, with a modest stretch of lawn and plenty of parking spaces. Nothing about it stood out, and yet it represented something new—a chance to get out, to move forward, even if just a little.

My mother parked the car and turned to me. "This is it," she said, her voice a mix of encouragement and uncertainty. "Are you ready?"

I nodded, but I couldn’t bring myself to meet her eyes. "Yeah, I guess so."

She hesitated, as if searching for the right words. "You know, Theresa, this is a good opportunity. I know things haven’t been easy between us, but I really want you to do well here."

I looked at her, trying to read the sincerity in her expression. Part of me wanted to believe she was genuinely rooting for me, that maybe this was her way of making up for everything that had gone wrong between us. But another part of me, the part still holding on to all the anger and hurt, found it hard to let go.

"I’ll try," I said finally, my voice flat. It wasn’t a promise, just an acknowledgment.

She sighed, sensing the distance between us that no words could bridge. "Okay, then. I’ll pick you up after class, unless you want to walk home."

"I’ll walk," I replied quickly, almost too quickly. The thought of spending more time in the car with her was suffocating.

She nodded, trying to hide her disappointment. "Alright. All the best today."

I opened the car door and stepped out, my feet crunching on the gravel as I slung my bag over my shoulder. I paused for a moment, looking back at her, sitting in the driver’s seat with her hands on the wheel, as if she was unsure whether to stay or drive away.

“Thanks,” I mumbled, more out of obligation than anything else, before turning towards the building.

As I walked toward the entrance, I heard the engine start up behind me, and then the sound of her car pulling away. I didn’t look back. I couldn’t. The small, simply looking building in front of me wasn’t just a College; it was an escape, a place where I could carve out something for myself, separate from the tangled mess of emotions I felt at home.

But as I approached the doors, I couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that, no matter how far I walked, there was a part of me that would always be tied to that yellow car, to the mother who drove it, and to the pain that kept us both from truly moving forward.

Stepping into my new class, I felt a mix of nerves and curiosity as I scanned the room full of unfamiliar faces. The room was buzzing with quiet chatter, students catching up before the lesson began. I quickly found a seat close to the door, grateful to have a quick exit if I needed it. Settling into my chair, I took a moment to observe my new teacher, Teacher Rosalia.

She caught my attention right away. Her hair was a cascade of reddish-brown locks, thick and wavy, hanging just to her shoulders. Her dark brown eyes were warm but sharp, taking in everything as she moved about the front of the classroom, sorting through papers and preparing for the lesson. She wore a floral summer dress that swayed with her movements and a pair of simple sandals. There was something about her—a sense of maturity and confidence that came with being in her forties. She seemed organized, methodical, and yet there was a certain passion in the way she handled even the smallest tasks.

As she finished setting up, her eyes met mine, and she gave a slight nod, acknowledging my presence. She walked over to her desk, but before starting the lesson, she paused and looked directly at me.

“You must be the new student,” she said with a smile, her voice clear and welcoming. “Would you mind standing up and introducing yourself to the class?”

I hesitated for a second, feeling the eyes of my classmates turn toward me, but then I pushed my chair back and stood up. “Hi, I’m Theresa,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “I just started here today.”

Teacher Rosalia smiled warmly. “Welcome, Theresa. We’re glad to have you with us. I’m Teacher Rosalia, and I hope you’ll find this class engaging. If you ever need any help, don’t hesitate to ask.”

I nodded, grateful for her kindness, and quickly sat back down. The moment of being the centre of attention was over, and I could feel the tension in my shoulders ease.

As she began the lesson, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of relief. Teacher Rosalia’s warmth and approachability made the unfamiliar environment feel a little less intimidating. Maybe, just maybe, this place wouldn’t be so bad after all.

At break, I sat alone on the edge of the courtyard, nibbling on my peanut butter and jam sandwiches. The loneliness felt sharp, like a heavy weight pressing down on me. I watched a group of girls gathered together on the grass, their laughter and conversation filling the air. They sat in a loose circle, relaxed and at ease with each other. One of the girls, Sariyah, caught my eye. She was the biggest of the group, with long, straight brown hair that flowed down her back, reaching just above her rear. Her body was voluptuous, and she looked completely comfortable as she sat cross-legged on the grass, chatting with her friends.

Sariyah noticed me sitting by myself and leaned over to the girl beside her, gesturing toward me. The girl she spoke to, Marceline, turned to look at me. Marceline was tall and skinny, with long, wavy blonde hair tied back in a ponytail, and striking navy-blue eyes. After a brief exchange, Marceline stood up and walked over to me.

"Hey," Marceline said, her voice friendly. "Why don’t you come sit with us?"

I hesitated for a moment, but then, grateful for the invitation, I gathered my things and followed her to the group. As I sat down, Sariyah gave me a warm smile.

“We can’t let you sit all by yourself,” Sariyah said kindly. “At break, we always sit together—we’re all in the same class, after all.”

The girls continued their conversation, and I listened quietly, grateful just to be included. They were talking about their future plans, tossing around ideas about what they wanted to do once they finished school and had their matric certificates in hand. When it was my turn to share, Sariyah looked at me with genuine interest.

"Umm..." I began, feeling the pressure of their expectant eyes. "I just want to get a job as a tea girl for an office. I just want a simple job that’s not too demanding, you know? I don’t really feel clever enough to do something with too much responsibility. I’m scared I’ll mess it up."

Sariyah and Marceline exchanged a look of surprise. Marceline was the first to respond, her tone firm but caring. “Nonsense, Theresa. You can’t sell yourself short like that. You’re way more capable than you think. Don’t aim to be the office tea girl—you deserve better than that.”

Feeling misunderstood, I looked down at the grass, her words stinging more than I wanted to admit. Sariyah noticed my discomfort and gently interjected. “Leave her alone, Marceline. If she wants to be the office tea girl, then let her. I bet she can make a fine cup of coffee, just the way everyone likes it.”

I looked up and met Sariyah’s eyes, appreciating her defence. “I bet I can,” I replied with a small smile. “And I’ll do it with a smile on my face.”

The girls laughed, but Marceline’s words stayed with me, lingering in the back of my mind. Maybe she was right. Maybe I did need to aim a little higher after this year was done. I wasn’t just running away from responsibility—I was running from the fear that I wasn’t good enough, that I couldn’t handle more. But maybe it was time to challenge that fear. Maybe it was time to think beyond being a child, a dependent, and start finding a way to fend for myself. Only then, I thought, would I truly be free.
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As the final bell rang, signalling the end of classes for the day, I gathered my things and headed out of the classroom. The warm afternoon sun filtered through the tall windows of the college hallway, casting a golden glow on the polished floors. Just as I stepped out into the cool, fresh air, Marceline caught up with me, her footsteps light and quick.

"Hey, Theresa," she called out, falling into step beside me as we walked toward the gates. Her long wavy blond hair bounced with each step, and there was a playful glint in her eyes. "So, what are you going to do now?"

I shrugged, adjusting the strap of my bag on my shoulder. "I don't know... I guess just go home, right?"

Marceline wrinkled her nose, as if the idea didn't sit well with her. "That sounds boring," she said, nudging me gently with her elbow. "Come with me to my sister's flat. It’s not far from here. I’ll make us some lunch. She’s not home, and I know where the key is. She said I can come over anytime if I want to just be alone, do my homework, or grab a bite to eat."

The idea of spending the afternoon in a cozy flat, with good food and even better company, was far more appealing than heading home. I smiled "Sounds good to me."

Marceline continued her walk with a casual, almost deliberate pace, her footsteps steady against the cracked pavement. I trailed slightly behind her, observing the way she moved—calm, composed, yet with a certain distance, like she was holding the world at arm's length. Marceline was not one to show much emotion. Her expression was always guarded, her features set in a way that suggested she was accustomed to carrying a quiet burden.

She wasn't a particularly cheerful girl. Even when she smiled, there was always a hint of something else—an underlying sadness that lingered behind her eyes, like a shadow that never quite left. It made her different from the people back in Ellisras, smalltown folk, where everyone seemed to wear their hearts on their sleeves, their emotions as easy to read as an open book.

Here, in this place, there was no sense of that easy-going community. The streets felt colder, not because of the weather, but because of the people who walked them. They seemed lost in their own worlds, moving through their day-to-day routines without really seeing anyone around them. There was a disconnection in the air, as if everyone was on their own wavelength, too distracted to notice or care about those around them.

As we walked, I couldn't help but feel the weight of it all—the contrast between the warmth I had known and the cool indifference of this place. I glanced at Marceline, wondering what her story was, what had etched that sadness into her smile. But she just kept walking, her gaze fixed ahead, as if she had made peace with whatever lay behind those guarded eyes.

"Do you ever miss it?" Marceline asked, more to break the silence than anything else.

I glanced at her; my face unreadable. "Miss what?"

"Feeling connected to people," Marceline said. "Like, back in Ellisras, where everyone knew everyone. where there was a sense of belonging, you know?"

I gave a small, almost imperceptible nod. "Sometimes," I admitted, my voice soft but steady. "But here... you learn to be okay with being alone. People have their own lives, their own problems. You can't rely on anyone else to make you feel at home."

Marceline wanted to ask more, to dig deeper, but the way I said it made it clear that I wasn’t looking for sympathy or pity. It was just a fact to me, something I had accepted. So, Marceline just nodded, and we continued walking in silence, the sound of our footsteps the only conversation between us. The truth is Ellisras had a good side but also a bad side to it. Perhaps it was better I was gone from there. Here honestly I had more freedom but I missed the warmth of the people in Ellisras, a small price to pay for my freedom which I cherished more.

As we stepped into the cozy flat, the warmth of the space immediately wrapped around us, a welcome contrast to the coolness outside. The open-plan kitchen blended seamlessly with the living area, the soft hum of the refrigerator the only sound breaking the quiet. The walls were painted in muted, earthy tones, and the afternoon light streamed in through the large windows, casting a gentle glow over the simple yet inviting decor.

I set my bag down near the door, the familiar weight of it slipping from my shoulder with a quiet thud. My gaze followed Marceline as she moved toward the kitchen, her steps unhurried, as if she were in her own world. There was something comforting in her quiet efficiency, the way she seemed to find solace in the simple act of preparing food.

She reached for the kettle, filling it with water and setting it on the stove to boil. The smell of fresh bread and the faint scent of coffee grounds filled the air as she began assembling sandwiches, her hands moving with practiced ease. Watching her, I couldn't help but notice the contrast between the Marceline who walked the streets with a distant gaze and the one standing here, surrounded by the warmth of the flat, her focus on the task at hand.

"Thanks for this," I said, leaning against the counter, my voice soft so as not to disturb the peaceful silence.

Marceline glanced up at me briefly, offering a small, almost shy smile. "No problem," she replied, her tone light, though it carried that familiar undertone of sadness I had come to associate with her. She turned back to the sandwiches, carefully layering slices of cheese and tomato on the bread before placing them in a pan to toast.

The kettle whistled, and she poured the hot water over two cups of instant coffee, the rich, warm aroma filling the room. As she handed me a cup, our fingers brushed briefly, and I felt a small connection in that simple gesture, a reminder that, despite the walls she often put up, Marceline wasn’t as distant as she sometimes appeared.

"Do you come here often?" I asked, taking a sip of the coffee, its warmth spreading through me.

"Sometimes," she said, shrugging slightly as she flipped the sandwiches. "It's quiet here. Peaceful. Gives me a chance to think."

I nodded, understanding that need for a sanctuary, a place to retreat to when the world outside felt too overwhelming. "It’s nice," I said, looking around the flat, taking in the cozy details—the soft throw draped over the couch, the small stack of books on the coffee table, the framed photos of her sister and friends on the walls. "I can see why you like it."

She nodded, her expression softening as she glanced around the space, perhaps seeing it through my eyes. "Yeah, it’s a good place to escape to."

We fell into a comfortable silence as she finished making the sandwiches, and for a moment, it felt like we were both sharing in the same quiet peace that the flat offered, a brief respite from the outside world.

As I settled into the cozy flat, something caught my eye—a small collection of baby items scattered around the living room. A soft blanket was draped over the arm of the couch, a few tiny stuffed animals were piled in the corner, and in the bedroom just visible from where I stood, a cot was squeezed into the limited space. It was clear they had to rearrange things to make room for the baby, and the flat, already modest in size, now felt a bit more cramped.

I glanced at Marceline; my curiosity evident. She was busy with the sandwiches, but when she noticed where my gaze had wandered, she sighed softly, almost as if she had expected the question.

"My sister has a baby," she explained, her tone matter-of-fact. She wiped her hands on a dish towel, her movements slow and deliberate, as if she were choosing her words carefully. "Definitely not something on my to-do list."

There was a hint of something—perhaps amusement, perhaps relief—in her voice, but it was hard to tell. I turned back toward the cot, taking in the small details: the pastel-coloured sheets, the mobile hanging above it, turning gently in the air.

"It must be a tight fit in here," I said, half to myself, half to her.

Marceline nodded; her expression neutral. "Yeah, it is. They had to move a lot of stuff around to make it work. But she manages. I guess you make room when you have to."

I could sense there was more beneath her words, but Marceline wasn’t one to dive into deep conversations unless she wanted to. Still, I couldn't help but ask, "What’s the baby like?"

She shrugged, a small smile tugging at the corners of her lips. "Cute, I guess. Quiet, mostly. Doesn’t cry much when I’m around." She paused, then added, "But still... babies aren’t my thing. Too much responsibility. I’m not really cut out for that kind of life."

I nodded, understanding. Marceline was someone who valued her space, her freedom, and the idea of being tied down to something as demanding as a child didn’t seem to fit with who she was.

"Yeah," I said, "I get that. It’s a big commitment."

Marceline seemed to relax a bit, her posture loosening as she turned her attention back to the food. "Exactly," she said, more to herself than to me. "And I’ve got enough on my plate without adding a baby to the mix."

We shared a quiet moment after that, the hum of the apartment filling the silence as she finished making the sandwiches. Despite the small space and the baby items that added a touch of chaos to the flat, there was a certain calm here, a sense that, for now at least, things were just as they were meant to be.

As Marceline and I lingered in the quiet flat, I found myself looking at her more intently than I meant to. There was something about the way she moved, the way the light caught her features, that drew me in, almost like I was caught in a daydream. My gaze lingered too long, and before I realized it, she turned and caught me staring.

Her expression shifted—first to a flicker of annoyance, and then to something more uncomfortable. It was as if she could sense the unspoken tension in the air, that subtle, undeniable pull that I hadn’t even fully acknowledged myself until now. Embarrassment washed over me, and I quickly looked away, my face growing warm as I fumbled for something to say, anything to break the awkwardness of the moment.

Feeling the heat rising to my cheeks, I busied myself with adjusting the strap of my bag, trying to shake off the sudden flush of emotions. Marceline noticed, her gaze softening as she took in my obvious discomfort. She seemed to understand what had just happened, even if neither of us wanted to put it into words.

With a gentle sigh, she let it slide, offering me a quick way out. "Come on, let’s go," she said, her tone forgiving, as if to erase the moment. "I need to get home now."

Grateful for the chance to move on, I nodded, trying to steady my breathing. We both stepped out of the flat, the cool air hitting my face and helping to calm the flush of embarrassment. Marceline locked the door behind us, the click of the lock sounding louder in the stillness of the hallway.

As she turned around, she must have noticed the lingering tension in my posture, the way I was still grappling with what had just happened. In an attempt to put me at ease, she offered a small smile and asked, "Would you like to come to my place after school tomorrow?"

Her voice was calm, casual, as if nothing had happened, and I felt a rush of relief that she still wanted to spend time with me, that our friendship hadn’t been strained by my momentary lapse.

"Yes," I replied, my voice a little more eager than I intended. I managed a smile, feeling the knot in my chest loosen as I realized everything was okay. We were okay.

Marceline gave me a nod, her smile lingering as we started walking. The awkwardness of a few moments ago seemed to dissolve into the cool afternoon air, leaving behind only the comfort of knowing that despite everything, we would still be there for each other.
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It was Friday, and the week had finally wound down as I walked alongside Marceline after classes, our steps unhurried as we made our way to her house. The sun was beginning its slow descent, casting long shadows across the sidewalk, and the air had a gentle, early evening chill that hinted at the approaching weekend. I was curious about Marceline’s home, having only known her through the brief glimpses of her life she allowed others to see.

As we approached her neighbourhood, I noticed a shift in the surroundings. The streets were cleaner, the houses larger and more spaced apart, each with well-kept gardens and high fences that spoke of both privacy and pride. The kind of place that suggested stability, comfort—success. When we finally arrived at her house, I couldn’t help but stop for a moment, taking it all in.

The house was impressive, a large two-story structure with wide windows and a perfectly manicured lawn. It had an air of quiet sophistication, the kind of place that seemed to belong to someone who had achieved a certain level of success in life. I felt a mixture of awe and discomfort as I followed Marceline up the stone path to the front door, my eyes tracing the clean lines of the architecture, the subtle but undeniable signs of wealth.

As soon as we stepped inside, my breath caught in my throat. The interior was just as striking as the exterior—high ceilings, elegant furniture, and
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