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                  DEDICATION 
This book is dedicated to the three queens of my heart, my forever muses, my inspiration, and my everything:
To my eternal love, Regina Chisanga; Your unwavering support and love ignite my passion for storytelling.
 To my precious princesses, Tatiana and Eliana; you are the sunshine that brightens every page of my life.


    



  	
        
            
            THE WEIGHT OF TRADITIONS 
Tradition becomes our security, and when the mind cannot cope with change, it clings to tradition and becomes rigid, caught in its own web.
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INTRODUCTION 

In the heart of Africa, a young widow’s struggle begins. Tabitha’s life is forever changed when her husband passes away, leaving her to face the harsh realities of cultural traditions and expectations. As she navigates the complex web of customs and obligations, she finds herself burdened by the weight of her in-laws’ demands.

Forced to conform to outdated norms, Tabitha’s identity and autonomy are threatened. But as the pressures mount, she reaches a breaking point. Will she continue to bear the weight of tradition, or will she find the strength to forge her own path?

Join Tabitha’s journey as she;


•  Faces the harsh realities of widowhood in a patriarchal society

•  Struggles to maintain her dignity and independence

•  Finds her voice and challenges the status quo

•  Discovers the power of self-love and resilience


WEIGHT OF TRADITIONS TEARS OF A WIDOW is a powerful exploration of culture, identity, and the human spirit. Read Tabitha’s story and discover the strength it takes to break free from the weight of expectations and forge one’s own path.

Chapter 1: THE FATAL NIGHT

In Chaku Township, Mwami District, Tabitha’s world had crumbled. Her husband, Chalwe, had just returned home from a long day at work, and aromas of freshly cooked Nshima and delicious spiced meat filled the air. Their children, Monica and Tatiel, were laughing and playing in the living room.

“Mama, can we watch cartoons?” Monica asked, tugging on Tabitha’s apron.

“Not now, sweetie. Let’s eat dinner first,” Tabitha replied with a smile.

As they sat down to eat, Chalwe whispered to Tabitha, “You look beautiful tonight, my love” with a warm smile. Tabitha blushed and playfully rolled her eyes. “You’re just saying that because you’re hungry.”

Later ,as the night wore on, Chalwe began to feel unwell. “I have a terrible headache,” he complained, clutching his temples. Tabitha's expression turned worrisome. “Let me get you some painkillers. Maybe you’re just tired from work.”

As Chalwe’s condition worsened, Tabitha had called for help. Patrick, their good neighbor, had rushed to their aid. “What’s happening, Tabitha?” he asked, his face etched with alarm. “Chalwe’s not feeling well. We need to take him to the hospital, now!” Tabitha exclaimed.

Patrick quickly assisted Tabitha in rushing Chalwe to the hospital. As they sped through the night, Tabitha held Chalwe’s hand, praying for his recovery. But it was too late. Despite the hospital staff’s efforts, Chalwe had passed away in the early hours of the morning.

Tabitha wailed, ‘’No, no, no!’’ holding Chalwe’s lifeless body. “This can’t be happening!”

The children stood in stunned silence, their eyes were wide with fear Monica clung to Tatiel, tears streaming down her face. “Mama, what’s wrong with Daddy?” she asked, her voice trembling.

Tatiel, too young to understand, repeated his sister’s words, “Daddy? Daddy?” His small voice cracked as he began to cry.

Patrick stood frozen, his eyes filled with sorrow. “I’m so sorry, Tabitha,” he whispered, struggling to find the right words.

The hospital room fell silent, except for the sound of Tabitha’s anguished cries, which pierced the air like a mournful wail, and the children’s heartbreaking sobs, their tiny bodies shaking with each ragged breath. The fluorescent lights overhead seemed to flicker with a cold, clinical detachment, casting an unforgiving glare on the despair that ravaged the faces of those who loved Chalwe. The air was heavy with grief, the scent of antiseptic and sorrow hanging like a shroud over the room.

Patrick watched in horror as his neighbor’s body lay motionless on the bed, a mixture of shock and grief etched on his face. He felt a lump form in his throat as he struggled to process the sudden loss. The doctors moved swiftly, their faces set in determined expressions, trying to find out more about what had happened. Patrick’s eyes followed their every move, his mind racing with questions. “What could have caused this?” he wondered, his thoughts consumed by the memories of Chalwe’s laughter, their friendly conversations, and the countless times he’d helped him with odd jobs. He felt a pang of helplessness, wishing he could turn back time or do something to change the course of events.

Suddenly, Chalwe’s condition took a gruesome turn. Dark, thick blood began to flow profusely from his nostrils and mouth, filling the room with an unbearable stench that filled the room. The hospital staff quickly sprang into action, trying to contain the bleeding and the unpleasant smell.

“We need to get some gauze and antiseptic solution in here, stat!” one of the doctors ordered.

The nurses rushed to comply, their faces masked with a mixture of concern and disgust. “This is not normal,” one of them whispered to another. “The blood looks septic.”

The putrid smell filled the air, nauseating everyone in the room including the children.

Tabitha’s children covered their noses, their eyes wide with fear. “Mama, what’s that smell?” Monica asked, her voice muffled.

Tabitha’s eyes were fixed on Chalwe’s body as her mind reeling with questions. “What had caused this? Why was the blood so dark and foul-smelling?” She thought back to the Nshima they had eaten earlier, wondering if it could have been contaminated.

As the hospital staff worked to stabilize the situation, Patrick stood back, his eyes fixed on the scene before him. “What kind of condition could cause this?” he wondered, his mind racing with questions.

The doctors decided to rush the body to the mortuary for a post-mortem examination. Tabitha and her children were devastated as they watched the hospital staff prepare Chalwe’s body for transport.

“No, please don’t take him away,” Tabitha begged, her voice shaking with grief. “I want to hold him one last time before you take him away”

The hospital staff gently guided Tabitha and her children back, trying to comfort them as they watched Chalwe’s body being taken away. As the body was wheeled out of the room, Monica and Tatiel burst into tears, clinging to each other in fear.

“Daddy, come back!” Monica screamed, her small body shaking with sobs.

Tabitha’s eyes were fixed on the door, her heart heavy with grief. She knew that Chalwe was gone, and nothing would ever be the same again.

Chapter 2: THE WIDOW’S TEARS 

The sun rose over the hospital, casting a pale light over the corridors. Tabitha was still standing frozen. Her tears streamed down her face like a never-ending river. Patrick gently pried the phone from her hands, his eyes filled with compassion.

“Tabitha, I need to make some calls,” he said softly. “Let me take care of this, okay?”

However, Tabitha didn’t respond. She was lost in her grief, her eyes fixed on some distant point beyond the hospital walls. Patrick’s heart went out to her as he informed Chalwe’s parents, Mwansa and Mutinta, and Tabitha’s parents, Mwila and Givenness.

The news spread like wildfire, and people began to gather at the hospital, their faces etched with shock and disbelief. “What happened?” they asked each other, their voices hushed and uncertain.

Tabitha’s parents arrived first, their faces pale and worried. As Givenness rushed into the hospital, her eyes scanned the room frantically, searching for her daughter. When she spotted Tabitha, her heart sank. Tabitha’s eyes were vacant, her face pale and drawn. Givenness’s own face crumpled as she rushed to her daughter’s side.

“Tabitha, my baby,” Givenness whispered, her voice trembling with emotion. She wrapped her arms around Tabitha, holding her tightly. “I’m so sorry, sweetie. I’m so, so sorry.”

Mwila, Tabitha’s father, stood beside Tabitha’s children, his eyes red-rimmed with tears. He placed a gentle hand on Monica and Tatiel’s shoulder’s, his touch warm and comforting.

“Tabitha, we’re here for you,” Mwila said, his voice cracking with emotion. “We’ll get through this together, okay?”

Givenness pulled back slightly, her eyes searching Tabitha’s face. “How are you doing, sweetie?” she asked, her voice soft with concern.

However, Tabitha didn’t respond. She just stared blankly ahead, her eyes unfocused. Givenness’s face crumpled again as she realized the depth of her daughter's pain.

“Oh, Tabitha,” Givenness whispered, pulling her daughter into a tight hug. “I’m so sorry. I wish I could take this pain away from you.”

As they hugged, Mwila stood beside them, his eyes fixed on his daughter’s face. He felt a pang of helplessness, knowing that there was nothing he could do to ease her pain.

The hospital room was filled with the sound of muffled sobs and quiet whispers, as the family struggled to come to terms with their loss.

Chalwe’s parents arrived soon after, their faces ravaged with grief. “Our son, our dear son,” Mutinta wailed, collapsing into Mwansa’s arms.

The hospital corridors were filled with the sound of wailing and sobbing. Tabitha’s children, Monica and Tatiel, clung to each other, their eyes wide with fear and uncertainty. The hospital staff tried to comfort them, but it was no use. The pain was too much to bear.

Tabitha thought about all the memories
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	Honesty is crucial: Doctor Chomba’s infidelity and secrecy nearly destroyed his relationship with Tabitha. Honesty and transparency are essential in any relationship. Without them, trust can be broken, and relationships can crumble.






	Forgiveness is possible: Nancy’s forgiveness of Doctor Chomba and Tabitha’s willingness to work through their issues show that forgiveness is possible, even in difficult situations.






	Communication is key: Tabitha and Doctor Chomba’s relationship improved when they communicated openly and honestly with each other.






	Relationships require effort: Rebuilding their relationship took time, effort, and commitment from both Tabitha and Doctor Chomba.






	Support system matters: Nancy’s support and friendship played a significant role in Tabitha’s healing process.
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