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DEDICATION

To all you creative magicians and star seeds...
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PREFACE
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By surrendering to the stories within us that yearn to be told, our internals breathe. The more they breathe, the lighter we become.
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CHAPTER 1: FLASH FICTION


[image: ]






	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Coffee Machine
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These grey-skied mornings enliven my self-mastery. I owe it to myself and my extraordinary and devoted caretaker. Being such an avid coffee Stan himself, it’s only fitting that the first cup is his; a true leader leading by example. 

Patrons sing praises of the delectable, sweet, distinct and earthy taste of the coffee this side of town. This is one high expectation I live up to with eagerness and pleasure. My caretaker leans towards me and reiterates the game-plan as the customers advance our way. Frowns become smiles. Moans transform into laughter with each sip. It’s going to be a lovely day!
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Rain, Rain, Come Again
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As the thunder rumbles, Botho peeps outside the kitchen window. To his surprise, rays of sunshine still pierce through the clouds. Perhaps it’ll rain later. Just as he completes his thought, raindrops strike the earth. It’s one of those instances. The rain has decided to share the stage with the sun. 

Botho wipes the cutlery dry from the late breakfast he and his mom just delighted in and rushes to the living room door — unlocked and ajar. His mom rests in her room. Saturdays are usually reserved for laundry but today, the risk is not worth it, she thinks as the sky roars. The door squeaks to Botho’s yanking, allowing him to make his exit onto the veranda.

Both child and adult sweeps through the village streets. Adults use their arms and other willing objects in their grasp to shield themselves from the raindrops, dodging the puddles while rushing to their destinations. The children jump around in the puddles and continue with their activities. 

The sounds and scent in the air and wet earth entrance Botho, rendering him immobile. One of the pillars on the veranda supports his body from falling over. A feeling of tranquility sweeps over him as he notices the dampening of the tree leaves in front of him and the surrender of the leaves as the raindrops poke at them. A squad of children passes by, pushing unused car tires and snapping Botho out of reverie. A pair of rainbows forms in the sky in the direction of the children, leaving Botho in awe.

Botho receives an urge to rush into the open and let the rain wash over him while he jumps around senseless, but it’s daylight and the neighbors are home. As the final resort, he sits by the door, crosses his legs, closes his eyes and allows the sound of the rain to whisk him back to reverie.
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In The Moment
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Here I am seeking closure at the bottom of a five-liter wine box. It complements my body’s low tolerance for alcohol. Hard liquor landed me in hospital one time after gulping two glasses at a friend’s party and collapsing. 

I flirt with the idea that red wine has some health benefits so this numbs my guilt a bit. Perhaps its sweetness brings back sweet memories of the one that got away — or, should I say, the one that left a week before my birthday. Either way, I indulge because the moment calls for it. My remaining kidney halts me from downing all five liters. 

***
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MY GIRLFRIEND, KUTLO, of two years was diagnosed with kidney failure a year and a half into our relationship. We both lived on campus in the same university where we met and became friends for about a year before we fell for each other. She moved to Gaborone for school from her home village where her grandmother had raised her and her two younger brothers. Both her parents had perished from a fire started by a burning candle in a thatched house whose flame was provoked by a sudden breeze in the middle of autumn. 

Our stories are similar. The only difference is that I never knew any of my parents. Grandma’s eyes still glisten to this day when I ask her about them, then she responds by saying, “Go itse Modimo, ngwanangwanake. (Only God knows.)”

Our backstories sparked an immediate connection between us and we’ve been inseparable since, spending countless hours together, studying for the course and studying each other. I cherished her and would like to believe she did me as well. As privacy and campus life despise each other, students would mock us about our relationship and shower us with compliments in the same breath. “A love that transcends villages,” some would murmur as we strolled by the open labs and lecture rooms. “Couple goals,” some would shout upon seeing us together at the school cafeteria. Neither the insults nor the compliments, we entertained. 
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