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This is my confession. Please don't tell my wife.

There is this gal, the gal next door.

Her name is Amara, and yesterday she asked me to leave my wife.

Let me start from the beginning. Confessions need a proper start. This one began three months ago when she moved in next door. She brought only two suitcases and a huge canvas. It took both of us to carry it up the stairs.

"I'm an artist," she said when I asked what was in the canvas, paint still wet under her fingernails. "Well, trying to be." She laughed, and I felt something crack open in my chest. I thought Grace had sealed it shut forever.

"What kind of art?"

"The kind that doesn't pay bills," she said with a grin that made me forget my own name for a moment. "But pays the soul, you know?"

I didn't know. Not then.

Amara is beautiful in that dangerous way that makes men forget they have responsibilities. Tall, with skin the color of honey in sunlight, and this way of moving like she's dancing to music only she can hear. If she'd been born in Paris, she'd be on billboards making our local girls weep with envy. She's next door, painting watercolors of our neighborhood cats. At 6 AM, she asks me about the color of shadows. She steps out to water her garden, wearing just an oversized t-shirt that falls above her knees.

The first time I saw her like that; I was leaving for work early. She looked up from her flowers; tiny marigolds and some purple things I don't know the names of, and waved.

"Good morning, neighbor!"

I managed a wave back and spent the entire drive to work thinking about the way the morning light caught in her hair.

I should tell you about my wife first, because she deserves that much. Grace deserves everything.

Every morning, Grace Wanjiku Mwangi becomes my wife again. She makes tea with three spoonsful of sugar. She remembers our first breakfast together two years ago when I said I need it sweet to start my day. Grace, who laughs at my terrible jokes and covers her mouth with her hand like she's embarrassed by her own joy. Grace blushes when I compliment her cooking. She makes the best pilau in three counties.

Grace came home last Tuesday with a torn skirt and laddered tights. She gave her matatu fare to a street child. Then, she walked twelve kilometers home in heels that were already too tight. I saw her soaking her feet in warm water. She hummed a gospel song, as if pain was just another note in her tune.

"Why didn't you call me?" I asked, kneeling to massage her swollen feet.

"You were in that important meeting with the bank people," she said, wincing as I worked on a blister. "Besides, that child needed the money more than I needed comfort."

"The meeting could have waited."

"Could it, though?" She looked at me with those knowing eyes. "You've been working so hard for this loan, baby. We can't mess up our chances now."

This is the woman who still leaves notes in my lunch: Don't forget you're amazing. I packed extra mandazi for you. You skipped breakfast again, and I know you get cranky when your blood sugar drops.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
The Gal
Next Door

By
Kama





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.png
The Gal
Next Door

p

By
Kama






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





