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Dedication

			To my husband, John Cole,

			for his patience during my long writing sessions.

			And to my daughter, Ilana Samaai,

			who listens patiently to all my writing dilemmas.



	

About the Author

			Immigrated to Canada in 1973 with a young family, I taught in both South Africa and Canada for many years. I became a single parent at a very young age and earned a BA degree in Psychology from York University. Over the years, I wrote and produced many children’s plays. I am now retired.

			 

			The COVID-19 pandemic afforded me the time to begin my writing endeavor, while I continue to enjoy my regular weekly bridge games. Some of my summer passions include watching the hummingbirds feed as I sit on my deck. My frequent visits to the lake bring me a profound sense of inner peace, which I passionately seek. And quite unashamedly, I may add that most of these visits have been done in the most popular COVID attire, pajamas!



	

Chapter One:

			PLANING HER EVENING

			At lunch that day, Meg was explaining to her colleague, Nora, how she planned on spending her evening. She wanted to take a drive down to the beach to feel the sand between her toes and feel that ocean water washing over her tired feet. She loved that feeling, especially after a long day. Then she realized that it was Thursday.

			“Oh no,” she said, “I can’t! It’s choir practice tonight.”

			“Just go after choir practice,” Maureen, her colleague, said. “If only!” Meg continued.

			They were busy practicing a new anthem, and she knew that James, the choir master, would not be satisfied until they were well on their way to mastering most of the new anthem they were working on. That night, she would just have to be satisfied to go with her choir mates to sit on a patio and have their usual milkshakes. The weather was perfect for sitting on the patio at their favourite café.

			She was just going to be satisfied with an extra-long shower and pretend that she could feel the sea sand being washed away between her toes.

			Basil, the pianist too, seemed to have an early finish in mind. He kept looking at James, the choir master, with eyebrows raised and his head tilted to his raised shoulder. Knowing James, they didn’t dare show any agitation, no matter how beautiful the evening was turning out to be, but they tried anyway.

			After the harsh winter they had just experienced, everyone was ready to get outdoors and enjoy the beautiful evenings and the outdoors.

			Summer seemed to be fairly late that year in the southern part of South Africa. It was 2006, the year of the harshest winter that people in the southern part of the country had experienced.

			“We’ll have our last run-through,” James announced. Basil, with a broad smile on his face, played the introduction. When he got to the last chord, there was a loud thud! All we heard was a loud, long drone of the bass notes on the piano as his weight on the keys resonated into a deep, low, sustained drone.

			All Meg saw was Basil’s body slumped over onto the keys! He just lay there motionless! For an instant, everyone was motionless too! Those low, sustained bass notes seemed to cast a spell on all who were around! James was the first to get some control and ran towards Basil. That drone of the bass notes became louder as James struggled to move Basil off the keys. James shouted very loudly for help. Aaron and Bevin, our bass singers, rushed to the organ and helped lift Basil off the keys. There was an instant silence, but not for long.

			“Open his shirt, take his tie off,” Meg shouted. Alice started pumping his chest and began artificial resuscitation by closing his nose and blowing air into his mouth. Being a nurse, Alice knew how to deliver CPR effectively. The rest of the choir members just stood and watched in silence, totally mesmerized by the scene playing out in front of them.

			Thank goodness Glenda, our oldest member, had the presence of mind to run to the office and phone for an ambulance.

			“The ambulance is on its way and will be here in six minutes,” she said. “Keep the CPR going, Alice. They are on their way.”

			The rest of the members stood around in total silence. This had never happened before. Not in their wildest dreams could they have ever predicted that this is how their choir practice would come to an end that night. The ambulance arrived, and James accompanied Basil to the hospital. Meg took charge of locking up the hall, collecting Basil’s belongings, and taking his things to his mother. Alice and Meg decided that they really needed that milkshake just to settle their nerves and breathe out before going home themselves. Somehow, taking a breather in that beautiful hot evening outside on that patio, with a friend who had just gone through the same scary experience with her, was quite comforting for them both.

			 

			There was much speculation going on between choir members about what could have brought on this sudden fainting spell. Basil was usually a very easygoing, no-nonsense kind of guy. He was very friendly and always ready to share a good joke. And boy, did he have some good jokes to share. But this fainting spell had everyone wondering what could have brought this on.

			He seemed to be in good health and never complained about any health or personal issues. No amount of speculation amongst the choir members could come up with any plausible explanation. But Meg knew that all this talk was more about concern for his well-being than anything else.

			She planned to visit him after church that Sunday. As time played out, those Sunday visits after church became quite the ritual, because Basil remained in hospital for three long months.

			He ended up in the psych ward. Meg’s concern for him was heartbreaking. Not in her wildest imagination did she have any clue that Basil had any psychological issues. He was always the life of the party. He was the go-to person everyone asked when they needed some help with anything. Basil’s situation was of great concern to all because they wanted to help him as much as they possibly could. But this was a very delicate situation, and people did not want to pry into personal issues.

			However, this outcome certainly begged that very question.

			 

			As far as Meg and everyone else knew, he lived a very clean, honest, and religious life, as the son of the priest of their congregation.

			He was an exemplary citizen and a very caring son. His students at his school adored him, and his principal was always singing his praises. He had a great rapport with all his friends. His whole demeanour was one of caring, joyfulness, and friendliness. This need for psychiatric intervention caught everyone off guard. But more importantly, it aroused great concern for his well-being.

			That Sunday, James had to play the piano and somehow managed to conduct the choir as well. He was tall and was able to see over the top of the piano. Prayers of healing were said for Basil and his family.

			Now, Meg was married to a doctor who worked in the same hospital that Basil was admitted to. He would pop in to see Basil when he had a minute. Being close neighbours, they got on very well, and he had often asked Dennis for advice on a medical issue that he was dealing with. Dennis was a good listener, and Basil seemed to want to talk to him as a buddy, a man-to-man kind of approach, it seemed.

			Dennis had sensed that Basil was very troubled, but he just continued to listen attentively. He knew that there was something deep that Basil was trying to communicate to him. He also knew that when Basil was ready to divulge whatever bothered him, he would.

			Dennis also suspected that whatever therapy Basil was having with his therapist was, in fact, bringing his issues to the surface, issues which he had to deal with for him to heal. Dennis was not his doctor, but they attended the same church, and he had often visited his home. Dennis was probably his closest male friend.

			Now Dennis and Meg lived next door to an imam of a mosque that was in their area. They were wonderful neighbours. Meg was especially happy when their special religious celebrations were being celebrated. It was a religious practice at this time of the year to share specialties of their cooking with their neighbours. Their sweetmeats and special curries were very delicious. Mrs. Adams, the imam’s wife, was an excellent cook, and Meg was sure to receive the special celebration meals.

			And now, with hindsight, Meg realizes that Basil was always around at those special times in the Muslim calendar. She knew that it was not “her” cooking that was the attraction. But that is not to say that it was the only time he visited. He always seemed to be around when Raymond, the imam’s son, was also visiting.

			Raymond was a tall, handsome lad. He was soft-spoken and had the friendliest, most beautiful smile. He wore his beautiful jet-black hair a little longer and had the habit of always running his fingers through it to keep it out of his eyes. He had beautiful greenish-hazel eyes that lit up his face when he smiled. Because he had broad shoulders, he seemed to walk with a bit of a swing in his hips. Meg never thought of his gait as feminine. He was soft-spoken and always ready to help, often assisting his dad at the butcher they owned. But for some unknown reason, Basil always knew when Raymond was around visiting Meg.

			Very often, Meg would invite some friends over on a Saturday evening. Basil would always come over, and so would Raymond. Invariably, the evening ended up in a sing-song that everyone enjoyed. Basil would play the piano, and Raymond would be standing right behind him, ready to turn the music pages for him. Being Saturday, everyone kind of dressed up a bit. The workweek was done, and now it was time to relax. Raymond was a slick dresser and always wore a very expensive cologne. As he was the designated “page turner” for Basil, this scent must have been what put him in a very hypnotic mood. The popular love songs were played, everyone knew the words, and soon there was a sing-song that everyone enjoyed.

			What Meg didn’t know was that Basil and Raymond became very good friends. They started going to movies together, they golfed together, and often went for walks together.

			They lived close to the mountainside, and there were lovely paths that you could use for a Sunday afternoon stroll. Apparently, this became a habit with Basil and Raymond. However, this did not raise any alarm bells. That was the usual Sunday afternoon thing to do for many of the residents who lived in that area. For the older folks, Sunday afternoons after Sunday lunch were usually their siesta time: attend the Sunday morning service, come back home for a special Sunday lunch, and then have a long Sunday nap.

			The younger ones went for their Sunday stroll up on the mountainside. Everything seemed normal, and no alarm bells were set off.

			 

			



	

Chapter Two:

			THEY SPEAK IN SILENCE

			NOW these behaviours, routines, and gatherings were not unusual in the neighbourhood. Nobody assumed anything was out of the ordinary. Everything was above board, or so it seemed. Basil was just visiting Meg and Dennis. So was Raymond, just popping in to say hi to Meg and Dennis, his neighbour. All very innocent and very natural. No harm, no foul, or so it appeared. This was what we saw from the outside looking in! However, this was the “cover-up,” as was later revealed. Unfortunately, when that cover-up was no longer effective, the lid was removed, and it caused the most devastating result. That drone of those loud bass notes on that piano, and the sustained sounds as James tried to lift Basil, with hindsight, was remarkable! The fact that it happened during a choir practice on that Thursday evening was the sad reveal of a very intense same-sex relationship of a church pianist and the son of a very respected imam of a mosque in the city, a mosque that attracted a large congregation of faithful and practicing Muslims. Nobody, in either of their circles of friends, expected or suspected that there was any such relationship going on. The Christians and the Muslims were friendly and respected each other’s faiths, beliefs, and practices. This same-sex, but different-religion, getting together in those early years was not practiced or even considered. It was too contrary to even think of it. Homosexuality was contrary to the beliefs of both the Christian faith and the Muslim faith, and indeed, in the broader society. It was just not practiced! It was almost as if it was not in the realm of possibility. This is also not even considering the age difference in this case. It just added more skepticism to the story.

			But Dennis, with his medical training, did have a suspicion that there might have been something in the air, especially when the visits to his house always included them both. The visits were very pleasant, and he did not want to alarm Meg. After all, it was just a suspicion. As Basil was not his patient, he had to behave ethically.

			Both Basil and Raymond were very careful not to shed any untoward suspicion on their relationship. However, this relationship didn’t develop overnight. It had been going on for more than a year, even though Islam is an extremely homophobic religion. Both Basil and Raymond were not concerned about how it presented for a long time. But now that Basil found himself in a psych ward, the implications of their relationship presented themselves on a “mental health” level. Basil tried to protect Raymond as much as he could because his father, particularly, would be very disappointed in him, him being an imam, and his only son being “gay”! What anathema, and what a disappointment for an imam! How could he possibly be leading his congregation in the Muslim beliefs and doctrines while his son was breaking one of the cardinal tenets of the faith?

			 

			The Christian beliefs also run parallel with those of the Muslim beliefs. So, in essence, they were both behaving in a very sinful way, according to the beliefs of their faiths. It appears that, with some individuals, their conscience can only deal with so much until it affects their mental health. The strange thing is that no one became suspicious. This begs many questions when one considers how long this relationship had been going on. How did they conduct this relationship without raising any suspicions?

			One interesting thing that came to light was that they set up a postal box and communicated meeting places, times, and activities by leaving messages there for each other. When Basil went on trips, he always brought Raymond a special souvenir. It would be a beautiful tie in his favourite colours, or a piece of jewelry like a bracelet or a ring, or some memento from the country he visited that he knew Raymond would like. They would not use e-mail as Raymond did not have a phone and did not want to use his computer. This incognito correspondence was safer, they felt. Maybe it also added a feeling of adventure and special love for them. It was “their” secret that they kept from the world!

			To the outside world, Basil was a very successful teacher and a wonderful and caring brother to Calvin and Joan, his younger sister. He was the pianist in his church and a very good neighbour to Meg and Dennis. The neighbourhood they lived in was a friendly neighbourhood. Some families had lived there for at least fifteen years or more. They were caring people and always respected each other’s privacy. So, life went on at a very nice pace in this neighbourhood. The children played together after school, and the adults would talk to each other over the fence about their gardens, or about their cooking and baking, or whatever was the topic of the day in the news broadcasts.

			However, for Basil and Raymond, their religious beliefs did not dissuade them from continuing their intimate relationship. But one wonders if, because of their religious teachings, they defied it and wanted to explore why their relationship felt so natural to “them,” in spite of the teachings of their faiths. In fact, this controversy excited them even more. Could this possibility have increased their excitement and enjoyment of their friendship? After all, humans have all kinds of emotions, whether male or female. There are emotions of every kind in all different situations. Some emotions elicit good feelings; other emotions do the opposite and may even create a feeling of panic. Obviously, this was not the case in the relationship that Basil and Raymond shared… until that very telling moment.

			However, now, that loud, sustained drone of the bass notes on the piano that Thursday night seems rather ominous, wouldn’t you say? Meg remembers very distinctly how she felt. She remembers a very heavy feeling in her feet. She could not move. Her heart started pounding, and she tried to scream, but no sound would come out! As she reflects on all of this and realizes that Basil has found himself in a psych ward and has been there for more than three months now, this situation has become very troubling to her.

			Her thoughts wandered to all kinds of possibilities. But furthest from her mind was the homosexual relationship of Basil and Raymond. That realization shocked her to the core. She thought she knew them both and liked them very much. They were weekly visitors at her home, and they had very many discussions on all kinds of topics. But, ominously, homosexuality never came up in any of their visits. Now Meg knows why. More importantly, she is now exploring how she would handle this issue in their presence in the future.

			She liked and respected them both, but now that the cat was out of the bag, so to speak, she needed to examine herself and her beliefs on the subject. What a daunting task that was going to be! She was planning to discuss this with Dennis on the weekend and hear what he had to say, particularly about Basil’s recovery and any medical issues that either of them would have to face. Meg was even beginning to feel weak at her knees just thinking about it.

			How often do we sit down and seriously consider
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