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    Cheers to self-love, acceptance and all that is African. 

      

    


It wasn’t until the clock struck noon when Aneni finally opened her eyes. The 15-year-old troublesome teenager had gotten used to waking up to the annoying sound of a hoover banging against her bedroom door, accompanied by loud gospel music and the out-of-tune voice her mother, Ma Aneni singing along. 

Ma Aneni was a middle aged, bad-tempered yet loving mother of 3 children – Ashe, her 17-year-old son, Aneni and Anesu, her 4-year-old son. Ma Aneni was a modern Christian mother who had given up on teaching her children the basics of her customs, traditional food, folktales and heritage that her late grandmother had taught her. Ma Aneni’s children, like any other modern youngsters, were not willing to learn, Aneni being the worst of the 3. As a woman living in the up-class suburb of Chishawasha Hills, Ma Aneni eventually let go of her true African-self. Which was quite common. The only disciplinary rule Ma Aneni had in her house, was that all her children, regardless of gender or age, were expected to carry out household chores, giving rise to the customary loud cleaning that never permitted the children to sleep-in on weekends.

Aneni opened her eyes with zero torture from the sun. She was surprised to find her bedroom curtains still shut. The girl sat up straight in confusion. She yawned, stretched out her arms and then stared at the door for a moment, waiting for her mother’s noise to kick-start her Saturday morning. Aneni waited and waited, until she gave up. The girl gave a huge grin and then threw herself back under the covers.

20 minutes into her peaceful rest, Aneni sat back up again. She had failed to go back to sleep. She decided to pick up her cell phone from the floor. As soon as she laid her eyes on the screen, Aneni jumped up and screamed, “no! It’s in the afternoon already? Oh no!” Aneni quickly ran to the door, put on her slippers and headed into the hallway.

To her surprise, the house was silent. No loud music. No hover sounds. No out-of-tune singing. Aneni began to panic. Tears filled her eyes as she feared that something had happened to her mother and brothers. Aneni rested against the wall, trying to catch her breath from her on-going panic attack. The poor girl began to sob. Unexpectedly, Aneni was distracted by an awful smell. She gagged twice and then looked up. Her eyes rested upon Ashe who was exiting the toilet, down the hall. The boy dried his wet hands on the back of his shorts as he approached his sister. Aneni ceased to cry and broke into laughter. “What did you kill in there?” teased Aneni as she stepped away from her brother. Ashe grinned with pride and then headed into the television room. The girl wiped her tears and followed behind.

Ashe threw himself on the fluffy couch, next to Anesu, his little brother’s side. He picked up his gaming controller and resumed his video game with Little Anesu. Aneni was troubled by how calm her brothers were in the absence of their mother on the "Sacred Day Of Cleaning". A day Ma Aneni would never miss even if someone had died.

“Where’s mom?” asked Aneni as she stepped further into the television room. She sat by the edge of the couch, glanced at the television and then back at her occupied brothers. “I said, where is mom?” screamed the girl. Anesu sulked in his adorable little voice, “you don’t have to scream, Aneni. She is in the garden.” Aneni gave her little brother a kiss on the forehead and added, “thanks bud.” She went on to smack Ashe’s head and ran out, smiling with satisfaction. 

“Why didn’t you wake us up with your loud music and painful noise this morning?” questioned Aneni as she approached her mother who was squatting while uprooting weeds from her onion bed. Ma Aneni stood up straight, adjusted her sun hat and then rested her eyes on her puzzled daughter. The woman grunted and then returned to her squatting position. She repositioned her gloves and then resumed plucking out the weeds. Ma Aneni finally responded. She chuckled, “what are you talking about, Aneni?” Aneni took a step closer to her mother, sighed and then sobbed, “I was worried. I thought something had happened to you.” Ma Aneni broke into laughter. She wiped off some sweat from her forehead and then replied, “huh?” Aneni crouched down and then sobbed once more, “you have never missed the "Sacred Day Of Cleaning". Are you ok?” Ma Aneni paused for a moment, looked at her daughter with a puzzled face and said, “your brothers and I cleaned the house in the morning. No amount of singing woke you up, today. Anesu cried at some point. He actually thought you had died in your sleep.” The woman resumed her weed plucking and then added, “I had to send Ashe to check for your pulse.” Aneni chuckled, “that’s impossible. I always hear you. A dead man in his grave can hear you clean.” Ma Aneni grinned, “go and eat something but this means, next week, the boys will do nothing. You will have to do all the cleaning.” Aneni, surprised by her mother's calmness, stood up, broke into a dance and then smiled. She was happy that her mother wasn’t going to spank her or scold her for not participating in the cleaning. As Aneni began to walk away, Ma Aneni cried out, “Aneni, I hope you are not on drugs like that neighbour’s son.” Aneni, shook her head in silence, smiled at her mother and then headed into the house.

At dinner time, Aneni sat down with her family for a home cooked meal. As they dined, Little Anesu brought up how Aneni would not wake up in the morning. The little boy was convinced that her sister had died and had somehow returned back to life. 

“I promise you ma, I woke her up. I even slapped her 16 times,” said Little Anesu with a huge grin on his face. “How did you know it was 16 times?” teased Ashe. Anesu retorted, “I counted, dummy.” Ma Aneni smiled as she complimented her precious little boy, “wow, bud, you can now count that many. You should be proud of yourself.” Anesu smiled as he took the last spoon of his rice. 

Aneni let go of her spoon, ran her hands around her face and then giggled, “I was wondering why my face hurts so much.” There was a moment of silence and then Ashe burped. After excusing himself, he said, “dude, mom had to send me to check if you were still breathing. I also threw in a few slaps of my own.” He paused and then added, “argh, I should have taken a video.” In response, Ma Aneni complained, “I keep telling you to stay off those phones and you don’t listen to me. Now look.” The children broke into laughter. Aneni shook her head, “here we go again, blaming phones for everything wrong in this world.”
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DAYS WENT BY AND ANENI kept having weird episodes in the morning where she wouldn’t leave her deep sleep no matter how hard her brothers tried to wake her up. Luckily it was during the April school break and so there was no need for Aneni to wake up early in the morning. Aneni had no control over her episodes, however, Ma Aneni strongly believed that her daughter was just being her troublesome, lazy-teenage-self. 

That following Friday, after a week had gone by, Aneni crawled into her mother’s bed after dinner. Ma Aneni was peacefully reading a novel when she was disturbed by her daughter. Ma Aneni shut her book, adjusted her reading glasses and then stared at her daughter. “What on earth do you think you are doing?” questioned the annoyed woman. There was no response, instead, Aneni adjusted the bedcovers to her liking. Ma Aneni, still staring at her daughter in confusion, “what are you doing, Aneni?” Once more, Aneni did not respond. Instead of starting an unnecessary fight with her daughter, Ma Aneni decided to let it slide. She grunted, opened her book and then resumed her reading. A few pages later, Ma Aneni ordered, “move your cold feet away from mine.” This made Aneni break into laughter. After a quick laugh, the atmosphere was less tense. “I’m scared of sleeping alone. I might fall into my deep sleep again,” chuckled Aneni. 

On the following day, on a lovely Saturday evening during dinner, the talk of Aneni not waking up came up once more. Ma Aneni was not happy with this new habit of her daughter. “I have let this go on for a week because I understand that you need a break from your school term but this ends now,” roared Ma Aneni. Ashe giggled. The site of his
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