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Intro

I knew that she wasn't going to make it, I knew because the whole night she was coughing and coughing up blood and she kept looking at me as if wanting to say something but the coughing was too much. I knew when my grandmother told me to leave the room and go to sleep in her room that in the morning I wasn't going to have a mother. So before going I climbed into bed with her and hugged her so tight that she started coughing and I waited until she was better and she whispered “ I love you” I nodded and climbed out of bed and went to my grandmother's room where I sat on the bed and listened to her coughs. Am not sure when they stopped but I eventually dozed off and woke up to my grandmother looking at me with eyes full of tears. She didn't have to say anything but I knew right there at 13 years old that I had no parents. My father died when I was 5 years old and I never really knew him or have any memories of him but those who know him say he was the best father ever. And now, now I don't have a mother, a woman that I have loved and adored with all of me is gone. I didn't cry but was grateful that the pain of her coughs would no longer shake her and watching her perish before my eyes would no longer be a daily thing. My name is Xanthe Mncube an unusual name that means bold or bright. My mom says I was so yellow when I was born that she remembers seeing this name and decided to name so. I love that it's different and unique as I. It's the one gift that my mother left with me that I'll forever treasure now that she is gone. I watched my grand mother fuss on me and I knew that this week is about to be the hardest week of my life. Today am a 13 year old girl that have just lost her mother the one human being that has loved me with all her might.

One

Xanthe

For the past 3 years, my grandmother has made sure that I never felt the void of not having a mother. She has protected me from my evil aunts and uncles who have said things about my mother that have made me cry all night for most nights and have done despicable things just because my mother has left me money and a bunch of rooms to let which funded my schooling. Today is yet another heartbreaking moment because I am standing next to a hospital bed and my grandmother isn't well. She has tried to live, but being old has its moments, and right now it's showing off, showing me who's stronger between it and my grandmother, and it's winning.

Gogo: You need to leave home if I die. I have made a nice room in one of the lodges that your mother owns. Unfortunately, you don't have aunts and uncles because those people will kill you. Their greed is making them incapable of love.

“ but”

Gogo: I have pushed to pay your school fees for the next two years. Don't quit Xanthe you have so much to offer the world.  I nodded even though nothing made sense. She signalled for her bag, and I gave her the bag, and she gave me cards in my name and keys.

Gogo: The rent goes in there and the keys are for your new home. The day I die pack everything you own and leave and never look back. I nodded with tears streaming down my face and sat there the whole night just praying she gets well. 3 days later my grandmother passed away and I did exactly as she instructed took all my important documents and clothes and walked out of my home with my bag and never even buried her. 16 years old, no parents or grandparents, just me and God, hoping I survive.

Two

Xanthe

Not every day you find yourself as a grade 11 student who now has her own space, a cute bachelor flat that you own and your grandmother took time decorating it exactly how you would want it. It was fully packed with food and right next to the stove is a little cooking book. My grandmother has written down every meal I can prepare. I wiped my tears looking at her handwriting and read how to make a few of my best dishes that she usually makes. I went to the bedroom and opened the closet and saw the clothes she brought it's like she thought of everything and the laptop on the desk and the study desk and the bookshelf. It's like everything that I need was in here. I took a shower and checked my Facebook to see my cousins posting about my grandmother's death even though they hated her and never once helped when she was sick. It hurt I couldn't be there but I knew she wouldn't set this up if it was safe for me to get there. I focused on the good which was this place, so I took a shower and changed into my nightwear, and slept off the stress of being all alone.

Mncube resident

It's been two weeks since Mama died and since Xanthe disappeared. We cashed out on mama's policies and buried her and she had some policies that allowed us to cash out on her. The bedroom that she shared with Xanthe had all their clothes but no school books or her uniform or her school bag. I was getting worried about her because I knew she loved Mama and wouldn't miss the funeral. Every time I tried to raise it both my siblings are like am I not happy we have one mouth less to feed. Funny they say that when Xanthe's mother built this home, she made sure we were not the laughing stock of the township and made sure we ate. I went through Mama's room sorting out everything to see if I could find a solution to where Xanthe might go. I don't blame her because my brother and sister never liked her and showed her and my mom that she doesn't belong here. I too was no angel but I wasn't as bad as the others and I have never hurt her or said things to her that might hurt but I kept my distance from her. Told my kids to keep their distance from her and to be honest I have no idea why I would do that to my own sister's child. The only child she had, maybe I was jealous that she was better than my kids? Smarter and kinder and mannered. I really have no excuse for treating her like she didn't exist but now I was worried. I left the room and went to the lounge Where everyone was sitting.

“Does anyone know where Xanthe is?”

They all shrugged.

“Does anyone know where she schools?”

They looked at me, even though we have seen her wear her uniform a million times, all we know is that she goes to school with white people in town. No one actually knows where. I walked out of the house and walked 4 doors to our neighbor where Mama and Xanthe used to visit on weekends and I knocked and the door opened. First, there was the shock of my being there.

“ Hi, I'm.....” she walked back in the house and gave me an envelope.

“ Now get out of my yard!!!”

I was taken aback but left with the envelope. I went home and to my room and opened it and I saw it's mom's handwriting.

“ Oh Samukelisiwe, I know you are the only one who would have noticed that Xanthe is no longer home. I know you feel guilty about how you treated her and how you treated me but I'm gone now. I've made peace knowing that the day Zibusiso died was the last time I could say I have a child. You and your brother and your sister have made my life hell on earth. You have disrespected me in my own home, which your sister worked hard to build for all of us. You have hated me for reasons only you know. I need you to leave your search for Xanthe, she is in a safe place. I've left you and your brother and sister everything I own to misuse it as you please but I ask you to leave Xanthe alone that's the one thing I ask of you and your siblings” I read the letter a few times and for some odd reason I understood why her friend kicked me out of her yard.  And I understand her request. I took the little note and put it in my drawer. Why did I treat my own mother the way that I have?

Three

Xanthe

It's been a month since my grandmother passed and I have been learning the ropes of managing flats that my grandmother wrote in detail. I went through the portal and read the grievances of my tenants. I had the number of the plumber to call and fix and I also paid him using the app. On phone calls, I would make my voice more stern so they don't know I'm young and so far I haven't had any issues. I pay the water and lights to the municipality and that was easy learning how to do it. School was manageable and learning how to cook was also fun doing that. Some days I burn the food and some days I don't. Today was one of those days that I didn't. My phone rang and I picked up.

“Yes?”

Voice: Xanthe Mncube?

“Yes”

Voice: I'm a lawyer with the Barnes family, your grandmother left something for you. Can I see you today at 1?

I saw it was 11:30 

“Sure, where?”

He rattled the address and I wrote it down when he hung up. I checked Uber from here to there and saw that it was a 30-minute drive so I started getting ready, I have a whole hour to bathe and leave.

Unknown

It's been a month since I have been seeing her around here. A month since she keeps her head down and just leaves for school and back and not once have I seen an elder or heard anything from her flat when I listen by the door other than the TV and her singing when she cooks or cleans. I watched her walk down the steps and I saw she had her phone on Uber so she was going to meet Uber.

“ hey”

She turned to see me.

Her: Hey

“ Simo”

“Xanthe”

I looked at her 

“Like that your name?”

Xanthe: Yep

I walked down to her.

“ You new around here”

Xanthe: Yep moved in last month

“I've stopped by your door a couple of times when my friends and I go out maybe you can come through”

She looked at me as if I had said something weird

Xanthe: Sure, got to go

“Cool, see you”

She walked to the gate and waited a while then a car picked her up and she drove off and I walked to the basement parking where some of the kids from this block and I chill.

“ saw the new girl”

Mcebo: Crawford?

We called her that because that's where she goes to school and we have seen her school bus picking her up a few times

“Her name is Xanthe”

Now all eyes of me.

“Yep, that's how she said it but I think it’s Xhantee”

Mcebo: Xhosa?

“Yep, but she made it sound so English”

Mlindo: Well according to Google it’s not a Xhosa word it’s Greek.

Now we were all looking at Mlindo's phone as if we didn’t have phones or Google.

Mlindo played how we pronounce it and we looked at each other.

Mcebo: Well she is fair as if she is mixed

Mlindo: A Zulu mom and a Greek father?

“It’s possible”

Mcebo: Or she has a white dad, explains the school

Zamani: Or her black parents loved the name and they super rich.

We all nodded and sat down.

“Well, I invited her to chill with us at some point.”

The guys all 3 of them looked at me”

Zamani: We are guys and she is a girl, so why would she possibly chill with us?

“Well, I never said we guys plus she is tomboyish in how she dresses”

Zamani: She will look at us and won't chill with us mark my words.

“We are nerdy guys, we look like nerds and we talk like nerds, and a few minutes ago we were googling a name. Which guys do you know who are 16 who chill in the basement not to smoke or drink but to chill and practice maths?”

I pointed at the maths books opened on their laps and they all shrugged.

“One look at us she might run away” we all laughed and I took out a pen and we started our maths problems in silence. For some odd reason I wanted her to be our friend she seems like a cool person.Parents came and went saw us with maths and never bothered us and sometimes we get applauded for being good boys but honestly, we're just a bunch of nerds that somehow found each other in this complex. And take great joy in doing maths in a cold basement or talking about anything physics and the experiments we do. Those were supper cool.

Three

Xanthe

Independence is something that life has forced on me. Here I am walking to one of the huge buildings and looking at people walking in and out of the office, dressed in clothes that you could tell from a distance were expensive. I said my name at the front and a few minutes later a tall slim woman walked closer and directed me to the office where a white man walked in with a file.

“ Miss Mncube”

“ Hi”

“ Hi, I'm Mr. Barnes your grandmother's lawyer”

“Nice to meet”

Mr. Barnes placed a portfolio in front of me.

Mr Barnes: Your grandmother left money to your uncle Sibusiso and your two aunts Samukelisiwe and Zinhle. I'll be meeting that trio on Monday. In your name, she left shares to a company that pays dividends into her account monthly but now it will be coming into your account. She also left a car in your name and she also left a lump sum of cash in your name that will come out when you are 21. As a retired teacher she left her kids as beneficiaries of the remaining funds of her retirement fund. You won't get anything there.

I nodded and I wasn't bumped on it because all she left was enough.

“ Uhm you said a car. Am 16, yes she taught me how to drive but I can't drive. Also, I can't take her car my uncle uses it.”

Mr Barnes took something out of his inner pocket and I saw it was a car key and he placed it on the table.

Mr. Banes: A few months before she passed she got you a car. It was supposed to be your 16th birthday. 

“ I'll work on my license”

Mr Barnes: I'll get a driver to drive you to your apartment with it.

“ Thanks”

Mr Barnes: I've worked a million Family cases in my years but I have never seen a case like yours. If you need anything or need help anyhow my office will always be at your disposal. Your grandmother loved you, she always said you would carry the family name high one day and wanted the best for you. She always stresses over the cruelty of her kids and always admired that even though your uncle and aunts were cruel, your mother always treated them with kindness. So let me know if you ever need anything.

I nodded and signed the papers and his driver and him walked me to the basement and there we got a little silver grey Yaris. I walked around it for a while and looked at the lawyer and smiled. His driver drove me to my apartment and parked by my slot and then left. I walked around the basement and saw a bunch of guys with a whiteboard by the wall and a few bean bags actually practising maths. They were laughing at some joke but when they saw me they paused and I saw a familiar face. Before I could say something he jumped up.

“You came???” he was so shocked and so were the guys that were there. I smiled.

Simo: Come, let me introduce you to the guys.

I walked closer and saw that it was actually a little chilling place that they created for themselves to chill. It was actually cool with the bean bags and away from the cars at the extra space in the basement.

Simo: This is Mlindo and Mcebo and Zamani. 

“ Xanthe”

They all looked at each other with grins.

Zamani: Nice to meet you.

Simo: We chill here most of the time

“ nice chill area”

Mcebo: How old are you?

“ 16 doing grade 11 and you'll?”

Zamani: 17 doing grade 11.

“ I attended school early, and I go to Crawford International.”

Zamani: We go to Durban North College

“Nice”

Mlindo: Heard your school has boarding

“ Yep, my grandma thinks not living in a boarding school will widen my social skills”

Mlindo: Grandma is smart

I chuckled. 

“Well, it's nice meeting you.”

Mlindo: Likewise

I turned and looked at them.

“Ah, quick question anyone know how to drive?”

They all lifted their hands.

“ learners?”

They all lifted their hands.

“ I wanna do mine, I know how to drive but I just want to do my learners”

Mlindo: We can teach you, I still have my signs and papers

Zamani: I have the K53 I can loan you.

“Cool, I'll appreciate that, thanks.”

I turned and walked into my apartment and went through the investment portfolio my grandma started. This is all new to me and I have no idea how it works so I spent the evening learning how it works on the internet.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
YOU CANT GIVE UP WHEN GOD HASN'T
GIVEN UP ON YOuU!!!

oo, EloTiped

REVENGE





