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Series 2 (Part 1) Our New Home (Pretoria)

Our New Home [Pretoria]

I remember arriving at our new home in Pretoria, a place both familiar and novel. Like our old flat, this house had face brick walls on the outside, a comforting similarity. However, despite its modest size, it felt much more spacious than the cramped quarters we had left behind.

Surrounding the house was an expansive green lawn that stretched out in every direction, creating a sense of openness. There were no walls or gates to mark the boundaries of our new abode. This openness extended to our neighbour’s house, which, though similar in style, had its own distinct character. It too was unbounded by walls or gates.

The simplicity of the setting was striking. There was no elaborate garden, no vibrant flowers or ornamental plants, just a sea of green lawn bordering a tranquil street. The absence of barriers lent a serene, almost liberating atmosphere to the neighbourhood, a stark contrast to the enclosed space of our former flat.

My neighbour had a tall thorn bush, an imposing presence with its long, menacing thorns jutting out like shark teeth in every direction. The bush seemed almost alive; its sharp protrusions ready to ensnare anything that dared to come too close. The dense, tangled branches formed a natural barrier, adding a wild, untamed element to the otherwise open and orderly landscape. This thorn bush, with its fierce appearance, stood in stark contrast to the simplicity of the green lawns that surrounded it, serving as a reminder of nature's untamed beauty.

My mother loved her new home; it was a significant improvement from the flat where she used to stay. She took great pride in keeping her space neat, clean, and tidy, infusing it with her personal, homely touch. The house shared the same tranquil atmosphere as our previous flat, but here, the silence felt even more profound, wrapping the home in a comforting stillness.

I often wandered through the quiet spaces of our new home, savouring the calmness. My room was a particular favourite of mine. It was larger and brighter than before, with sunlight streaming in to illuminate every corner. My toys were neatly packed away, creating an orderly and inviting space. My single bed was snug against the wall to the right of the entrance, making the room feel both spacious and cozy. This new room, with its increased size and cheerful brightness, quickly became my sanctuary.

I loved being in my own quiet space. Having a room all to myself was a luxury I had always enjoyed, a privilege I never took for granted. I couldn't imagine what it would be like not to have my own sanctuary.

The move to Pretoria was prompted by my stepdad's new job. It was a significant change that led us to pack up our belongings and settle into this new environment. Despite the upheaval, having my own room made the transition easier. My room was a refuge, a constant amid the changes, where I could retreat and find solace. The familiar comfort of my personal space provided a sense of continuity and peace, anchoring me in this new chapter of our lives.

At the arrival of our new home, I did not comprehend how significantly my life would change. I couldn't grasp at the time just how much less I would see my dad, now that we had moved so far away from him. The excitement of the new house and the novelty of our surroundings overshadowed the reality that my time with him would be drastically reduced. It was only later that the distance began to settle in, and I started to feel the absence of his presence in my everyday life. The realization came slowly, a creeping awareness of the loss of those precious moments we once shared so easily.
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I remember the day a boy, around the same age and height as me, entered our house. My mother announced that a friend had come to play. He was our neighbour’s youngest child. He quietly walked towards me, and I led him to my room. As we walked, I noticed his dark, straight hair and deep brown eyes. I thought to myself what a handsome boy he was.

He had a gentle spirit, and we never once argued or fought. He was always kind to me, and he loved playing the games I wanted to play. We quickly formed a bond, enjoying each other's company in the quiet, sunlit space of my room. Our time together was filled with laughter and the shared joy of childhood, creating memories that would last a lifetime.

"Hi, I'm Theresa," I said as I welcomed him into my room.

"Hi, I'm Ben," he replied shyly, his dark eyes meeting mine.

We quickly settled into a comfortable routine of playing together. Ben was a follower, not a leader, always reserved and humble. I enjoyed his caring nature; he always made sure I was okay.

One day, we were in my room when Ben got some Prestik stuck in his hair. He looked at me with his vulnerable brown eyes, silently asking for help as he pointed at the sticky mess.

"Don't worry, I can fix this," I said, quickly devising a solution. I grabbed my scissors from my pencil bag.

"Hold still," I instructed. I lifted the Prestik and sliced off the hair stuck to it. The rough sensation of the blade cutting through his hair excited me, and I felt a strange thrill.

"Oops! It’s still stuck," I said, pressing the Prestik back into another section of his hair. Ben looked alarmed but trusted me as I took the scissors and sliced off another piece of his hair.

"Did it come out?" he asked, his voice tinged with worry.

"Not yet, hold on," I replied, repeating the process two more times. Each snip gave me that same thrill, but then realization hit me.

"Okay, I think I got it all out," I said, stopping myself before I went too far.

Ben looked relieved, running his fingers through his hair. "Thanks, Theresa."

"No problem," I said, feeling a mix of guilt and exhilaration. "Let's go back to playing."

We returned to our games, and despite my actions, Ben's kind and gentle nature remained unchanged.

When he saw the Prestik in my hand, Ben looked at me gratefully, his dark eyes filled with relief. His gentle face and relaxed body language showed his trust in me for helping him out of his sticky situation. As I returned the Prestik to him, a pang of guilt washed over me for what I had secretly done. I had never cut someone’s hair before, and the thrill it gave me was exhilarating, almost intoxicating.

Despite my actions, Ben never got me into trouble. I concluded he hadn’t told anyone what had happened. His kind and forgiving nature remained intact, and he continued to be my loyal companion.

He was my very first best friend, and I loved him to pieces. The bond we shared was unbreakable, built on the innocent adventures and secret mischief of our childhood. Ben’s unwavering kindness and our shared experiences created a friendship that I cherished deeply.

He was my constant companion, and having him just next door filled me with happiness. Whenever I felt lonely, I knew he wasn't far away, and we could join once more for another playful adventure. With Ben, I could be myself entirely. I felt so comfortable around him, like I could let go of all my pretences. His presence made me feel free, allowing me to express my true self without fear of judgment.

Ben was everything I needed and wanted in a friend. His gentle spirit, kind nature, and unwavering loyalty made our time together so special. I often imagined he could be my brother, thinking how perfect it would be if he never had to go home. Then, our adventures would never have to end, and the joy of his company would be a permanent part of my life. He was my first best friend, and the bond we shared was something I treasured deeply.
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