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	To Matt,

	I may not be so great at showing it,

	But even when it doesn’t seem like it,

	I am eternally grateful for the love and support.

	Yours truly.

	Love you.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	                              #1

	I never liked burials; all my life, burials were the one occasion I did never want to be party to. Death was the one reason I always believed life did not have second chances, despite the many that I had received and even given. Funny how it is called a wake yet somebody has slept eternally; a vigil yet the one for whom it is intended has got nothing at all to be vigilant about. All is done and gone for them, but the names the ceremony is given leaves a lot to be desired. It is an end, most probably an undesired one because it doesn’t matter who, what they were or how old they’d been, somebody always thinks they should have lived on a little longer. Some say it is a moment of celebration and thanksgiving for the life of the departed, funny how all else around the ritual is nothing but tear-filled. People are distant, cultures and climes different, but the undesirable melancholy that characterizes these occasions, is the one piece that all the bereaved share. No matter where you are, what country you go to or even planet; the wise creators of movies and films make us believe that aliens too receive news of death just like all of us. At times I am forced to wonder why people have to act all different, yet we are all one and the same in a place like that one. There is no race or colour of skin in death, to the soft, the tender or even those hardened by life’s circumstances, the feeling of loss is the same, maybe just dealt with differently. I hate burials because I hate ends but more, because I loathe the environment and mood that comes with them.

	“Dust to dust, ash to ash…”

	Life dragged me to yet another one. Daisy Lukoma, dear to many even though survived by just a few; I was there when it all happened. Everyone else spoke for her, mostly about her but aunty Daisy was quiet; a portrait of her homely smile, with folded arms leaned on the last memory she was making in our minds – her casket. The wails and mourns of loved ones that I hate to remember surrounded us all, but she looked happy still. Made me wonder if it is true what they say about people being in a better place after they leave this world, then I remembered the image had been taken long before she lay there, lifeless. She was happy then, I had no idea if or not she was happy still, with her eyes closed and her body still, but it was safer to think she was. She did no longer decide on anything, not even on the time for what, at her own occasion moreover. Others decided and sadly she couldn’t even object or suggest, whether or not she was pleased with the decisions was uncertain, her portrait only smiled. Twelve years before her own, Gram Lukoma, her beloved husband, had left aunty Daisy with 16year old Mark, 12year old Jude and 20year old Dana and gone to heaven like the deacons at burials usually say. Sad moment it was, to bid farewell to all Gram’s generosity and kindness, he is forever remembered. To know that we were starting to make similar statements about aunty Daisy was disheartening but well, such is life and death is cruel.

	Aunty Daisy had alone stayed faithful to the parenthood role to which both she and uncle Gram had sworn allegiance, and raised their three children into admirable and responsible young men and woman. She did great, but at that moment, she sadly did not move either, she could no longer be their guiding light when they needed redirection. It was hard, losing daddy, but mother being around at the time, had made it easier to accept; at least there was a star left, but the sky darkened and forever, the moment Daisy Lukoma fell silent. I could never sufficiently describe the searing pain of loss that Dana, Mark and Jude could have been experiencing, even if I were to be given a thousand or more chances. The rest of us could have been hurting, but I was aware their suffering was different, its magnitude was grave; we could have sympathized and condoled with them, but no one knew for sure the countless pieces their young hearts were breaking into. The ceremony dragged on, but it could have been me for badly wanting it to end already. Not like the somber sadness would disappear right away but at least the depressing wails of loss would get less loud; they usually did after the ground closed, despite loved ones being underneath, never again to be seen or heard. I wanted it to end, but I did not want the one thing that was supposed to have ended it. I did not want her to go yet, I knew keeping her around was just acts of delaying the inevitable but I did not want to be put in the position of never seeing her again. All I wanted was for aunty Daisy to stay with us, but without the troubling wails, which for the moment was as dangerously insane as it was impossible. The journey that she had started was one with neither return nor future contact.

	Being that she had lived most of her life serving the church, the lengthy requiem was quite understandable. But even that length could not alter the end result, we all turned to walk away, leaving the undertakers to finish the job. Flowers, a little earth and maybe kind words, the only gifts we’d left her, after all the generosity she’d showed to the world. How sad! A dry, in fact crude reminder of why I really hated them. It was her wish to be mourned for the shortest time, to soon leave the melancholy behind so, soon her will was read. Everything she’d worked so hard for, distributed among loved ones and relatives, some of whom were ungrateful even. The most prized of her belongings, an old but still glamorous home in the famous Ministers’ Village, along with a few others, she left to one of the dearest of the souls that she was survived by – Dana Lukoma, her beloved daughter and the very reason you are able to hear this story. She decided that I share it, with the most fit words, a task I might not be able to execute as flawlessly or perfectly, but will do anyway, because it was me she chose. They say death births life, quite controversial, I always thought, so I decided to rewrite the statement, with words that I am a little bit more comfortable with, after all it is my story to tell. Death marks new beginnings, one thing should be clear, life does not start at her mother’s wake and funeral, but this story might as well have started there. It was also probably the one reason I started to think twice or even thrice about death being a totally undesired end, I started to modify it to the belief that death marks both ends and beginnings because life does end for the departed, but it sure changes for we who remain, especially if the departed were dear and close.

	Awo olwaatuuka…

	Dana Lukoma became the owner of one of the oldest and most luxurious home structures in town, moments after we left the cemetery. A shelter of good luck, mother had always called it, because she knew the house for a bringer of goodness. Whatever it was that she suffered, mother believed it all got well in or around her shelter; and that, she believed for everyone else too. Whenever you were not okay, when you were sad or even physically unwell, ‘mother’ as we all called aunty Daisy, would encourage you to go home, not to hospital, but home.

	“Am sure you will feel much better here, and soon…”, she would always encourage.

	Sometimes what you were going through was one of those things one preferred to protect family from, and you well knew going home wouldn’t allow you to freely express your hurt; but believe me in most cases, mother somehow managed to convince you into taking it there. It was as if the house was a home for miracles, and maybe it was but I always guessed it was the part about being home, happy and at peace with her family that healed mother the most, until of course she told the story of Dana’s conception and birth. 

	For years, she and her husband had vainly tried for a baby and almost accepted that maybe they were just not meant for the beautiful gift. She said there was nothing legally and morally accepted and acceptable that they did not try; hospitals, doctor consultations, every expert recommended to them, they would trek and try; church and prayers never ceasing, but somehow they’d all led to grown frustration until the couple resorted to faithful patience. While being patient, she and her husband invested extensively, venturing mostly in land, real estate and construction. Apartment buildings, condos, independent housing units and even business arenas were erected and they flourished. Then came The Shelter land deal that the couple disagreed on purchasing. Uncle Gram said it was not worth the named price, yet by virtue of location and probably seller’s approach, aunty Daisy felt like she could have spent every last one of her coins, even in credit if it necessitated so, just to own the piece. Uncle Gram argued that they would not get inhabitants for the project due to the high price, yet setting a lower one would have meant almost zero gain on their end, but mother had insisted and won for some reason.

	She confessed to having seen reason in her husband’s arguments, that at a point, she too had wanted to abandon the project, but it was as if there was a wild obsessive desire that had taken over her, demanding that they made the piece their property. The lady that they were buying it from was elderly and sweet, she’d confided in mother that she was trying to avoid her children tearing themselves to pieces over the piece of land after she departed. Reasonable, but even mother knew that couldn’t have been the sole reason for the obsessive desire that almost cost her husband’s trust in insightful thinking and analysis. She failed to explain her reasons for badly wanting to take on a project that did not make so much business sense. For some reason though, one that was alien even to herself, she still wanted to be the new owner of the piece. That, she’d finally confessed to her husband.

	“I still remember how he stared at me the moment he resigned to just let me win…”, she said.

	It was as if uncle Gram was saying, we better not regret this, despite knowing how regrettable the decision would have been. Mother said that she felt a painful pinch of guilt at that moment, so much that she almost told her husband he did not have to, yet the other obsessive desire was still present, refusing to give her a moment to breathe. Then for the first time she was torn between wanting the project so badly and whether or not it was the right thing to do, when uncle Gram made it clear to her that she would be running it solely. He informed her that he would only visit and maybe advise a little bit where necessary, then she wanted to apologise; for seemingly driving her husband away, because in all honesty, that was all she was sorry for. She did, despite feeling like there was no real point in apologising and still doing whatever she’d wanted to do anyway. Long story short, aunty Daisy had soon embarked on finding the most appealing and luxurious home designs, not just at the time, but from the future too. Her thinking was, if someone was going to pay for the house using all their life assurance, then it had to be worth it. Her visiting advisor was impressed with every step of the way, at least so mother thought.

	“I poured my heart and soul into that project, designing every detail of it as I would have wanted my wishful-life home to be, so that every time daddy came by, he would be proud. The cost was chocking us, but he had decided to let me win. ‘Maybe he has a plan’, often time I thought because throughout all my project, the man did not complain, even when I thought this time, this is it!”, she’d laughed as she narrated.

	Finally, after even longer than a year, the project was complete. Mother handed the keys over to her visiting advisor so he could go inspect and critique which he did and even appreciated; she had made a heaven of the place, even daddy agreed. He promised he would get it on the market and onto the next one, they’d marched, in better unity than ever before. Like daddy had long prophesied, the house did not get many interested prospects and stood unvisited for a while but he did not complain, most probably because that had been much anticipated. Of course the guilt was punching on her but there was no more going back. About 8months after the unveiling occasion was mother’s birthday and for her gift, daddy handed the keys back to her, telling her that for all the hard work and time invested, the house would be her new home, whenever she would have wanted it to. The joy that mother felt that day, she described as that from the most beautiful dream, one she forever feared to wake out of. She’d been right all along, her husband had had a plan, he said he’d only allowed her to win, knowing their current home would play the business role, after the new one was complete. He’d then put her solely in charge because he’d wanted her to make her home everything she wanted it to be. At a point, after it all stood tall, mother had actually wished it was, she had even thought of suggesting everything that daddy said as he handed the keys back to her, but she’d feared he’d think it had been her real reason from the beginning. At the time, the project had bruised them enough so she’d painfully handed over the keys, but along with a fragment of her heart. 

	“At that moment, I wondered what in life I would ever give him but nothing came to mind. Then I decided I would LOVE him, through thick, thin and possibly the impossible, I would remain.”, she said and that love beamed in her eyes once again, young, youthful and free.

	The couple soon moved into their new home, renovated the old one and put it on the market to play the other role. The house warming was as glamorous as the house, friends and family graced the occasion, mother remembered a few of her friends confessing they wished it was their lives that were being celebrated. Oh you should have seen and heard her tell the story, because I don’t think I am doing a fine job. Nothing else mattered at the time, not even the other struggle that I know you are thinking of. She was alienly yet genuinely happy, so much that she too started wondering why; maybe it was the blessing that she had received from the elderly lady, after they finalized with the purchase of the land, she always thought.

	“I am grateful to you, my child, for helping me save my children’s lives… Thank you, may the Lord God almighty abundantly bless you, may this piece be more than just a project for you.”, the elderly lady had told her, a few months after which they heard that she passed on.

	Her words remained, it was so fulfilling for mother to have helped somebody depart happily, just the memory of the elderly lady’s smile that day, had forever made mother smile too. Roselyn Katumba, was her name, the elderly lady that made mother wear silent inner warmth for the rest of the time that she lived. 

	About 2months of occupying their house from the future, when nothing else mattered save for enjoying her excitement, aunty Daisy fell ill. Her body was generally weak, her stomach revolted against everything that she fed it with, yet her glow was only magnified. Friends came by to check on her but it was almost impossible for many to believe when she told them how hard it was to get out of bed on certain mornings. Being a hater of medicines and anything chemically engineered, mother survived on hydration and fruits, believing the unpleasant feeling would pass like many in the past had. For weeks though, it lingered around, getting better on some days but intensifying on others, the dynamics happened a while until uncle Gram himself dragged her to the hospital. Luckily for mother, the specialist there did not have to perform any of those dreaded body-piercing rituals on her to let her know she was with child. Years of vain trials and grown frustration, then at the one point they weren’t even paying attention to trying, life brought forth a beautiful gift. 6weeks into it and she had not even thought it could have been pregnancy weakening her immunity. The looks on both their faces reflected the swelling overwhelm in their hearts; the frustration that uncle Gram had gone to the medical centre with was magically turned into joy and mother’s weakness to unprecedented strength. The following many months were of course the happiest of their lives, the couple together nurtured the gift until it was time to bring the bundle of joy into the world.

	I have heard stories of women in labor rooms, but aunty Daisy’s was a tale so different, Dana had gone about 3weeks past expected delivery date, but mother still happily carried, enjoying every moment, even those that were not very pleasant because she believed it was all part of the answer to her prayers, meaning there was no room for complaining, just thanksgiving. At last the day dawned, maybe it was the excruciating pain she waited for that never came, but mother said Dana’s appearance was not as painful as those before her had made her believe it would be. It could have been the preparation for the worst or the swollen anticipation for the best that numbed her, no one knew for sure, not even herself. The excitement there was when their miracle finally smiled up at the lovely couple, that one I am sorry I won’t attempt to describe, because even I who heard it from the horse’s mouth, just did not fully comprehend it. But some day, I believe we all will finally experience it.

	In calculation, Dana might as well have been conceived during the first month of occupying the new home. A beautiful unanticipated gift of a little princess, fragile and tender, that mother was eager to show the world and teach the ways of kindness and goodness; a job she executed much more than excellently. Joy after joy, mother had then labelled their new dwelling the shelter of good luck. Later, mother-nature gifted the family with an addition of two boys, Mark and Jude and they were complete. She and her husband had asked for a single fish the entire time but the Lord gave a rich pond, what more could they have wanted apart from the gift of life to watch their treasures grow. The happily ever after had left the fairy tales and moved into her life at the time, it was everything she ever wanted, aunty Daisy, a chance to shower her warm love on the fruits of her own womb. Nature was faithful because that happiness stayed a while until of course, the moment of uncle Gram’s passing. They that were familiar with the story of the Lukomas did not think mother would even survive months without her husband. But well, maybe because he’d left behind parts of the fraction that she’d had to nurture and groom, mother had hang in for a few more years, just to try to complete what the two of them had started...

	Dana accepted her gift, a gift that I could tell she did not really want, she never said why, but I guessed it was the responsibility that scared her the most. She had taken the deeds and titles and kept them away in a bank only known to herself, the only sign of possession and ownership that she had so far showed. Even with the knowledge of how pointless it was to pay rent and other bills, it took a while convincing her to move back into the house. For many months, it stood empty, with no life in it because the one that should have resurrected it was still stuck on the belief that it wouldn’t feel like home without mother in it. Her absence would most definitely scream loud, but maybe it was her presence that Dana was most afraid of running into. Dana’s reservations were understood, without a doubt, but I was worried what the house would become after being unused and unoccupied for too long. I could have sworn people were about to relate it to the haunted houses that we saw in horrors and thrillers.

	                        

	 

	#2

	“I still want to quit.”, Dana said to me one evening. She’d long thought of quitting work but we’d agreed that it was better to take some time on it but there it went again.

	“Perfect time to move into a house with no bills, don’t you think?”, I quickly replied, remembering mother’s gift to her dear daughter, still stood empty. Among the projects that the Lukomas put in place was a resort whose earnings majorly went to the maintenance of the house, an account had been created and it presently stood with an outrageous balance from non-use.

	“I was actually thinking of auctioning it or maybe putting it up for rent and it could be my source of income.”, she said hesitantly, she’d known I would go there for I never gave up any opportunity to bring up the house discussion whenever it presented itself.

	“Could be something to consider…”, I replied thoughtfully.

	“But?”, she wondered, looking straight at me.

	“What if, just what if the payments don’t come through like you are expecting?”, I asked.

	“And what if they do?”, she countered.

	“Well, that too is a possibility, but honestly I wouldn’t advise a sale.”, I finally confessed.

	“I don’t want to sell it either but I need money.”, she lied. Dana might not have wanted to sell her family house, but she definitely wanted to get rid of it, not out of a money need but maybe out of the frustration of having to keep a portion of her parents yet she could no longer hug or hear them. A part that constantly reminded her that they were no longer with us; a number of months had gone by after mother passed but it still hurt like it did that day. She and her mum had been best friends, that she did not know how best to handle life without her yet, was not at all surprising. Dana had lost an important portion of her life, and at the same time been loaded with a heavy responsibility. That she was not sure she would be able to handle it well was okay, we all have moments of second or even third guessing ourselves.

	“I believe mother would have done what Roselyn did back in the days before her demise, but there was a reason she didn’t.”, I painfully reminded.

	“Times I think it’s the reason they made both the boys other projects…”, she exhaled softly but seemingly in agreement. At the time we thought the girl child was being ignored and excluded because she would soon be married and have more binding responsibilities, but the inheritance of the family house had made us understand why none of the projects in the past was ever Dana’s.

	“Yea, guess they always knew the special reservation had already been made.”, I added with a not very comforting smile.

	“Thanks El, but honestly I don’t think living there without everyone else will be an easy task…”, she explained. “…probably why am trying to avoid it anyway.”, at least she was starting to be honest.

	“I know that, but it’s not just a house, Dana, it’s where you got most of your grooming. It’s the one place that holds many memories, not just yours, but Mark’s and Jude’s.”, I argued.

	“I know.”, she said sadly.

	In all honesty, I knew it was her house and she had ultimate rights to do as she pleased with it, as long as Mark and Jude were on board, but I was against any action meant to get rid of it. I actually would have preferred that it remained unoccupied and unused; but unsold too. That though did not make so much sense with Dana in a rented apartment, which she had obviously rented against mother’s will since according to mother, a daughter only left her parents’ home for her husband’s. Growing children though will always win when it comes to ‘making their own decisions’, and Dana was no exception. Maybe I had silently believed mother’s theory of the good luck charm, but I also had a silent belief that by leaving it with Dana, mother had intended to keep the memory of the home alive. Dana was the little nucleus, the uniting factor, and with her as the new head, the boys would both comfortably return home without feeling like they were visiting just one brother’s home. That was just a thinking of mine, for mother had not detailed reason, but it was a thinking that I later shared with Dana and she at least halted the auction plans. Five bedrooms, six bathrooms, servants quarters, large enough living room and dinning areas with two independent quarters in the back, was big enough for Dana to make a mini hotel whose reservations had to come weeks before the dwellers would be needing the space. But even then, for some reason, also alien to myself, I didn’t want it to be used that way, not at the time. One day when she was married and had to go start a life elsewhere with her husband, then maybe we would think of a use for the house in that direction. And if it hadn’t been for the inclination of the marriage tradition on women, I would as well have preferred that the family she would start and make for herself spent their lives there. A possibility, but that was a decision that she and her future husband would have to make, for the moment, I was pretty alright with her just leaving the house alone.

	“Thorns getting more unbearable at the station?”, I finally asked about the statement that was supposed to have been being discussed.

	“My dear, sometimes I feel like am chocking.”, she sighed.

	“So, when?”, I asked.

	“I have to give 3 months’ notice as per my contract.”, she replied, clearly wishing it could be any shorter than that.

	“Have you?”, I wondered.

	“Guess am still looking for a cheerleader.”, she said with a tone of doubt.

	“Is that a job I can do?”, I laughed.

	“Try El, show us some talent.”, she mused.

	* * *

	 

	 

	 

	About 2 weeks later, Dana gave the notice of intention to quit, then we knew it was about time. What she was to do next and when it would start did not matter at the moment, we would sort that out later; she was gifted in arts and quite creative, at least we had a wild idea where she would start. Meanwhile news of her resignation spread quite fast and landed even on ears that it probably shouldn’t have. Noah started to talk, very concerned that she would be leaving and of course apologising in case it was a fault of his. Noah Mugisha was an ex boyfriend and colleague whom she’d honestly not wanted to inform of her resignation because just as expected, he’d go thinking he was the reason for it. Lord, he even offered to go in her place in case it was his presence she couldn’t stand any longer. The last he’d said anything more than a polite greeting was after mother, the sorry and empathies for her loss were said and heard, he should have known she was still grieving, still struggling with processing things, but no it was him, he was the reason, at least according to him.

	“Guess who thinks I am leaving station because of him?”, Dana asked when she called during the break.

	“Am sure I don’t need to say the name for you to know I guessed right.”, I laughed.

	“You don’t.”, she jeered. “Adam’s children always wanting to take all the credit!”, she shrugged.

	“Eish, why not? How else would you like them to show their significance?”, I supported sarcastically.

	“Anyhow, I did not call to discuss Adam’s sons, I meant to say this evening’s ice cream is on me in case you’re up.”, she said, shrugging off many other thoughts.

	“Who says no to ice cream?”, I asked with excitement. She needed to talk, that fact I knew, so it did not matter what the evening plan was, I had to be at ice cream. 

	As close as the chosen ice cream place was to my apartment, I got late, thanks to the unending discussions in the work meeting. Thankfully she did not really mind waiting just as long as I showed. She was at table when I finally stormed the parlor, rushing through to join her before she even knew I was there.

	“Sorry I am late.”, I smiled casually, pulling on a chair so I could sit down.

	“Long as you are here.”, she winked.

	“We good?”, I asked.

	“Yea, you should get something to drink first…”, Dana suggested.

	“Am good, just walked a little faster than usual.”, I responded and she offered to go get the promised ice cream, in whose flavors I was allowed neither choice nor suggestion. She was not gone so long, she soon returned with two glasses in hand, placing them on the small table before us.

	“So, lately you know who is being so all over me at the station, so much I am starting to meet his ghost back at the apartment.”, Dana said thoughtfully as she stared at the glass in front of her. The desired ice cream was hardly touched, her lips only opened to say things.

	“Talk about ghosts with no limits…”, I shrugged and she smiled.

	“Please tell me you know of some really good exorcists.”, she responded, leaning closer to the table.

	“The last time I tried, the search sucked.”, I disappointed. Her haunted statement was much anticipated, soon I will tell you the story of Dana and Noah, a couple that used to be one of my favorites but for the moment, let’s concentrate on ridding a young woman of a disturbing ghost.

	“I’ve been thinking about everything you’ve said about the house and my current situation and you are right…”, she said, still thoughtful and almost to herself, like she was not sure she was actually saying what she was saying. “…I guess it makes no sense using money I don’t have to pay for a house I no longer like anyway, yet there’s a vacant galaxy out somewhere that I can rightly say I own.”, she added, looking straight at me so she did not miss my celebratory face.
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