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    To my avó. Love in this life and the next. 

      

    


Synopsis 
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“Breathe” 
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Follows the story of unending struggles and suffering of a young lady from a small country from a unprivileged background. The story wildly and explicitly dwells into the depths of emotion, love, loss, failure, relapsing and strength. Through vivid imagery of storytelling, readers can take a seat on relating and somewhat reflection. From innocently trying to navigate life outside high school and stand on her feet, her story resonate with unfiltered honesty and profound insight. “Breathe “is a story of heartfelt exploration of a young lady navigating the grounds of the earth while capturing lots of emotions that possibly connects us all. 

To my avó. Love in this life and the next. 
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Patience 
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As Christians, we are told that whatever it is that we ask in God’s name,  

Believe that you have received it. 

John 14:14 

What do think you are given when you ask for riches? The struggle to appreciate every cent before the wealth 

What do you thin you get when you ask for love? 

Genuine love. 

Unconditional love. 

The pain and struggle as to what love really is. 

So then, 

What do you think you get when you get when you ask for patience? 

The test to your faith as to how much or how long you can be, 

Before knowing and appreciating Patience on its own. 

It’s enduring one too many things you didn’t sign up for. 

Patience is a test to living 

Surviving, pulling through 

Until you do, 

You won’t know if the sun is finally shinning or another fireball set to test your patience   
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Chapter 1: Intro 
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Hospital waiting room 

“We regret to inform you... “. That’s the best they could at least do. Silence instead. It has been two years and counting since I’ve been trying my luck with basic casual unskilled job hunts and school applications. After this much of unsuccessful applications, slowly the rejection starts getting to you. 

It's not that I haven’t had luck before, well I’ve had some and on both occasions it was referrals from my good friend Joy. She left them both within two three days for better offers on both occasions. It was the worst experiences of my life. On both jobs, I never stayed long enough to get a full paycheck. TOXIC ENVIRONMENT. I know Joy blames me for not adapting and being patient with the cultures, especially because I truly was desperate for the money. Let’s be honest, if she never stayed, how she expected me to either.  

“Miss Gift Zwane, the doctor is ready to see you. “ 

The loud and commanding nurses’ voice, pulled me out of my thoughts and back to the present. I had almost forgotten how uncomfortable the plastic chair was. How do they even put such uncomfortable waiting chairs for patients? I already had started to taste the pill smell that filled the air. It is a medical facility after all. 

My skin feeling the cold air from the loosely closed windows and untiled floors, I instantly regretted not putting in more layers of clothing on my skin. Robotically, I stood up to follow the nurse. I felt the eyes of everybody else in the room burn at the back of my head, passing by the train design of chairs backed to the corridor walls if this place ; one by one as I walked through I could already see the questionable gazes in their faces. It happens naturally really because every time a kid walks in or by, you wonder what could be the story.  

As we walked into this cozy warm and aesthetically modern office, you’d swear it’s not in the same building as the room I just left.  

“Here’s your next patient doctor, she has her file with her. It’s her first time here. “ 

The nurse said this signaling me to go sit in front of the doctor’s desk. As I approached the chair, I remembered to drop the files on the desk and unconsciously looked for an anchor for my feelings.  

As soon as I sat down and the door closed by the nurse, I sat on this warm soft chair. Feeling the warm office heated by the conditioner, I reluctantly relaxed my body and simultaneously reviewed the office. 

The office was relaxing with high quality and supportive furniture, it was welcoming with personal touches of her own. Artwork, photos.  

The office. It was orderly organized and clean, shelves packed up in these research type of books, the pastel shades of paint brought this calming space. 

I sat in a chair positioned opposite the doctor such that the chairs were close enough for a comfortable conversation 
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Doctor’s office  

“AFTERNOON MISS GIFT. “ 

“Afternoon ma. “ 

She’s not my mother, but since I’m one child who grew up around a lot of mothers, who had a lot of love to give; that’s my most respectful addressing manner.  

“How are you doing today?” 

She proceeded to ask. Now I see why you literally spend the whole day waiting to be attended to. If we put the understaffed factor away I’d say it’s the patience and attention to detail these people give. I tell you right now, they’re not paid enough. Unfortunately I wasn’t even in the room.  

Should I consider having a sugar daddy? I could score materialist stuff and some allowance though.  

What if this sixty year old boy is a sex freak? That’s what they all want, right? 

Do they really use black magic to suck out your luck through the sex? 

It would definitely explain why they change girls so much. 

“Are you okay?” 

The doctor asks as I snap out of my head. I bet she already saw that this is going to be a lot of work. 

“Just the cold weather it’s giving north pole hey. “ 

“I know right, you can’t even get the laundry done. “ 

“I’m guessing we’re having more tea this season. “ 

We both laughed, I know it was awkward because I could see her trying to put me at ease. While I was just hungry at this point, I’ve been here since morning. Now it was 15:00 hours. That’s how bad things are.  

“So my name is Doctor Tema Dlamini. Nice to meet you.” 

*Proceeds to carefully study my file.  

“Miss Gift Zwane. What a lovely name. “ 

“Thank you doctor. Allegedly my dad gave it to me. “ 

“You indeed are a gift. “ 

“Thanks ma.” 

Getting a compliment from one person you don’t expect is top tier, even better if it’s a lady. When she put down those glasses and stared at me after going through my file, I knew shit was about to hit the fan.  

“Tell me something Gift, Why are you here?” 
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Right there, if I wasn’t tired of taking my own life and failing at that too or enjoying the warmth of the relaxing office, I would’ve stood up right there and left. As a matter of fact if I knew I’d get this, I wouldn’t have bothered to show up. Except I had already waited this much and already inside that office.  
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CHAPTER 1: THE BEGINNING OF THE END 
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At the house 

The last year of high school. It’s finally happening, the year I’ve been looking forward to my entire life. I need a list of everything I need to accomplish before the year ends. 

•  Apply to outside the country schools. 

•  Have a tops 5 list of possible careers to execute 

•  Be a good student to get incredible reference letters 

•  Work on grades  

•  Work on esteem 

Schools haven’t started yet, but I already feel this heavy pressure on my chest that everything that happens this year will decide a lot of things I can and cannot do next year. 

My proceeding results compared with my class are great, 6th in a class of 48. However, if you compare that with the rest of everyone in my grade, it needs a lot work.  

Do I even want to proceed? I mean I know a lot of people who are actually re-doing the grade. No one’s in a hurry right?  

Just in case you didn’t know, the lights in the refrigerator are specifically designed to let you come get a midnight snack in my own opinion. Since we just practically still are in the festive Ne year era, the fridge is obviously always packed with one too many options.  

“Last night leftovers, jelly, custard, grilled meat, some chips, biscuits, fruit, yes. I’ll have a taste of all of these and a branch of grapes.” 

If you come from a black family, naturally its unruly to eat from the fridge, more especially having everything you see or feel like all at once. I’m only leaving this kitchen with my stomach full and mind emptied out. As I walked backed to my room from my midnight dining, I see my mothers bedroom light on. That’s not normal at all. I knock and walk in to find her crawling on the bedroom floor, groaning in suppressed pain screams. 

Anxiously and reluctantly I jumped to her for assistance, she waved me off with the car keys. 

“Call your brother, bring the car around. Take me to the catholic hospital” 

I didn’t want to hear that twice, so I sprang out of the room to do as I’m told. 

On our way to the hospital, I hadn’t realized how much time I spent in the kitchen as the sun was now rising. In case you’re wondering why an ambulance wasn’t called, it’s because they are always late if they come at all. 

I’ve always known my older brother to be one of the fastest and careful drivers I know, and that day, he was the fastest I’ve ever seen. Probably the anxiety thoughts and paranoia we put so much in our heads made us think the worst. Little did we know, we are about to get an even scarier service at the hospital. 

Pulled up at the ER trying to get doctors or nurses to help us help our mother who’s in infinite pain feel better. NO ONE PULLED THROUGH. We grabbed a wheelchair next to a train of them to try and rush mother inside for help. Finally, we come across nurses who allegedly handle the ER. The most chilled and unbothered set of individuals. We lay down what’s wrong, what’s happening and at this point mother can barely keep her head up or her eyes open.  

The nurses, not even in full uniform, with their breakfast boxes in their hands reluctantly eye-iagnosing [extracted from diagnosing] her with irritation from our desperate annoying pleas. 

He looks up, looks at the nurse next to him and signals a cutthroat gesture then points up to the heavens. He does this like we are not staring right at him. 

I’ve never felt so many emotions in rush through my body at once. I don’t think no one’s ever ready to lose the last and only breadwinning parent in their lives. No backup guardians. 

He laughs and straight up tells us, this is no longer an emergency. Put her in that room on your right and well send someone to look at her.  

While waiting in that room, we realize how no other patient is in there. Just us, so cold, so quiet. I stepped outside for some air while still waiting for the assistance they promised. Now the sun is out, I feel my torso drip strips of sweat and my chest loudly pounding. In front of me, opposite the rooms we were put in I see patients being brought in by the ambulance I assume. Walking past there, you can hear family and relatives shouting at the EMS coming in and the one nurse there about their relatives not being attended. 

Then there’s this one shouting the loudest, apparently her son has been there since yesterday from a car accident and still hasn’t been attended. The way the hospital was so busy and packed, it felt like it was going through a country break off of some disease. At the corner of my eye, now I’m noticing the same two nurses who constantly keep passing by our room, studying me and mother inside but not actually coming in. then it hit me, these people are not going us. The cold effect from the room we assigned to, was because we were put literally next to the morgue. They are waiting for her to die. 

........................................................................................................................................ 

High school assembly 

THANKS TO THE MEDICAL aid benefits from her work, treatment was afforded but barely covered the nights she spent admitted to a different hospital. On the contrary, mother got better and back on her feet. Just in time for school and work opening. After that scare I thought it was best to stick to my list and forget about redoing my previous grade. I had a second chance and I had to give it my all. 

First day back was even crazier than the nurses’ drama. We assembled at the school, every grade and the first thing the principal read out without greeting was a list of not more than fifty students then boldly uttered these words. 

“These are the only students who paid tuition. May the rest of you please evacuate my institution because I have no idea what it is that you want here in debt?” 

Let me paint a picture for you as to how many students this institution held. That is five levels with the sub-classes of A-E each, and consists of forty-eight students each in the lowest classes. Some have more. 

Imagine all of those people’s reaction in assembly when they hear this. If I didn’t know any better id say I am now a character of the book series “A series of unfortunate events” by Lemony Snicket. This year is off at a bad start. 

It took a couple of days off school and patience to wait for the pension to pay out the yearly tuition deposit and some office to office reminder to the school that the government already pays half of tuition. It’s the OVC fund, orphaned vulnerable something something. If one of your parents has passed, they pay half. If it’s them both, then they pay up everything. It wasn’t until moments like these did I really feel like an underprivileged child. It wasn’t even a top of the arts school. A Harvard imitation. In fact, it was one of the most affordable secondary schools in my area. To think that I wanted to transfer to a better school for my tertiary and all felt selfish. When I stopped wanting the transfer, I just knew there and then that I am not getting into the university I want. 

It wasn’t long until a lot of us went back to school that the uniform check was re-implemented. Everyone in violation makes friends with the school gate. Super short hair that a rattail comb shouldn’t pass through, white ankle specific cotton socks for the girls, specific grey socks for the boys, specific black school shoes, below knew length tunics and skirts, formal and not slim fitting grey boy pants, everything should have a school emblem, no colored t-shirts below white shirts. 

In a straight line passing one too many uniform inspectors to your classroom is where we are right now, and every after two weeks I’m shown the gate because my hair is growing to fast to soon, too curly, untamable. You’d stay at home with the legit excuse of I couldn’t afford to cut my hair. 

March already and I barely got to do anything in my list, everything was coming down all together. School projects from multiple subjects, practicals, weekend classes, school cleaning duty, home works and studying subjects you were forced to pick. 

I think one of the reasons I wanted to redo previous grade was because I would have gotten the chance to re-select MY OWN SUBJECTS. I barely knew what was even going on the whole time in my classes, except for English class. I could be as creative as I wanted in my writing, enter a different realm and forget everything. I knew for a fact that I was probably one of the best students when the teacher occasionally read out my scripts as “perfect example of what I want the class to do” 

Slowly with everything closing in, I got sick a lot. Like A LOT. It all eventually led to me having to have eye glasses. It was terrifying. Not the wearing glasses part but everyone’s assumption and perception surrounding the wearing of glasses. 
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