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For most of their lives, Maya Owens and Blaise Simms have been aware of the feud between their grandparents. It never really bothered them, and when they started dating, they simply hid it because of the very real threat of heart attacks, disinheritance and other theatrics. 

However, even though they were perfect for each other, real life doesn’t care about perfection and things ended. As things often do.

Maya was in a new city and Blaise was back in their hometown. As long as she never returned, there was the very real chance she’d never have to see him again.
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But now that Maya is back in town with her grandmother, for what was supposed to be ‘the decrepit’ Mr. Simms’s funeral—but was in fact, not—she has to deal with seeing Blaise again, and feeling things she thought she’d gotten over.
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Though Blaise knows Old Mrs. Owens returned with the full intention of dancing on his grandfather’s grave like the witch the man had always accused her of being, he doesn’t hold any grudges. Mostly because he gets to see Maya again, earlier than he’d planned but not sooner than he’d hoped. 

Aside from making sure the oldies don’t kill each other and ruin the new carpet, Blaise wants to get Maya to take a chance on them again. The two of them were perfect for each other before, and he’s pretty sure they still are.
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Chapter 1:  The Non-Funeral
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Maya Owens retouched her lip-gloss and wondered for the millionth time if it would be considered tacky that she and her grandmother were dressed to the nines to attend the funeral they were going to. Of course, they had very different reasons—but none were even remotely solemn.

The drive into the suburbs of Northrise, Ndola had been an almost silent one. Her seventy-five-year-old grandmother, Grandma Maxine (‘Mrs. Owens’ to everyone else), had initially turned down the music but eventually acquiesced to playing Emlanjeni because it sounded ‘sad enough’. The old woman was in the passenger seat staring out the window like she was in a music video and rain was pouring outside. She was doing her best, considering it was a bright sunny day that perfectly matched her actual mood. 

The two of them had travelled all the way from Lusaka to attend the funeral of their old neighbour, Mr. Richard Simms—just so Grandma Max could breakdance on his grave and have a picnic on the freshly laid soil after. She was intending to do a bit of crime beforehand as well, especially if he was to be buried with that nice watch of his. After a loud sob during the open casket viewing, she could lean in for ‘a final hug goodbye’ and take his watch. Maya had pointed out the demerits of stealing from a dead man but Grandma Max just said, “It’s too hot to tell time where he’s going.”

When the old woman had seen the news the day before on Facebook, she had printed out the page of the obituary and then faxed it to Maya whose first thought was ‘who the hell still uses fax machines’, before realizing that the dead man was Mr. Richard Simms, her grandmother’s only nemesis, and her ex’s grandfather. 

Blaise... 

Maya was struck by the need to call him to see if he was okay or if he needed her and she felt silly as her hand hesitated over her phone. What would she even say? What should she say? Would Blaise even want her to call? She’d decided to just go ahead and text him her condolences. If he ignored it, she could always assume that he’d changed numbers. She was startled when just a few seconds after her text, he replied. His response had her staring at her phone but then she heard her name being called and she rushed down in case her grandma had decided to follow Mr. Simms to the afterlife for a proper battle. 

When she got downstairs, Grandma Max asked her to read the fax to her because even though her glasses were on, she couldn’t quite believe what she herself had printed.

"You know you could have just sent me the link," Maya said, somewhat distracted, but Grandma Max shushed her and told her to read the damn fax out loud, so she did. 

"To the friends and family of Mr. Richard Simms, we the Simms family are saddened to announce his passing. In his time, Mr. Simms was a loving husband, father and grandfather. After a brief battle with heartburn, he has gone on to be with his wife in heaven. We intend to hold the funeral this weekend and anyone wishing to pay their last respects to a good man is welcome to join us. Have a blessed day."

Maya heard Grandma Max’s sharp intake of breath and looked up in worry. At her grandmother's age, it was less of a surprise when people died and more of the way things worked as mortals. The old lady usually maintained a certain air of indifference about the deaths, deciding to celebrate the lives of her friends, often saying inappropriate things that made nurses uncomfortable but that her friends would have loved because they knew her so well.

When her best friend had passed a few years prior, Grandma Maxine had been by her bedside with Maya who had driven her there, and she’d smiled at her friend and said, "At least I won’t have to visit this place anymore."

Maya felt like her grandmother held in feelings she shouldn’t have and said as much, but Grandma Max had retorted that if she wanted to cry, then she would. 

“Grief doesn’t always have to show itself as competing with town criers of the past.”

She liked more dignified affairs, but always insisted that her own funeral should be thrown as a huge party when the time came. It was with all this in mind that Maya wondered if perhaps this was the one that would squeeze a tear out of her granny's eyes.

Maya knew all about Richard Simms. She’d grown up down the road from the Simms family and she’d lost her parents in the same train accident that took the young Simms couple, Blaise’s parents, as well. She didn’t really remember her parents but she still felt the ache of what could have been. What should have been. Grandma Maxine and Grandpa Patrick had raised her in the house her parents left her, and told her all about them, but the old couple were her parents, and she loved them dearly. They did their best to pass down family recipes and stories, and Grandma Maxine did her best to instill in her the same hatred she had for Richard Simms, the man who lived down the street from their house. 

Apparently, the feeling was, and had always been mutual. 

Maya wasn’t sure what it was about Grandma Max and Mr. Simms. Grandpa Patrick had told her that sometimes people met and simply did not like each other, and that was the case with those two. 

Grandma Max had gone as far as telling her stories, often featuring Mr. Simms, of what not to be when she grew up. When Maya was a little girl, Mr. Simms was always some sort of princess-stealing villain and as she got older, his crimes became more age appropriate; like when Grandma Maxine was helping her with her seventh-grade health class homework and told her that Mr. Simms took it upon himself to spread syphilis so doctors could have more practice. The teacher had called her in for that one.

The night before, Grandma Maxine had been frozen for a full minute after Maya confirmed that her eyesight and reading abilities hadn’t degraded in the time since she'd read it and yes indeed, Richard Simms was gone. Maya had thought that perhaps Grandma Maxine had suddenly realized the futility of it all, the pointlessness of having hated a man all those years. But then Grandma Maxine had leapt into the air and whooped like a spry 20-year-old. They both heard the suspicious crack of her back but it was nothing a chiropractor couldn’t fix so they ignored it as a unit.

"The bastard is finally dead," Grandma Maxine said, grabbing her granddaughter's hands in hers like they'd just been told the greatest news in the world. Her eyes were wet and teary but the smile on her face was bright. "I can't believe this. This is amazing news!"

Maya blinked. "You can’t say that!"

Grandma Maxine was already walking to the kitchen talking about how she would make a lovely casserole for the event and maybe she would put raisins in it just to piss off his spirit. But then again, she'd
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