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Prologue

Linda
was on a date with Percy and was distracted as her attention kept
on straying to the couple seated a bit further away from them. The
girl was giggling like a teenager while the boy smiled and stroked
her hand.

“Is there something bothering you?” Percy
asked taking note that he had been talking to himself for the past
five minutes.

“No nothing is wrong,” Percy looked at Linda
with disbelief evident in his eyes. What exactly was bothering her,
he wondered. She was known to be a good listener and one not prone
to letting her mind drift.

“Do you agree to it then?” Percy asked with a
grin on his face as he knew fairly well that Linda hadn’t been
paying attention.

“Yes I do, it’s perfect,”

“Right…… they is no time like the present old
girl, let’s go, I wouldn’t like it if you changed your mind before
we accomplished anything.”

Embarrassed Linda asked, “Will you please
refresh my memory on what we have been talking about”. What had she
agreed to that had made Percy happy all of a sudden.

“You just agreed to marry me old girl”, Percy
replied. Linda opened her eyes and mouth wide in confusion and
Percy found himself putting a thumb under her chin to make her shut
her mouth. Laughing he stated, “It was a joke”.

“You naughty old man,” Linda giggled. Percy
took a napkin on the table and wiped his hands before throwing it
into the empty plate. His date was turning out to be something
else, which he didn’t mind at all. Just being in Linda’s company
took away his feeling of being lonely. It had been five years since
his wife died and he felt it was time to marry again. Men rarely
stayed for such a long time before they moved on after the death of
a spouse and he was surprised that he had stayed single for that
long. His two daughters where safely married to men who adored them
and had two children each. He loved being call paw paw and whenever
he visited them he always made sure he carried candy with him,
which irritated his two daughters as the children tended to be
hyper afterwards.

Looking at Linda who was still wearing a
frown over her beautiful face, he still wondered on what was going
on. At sixty nine Linda was still beautiful. A few wrinkles graced
her mouth showing she laughed a lot and her eyes that usually
showed mirth where tinged with concern at the moment.

“So are you going to tell me what is
wrong?”

“Nothing is wrong”, Linda answered. Seeing
the disbelief on his face she added, “Nothing I can’t handle, can
you please excuse me, I need to visit the ladies”. She got up and
left for the loo, which was situated at the back of the restaurant.
Passing the couple that seemed oblivious to its surrounding, she
snorted and continued. When she was returning to her table she made
a detour to where the couple acting silly was.

“Cecelia, how are you doing”, she greeted
bringing the girl to a sudden awareness of her surroundings as she
gasped and snatched her hand from her male companion.

“Aunt, how are you?” Cissy was already seeing
the scene play out in her mind, and she contemplated bolting out of
the restaurant, but noticed that her aunt was standing in the way
blocking her escape route. She was agitated and was wishing for a
person who would rescue her from an aunt who appeared to strive on
making a person uncomfortable. Suddenly the restaurant that seemed
to be abuzz with people going about their business appeared to be
focused on her. To her line of thought, they were already sneering
at her blatant behaviour and betting over the embarrassing scene
and who would win in the contest of humiliating the other. For a
second she thought the restaurant was quiet, that one could
actually hear a pin drop. She could see her aunt’s mouth moving,
but her words weren’t registering. Thinking back to how Linda would
embarrass a person with her straight talk like Judge Judy on telly,
she shook her head and cleared it off the cobwebs, managing to
catch what her aunt was saying.

“How are the children doing?” Already the
sweat had gathered on her brow and her hands where clammy, her cute
date with a dimple on one cheek was looking at her curiously as if
seeing her for the first time.

“They are fine,” she gulped. Could somebody
please help her, her mind screamed.

“You are on child number what by the way?”
Her aunt probed as if she didn’t know the answer to that. This was
an embarrassing situation and her eyes kept on straying to her date
that seemed to have frozen on the spot. Say something; her mind
goaded him.

“Three, aunt,” she managed to choke out,
making her date open his eyes wide in disbelief. Of course they
hadn’t come to that fact yet as they talked. It’s not like barring
her soul on the first date was going to make her commendable in any
way.

“And you, what’s your story young man, are
you not the one I saw whistling to some teenagers a while ago
before you came into the restaurant?”

Opening his eyes wide, Dave grunted and
cleared his throat by coughing. Picking up a glass of water to
drink, he looked at the old woman, literally glaring at her and
wishing she could disappear. His friend had recommended Cissy to
him and he had been quite enjoying her company, flirting and
contemplating how he would get her into bed. He was out for fun but
now that fun had turned out to be having three kids in tow. Ticking
in his head to never take his friends suggestion, he kept silent
and watched Linda turn to his date again.

“What are you still doing here?” Her voice
was tinged with surprise as she thought her niece had left when she
turned to her date. “Get going you can’t be here on a date while
your mother is left taking care of your brood”. Linda shifted from
her path and Cecelia scrambled from her chair, relieved that the
ordeal was over and walked out leaving her date to his fate.
Whatever Linda would advise the man, would surely make him not ever
contact her again? Sighing she walked towards the supermarket that
was directly opposite the restaurant and bought the things her
mother had requested.

***

Cecilia opened the gate of the house and
could hear the children making noise from where she was. The house
was a five bedroomed single story ranch style home. Her parents had
steadily built it during the years. From a two roomed to what it
was now. As Cissy walked towards it, the ruckus being made by the
children was getting into her nerves as usual, yet she was forced
to deal with it and accept it for what it was, her lot and fate in
life. Contemplating going back into town, an image of her aunt
flicked in her mind as she had a feeling that her day was already
cursed and she might bump into her again.

Thinking back to the embarrassing scene, she
prayed for God to just take her away. The old hag was a nuisance to
her peace of mind. Was that even necessary for her to point out
that she had children to take care of? It wasn’t her fault that her
relationships hadn’t worked out the way she anticipated. Her
parents didn’t help the matter at all as they had proven to be good
at taking the bride price and hoping to God that Cecilia would not
come back home after another failed marriage.

“Cecelia you are early” her mother spoke
softly as she watched her slowly climb the steps to the house.
Could the woman grow some kind of backbone please, Cissy’s mind
screamed. At least stamp her feet and not take her in every time
she ran to her when difficulties occurred. Her mother was dressed
the way she used to when at home. She was wearing a black t-shirt
and a wrap of printed material on her head and as a skirt. Taking
note of how old she looked and yet content, she wished she could be
like her and take life at its stride. Her mother was still married
to the man who had married her at the age of eighteen yet her
children seemed to make a mess of their love life. Sister Catherine
was working from outside the country where she was now living with
someone else after divorcing from her first husband. Her two boys
had been left with granny to take care of.

Ralph had also sent in his brood of three
boys, hence all grandchildren in the house totaled to eight. The
house seemed to be crowded at times especially when children from
her uncles and aunts visited.

Snorting Cissy replied, “Your sister met me
in town and decided to ruin my date, is they a corner in which I
can go and get away from her interfering ways?” she glared at her
mother, as if she was the one who had embarrassed her.

“Ooh Cissy you should be aware by now that
Linda has always been like that, she looks out for everyone,” her
mother chuckled. Cissy rolled her eyes at that and gritted out,
“Yah right, the educated aunt with the huge houses and businesses,
you think that all things that she does and even when she talks,
it’s the voice of the Almighty speaking.”

“You are just being silly,” wiggling her
finger in her face, her mother continued to ask, “Did you manage to
get the things I asked for?” Handing over the paperback with bread,
butter and a box of tea bags she wondered where her mother thought
her money was coming from, since she hadn’t been employed in a long
time. All she did was pen out a list of the supplies she would
need. Everyone thought her life was simple as she was at home. But
it was far from that, she felt trapped and was still treated like
one of the children in the family. How she would give to just be in
her own home, except she had messed that up again as she usually
did.

The children were still making noise on the
grounds of the house so she followed after her mother into the
house. “By the way I told her about your need for a job and she
said she was willing to hire you for the holidays to work at her
house as a maid, you will stay with her and she will give you good
pay.”

“Who are you talking about ma?” Cecelia asked
feeling as if she was getting the end of the conversation to all
this.

“Your aunt of course, who else? She had
called and informed me about what happened.” So, her mother knew
about the incident but she had feigned being surprised when she
arrived back early from her date. Her mother was oblivious to have
been caught in her act. Placing the supplies in their places, she
settled down on the chair.

“And now she offers me a job of a cleaning
lady,” Cecelia finished for her mother. “That’s just degrading. Is
that all she thinks about me. That I deserve such a lowly job.”

“Beggars cannot be choosers Cissy; you have
to think about the children.”

“Well the children will be out of your hair
mom, don’t worry about them, their holidays are starting soon and
their fathers will be coming to collect them. You will only have to
deal with Brother Ralph and sister Caroline’s children”. Cissy took
out a pot from the shelf and poured water into it. She wiped its
base before she put it on the stove so she could prepare their
supper. “Still it’s a good opportunity,” her mother tentatively
suggested, “Linda said she will pay you extra as you will have to
take care of her grandchildren.”

“Where is Thia, did she finally run away with
another man?” Cissy chuckled thinking of her cousin who used to be
a troublemaker when they were kids.

“That’s uncalled for,” her mother chided.
“She and her husband finally took the much needed vacation,” her
mother explained. “They have been busy in their careers and they
have decided to take a short break from it all”

Rolling her eyes, her mind drifted off to
Thia who had it all. A handsome husband, beautiful kids, nice house
and cars and a good job to boot. Thia was the lucky one, she had it
all, and to think they were of the same age.

“I wonder why we even made you do a course in
early childhood development when you are not even using the
certificate”, her mother muttered looking at her disapprovingly.
That was unexpected and Cissy felt she might lose her best ally, if
she didn’t do just the least and agree on working for her aunt.

“Ok, ok, I will go”. She raised her hands in
defeat, already dreading being in the presence of her aunt. The
holidays where starting next week hence she wouldn’t have to worry
about her children as their fathers would be getting them, so
staying with her aunt would not be a problem.

“Are you serious Cissy about this”, her
mother asked beaming. She had asked her sister to talk to Cissy,
maybe her stay with her aunt would be good for her, and she would
finally open up and say what was going on in her mind. She was
really worried and feared that Cissy might get into far much worse
trouble than she was. She loved her daughter and she never cared on
how other people perceived her. Cissy wasn’t a light skirt like
everyone claimed. She was broken, something happened to her in her
marriage with Samuel that made her change. A switch just went off
in her mind which to her mother’s thinking was what was causing all
this.

“Give your aunt a call and tell her you are
coming, in case she got someone else since you delayed to do so,”
she advised.

Cissy rolled her eyes. When would that have
happened since her mother had just informed her when she came in?
Talking to her aunt while her feelings where still smarting wasn’t
the best. But in order to humor her mother she called her
nonetheless.

It was just a light and short conversation.
Cissy would start work on Thursday next week. Rose and Robert where
meant to stay with their grandmother, her aunt from Saturday as the
parents were set to leave then. Sighing out loud that the talk
wasn’t awkward she got up and prepared supper.

 



Chapter 1


Cecelia was with her aunt at a thrift shop as they went through
some second hand clothes. Looking at the old woman pick clothes at
the top of the pile, she rolled her eyes and decided to dig into
it. One could find good clothes if they just dug deep, especially
ones still new and with their tags on them.

“Cecilia what are you doing”, her aunt
laughed when she dove into the pile. Kneeling on the floor, she
could hear the children run around the huge shop and the other
customers’ haggling over the low prices. Typical, she thought.
People forgot the concept of a thrift shop and literally wanted
things for free.

“Aunt you are just picking the bad stuff on
top. If you want the good clothes they are usually deep inside this
whole rubble”, she explained. Still kneeling on the floor, she
reached deep into the pile and brought the clothes on the surface
to look at them. If there was one thing she was good at. It was
selecting good second hand clothes.

Chuckling at the fact that during the days
she stayed with her aunt she realized that she wasn't all that bad,
and for her to have included her in a project of picking out
clothes to those less fortunate, it made her suddenly feel all
squishy squashy on the inside. No one had done that in a long time.
Seen her and how handy she could be. She was enjoying being with
her niece and nephew also, who were well behaved compared to hers.
Her aunt had remarked that Thia was the disciplinarian in the home,
which she doubted. The Thia she knew cried at the drop of a hat.
Whether happy or sad the tears would be there. That is why as
children Thia would get away with anything. She was the last person
to be suspected by the elders of any mischief, especially when the
tears rolled on her sweet face and she denied being the culprit.
Her other cousins including Cissy would bear the brunt of it all.
Therefore, to imagine her spanking any of the kids was
hilarious.

Since the day she left for her vacation with
Chad, Thia made sure she would video call over whats app and chat
with the children. She was enjoying her holiday and glowing.
Cecilia suspected that when she came back from the holiday she
would be expecting an additional member into her family. Lucky,
lucky Thia, she thought. She was enjoying with her life partner
whereas Cissy girl was digging through second hand clothes.

Getting to the job at hand, she squealed like
a child when she brought out a batch of clothes that still had
their tags on.

“Good Lord, girl”, her aunt crooned making
her laugh. “Bring the batch here so I select the clothes properly,”
she motioned, settling down on her chair.

“Tired”, Cissy asked concerned, eliciting a
harrumph from her aunt.

“I am not that old”. She remarked. At 69, her
aunt was indeed spritely and full of life. Their afternoon was
spent going through the pile as the children enjoyed the excursion.
Rose was dressing up while Robert ran around with his chest puffed
up. Linda had commented that her son in law told Robert to take
care of his grandma, since he was the man of the house before
leaving for the trip. Thus the puffed up chest every time he
walked. After they were done Linda ordered supper at Chicken inn
and explained. “You must also be tired from the work, so I can’t
trouble you with cooking today”. Grateful over her aunts concern,
she smiled in appreciation.

Carrying the purchased clothes to the car
while the children trailed behind, Cecilia wondered why she had an
attitude before where her aunt was concerned. Could she have been
that jealous of her achievements and secretly wanted her life
instead of the one given by her parents.

Linda was the talk of the family, how she
liked books and went on further with school than the rest of her
siblings. How she also married late and divorced. Her other aunt
and uncles claimed that Linda was such a man, how could she be able
to keep a home, that’s why her husband turned out the way he did.
Only her mother seemed to admire the success of her younger sister
and did not fault her in her failed marriage. Cecelia to a certain
extent related to her aunt, especially on the fact that her second
marriage had been somewhat verbally abusive. That chirping away of
ones being tended to result in a person thinking they were really
what their partners viewed them to be, useless.

She couldn't do anything right. They had a
baby girl named Amanda who she would send to her mother’s place so
she could manage her duties without giving the excuse that she
couldn’t get anything done. She was a slob, she was slow, and she
couldn't dress properly. All that yapping, hacking of her character
hence it wasn’t a surprise when she acted out what was believed of
her. Her retreat mechanism when things went bad was always to sort
for male attention. That had been an embarrassing situation for all
parties concerned as she was caught pants down with another man in
her matrimonial home.

Neither talks nor negotiations on reconciling
where made. She was out of the house before she could cry foul.
That was a low for her. However, that didn't stop her from pursuing
this marriage concept. She needed a place where she could belong,
where she would feel safe. And a man who would look at her as if
the sun rose and set on her. Not one who would point out her faults
as if he didn't have his. Then came in the third marriage with the
man she had been caught with pants down. He rectified the matter by
marrying
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