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ROSEMARY’S CHILD
There was a tiny voice calling outside the gate. The children stopped to play and extended their heads backwards to see through the passage leading down to the gate made of iron bars, allowing you to see any person standing in front of it.
There stood a young dark girl, looking frail and startled. so tense it seemed she would just turn back the way she came and make a run for it.
“ Is anyone in please?” came the tiny quivering voice again.
“ Mum” said the children playing "There is a girl outside the gate".
"Go and ask her whom she's looking for" ordered mum.
All the children ran to the gate at once. At the gate they asked with one voice."Yes, who are you looking for?"
-Is this the house of the native doctor called The Beckoner?" the girl asked.
" yes" replied the kids.
"I want to see her" - she said, lowering her eyes. Shying away even from the kids standing before her. Children rushed back in again, shouting "Mum, she wants to see you "Mum, she wants to see you"
"Go and open the gate for her, don't stand there! sharp, sharp!"
Children rushed back to the gate. Many hands went up to unlatch the padlock holding together the two wings of the gate "Wait let me open it .your hands are too short to reach the key" " No it's me. I'll open it" argued the children, striking each other's hands off the gate. Finally the gates swung open. The girl stepped in and the children locked back the gate resuming their game that was formerly disturbed.
She walked in on unstable feet, bowed low before the woman dressed all in white whom the children had called mum. "Honourable Beckoner" She stammered.
"Yes my child. It is late. Now, what is your reason to walk in the darkness?"
"Madam, I. I. Llliffe ha…. (sharp intake of breath) has put me into five folds of, of, of darkness, darkness, kness" She reverbed her own words. Her voice trembled and her lips quivered. “Day before yesterday _She continued_ I had to sleep in the cupboard and yesterday I travelled in the boot of a car to get here. My family has put me on the dark pages of their dairy. I perceive nothing else but darkness and nothing can throw in some light. that's my reason to walk in the darkness. I waited in the bushes till dark so I could come here. I feel everyone who sees me knows my intentions and my problems. if not for the electric light in your house Madam, I didn’t want even to show my face before you. I feel so ashamed!”
She burst into tears that ran freely down her nose. All the children had stopped playing at the sound of her laments. She had suddenly brought in clouds that rained sorrow. They watched closely, to know why she was crying.
“All you children get away from here! What kind of children are these? Ah! Ah!? Every time I’m discussing they want to hear everything. Go into the parlour and watch cartoons like normal children do. Go!!” She accentuated her full stop and made as if to pick up a broom and hit the children with it. They all scattered, scuttling away towards the direction of the living room.
“Sit down my dear, stop crying and tell me what the problem is. I’m sure we’ll find a solution.
Where’s this seat that was here just a while ago? Peter!! Peter!!”
“Yes Mum!” One of the children in the parlour emerged at the door.
“Peter get me a chair! Can’t you see I have a visitor? Get me a chair fast!”
“Yes Ma!” Peter answered, disappearing into the parlour and coming out again with an iron chair in between the grip of his tiny hands. He set the chair down before the crying girl, then turned round and went to the other children in the living room.
“Now, my child. There’s no one around. Go ahead. Tell me what’s darkening your life”
“I’m, I’m sorry. May God forgive me. I want to do something terribly bad. I must. I must!”
“The Beckoner, you see, I owe my life to my uncle. He was the one that provided my hospital fees when my parents couldn’t afford it. I was down sick with typhoid fever at the age of two. My parents tried to use local medicine but it didn’t work. Then my uncle gave them money and ordered that I be taken to a hospital for proper treatment. A year after I got better my parents took me to his house to serve him and his children as gratitude for what he did.
His youngest son’s name is Anayo. He is eight years older than myself. With time we became good friends”
“And how old are you now Miss, eeh, I even forgot to ask your name”
“My name is Rose Mary, Ma. And I’m now fifteen years old”
Ok. Continue, Rose Mary”
“Yes Ma. Anayo and I became good friends. Last year I finally returned to the house of my parents. My uncle said I was becoming a woman and therefore should be with my parents. From my first week at home Anayo was coming to visit me .... us, often.
One day, when my parents were away he came. He told me that he couldn’t live without me. That he loved me a lot more than the word brotherly affection contains. He said he wanted us to run away to some far place and get married. He said it didn’t matter we were cousins” She went silent for a while before continuing.”Then he started to touch my secret places. He said he wanted to do it. After that first time we did it more often .One day my tummy started to swell. I was vomiting often and I didn’t want to eat. My mother said I was pregnant. They wanted to know who I did it with. At first I didn’t want to tell them but they beat me so hard that I had to. My father shouted that it was abomination and incest.
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