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"Here, it is only about mopping floors," mother said coldly.

Even at a young age, Dia knew that these words had a more deeper meaning.
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​Chapter One
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News

I step out into the cool afternoon. The sun is beaming bright as it heads to the west accompanied by a gentle breeze which makes the leaves of the trees in the compound shake. The only good thing about this school is how the compound is peaceful and quiet during this time of the day. It is the only thing that I am going to miss. I cannot believe that I have spent all of the six years of my secondary education at one school. Yeah, one awful one.

That is what you get if your mother cares less about your needs as long as she pays the school fees. I wonder how I will manage my university life. I better get a higher paying job than being a shopkeeper.

"Dia! Wait up!" Hilda calls from behind me. She runs to me along the paved compound. 

"Done already? I thought you were still giving the examiner data about organic chemistry," I tease.

She bends to steady her breaths and stands up almost immediately. "I have given him enough explanations.  I am tired. Where are you heading?" 

I look around. I don't even know where I was going. "To the bench. I am going to enjoy the afternoon breeze one last time." I walk towards the bench beside the trees. Hilda follows suit.

"A-level is finally done. What now?" Hilda asks.

"I think I am going to stay here for a while. I will leave with the Arts students." I take a seat on the concrete bench. I look up to meet Hilda's widened eyes.

"I wish you knew what you look like when you widen your eyes. They look like they are about to pop out of their sockets." I laugh.

Hilda sits down and pushes me. "Naye nawe! Do not exaggerate. But why do you want to stay all of a sudden? You were the one who was too excited to leave school.”

I hesitate to answer. "Because I want."

"Nawe! Tell me ko," she insists.

From a distance, I see the secretary strolling towards us. She is a short dark-skinned lady. She is so beautiful that even the students try to court her. She knows her class nonetheless. She doesn't talk to just anyone. She walks so carefully but at a moderate speed. Even if she wants to walk quickly, I am sure that her high heels will not allow her. She stops before us.

"Dia, you are needed by the headteacher," she says and walks away almost immediately.

"Rude," Hilda comments.

"Mbu, you wanted her to greet us, ask how we are doing–unless she is not Natukunda Prissy!" I stand up. "I wonder what the headteacher has to say to me."

Hilda stands up as well. "Namatovu to be in trouble after her last paper of A-level."

"We both know that it is impossible. What would I be in trouble for? Coupling? You know I don't do such," I say, thinking about what the headteacher has to tell me.

"How sure am I? You have been close to Robert nowadays, something is fishy between you two."

"Say all you want, Hilda. I know my truth."

I start walking across the compound to the Administration building. It is a long white and blue building that constitutes the headteacher's office, secretary's office, bursar's office, Director of Studies' office and the staffroom. The building across from it is the one that has the classes of Advanced Level students and the main hall while the building adjacent to that one is the one of the Ordinary Level classrooms. The dormitories are outside of the school. 

"Every teacher knows that you are a good girl. Maybe he is calling for you to give you the most disciplined student certificate. It is possible," Hilda suggests.

"That's impossible, I am anonymous to the teachers. I am sure only the teachers that teach me know me. Naye, whatever it is, let's hope that it is not bad." 

"In Jesus' name."

I nod at her. I climb up the inclined plane that leads into the Administration room; the one that consists of the headteacher's office, secretary's office and bursar's office. I take a deep breath before entering the room. I walk forward past the secretary's desk and stand in front of the headteacher's office. I hesitate but finally knock on the wooden door. The door is opened by the matron. A slim tall friendly woman named Jaliya. She smiles sympathetically at me and pinches my cheek. Something is not right.

Madame Jaliya leads me into the office and gestures to me to sit down on the chair that is near the headteacher's table. The headteacher stands in front of the window that is situated behind his seat. He stands straight with his arms behind his back. He is a tall stout man with a bald head and chocolate complexion.

He turns around to face me. He smiles at me. I return the smile. He walks slowly until he sits in his revolving chair and takes a deep breath.

"How are you, Dia?" he asks.

"I am blessed, thank you, sir," I reply.

"Congratulations on the completion of your UACE, it has been quite a race," he says.

"Indeed, it has." I start picking at my nails.

"You have reached maybe half of your journey. May the Almighty bless you with long life and good fortune. It is worthless to live for nothing. May He also guide you in every decision that you make. May He lead you back to the right path if you try to go astray." He pauses. "I am saying this to you, not because I am too concerned about you–though I am concerned. I say all this to you because I am afraid no one else will. Maybe you may hear it from Birungi Susan, your guardian, but...you are not going to hear them from your mother. If you have ever heard them from her, then you won't hear them from her ever again. I am terribly sorry to report to you the demise of your mother."

I don't believe it. It is as if I have not heard. At that moment, I don't have the energy to talk or react in any way. My mother. My estranged mother has passed away. How? Why? And when? I have so many questions but I cannot voice them out. I feel paralyzed. The headteacher continues to speak but the sound seems muffled to me. It is like I am in the next room and I have eavesdropped. This is...sudden. I don't know much about my mother but it hurts in a different kind of way to come to terms with my state. I am now a complete orphan. Jesus!

A hand on my shoulder interrupts my internal turmoil. I look to my side to see Madam Jaliya, who takes a seat beside me. She rubs my shoulder gently. I let out a shaky breath. It can't be true.

"This is the last letter that she sent," Madam Jaliya says before placing a white envelope on my lap. I feel like I am not in control of my body. She lifts my hand and puts the letter under it. "I am so sorry for your loss, dear. I can give you the keys to the dorms if you want to go and have some rest. The good thing is that you are done with your papers." 

I nod slowly. Madam Jaliya digs inside her pocket for the keys. The keys jingle as they are thrown to me. "O-okay," I say in a voice barely above a whisper. I weakly get up and exit the office with my head hung low. I honestly don't know what is hurting me most; losing a mom or the fact that I didn't have a chance to know her very well. A chance to get her to answer my questions. And sadly, I never will. Maybe in heaven or hell. 

I exit the Administration room and instantly spot Hilda. She is leaning against one of the pillars on the Administration building. Her smile drops once she studies my face properly. She is a mood shift detector. I walk past her.

"Dia. Dia!" She runs after me. I walk behind the Administration building to exit the gate and proceed to our dormitories. The girls' dormitories are behind the Administration building while the boys’ dormitories are behind the classrooms. I speed towards the dormitories. They are three bungalows adjacent to each other. In the middle is lush green grass and a borehole to provide water to the boarding students. I rush towards the dormitory of the Advanced Level students. It is smaller than the one of the Ordinary Level students but way better. It is painted white and cream. It has a tiled floor and a shower. It makes the O-level students envy us.

I open the door and immediately enter. I sit on the first bed that I see. I close my eyes and start breathing slowly. Hilda takes a seat next to me. She wraps her hands around me.

"Dia, what's wrong?" she asks, her voice filled with concern. 

I open my eyes. "My...my mother..." My breath hitches in my throat. Tears prickle my eyes. "My mother is dead."

Hilda gasps and hugs me tighter. Tears roll down my cheeks. I burst into sobs and my body shakes immensely. I didn't get a chance to know my mother much but the little I remember about her is that she was hardworking. She never left her job. Not even for my visitation or birthdays. She was devoted to her job. I only wish that she loved me more than how she loved her job. 

After a few minutes of sobbing, I wipe my tears with the sleeve of my white uniform shirt. I exhale and glance at Hilda who is also wiping tears off of her face. She cries whenever she sees me crying. Her big eyes are red.

"Sorry, I...have made you cry." I sniff.

"Shut up, I know how it feels like to lose a mother. It wasn't easy for me when I lost mine but all I have to say is be strong and seek comfort in Christ. He won't fail you."

I feel hot so I untie my ponytail and let my hair loose. "I don't know what I am going to do."

"Don't worry, everything has a solution." 

"I am her child, Hilda. I am the one to read the eulogy and..." I trail off. This is so overwhelming. 

"Don't worry, you are more than a conqueror through Christ who strengthens you. You will overcome everything."

"If anyone doesn't write that eulogy for me, I think it will consist of one line, 'She was a hardworking woman.' I barely knew her," I admit. 

"Don't worry, Mummy Hope will help you, that I know." 

"Mwana, even my plans for staying another week are cancelled. This is a disaster." I shake my head. 

"What were you staying here to do? Be with Robert?" Hilda queries.

"Shut up with your Robert nonsense. We don't even have a thing in common," I reply.

"Kale, let's start packing your things. I think mummy Hope will be picking you up anytime soon." She stands up and walks to my bed. She starts folding the bed sheets. 

"Thank you, Hilda," I appreciate.

"You're welcome," she replies. 

I look at the envelope in my hands. My hands shake just at the mere thought of opening it. I shove it into the pocket on my short blue skirt. I will read it when I am ready but for now, let me pack my things. I stand up and head to my bed. 
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​Chapter Two 
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Mystery 

I stare out the window of Mummy Hope's Noah car. Another one of my mother's gifts to her. Weird that she used to spoil her friend with her money but did not get time for her daughter. Women are indeed crazy. I always surprise myself but my mother was another case. Maybe God has taken her away because she would not manage all of my questions and complaints. God only knows. I close my eyes to drift off to sleep. I think it is my only solution right now.

"Tired already, we have a long week ahead of us, daughter," Mummy Hope says. 

I smile and sit upright. I don't even want to think about the funeral. The funeral will make me think about the eulogy. Thinking about the eulogy will cause me stress. I am tired already.

"We'll get through it. Don't worry, daughter," Mummy Hope adds.

"It is very difficult to answer an exam that you have no idea about," I start.

"Indeed, those really humbled me back in the days," she laughs. I really want to but I don't laugh along.

"I have no idea what I am going to write in the eulogy," I mumble.

"We are all faced with difficult tasks in our lives but I am sure–basing on your creativity, you will make it out," she encourages.

"You know that we always fail those papers that we know nothing about, right?" I ask her.

She shakes her head. "Nawe, don't be like that. I will write the eulogy for you, don't worry about that issue. Your mother is like my own sister. I will spice it up for you."

"That's not what I want. I am her daughter. I am supposed to tell the public what kind of person she was but...I am as clueless as the Europeans in the nineteenth century about the African continent."

"Daughter, don't fret. We shall figure this out. The creator knows best." 

"Indeed he does," I mumble and divert my gaze back to the roadside. 

To my surprise, I realize that the car is sloping down to the compound of my home. Mummy Hope parks in the yard that is filled with green grass. The house in which we live is a two storey building, painted white and magenta iron sheets. There are children playing in the compound. I only recognize Mummy Hope's third born, Brian. He is a plump light skinned boy of seven years. The boy looks healthy and happy. He is playing with two other pale boys.

When we step out of the car, he recognizes me. He immediately runs toward me.

"Aunt Dia! Kulika yo!" He hugs me once he reaches me. I hug him back and try to smile. 

"Nvuddeyo, how are you?"

"I am fine. And guess what? Mummy no longer beats me that much and I no longer wet the bed. I also no longer cry when Timothy mocks me and I give more answers than Andrew in class."

"Congs Brian." 

"By the way, I heard about your mother, nga bitalo." 

I force a smile. "I...it will be okay, don't worry." 

"I don't know what you are going to miss about her but I am going to miss the gifts she always sent me. And the gadgets that she always gave my mummy. Why did she have to die?"

"Brian! That's enough, go back to your friends!" Mummy Hope orders. Brian goes back to his friends without hesitation. 

Mummy Hope holds my waist. "Let's enter."

We walk side by side into the house. The house is in the same condition that I left it in except that the walls in the house are now turquoise and there are more photos in the living room. The family went on a tour to Kasese and Murchison Falls in my absence. Mummy Hope looks so happy with her children, I wish my mother and I were that close. All this makes me feel sad and remorseful. I simply climb up the staircase to my room. It is a room the size of a living room with a queen size bed, two tables, a wardrobe and a bathroom. The walls in my bedroom are cyan, my favorite color. It is the only thing that I like about my room. I close the door and slump onto my bed. I feel like not talking to anyone right now. I close my eyes and drift off to sleep.

I see my mom. She smiles at me as she continues mopping the tiled floor of the hotel. I mop with her. I actually enjoy what I am doing. My hands are frail as well as my body. I am a child. In the room next to the one we are in, I hear muffled sounds. It sounds like two people are arguing. I freeze. I look at my mom, then back at the concrete wall from which the sound is emerging. My mom doesn't seem to care.

"Mummy? Why are those people shouting at each other?" I ask.

"It doesn't concern us. Just mop the floor," she says nonchalantly. I pull the rug in my hands across the tiled floor. I flinch when I hear glass shuttering. I look at my mother who is invested in mopping the floor. 

"Are those people okay?" 

"Mop the floor," she coldly says.

"But what if they are hurt?"

"Just mop the floor!" she says through gritted teeth. 

"But mom–"

"Mop the floor! Here, it is only about mopping floors no matter what you hear or see, okitegedde?" 

Her eyes are so cold and frightening I wonder if she is really my real mother. Why would she only care about the floors more than the people there? There is something terribly off. 

I gasp and my eyes flip open simultaneously. I think the dream I have just had is the only memory of my mother that I remember clearly. She used to take me to St. Matthew so that I could spend the days with her. Those were the days when I thought that I was going to grow up with my mom. I thought that we would be the closest. I never knew that she would give me to her friend and stay as far as away from me as possible. But why? Was I ill-mannered? Was I a reminder of my deceased father? Or was I only a burden to her? I have a lot of questions but sadly no answers. 

The door squeaks open, letting in yellow light into my bedroom. A feminine figure stands in the doorway. She is of medium height and healthy weight. Her hair is braided. Turning on the bed lamp, the room is illuminated and I see her clearly. She smiles and walks to the edge of my bed where she takes a seat.

"Welcome back, Dia. How has school been?" she asks. 

"Great, Hope. How have you been?" 

"Good. First of all, Simon and I are dating. Teacher Byamukama was fired. Phew! We were so tired of his canes. We have a new headteacher called Miss Agnes Nakitto, our block was painted cyan and green and it looks so cute! And...the new headteacher allowed girls to paint their nails. The school is so fun! I didn't want to come for the holidays. I wished we studied for an extra week." 

"Yeah, it is always like that in Senior One. You will not even wish to look at that school by the time you reach Senior Four," I tell her.

"Waa, our school is nothing like yours where students are caned every now and then because of not complying with the rules," she scoffs.

"At least at my school, we are not pampered into becoming spoiled brats because the world does not work that way," I retort.

"Just admit it, our school is heaven." 

I simply do not reply to her. I am not in the mood to argue. My thoughts and rhetorical questions are enough to keep my night going. 

"I'm sorry about your mom," Hope says. 

"It's alright," I distantly reply. I am sick of this sympathy. "Don't even mention it." 

The door creaks open to reveal Mummy Hope dressed in her night outfit. An oversized T-shirt and leesu tied around her waist. Her hair is hidden in a black bonnet. She smiles once her eyes land on us.

"Hope doesn't even bother greeting me since Dia is here. People are difficult!" She folds her arms against her chest. 

"Sorry, Mommy, I thought that you were busy cooking so I didn't want to bother you. It was all out of love and not envy, anger or evil," Hope says to her mother.

"Whatever it is. Come and eat dinner." She turns around and leaves.

"What happened to the maid?" I ask. It has been a while since Mummy Hope cooked dinner.

"Mummy fired her yesterday. She cooked mukene for us." Hope gets up from the bed and leaves me to myself.

Mummy Hope fired a maid because she cooked for them mukene. What a privilege she has! She has a lot of money. Money she can use whatever she wants to. My mother provided such an amazing and beautiful life to her best friend. That is not at all a problem to me but why avoid me? Am I COVID to her that she could not be near me even for a day? Such a life that I have to bear. All these thoughts make my eyes burn but I won't cry. I don't want to and it won't solve anything. I blink back the tears and let out a shaky breath. 

I stand up and leave my room. I walk through the hall until I arrive in the dining room where the entire family is sitting. I offer a half smile to Daddy Hope. He is a man in his forties. His hair is mixed with black and grey. His face is wrinkled and he has a potbelly. He smiles at me as I walk towards the oval shaped black dining table which is covered by the white cotton tablecloth. On the table, dishes of chicken sauce, rice, matoke and spinach sit. The family is all set to eat. Only my arrival is holding them back.

Daddy Hope stands up and embraces me shortly before he pulls away. "Are you alright, Diamond?" 

"I am." I am tired of telling this lie. When will I go to sleep and shut it all down?

"I'm sorry for your loss, she was a tough woman and it seems like she has passed that down to you." 

I wish I got to know that for myself.

"I'm tired of waiting, mummy give me food," Brian whines.

"Be quiet, Brian!" Nina, the second born, orders Brian. She is a healthy weight tall girl who is even taller than her elder sister. She looks at me. "Welcome back, Dia...sorry for your loss." 

"It's okay, let's eat. I am hungry." 

"I am starving! I can eat this food all by myself!" Hope exclaims.

"Shut your hyperbolic mouth, you cannot even finish a bowl of rice," Mummy Hope says quickly.

"She can only complete eight chips," Brian adds and then bursts out laughing.

"At least I am not like you who eats like there is no tomorrow," Hope fires back.

"Why don't you be like me? I eat moderately; not too much and not too little. You should learn more from me," Nina interjects. 

"If there is anything I can learn from you, it would be to mind my own business and sadly, it's something that you don't do so..." Hope trails off. 

"Enough all of you! Let's pray and start eating!" Daddy Hope commands in a loud voice.

We all hold our hands and keep quiet to pray. Daddy Hope starts praying but I immediately turn back to my thoughts. I wonder what it feels like to have a family. What it feels like to belong to people with whom you share the same blood. Even if it is one person. I want that person. To my dismay, I am never going to be with that person ever again. I am with people here. I am holding their hands but I have never felt so alone.
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​Chapter Three
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Something Fishy

The night went by painfully slowly. And the fact that I am in an eight month long vacation doesn't help at all. I didn't have any plans for the vacation but dealing with the aftermath of my mother's death was definitely not part of the things that I expected. It took me by surprise and I do not know how to react to it. And neither do I know what I am going to say at her funeral a few days from now. God! Why should your people suffer like this? Hilda always told me that God loves me and does not want to see me in pain but sometimes I doubt that statement.

I sigh in relief when I see the golden glow of the sun penetrating through the slits of my curtains. I slowly sit up in bed and fold my knees so that I can lean my head against them. Another long confusion-filled day. However, am I going to survive this period? God only knows. My head jerks up when I hear shuffling in the dining room. Since I can't sleep and I'm in no mood to scroll on my phone, I would rather talk to somebody until I find some stuff to busy myself with. 

I swing my legs off of my bed and slip my feet into the pink fluffy slippers that Mummy Hope bought for me. They are really comfortable and soft. They're something that I didn't know I needed. I was hesitant to wear them at school because I was afraid of people envying me and accusing me of being a planned kid. Being referred to as a planned kid gets students following up on everything you do and making them stick around you because they know that they'll benefit from you in one way or the other. Yet, someone like me prefers to stick around real friends. The ones that get me and love me for me other than my financial status.

I arrive in the dining room to see Daddy Hope seated and gathering some documents. He is already dressed in a light blue shirt and navy blue trousers, clearly ready for work. He always leaves early, being the punctual doctor he is. As I inch closer, Daddy Hope looks up to acknowledge my presence. He smiles as I take a seat.

"Aren't you too early for the day, Diamond?" he asks.

I sigh. "I am tired of clinging onto sleep to visit me. I thought that sleep and I would collide elastically but seemingly, it is an inelastic collision."

"That's bizarre. The day that I completed my senior six..." He shakes his head slightly as a smile creeps up onto his lips, probably recalling the glorious day. "...The only thing on my mind was my bed and how long I was going to sleep in it." He closes the file. "But it didn't even add up to a fortnight when I was already tired of sleeping. And...it was the same case in the senior four and primary seven vac. Things never change. But you're also another case. I slept the entire day that I arrived home."

"You didn't do any housework?" I challenge.

"Nah! No way. I was and still am my mother's Achilles' heel. You couldn't lay a finger on me even when my siblings were nagging her." 

It is not like I feel like this out of will. But the moment he mentioned that he was his mother's favorite, I couldn't ignore the sting that penetrated through my chest. Everyone I know or talk to seemed to be their mother's favorite but apart from...me. I try not to look hurt or offended but as if it is already too late because Daddy Hope places a comforting hand on mine. I try to look as nonchalant as possible though it is unnecessary to do that in front of the person that has been with me for the most part of my life.

"This is actually about her. Do you want to take a look?" He extends the file in front of me. 

I shake my head. "I don't think that...it is necessary." I force the words out.

"Are you sure?" he asks softly, concern laced in his voice as if holding something so fragile that it can easily break if at all the wrong tone is used. 

I looked at the beige paper file stacked with papers. Though I have said that I do not want to take a look. My curiosity was piqued by what could be inside that file. Maybe something that I need to know. Something that is very crucial. Something that might change my life or maybe I am simply exaggerating. But anyway, I have to know.

In a small–almost inaudible voice, I say, "Fine."

I touch the soft paper and flip it over. I look through the documents slowly, reading word per word. To my disappointment, it is just the basics. My mother's full name. Her birthday, height, weight, occupation, nationality and other information that I regard as useless. As I am about to close the file, my eyes get glued to the last document. As if by some supernatural force, I am so interested in it. I read the main paragraph over and over to make sure that I have read the correct thing. It's impossible.

"What is this?" I ask him even though I know exactly what it is. Even the heading says it.

"The autopsy. Your mother's autopsy. The cause of her death," he explains though I feel like what he has said is a lie. "She had gone for a swim when she tragically drowned and was discovered by one of the cleaners.”

"Mhm," I agree and close the file. It can't be. I didn't know my mother well but it simply cannot be.

****
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Hilda purses her lips as she reads the document. It seems that she doesn't find it of great significance as I do. She gives me back the paper.

"So she drowned. I'm sorry," she sympathises with me.

"That's not the point." I rest my elbows on the glass table. "Amongst the few things that I knew about my mother was that she could not swim and she didn't bother trying to learn." 

"She was too old?" Hilda raises a brow.

"No...I guess she must've been busy but swimming was not her thing. Maybe she was..."

My mind drifts off to a distant place. A memory which is buried deep within my skull. We were at the beach. With my mom. We were playing in the sand when my mother was called by a friend. She ran off to meet her friend as I continued to play in the hot sand. The sand only got hotter and hotter so I decided to take a swim. I walked until I reached the fresh water of Lake Victoria. I didn't intend to go that far but I almost ended up in what I thought was the middle of the lake. 

I kept on sinking and resurfacing. Sinking and resurfacing. My surroundings became blurred and muffled. A little while later, I heard my mother's voice calling out to me but I couldn't go towards it. I was busy being tossed by the strong water waves. Luckily, someone rescued me. It was a man that I didn't recognize. Before I even remembered to thank him, my gaze landed on my unconscious mother who was being given first aid. A young woman was on top of her, compressing her chest. When she woke up, her relieved gaze landed on me. She never got close to a swimming pool or waterbody ever since.

"So she was thalassophobic?" Hilda's voice pulls me back to reality.

"Thala–what?" I dumbfoundedly ask.

"Thalassophobia. The fear of deep water. Maybe your mother was thalassophobic."

"Whatever it is. My point is there is no way she stepped into that water willingly," I explain.

Hilda's big eyes widened. "You mean to say..."

"I don't want to point fingers, but yes. I am saying that there is a possibility that my mother was..." I hesitate to say the word, tasting its bitterness on my tongue though I have not said it yet. "...murdered." I finally let out. 

A suspenseful quietness settles upon us. We sit there quietly. Both of us don't know what the other is thinking nor do we know what to say. But I certainly know what to do. Though I am still hesitant.

***
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I reach home faster than I wish. To my advantage, I find no one home. If there is a family that is the personification of the phrase not strict, it is this family. Everyone does what they want and when they want. Total paradise. I wonder the type of family that my mom and I would have been in. I try not to think about it but it is so damn hard. Besides, it only pushes me to make the decision that I am scared to make though necessary. But a part of me tells me that I shouldn't. The scared and cowardly part of me says so. The brave and persistent part of me tells me that I should. The neutral part of me decides to wait for another sign. Wait for another little push. And I choose to go with that. 

I enter my room and instantly trip on something. I fall forward and land on my face. What a surprise! I turn and sit on the ground to look at what I have tripped on. I frown when I acknowledge the cuboidal metallic case that is situated in front of my door. Mummy Hope must have been the one who put it there. I do have to sort out my stuff sooner or later. Since I am doing nothing, I open up the suitcase. Before I start to organize my things, my gaze is glued to the white envelope that is on top of everything. I almost forgot that it ever existed. 

I stare at it for a while. Maybe it is the go ahead or leave it alone that I am waiting for. What did my mother write there? Is it a farewell because she knew that she was going to die? Is it the will that I have to read out loud to an audience a few days from now? Whatever is in there, there is only one way to know. I carefully open the envelope, wondering why she was so old fashioned enough to mail me a letter. I take out the neatly folded piece of paper and open it. Come what may. 

Dear Diamond,

I don't know how you are my beloved but I hope this finds you well. I hope that you received my success card. How I wish that I could have delivered it in person but it was too risky. But I only wish the best for you my love. You may not be able to understand why things are like this now, I know you will. Your curiosity always pushed you to the highest of peaks and you never left any mystery unsolved.
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