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AMENABLE!

The funeral is not a problem. Maureen simply reacts to other
people's distress , which is just another form of amenable
after all. Tea and biscuits later is a little harder to manage. A
smile insists on creeping into her mind, so she keeps her
eyes lowered and spakes only in monosyllables. No one
notices.

They all thinks she is half-mad, or stupid, or both. Everyone's
eyes are on Lebo, waiting for her to give way to a distasteful
show of grief. After all, Lebo is Dave's mistress.Was Dave's
mistress. The day it happened began no differently than a
hundred other Saturdays. Dave shaved, showered, wolfed
down his food, then left for work without saying a word -
although he had muttered a disgusted "tsk tsk" when she
walked out of the room wearing the pink silk negligee, a gift
from Dave during their courting days, it was now worn and
faded like her; but the newer purple chemille dressing gown
needed to be washed.

Her breakfast was an apple and a cup of black coffee. Dave
wanted her to lose at least four kilos. Two birds with one
stone - cut down on the food bill and spare the expense of
new clothes. The lingering waft of his bacon and eggs



tempted her, but the habit of amenable was too strong. Tying
back her frizzy hair with a length of wool, she wandered into
the bathroom to read the list of instructions he taped to the
mirror each morning. This never failed to amuse her. She
hadn't looked into a mirror for years.

1. Check to see if cows number 44 and 52 have calved.

2. New bull pushed water trough off stand.Fix it,water and
feed him

3. Weed garden.

4. Washing, Don't forget your dressing gown again.

5. Ironing

6. Clean stove.

The instructions went up to 12. She didn't mind. Dave had
always been a hard worker, and he expected the same from
her. Although while his poor city beginnings had given him a
need for wealth and respect, she thought it was all a waste
of time. Nothing held her interest any more.

Sometimes she thought about dying.The trouble was, she
did't believe in suicide and she'd been cursed with longevity
genes. Her mother had died young, but only to spite her
father.He died from a fall after swearing the ghost of his wife
had pitchforked the horse. Yet all the other ancestors had
easily passed 90. Dave didn't know about them. He'd clearly
stated that he expected her to dutifully depart this world
around the age 50. She smiled at the irony. She'd inherited
her mother's spitefulness. She decided to do the garderning
first.

Perhaps she'd cut roses for the convicts' graves near the



creek, even though he laughed at her for continuing this
custom which was started by her paternal grandmother. He
laughed about Grandmother, too , forgetting that the old lady
had doubled the size of this farm. Dave had sold most of
those added acres to buy properties in Pretoria - all in
Maureen's name so the farm could help reduce the taxes.
After she died, in a year or two, five at the most. Dave would
reap his rightful rewards. For now she could just be sensible
and sign the cheques. Or so he always said.

Her bank manager had hinted with meaniful looks and many
hums and hahs that signing cheques without question could
be considered rather stupid. But Dave had always been
clever with business. The bank balance and property asests
continued to grow under his management. Maureen had to
agree with the banker. She was stupid, like her grandmother.
She was drown on her hands and knees,enjoying the smell of
earth and freshly cut roses, when a blue sedan rattled
through the gateway.

Standing slowly, she stared along the winding track leading
up to the highway. Nobody came to see her any more. The
people in the car would be looking for Dave. He sold real
estate on weekends. They would see she hadn't bothered to
dress. That was another bad habit she'd picked up since her
daughter Layla left - like preferring her own company to
theirs and conversing with the dogs. Now there'd be new
rumours about old Rummy Tom's eccentric daughter. Runs in
the family, they'd say.



They'd feel sorry for Dave and buy more goods from his store
instead of going to the competition. Whitewood's shop, the
only other general store in Pretoria, was run by a straitlaced
and godly pair. No gossip there . No chance to watch Lebo
and Dave exchanging secret smiles.

She wanted to run and hide ,but Dave's instructions had been
perfectly clear. If anyone comes, send them straight to the
store. "He's not here," she called."His office is in
Pretoria.That's three kilometres down the highway.You can't
miss it - there are no houses until you get there." A tall, thin
man unwound from the car, managing not to look amused or
shocked by this frowsy women in soiled pink negligee.

"Maureen Simmons?" he asked hesitantly, seeming to doubt
the question, then her nod of affirmation. Frowning, he
glanced past her to the house before finally offering a thin
white object. " | live in the flat next to Layla. She asked me to
give you this."

Maureen's hands closed to the fists. It was an involuntary
reaction, but Dave had never actually forbidden her to accept
mail. The postman usually delivered it to the office. She
snatched the envelope out of the tall man's hand.

"1 told her last night that i was heading out this way.
Holidays, you know?" he said. "She gave me the note this
morning."

Maureen hugged the letter to her chest. She wanted to ask
this man in for a cup of tea or a glass of lemonade. Maybe
bacon and egg if the hens had laid. She could cut the strips
of bacon into paper thin slices so Dave wouldn't realise that



some was missing. Anything to keep this man here while she
asked about the baby,about how Layla lived,who her friends
were. If she'd let her hair grow long again. If she still had that
cheeky grin. She thrust the roses into his hand.

The hint of derision faded from his eyes. He reached out with
one finger and brushed a tear from her cheek.

No one had touched her since Layla left. She tried to thank
him, but the words wouldn't form. It was too long since she'd
talked with a stranger. Since she'd talked at all. He smiled
reassurance and turned away.

As Maureen watched his car disappear from view, she
stroked the envelope lightly with the cushions of her
fingertips while imagining the texture of Layla's skin. She
touched the scrawled name and imagined touching Layla's
cheek. She turned the envelope over, smiling at the strip of
sellotape sealing the flap like a band-aid covering a cut knee.
careful not to hurt, she scratched up the edges of the tape
and gently eased it away.

Inside was a single sheet of paper. Once pristine it was now
soiled and crumpled by indifferent hands. Slowly, she filled
the envelope with petals and lay it on the ground. Savouring
was always better than having. It was a gas bill. Surely Layla
knew that Dave never left money in the house. He handled all
the expenses. Wait, the back was covered in Layla's untidy
scrawl. Smoothing the street, Maureen read aloud.............
‘I'm sorry, Mom. They took the baby last night.They said i
was unfit. He won't let me come home and i've got nowhere



else. Michael left a month ago and i don't know how to be
alone. I've been saving sleeping pills, i know you can't help it.
| can't help it either. Love you. Layla."

The scream followed her to the gate. It began again when
there was no sign of the blue car, or any other. It continued
tearing at her throat as she sttumbled and ran three
kilometres to the small town in Pretoria. There was a phone
booth outside the caravan park, but she had no money and
the operator asked questions she couldn't answer. Her voice
lay somewhere on the road along with her screamss.

She ran from the booth, but forgot to release the receiver. It
jerked her backwards in a stumbling fall. She hit the back of
the booth, then fell forward in a tangle of arms and legs.
Two boys riding tandem on a 10-speed bike stopped to stare
down at the mad woman with a negligee around her neck.
She trried to show them the letter. One snatched it out of her
hand and pedalled away.

The other one ran beside him. Their laughter thudded
between her eyes like a closed fist. She caught up with them
at the next corner and threw the rider off the bike and onto
his friend with one backhanded sweep of her arm.
Snatching the letter, she pedalled into the main street, still
trying to scream Layla's name. The boys ignored their
coating of pebbles and raced after her. Their yells mingled
with her shrieks brought Dave racing out of the store.
Maureen remembers the look on Dave's face. The mourners



are shocked by her sudden snort of laughter. She turn it into
a cough. The minister hurries forward to pat her back. Shee
sprays him with orange cream biscuit. Maureen's second
snort of laughter is hidden by the crush of Pretoria ladies
rushing to brush him down. The minister is a bachelor and
competition is fierce. She adds to the confusion with a
surreptitious tweak of his thigh before wandering outside for
the more appealing company of her dogs.

She watches as they greet a visiting car. Lebo follows her
into the veranda, but turns her back on the dogs. Their
method of introduction and identification offends her city-
bred sensibiliies. "The roses are beautiful,’ she says in her
carefully modulated, well-educated voice. "Mom planted
them before she died," Maureen says dreamily."Dad wanted
to rip them out, but he couldn't be bothered. Layla loved
them, too."

Lebo's sigh is as carefully modulated as her voice and
clothes."It must have been hard for you," she murmurs. ‘|
believe your father was a very difficult man with rather
strange habits.Or so the people in Pretoria say."

Maureen shrugs."He just liked to dres in Mom's clothes. And
he was all right with me as long as i did what i was told." She
gave Lebo a sideways glance."It gets to be a habit.Like it did



with Dave." Lebo's voice is a little rough around the edges as
she replies, "You chose to marry him."

"I thought he'd take me away from here,' Maureen sighs. "But
then dad died and Dave said if we waited the farm would be
worth more. We waited too long past the boom. Don't think
he wanted to go really."

"You shouldn't blame him for making Layla leave,’ Lebo
whispers. "he couldn't abide the shame of a waydward
daughter. He was hard, but you have to admire him.What is a
man without principles?" Maureen doesn't remind Lebo of
the proviso in dad's will. Equal share of the farm between
Maureen and Layla, provided that Maureen never signed any
of it over to her husband and Layla stayed until she was of
legal age. Dave turned her out of the house a month before
her 18th birthday. Although, to be fair to Dave , Layla had
wanted to go. She stopped calling him ‘dad’ a month after
Lebo came to Pretoria.

Thinking of Pretoria reminds Maureen of Davee's face again.
Pretoria turned out to stare at the mute mad woman cycling
along the main street in a tattered pink silk negligee.
Maureen bent low over the handlebars, pedalling hard to stay
in front of the boys. While they ran, they leapt into the air
trying to grab her negligee as it flared out in her slipstream.
One finally managed to grab a ruff of pink lace, which was
enough to make her lose control. The bike threw her onto the
footpathin front of Dave. She tried to force out the words to
tell him about Layla, but they were caught somewhere down
in her throat.



She wheezed and gasped, raking at her tongue and cheeks
and tearing at her hair. Whn a crowd gatherd, Dave mumbled
something about that certain time of life and bundled her
into the store.Lebo prised the letter outof her fingers. Lebo
gave her water to wet her throat so she could speak. Lebo
gave her a handful of tranquillisers and did not notice whn
she spat them out. Back at the funeral, Maureen remmbers
how Lebo's need to be seen as a compassionate person had
saved Layla's life. She wonders if the deed is more important
than the reason. She shrugs away the thought as being too
complicated for her simple mind, and turns to watch a taxi
move slowly down the track from the highway. This tim she
dosn't try to hide the brightness of her eyes.

Lebo is clutching her arm. The urgency is transferred.
Maureen faces her. "l just want you to know that i nnever
meant you any harm,' Lebo says. "l knew him a long time
ago. We were childhoodsweethearts. Meeting him again
........... " She stops to sighs. "l nevr meant you any harm.”
Maureen pats Lebo's shoulder. What else can she do? After
the farm accident, the police had questiond Lebo first. She
had confessed to giving Maureen the tranquillisers and they
knew Dave's mistress wouldn't lie about that. Lebo had
confirmed the town's opinion that Maureneen is more simple
than insane, and the police agreed that stupidity is akin to
innocence. And Lebo had saved Layla’s life.

Dave had refused to speak to her as he drove Maureen back
to the farm that day. He was angry at her for casting a slur on
his reputation. as owner of th general store and a



councilman, he had an image to uphold.

Hale buff Dave may not be so hearty after all. Why didn't his
wife have a car, the Pretorians were asking each other. Why
couldn't she use th homstead phone. He reminded them of
her father, Rummy Tom, the funny dresser. And of Tom's
older sister, weird Margaret th greenie. Turned eighty now
and still running around the country hugging trees. And what
about Grandma gathering roses for century-dead convicts,
and Maureen hardly ever coming into Pretoria anymore? He
wiped a drool of water from her chin and called attention to
the faded pink negligee. What normal woman wears such a
thing to town?

Maureen merely looked up at him and smiled. The
ambulance had reached Layla in time. Back at the farm, she
refused to finish the chores and staggered off to bed,
pretending to be under the influence of tranquillisers. A small
triumph, but a heady one. Perhaps she would baulk at
making dinner. It was time to make a stand. Layla had
always said that people used her. Dave said she liked to be
used, and some people were born wimps. Maureen's mother
had once said that she'd been born with a habit of obedience.

He stood over the bed and glared. Her resolve disappeared.
She tried to say she would start with the cows. "Not one
word," he said sternly. "I do not want to hear your voice. I'll do
the chores you neglected. Meanwhile i have unlocked the
phone, but your are not to use it, nor are you to leave this



room until i give my permission.’

She watched through the window as he checked numbers 44
and 52. They hadn't calved. Next on his list was the bull.
Thats when she remembered that it hadn't beeen fed and
watered. She leaned through the window to call out a
warning. But Dave had said he did not want to hear her voice.
The bull charged out of the shed as Dave walked through the
geteway. He jumped back, but didn't have time to throw the
bolt.

The animal slammed into the gate, which slammed into
Dave, hurling him flat out on his back in the middle of the
track. Maureen could have called out and told him that the
bull just wanted to reach the water trough. All he had to do
was lie still. But he'd forbidden hr to speak. Dave staggered
to his feet and tried to run. He was between that bull and the
trough. He never had a chance.

Maureen watched the animal drink his fill, then wander away
to eat. She could have left the room and telephone for help.
But the habit of obedience was too strong. "If only i haddn't
given you those tranquillisers,' Lebo says at the funeral. "If he
hadn't lain there all day, he'd still be alive now. If only i'd come
before dark to see why he wasn't answering the phone." "So
many if's,’ Maureen agrees sadly. "It could be the wrong time
to raise this issue,' Lebo says, "but i've worked for next to
nothing and invested all my savings in the properties Dave
acquired. Of course we never signed a contract, but Dave
told me that he'd changed his will, leaving the townhouse and
half the store to me. You can't run the shop, and i don't want



to leave. I'll sell the house and buy out your share. | will even
take some of those other places off your hands if you like.
They'd just keep you away from the farm."

The taxi stops, Layla and her baby are inside, Maureen is
packed and ready to go. A new life with her daughter and
granddaughter. They'd go far from the farm- perhaps to the
city and live among strangers. It would be difficult at first,
but with Layla's help she'd be able to break all the old habits.
Lebo holds her arm waiting for an answer. Maureen know
that Dave had never made a will. He had nothing to leave.
Everything is in Maureen's name. Of course she could
mention these facts, but she'd never been good at words but
observe. And Lebo had saved Layla's life. The least Maureen
owes her is a few days of dreaming. The lawyers will give
Dave's mistress the true facts when she tries to make a
claim. And Lebo's voice had a tone of authority, so of course
Maureen agrees to everything that she says.

Time passed by, firstly was days, weeks then months, and
now Lebo thought she had all under control and the future
looked brighter than she excepted. The farm, the property
and the store will be under her control, and she could do
anything she ever thought of now without limitation.
Maureen was not too sure if she neither approach her nor
leave her to day dreaming. But time was not on their sides
both. Within a year letters from the Lawyers arrived at Lebo's
house with full documentation of the rightful beneficiaries.
Now embarrasment was full on her face she had nowhere to



hide but face the reality. But as Maureen was well raised and
was humble she offered her a job at the shop to keep the
legacy of her father going.

With the mourning long face on Maureen's face, i saw a lost
soul and an opportunity at the same time. Maureen and i had
been neighbours for years in Pretoria, even though it was
quiet a distance. We were good friends. Our better halves
had both been no more, which had made for an amicable
rivalry, when we still could,before their departure.

When Maureen and i were widowed within a year of each
other, our friendship helped us both get through the pain. We
carried on seeing each other and on alternaate Wednesday
we played scrabble, which i often won, or cards. Maureen
never failed to beat me at whist. It was while we were playing
scrabble one evening that Maureen suddenly sighed.|
thought it was because i was beating her again, but no......

"i wish i could get away for a few days, out of Pretoria
maybe....." she said.

"It's been 13 months since Dave died, | have not had a break
in all time."

"Do you have somethere specific in mind?"

"Absolutely anywhere," she replied me.

| laughed. "you should go."

"I'm not really sure i can. Nothing by myself." She sighed
again and added an S to a six-letter word, giving her the best
score of the evening.



"Oh, i know i'm being silly and lots of people go away on their
own, but ....."

Thats when i had the idea.

"Well, we could always go together," i suggested. "Really?"
She looked so surprised i laughed again. "Why not?"
"Obviously we'd have seperate rooms."

For a split second i thought she looked disapppointed, but i
decided it was probably my imagination. | mean, we were
friends, but there had never been the faintest spark
between us, as Dave was a friend too.We were just too
different for anything like that. "So where shall we go, then?"

| said . "l was thinking Thailand. Maybe Chiang Mai."
"Gracious me, No," i said. " | haven't been overseas since i
was at school.”

My late wife always said South Africa was more than enough
for her, and i agreed.

"Okay, then. How about the Cape Town? Fish and chips, great
beaches, surfing."

I'd been there with Wendy a few times. She'd loved to go up
there to an excellent local theatre they had near Muizenburg.
We'd catch the train up, go to amatinee and travel home
again on the same day. Apart from that, i had no experience
of the area. That all seemed a little too cheap and cheerful
for my late wife's liking.

| was about to suggest somewhere else when i noticed the
expression on Maureen's face. She looked so excited and
happy, like a Labrador being shown a lead. "Okay, then, Cape



Town itis," | said. | was put in charge of travel arrangements.
| didn't think Maureen would be confortable in an expensive
hotel, as i thought she had lost everything to Lebo after Dave
died, so i chose a mid-range one, in Gordon's Bay, close to the
beach.

| booked five nights - long enough to feel like you'd been
away, but not too long in case we got on each other's nerves.
As to what we'd do when we got there, i suggested she
decides one day and i the next. That way we'd both get to do
things we enjoyed - at least some of the times.

On our first day, it was my choice. I'd browsed the internet for
museums and gallery and Cape Gardens. It sat on the water
and had a great cafe, as well as the gallery and a beautiful
formal garden out the back.

While i read the brochures about upcoming activities,
Maureen wandered the gallery, oohing and ahhing over
various sculpures and paintings. We wandered out into the
gardens dappled with cherry blossoms and ornamental
sculptures. Every now and then she asked me to take her
photo, which was distracting, especially when i was trying to
take in some facts and figures about local culture. But at
least she was having fun.

After lunch in the hotel, we went to a nearby museum,
which was all about local geology. | confess that even i found
that a bit dry. We didn't stay very long as Maureen was
starting to get a bit fidgety. As the sun was shining, i
suggested a stroll along the waterfront. It wasn't long before
Maureen spotted her favourite ice-cream parlour.



"What flavor do you fancy?"

"Not for me, thanks. I'm not really very keen on ice-cream."
She looked at me as though i was insane. "But we're at the
beach,’

The shop had a vast display of flavours. The choice was
mind boggling. Everything from bubble gum- a ghastlly shade
of electric blue- to lemon sherbet. Maureen grinned. "l think
i've spotted one that you'll like. Let me get it for you," she
insisted. "My treaty."

"If you must, but i dont promise to eat it."

"Not a problem." She grinned . "I can finish two."

She made me close my eyes, then whispered her order to the
salesman. When i opened my eyes again, she handed me a
small tub of ice-cream so dark it was almost black.

Reluctantly, i put a tiny amount on the spoon and licked it. To
my surprise, the taste was amazing. | rarely ate desserts or
sweets, but liquorice, well, that was something else entirely. |
wondered if Maureen knew that somehow, or whether it was
just a lucky guess.

As i began to tuck into the ice-cream, Maureen clapped her
hands.

"See? i knew you'd like it."

That evening we ate at the hotel. The dining room was
elegant and full of light, but there wasn't much of view. When
i said as much to Maureen, she smiled. "The best views
aren't confined to the best hotels." | guessed that was a
reference to the kind of hotel she might have stayed at with
Dave, but i was mistaken. According to Maureen, the best



view was on Dave's farm looking down on a lond road down
to his shop in Pretoria. Except the beach, eating lunch out of
a box.

We began the next day with a tour of the travelling fair. |
wasn't keen. Too much noise and too many bright lights. But
Maureen had a great time, pushing coins into slots and
making bets on plastic clowns. After that we played a few
rounds of ten pin bowling, followed by a go on the dodgem
cars. | couldn't believe how competitive Maureen was.
Because i won most of the bowling games, she was threw
herself into the dodgems and i was battered to pulp in no
time at all. "Hold on, give me a chance!" | shouted, gripping
the wheel of my little car.

"No way," she said, laughing. Then she rammed the front of
her car into mine. "Take that!"

It was a lot more fun than i'd expected, but i didn't tell
Maureen that.We had fish and chips for lunch. If it had been
up to me, we would have gone t a restaurant instead, we sat
on the sea wall, watching people taking a dip in the ocean.
Maureen seemed so contented, kicking her legs back and
forth, like a child at the beach for the first time.

"What have you got planned for this afternoon?" | asked,
hardly daring to think what she might have in store.

| imagined we'd be paddling or splashing through rock pools
searching for crabs. "Well, you'll have to wait and see,’ she
said. Whatever it was it had to be better than another noisy
round at the fair.

"Don't worry," she said."You'll love it."



She was right.Again. We went to a local vintage museum. It
was wonderland and full of some of the things i loved most
in the world, like vintage cars and motorbikes along with
several beautifully restored fairground organs. They were all
in working order, too.

The entrance fee included a free go on one of the rides.
Maureen could hardly wait. She headed straight for the
carousel and climbed onto one of the grinning horses."Come
join me," she said. "It's great fun."

To say i wasn't very keen went nowhere near the truth.

"No thanks, Maureen. I'd rather watch.”

As the music started, the garishly-painted horses came to
life. And when they began to pick up speed, Maureen called
out to me.

"Don't just stand there! Take my photo." Each time Maureen's
horse came around, she waved and posed for a picture.
"That was amazing!" she said, when the carousel finally
stopped. She jumped down from the horse and wobbled as
her feet hit the ground . | dashed to hold her elbow to steady
her.

"Thanks," she said, her eyes bright. "I'd have another go, but it
doesn't run again for an hour." There was so much to see
that we were still there an hour later. Maureen kept looking
over at the carousel. | handed her my ticket. "Have one on
me,’ | said.

It was a lovely afternoon. When we left, i could still hear the
glorious sounds of those fairground organs. We caught a bus
back to Gordon's Bay then strolled to the hotel for our dinner.
By the time we'd finished eating it was late. All i wanted was



my bed. It had been a long day.

When i woke up the next morning, my head felt as though it
was full of candy floss. | didn't really fancy breakfast,
especially when a glance out of the window at a crisp blue
skies. What i wanted was a walk. On my way downstairs, i
knocked on Maureen's bedroom door. When she opened it,
she was in her dressing gown, her hair slightly tousled. |
hadn't realised how early it was. "Sorry to disturb you," i
said."Only i'm skipping breakfast this morning in favour of a
brisk walk." She seemed disappointed, but then she put on a
smile.

"Have a good time. I'll catch up with you later." As i set off, i
thought about my late wife and how very different she and
Maureen were. Wendy had been quite intense and very
serious about all kinds of things, especially her work. |
couldn't picture her whizzing about on dodgem cars or riding
on a carousel.

Apart from some dog walkers, i had the beach to myself.
Every breath i took seemed so pure it was like taking in
gallon of sunshine. It felt good to be alive. After a while, i sat
on the wall to browse the photos i'd taken on my phone the
day before. Among the traction engines and orgams were
pictures of Maureen on the carousel. | couldn't look at them
without smiling. Her joy was so infectious, it made me think
of other happy times in my life. Once i'd rested, i walked to
the edge of the shore where a lump of driftwood had been
thrown up onto the beach. | dragged it behind me, leaving a
deep groove in the sand. It gave me an idea. | could use the



piece of driftwood to write a letter in the sand. | was looking
for shells to outline it when i hear Maureen's voice.

"l love you too," she said.

"Sorry?"

She pointed at the letter in the sand. | was about to say it
was W for Wendy, not M......but when i saw the love in
Maureen's eyes it was as if the blinds had been lifted. I'd
loved my wife and always would. But in that moment i knew i
loved Maureen, too, and wanted her to be part of my life.

| took her in my arms. "So,what shall we do today?"

"It's your turn," she said.

| whispered in her ear. "How about returning to where we
went yesterday? Then we could both have a ride on the
carousel."

Six months later, when we were on our honeymoon, Maureen
finally admitted the truth. She knew all along that it was a W
i'd written in the sand that day, but, like she said , if she'd
waited for me to make a move............. could've never
happened.

At first she has forgotten all her home town Pretoria,
however there is no place like home. The farm and shop, and
her flowers had no one to care for this t, only the bulls, as she
had decided to get someone to assist her after the passing
of Dave. But now the memories of her late husband still
lingering at the back of her head, with his farmer's voice:

1. Check to see if cows number 44 and 52 have calved.

2. New bull pushed water trough off stand.Fix it water and
feed him

3. Weed garden.



4. Washing, Don't forget your dressing gown again.

5. Ironing

6. Clean stove.

Though now it was written in her memory and she was
willing to be amenable and live serving Dave with honor.
"To the living we owe respect, but to the dead we only owe

the Truth!" Voltaire

AMENABLE!

*END*

THE SITUATIONSHIP!!

Little birds chipping, they are singing a song, not because
they have anything to say but because they are happier.

We all are full of curiosity, for a reason or for no reason but
that makes us humans cause we always wonder
why,what,who,when or how.

A little sleepy on the mall's little resting bench, at the back of
my mind | see this short but not too short, blue short pants,
this now mesmerize my mind.| might be dreaming, but no! Is
this some kind of vision! Damn if it is a dream please dont



wake me up!.You know God gave us all his best but trust me
that was like something | never seen before.

The imaginary world of mine became reality as she opened
her babbling lips....Hi, do you mind if we share the bench
sir?'... with a soft gentle voice.l looked at her but | couldn't
speak. | think she might have thought | was deaf or
something. God have mess,when she was closer | could see
her small blue eyes a little short nose, now my heart was
pounding like I've been chased by dogs.| moved a little
allowing her to have a seat closer to me. Now this is only
when | realized | wasn't dreaming she was really beautiful
and she was really sweating next to me.

| was nervous like never before, | did not know how i could
start a conversation with her all i did was stare at her without
blinking to a point she realized it and said ‘Are you gonna say
something or just stare at me like you saw a ghost?'......

‘Unmmmmm sorry ma'am, | replied with a little cough as
there was something on my throat . 'l think I've seen you
before ma'am, .......... maybe I'm just mistaken?' | now replied
with my calm deep voice like a SOTHO Warrior. She stare at
me then she responds You're a funny guy.... why you calling
me Ma'am like I'm some kind of old lady?' With a giggle | then
knew this was my only chance to show her what | was made
of.

Nowadays it's hard to find a single beautiful girl who has no
husband or boyfriend. But | had to take a chance. 'So you live



around this area’ without delay | asked with curiosity. And
she nodded 'Yes | do and you're? Now she smiled with her
beautiful white teeth. 'I'm Joel but people call me Jo, what's
your name girl’, now | had confident as she was engaging
with me. "Nicole! | am just gonna use the toilet I'll be back
now!" A loud voice from behind and | turned around there
was this giant lady. "Now you know my name, and that's my
aunt”. She replied. | had no idea what was going on in her
mind but to hell with that | am more focused on her. | had to
get her numbers but only to find out she doesn't have a
cellphone and that was now painful to me as | didn't know if
she was telling the truth or lies. But | didnt let that stop me |
had to continue. "Nicole, | am quiet lost, can you please
direct me?" With a smile | asked. 'Where is it that you want to
go?" curiously she replied. Without wasting no time |
responded with my eyes staring her dead in the eye, To your
heart!".

She smiled continuously, ‘Nice one" now she laughed, but |
didn't blink until she was shy then with a soft voice"Well it's
not easy to get to my heart,as there is already someone!”
"But | will give you this, you got damn nerve!" she finalize.l
couldn't just let go from start as everyone has someone but
if it's yours put a ring on it. So when | looked down to her
fingers | did see no ring. Now | couldn't just let her go just like
that. "You atleast let me take you for a tea or coffee to
apologize, for my heart, but I'm not gonna take a no for an
answer' now with confidence | asked her,though | could see
in her eyes she was into me but because of her aunt who
was with her she couldn't show off. "OKAY THEN | TELL YOU



WHAT,let me think about it till tomorrow give me your
number I'll call you" she finally responded with what | needed
to hear.

Time passed by, days passed by and a week passed by, and
no word from her neither a call nor a message, did she lied to
me. Definitely she did, but | got her word she will contact me.
Sun set brilliantly on a Thursday evening, though there were
signs of storm. In few hours the storm arrived, but it wasn't
severe as hard storm. | was now preparing to go sleep as
when storm breaks most bachelors feel lonely. Playing my
favorite songs from PASSENGER not loudly but mid, | heard
a knock on my door. Who could be this, and its raining and
it's at night. | didn't really concern myself as | thought it was
my neighbor's friends as they usually come visit her.

Another knock again and again and its getting harder then |
got irritated and went to pull my Sig Sauer P239 pistol from
my safe. Immediately safety off, slowly walking to the door
as | knew | dont have visitors. | slowly opened the door
"Jesus Christ, why you take long to open the door,look now |
am wet, f##klyou got a gun at me" an aggresive woman
voice with a little anger on it. | couldn't believe my eyes,mi
mind was running through all the memories of people but no
it was blank, this was really Nicole. | let her in however before
| closed my door | checked if there was anyone following her
but i couldn't see further as it was dark. "What are you doing
here, Nicole!?" | was now confused on how she got my
address, why did she come to my place in the first place."You
know if | caught you unexpectedly | can leave!" she grabbed



her bag walking towards the door.

| wanted her to leave and stay at the same time, now | walk
towards the safe putting my little toy in the safe, | replied
softly with a concerned voice "How did you get my address,
How did you know where | live, is there anything | can help
with." She smiled,"You really have no manners, do you" she
responded shaking her head to rinse her wet hair. She was
really wet the rain got her well and after a while | realized my
floor was now full of water."Oh no, you're cold. | dont have
women clothes but | think this will help,the toilet is on your
left hand side". | gave her my night gown my favorite one my
only gown and now | was left wearing only boxers short,she
rushed to the toilet and | heard water running in the shower |
knew it was her. But | didn't believe it still she was in my
house.l opened my fridge to see what | could offer her to eat
but | realized tea was the only solution to her coldness. |
made tea for both of us and played cards.

We enjoyed our time until | fell asleep as we were watching
TV. She left that night without saying anything and | couldn't
kiss her no say bye that night. | woke up in the morning
thinking maybe | was just too lonely and start seeing things
that are not there. | went to take a shower but | noticed
something different. Wait! Did she! Oh no was my mother
here?. The whole room was extra clean everything on place
like never before. She had cleaned my whole room to an
extent that even my cat was washed.| now trying to find
something left by her,oh no! She didn't left anything at all.
As | was about to open the door,there she was coming by the



door about to knock. "Who cleaned here, Where are my

stuff, Why did you do that!" | shouted at her now. But she
calmly said"l couldn't just leave my friend's house dirt after |
messed it with water last night". "Friends!?" "Now we friends."

| was angry at her as to why she was being nice to me,but
could say no dnt do it too cause | really liked her. She
understood me my moods, my craziness to a point | was
confused to how. Now | asked her to come by later after
work for a movie and she didn't have a problem.

My day was greatest as | couldn't wait to get home for a
movie night. As soon | got home | started spraying some
perfume all around the house to impress her. She finally
came with both popcorns. As | didnt have chairs nor
couches i asked her to seat on my bed and she jumped with
her shoes on and i didn't like it but i couldn't say it.

| didnt want to spoil the night. We watched Vin Diesel movie
then there was a horror movie They Live in Us, in the
beginning it was nice until the scary part, and now she was
barried on my chest and this is exactly where | wanted her.

My heart started pounding hard and now it started by
rubbing her hair. And she had beautiful silky long her. Now
she started grinding my manhood with her leg. That was a
huge mistake as it aroused me and now | was carried away.
The taste of her tongue was weird but her kiss was like she
went for kissing lessons. The breathing was so emotional.



She grabbed my buttocks with her soft hands, | told myself
now | will show her what my dad gave me. As soon we were
done she told me to never tell anyone what we've done. Now
this wasn't enough for me | wanted more than just sex.

She now told me she had twins and a boyfriend but he
doesn't live with them. That was like a smack in the face.
Now | wanted to back off but the connection we have, the
intimacy we have was more stronger than my will.

She was as fit as an athlete, stubborn as a farmer, friendly as
a nanny and deep down she had a heart so special. When |
grow up my mother used to tell me if | want any girl to fall for
me,| had to make her laugh. But every time Nicole laughed |
was the one falling for her more and more. It is very hard to
let go of anything that you have bond with but | heard to let

go.

Well as we all know what goes around will always come
around. So now karma is doing what he does best and firstly
what started as a one night stands end up being all nights
stands. What is wrong with me? Is that | am too lonely or |
am just bored or | taking advantage of her or she is taking
advantage of my week spot? Only God knows what caused
the dog to only smile but not laugh out loud.

But as we all know we only live once right, so why not take
the chance and just go with the flow. But wait what if now
her boyfriend finds out is she gonna lose someone closer
over this stupidity? Anyways it's not my fault | didnt let her so



beautiful that even a blind can see. Thinking all this and to
find out | was mumbling out loud to a point where one of my
friends asked me if | was alright.

Its love that can only drive a man that crazy | guess. Now due
to our circumstances we have to keep things under the
carpet. Its either we together by me or together by her place
to a point where her kids calls me uncle. We were all over
ourselves those times lucky enough it never came to a point
where one had to be caught out.

Now getting into this SITUATIONSHIP was walking in the
park getting out was like chopping off your hands. One night
changed my world forever. Only a single night, it made me
pray harder. But God never answered my prayers. It's true. In
one day, a life can change. Or more than one. Sometimes it's
a single moment that alters everything in existence.

Sometimes it's the fall of dominoes,lined up in a pretty little
row and designed so that each one will cause more and
more pain. In a single day it's all changed, and there is no
way to take it back. Those are the moments that defines you.
As | stand outside the house | lived, two blocks from the
shopping center, the one night that made me who | am keeps
on coming back to me. As hallucinate, and | hate flashbacks
period.

But this didn't define my attitude nor my relationship with
Nicole rather bring more good memories that we endowed
throughout our time together. Now | wanted her for me and



for me alone.

One thing that is adding to the challenges that we have
nowadays is, selfishness. The reason why we fail to stand
together is because we have so many people in our minds
and we cant make a choice because we want all the beauty
to ourselves. This is the biggest weakness we have as men. |
will state this loudly; many of us never get education on how
to make one choice and stick to it without seeing other
choices better in one way or two. Please don't get me
wrong,if you're married and happy don't think twice about
your partner be fully committed cause they are snitches like
us who are waiting for you to do her wrong and she will need
a shoulder to cry on, then boom we snatch her.

After a long time of silent from both Nicole and |, | realized it
was probably a sign to say move on with your life our
SITUATIONSHIP was over. But little did | know it was just a
wrong timing.

Social media platforms nowadays are the most common
ways to communicate rather than older days things were not
that complicated. It was so romantic to send your women a
letter. It made everything much important when reading the
letter. But unfortunately our generation has been colonized
by new generation.

A message popped up on my phone while | was just sitting
down thinking silently. | checked messages but couldn't get it
only to find out it was from Facebook. Who might have sent



me a message on Facebook? Curiosity hit my mind! And in a
matter of seconds | was already reading the message. From
far away you could see my face getting shiney, a little slower
smile breaking loose, slowly becoming a big smile. And this

girl had just made my day, it was Nicole.

Cherish every moment you got with your loved one, if there is
an issue go fix it now before it's too late. Don't be like a
selfish soccer player,who will fight to score a goal,ignoring
the fact that he has a team that he can give the ball to and
they can score so that the team wins and they all take th
cup. Falling in love with someone is the easy part, the hard
part is staying in love with one person forever.

Our situation continues to a point that | was deeply in love
with her and she was in love with me, Weird part was that we
both made a deal to never catch feelings just sex when one
is in a bad situation that's all. But it never worked out that
way even if you would try harder temptations were really.

Never give another man a chance to make your women
happy. Regardless of what he do or did. There are words that
were once spoken by a great leader and | consider these as
words of wisdom. If today we were applying them most of us
especially those in LOVE would be doing great things
towards their partnership or relationship. "BIBLE" says |
quote; " If you're honest with the little,God will make you the
Ruler of many”. That alone, read it again and again until you
understand the meaning of it and it is very important. Its
simple as well that if you appreciate what you have God will



reward you with more. Never think of another man if you
already have one, never think of another woman if you
already have one simple.
If there is anything you don't understand you can always ask
to better yourself. "A man who asks a question is a fool for a
minute, But a man who does not ask is a fool for life”
CONFUCIUS ,once said.

*END*

TO ALL WOMEN 1l

Mama you're my heartbeat.
Mama you're my blood flow.
Mama you're my everything.
When the house breaks you fix it.

When the house is empty,
you fill it

But yet all your children have lost their respect for you.
When you cry,we all cry

When the home has hate, you bring love.



When the man and children are hungry you feed them.
When there is no water in the house you go fetch it.
When there is cold in the house you bring warmth.

Oh Mama, yet your children have forgotten you.

All the whipping you got from father for my sins.

All the hatred you got from our villages because of me.
Oh Mama yet you never lost hope on us.

Your children have lost their dignity.

Oh Mama, they have adopted the Western cultures.
They have forgotten your teaching.

How can we remember, oh Mama.

When the farmers harvested, You were there for us.
When rain came you shielded us.

When our fathers where old you still made sure they ate
before sleep.

If | am going to lose my mind,let the memory of you Mama



live forever.
When days were dark, you never give up on us.
When souls have fallen, you were there comforting us.

When our brothers and sisters became warriors, you gave
them food for lunch.

Mama!Mama!Mama!

Oh you're the roots.

You're the roots of all nations.

Without you where would we be?

Without you, they will be no love.

Without you, there will be no forgiveness

With you, there is everything

Let all of us cherish you while we still can

Let us all remember the pain we have caused you.
Let your love continue for generations to come.

Let be the light on all our paths



And we fear not, as you;

MAMA are our guardians

Let be peace in all homes

Let be love in all walks of life.

Let be kindness in all human kind

Let be prosperity in all homes

Mama! You're special! You matter

And all human kind will be forever grateful!

Being unkind to your body in any given moment won't change
your body in that moment.

Oh forgive us MAMA!

It will change the way you feel about being in your body...But
not who you're......

A soul with lots of love and care.

| love you MAMA.......... I

You can interact with your body differently.



You can choose your body back.

Regardless of how easy or difficult it is to live there

THANK YOU.

*End*



Author:;

Pinel Motswagole grew up as an only child. Since both his parents didn't have any siblings
either, Pinel also grew up as an only grandchild. He grew up in a small town in Polokwane in
a small village Moletjie, Ga-Ngoasheng with adults—his parents and grandparents.

Because of this, he never really knew what it meant to be a kid. Since the adults around
Pinel were quite abusive, he didn't learn how to relate well with other kids.

Growing up, Pinel felt accustomed to the company of adults.He was always more mature
than the other children at school. Even when he gained friends, he often felt annoyed at
them while growing up because he felt that they were too childish.

The adults who raised Pinel had not invested a lot in him this encouraged him to excel in all
of his subjects as well as any hobbies he decided to take up. Now that he's all grown up,
accepts that back then, he may have seemed smug to his peers.

While he didn't realize this back then, he hadn't learned self-awareness until years later.
When Pinel was in high school, he started feeling the pressure from his parents’ and
grandparents' high expectations. Gradually, he stopped joining extra-curricular activities and
instead, made the choice to work.

Still Pinel finished at the top of his class, although he wasn't the valedictorian. Looking back,
Pinel thinks that he didn't try as hard because he didn't want to give his family the
satisfaction.

He also worked to pay his bills and, after several jobs, he started working for an investment
firm. From there, he aimed to meet his potential, take on new challenges, but he didn't strive
hard to go beyond expectations.

Probably because of the kind of family he grew up in, Pinel never imagined himself having a
family of his own. He didn't want to get tied down by a wife and children, so he always
believed that marriage wasn't for him.

Even though he never learned how to be a kid, he's hoping his litle bundle of joy will teach
him the joys of childhood when the time comes. This is where he gets his strength and
motivation.















