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This novel was written to illuminate the struggles being faced by various youths and adults. It echoes the social ills that are emanating and growing in the society.

It is first person narrative, depicting how personal the experiences of life are. Although the main thrust is on the painful moments and worrisome events of life, it also carries hope, love, care, morals and gives power to concentrated focus.

The writer through the characters depicts various morals in the society. Others having good morals and well brought up with virtues and behaviors worthy to be reckoned. Others have decayed morals, filled with deception, fraud and disrespect. All this being pinned to the way people are raised. Much of the credit for the behaviour of is on their guardians. 

Love is portrayed as an entity which requires purpose fixture. It is also revealed as a thing that can destroy the life of a person at the juxtapose of lust and admiration of the wrong thing. In the ending events, it is vividly expressed how love can be a weapon in continuity and a point of strength courage and unity,

The characters, quest for a better life and in their journey, they are subjected to a plethora of misfortunes. The protagonists found it astonishing to learn of various sides of people, both men and women. He thought everyone had the same morals as brewed in him while he was growing up. Many other traits are brought out and can be analysed with regard to the way they are articulated.

The novel is set in a way that it can be used for academic purposes in English Literature, given that there are literature learning worthy concepts therein and the ideas therein can be appreciated using literary tools. It was written following the rules of Literature, hence having all relevant devices which can be used to learn and teach appreciation of English Literature.
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CHAPTER ONE
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Waiting patiently at the consortium bus stop, and shivering hesitantly. My limps were shaking as if struck by lightning at heart. I signed. In that early wintriness morning of June, I could hear my empty stomach rumble and roar as if I had a wounded lion stuck in my belly. I but 18 years old, awaiting a zupco omnibus to piggy take as to Harare CBD. I stared at the long queue, with mucus flowing down my face, of peasants, both better and lesser economically. All I was serving was a zimnaks $3 for break time from the total $4, I had for the day. My back pack inclined to my back and my hands in the pocket I could feel how the wind was hardly blowing. Soon my ears were iced and harden as if dried with salt. The experience was a bitter sweet pill. Best was it for the girl beside me who had ear muffs and a pair of gloves. My eyes elapsed to her each time a freezing breeze blew. I became drown to her as if in love, yet only aspiring the comfort she had in the black giant gloves and seemingly comfy muffs. Six o'clock came with a rejoicing event as the sun broke through the horizon. My hope was elevated.

The sun's rays shone upon me and others, giving shape and color to both nature and humanity. The hearts were warmed and stopped skipping beats, as the sun released its energy on the earth.

Mouths of people were unleashed everyone pouring out his or her mind and views on various matters of discussion. The morning cold had cemented my mouth and left my limps weakened that not even a movement could be easily done. It was hard to bear. That other girl was now on her feet walking around stretching and releasing the cold she had accumulated. For me it was a sacred mountain to hover around in like manner.

The bus always arrived at six o'clock every day in order to cater for the students and working class as well. Everyone would fuse eyes to the Domboshava main road at the relevant time when its arrival was expected.

By 6 o'clock I knew my legs would be allowing me movement and so would my hands. As usual, I began to feel better as the heat warmed me up. With the little comfort I became absorbed in distant thoughts.

"This is the little we have, take it seriously my son." A mild baritone voice said to me handing me some money. 

"I will do my best to ensure that," the teenage firmly replied. 

"One day it will all come to an end son, nothing stays forever!" A female voice exclaimed in support of the afore counterpart.

These were the previous night's experience, when a budget for the term had been reviewed to me. We embraced as a family. Father closed with the exclaim, “We will do everything possible for you to advance in your quests' my child!" 

I could feel the love and concern my Family had. Tears blinded my sight.

Still absorbed in the thoughts I heard a soft voice, faintly saying, 

“Are you okay". A hand pated my shoulder. I was pulled out of my mind as if being cast on the ground from the firmament, got back my attention and set my thoughts at once. 

"Is everything okay!" With concern she asked. I only could feel that something was not going well in my eyes and had to rubbed them. 

"Yes, am okay ehh, ehh... Why?" I felt embarrassed at the moment. The girl's concern stamped me. She persisted in her questions and continuous were my denials of the plain truth of the matter. Nothing was okay.

Whilst in such a stunning, moment shouts from the background caught my ears. People were rejoicing for the bus had finally arrived. Immediately I stood up and put myself together. 

The Blue liner bus tagged ZUPCO and moving in high wheels braked. One after the other we boarded. However, my mind was still wondering what the girl might have been thinking at that time. The thoughts pierced my mind and left it drenched in confusion and curiosity. Little did I know that she too was having such a time with herself. 

Without much of concern or care I took a seat in the bus. I slept all the way to the CBD recovering last night's sleep which had been shortly experienced. The cold that had hit me in combination with the tiresome body, took me to dreamland.

"Ticket please! Ticket please! Ticket please! The voice bombarded into my ears but absorbed in a slumber I ignored. 

"Hey wake up we are at the bus stop." Someone said shaking me to awake. " Ooh Yes! Yes! thank you, had not noticed."

It was her again. She couldn't quit, could she? 

We all got off the bus, her being the first one to get off. I wanted to avoid her. I stretched as does a cat before taking a step. Got myself together and noticed that we were being dropped off in Harare fourth street, where everyone was in a hurry. I also got in the busy rush of the morning. Streets were crowded with everyone going on divergent quests. I walked as fast so as to avoid the girl and also to catch up with my time which had already taken lead. After a couple of minutes, I got to my destination, at a building with a large print in blue at the entrance which read, 'Pace College.'

I never felt better being there but only with company of my two classmates Peter Jena and Donald Vingi, a better feeling was assured. Up the stairs, I went, checked in and set for class. While approaching the door loud voices as if people were quarreling, bombarded. Just when I was about to open the door my two buddies came out looking frustrated and disgusted.

"Patrick how you " said Peter giving me a handshake.

" You are late Patty" Donald exclaimed. 

"Hey, what's with you calling me that," I said with a smile as if liking it yet not in favor at all. 

"Let's go downstairs boys" Peter opted. As was our routine, we would go down to the second floor where no one disturbed us. There we would spend the whole day and only went to class for lectures. The same happened that day.

School hours came to an end, I got ready and pulled my books put them in my little back pack and bade farewell to my friends.

On my way to the bus stop I knew that the school struggles for Thursday were almost over. Left only, were the assignments and presentations I was assigned.

In no time I was at the fourth Street bus terminus. As soon as I arrived, I saw other school students and got among them. We chatted till the bus came.

At the time the bus came I could feel a vacuum in my stomachs, and continuous rumbles and roars. I stood in the bus all the way back to Hatcliffe, since I had given a seat to an elder.

The moment I got off the bus and a picture of the reality of life from that uniformed one of school, surfaced. Sometimes I could feel that school was the best place I could be but, deep in my heart the place I loved most to be was with my family.

By half six I was settled at home, and began with watering the garden, which by this time was expecting irrigation for the night. The garden was situated at the backyard of a six hundred square meter apartment in the high densities of Hatcliffe. In the first four beds were vegetables and onions. The last two had cucumbers and beans. These were very good supplements in our diets and were meant to cater for conditions which needed vegetable attention with beans being the best in the field.

The well from which I fetched water was ten meters from the backyard. It was neither too deep nor too shallow, rather it was just the perfect depth and could water the whole garden perfectly.

In a lighting speed, watering the garden became history. 
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